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ABOUT THE TITLE

When I contemplated a title for my autobiography, I first thought of calling it, “Don’t Take Me for Granite!” My wife Verna, to whom I dedicate this book, has a problem with spelling and pronunciation at times. Once, when our children were misbehaving, she told them not to take their liberties for granite. She meant to say “for granted” of course, but I think “granite” was a better choice of words. I sincerely hope readers of this book will take what I write seriously, but there is some humor and satire interspersed among these pages, so please don’t take everything for granite! 

Crumbs are similar to chips in that both begin their existence when they become detached or independent from the whole or original. Otherwise, they are vastly different.
· When the kids do something right, they are "chips off the old block." If the kids are bad, we say, “Look what your crummy kids did!”
· Chips are made and crumbs just happen. When the chips are down or baked in cookies, someone put them there for a reason. Crumbs just fall and no one claims responsibility for them. 

· If you are happy, you feel chipper, but when you're sad, you feel crummy. 

· The sound of potato chips crunching between your teeth is gratifying, but the sound of crumbs under foot is annoying.

· Technicians put microchips in computers, but you don't want crumbs to fall on the keyboard. 

God created the world, plant life and animals, and he saw that everything he made was good. But he wasn't finished. He then created Adam and Eve in his own image - chips if you will. They became independent beings with a will of their own, but they -- we -- were designed to remain in harmonious fellowship with the Creator. Like all other created forms of life, they were instructed to "be fruitful and multiply." We are not just his creations, but his creators. Procreators, inventors, innovators… We are capable of independent decisions, but God wants us to act in harmony with him. Unfortunately, Adam and Eve used the free will that they were given to break away from their Creator. They became fallen crumbs and were cast out of Paradise! Towards thr end of 2017, I finished a book titled, Images of the Creator Should be Creative. You can also download and read that book free.
DOGS AND CRUMBS

Crumbs seldom stayed on the floor in our house. We had a miniature poodle named Bonnie, which was actually a cat disguised as a sheep. Bonnie would eat just about anything, including stuff our children didn’t like. 

Crumbs and dogs are mentioned in the Bible. In Matthew 15, a Canaanite woman asked Jesus for help. Jesus put her to the test, saying that he was the Jewish Messiah; she was not entitled to blessings promised the Jews. The woman argued that even dogs get crumbs that fall from their master's table. Jesus was impressed with her faith and healed her daughter. 

In Luke 16:19-31, a poor man named Lazarus yearned for a few crumbs from an unnamed rich man's table. Apparently, not even the dogs got crumbs, for they resorted to licking the beggar’s sores. Not long thereafter, both men died and the men's roles were switched. Lazarus was united with God in heaven and the rich man was being tormented in hell. He became the beggar. He first begged God to send Lazarus with a drop of water for his parched tongue. Then he caught a missionary vision and begged God to send Lazarus to preach the gospel of salvation to his brothers. He argued that if someone came back from the dead, they would believe. 

Jesus not only returned from the dead, but promises eternal life to all those separated from God if they only place their faith in him. God wants more than anything else, to re-establish that connection, fellowship, the unity that he enjoyed with Adam and Eve before their sin. And he asks those of us who receive salvation and join the family of God to share the good news with people around us and around the world. We are still individuals, but we live and work in harmony with the Creator of the universe. 

We were not created as crumbs, but as chips -- microchips of our Creator!
The primary task of the church is sharing its blessings – the gospel in particular – with the have-nots. Unfortunately, missions, for many American Christians, consist of dropping crumbs for Canaanite dogs. God’s family is seated around his table, blessed with an abundant spread of everything good, while the lost on the churches' doorstep are ignored.

While it is true that not all of us are called to become foreign missionaries, we are ALL to be witnesses of Christ (Acts 1:7). We can and must do a better job, and that is the main purpose of this autobiography. I was once a fallen crumb, but I cried out to God and he had mercy on me. As I yielded to his patient prodding, he began to conform me to his image. He isn’t finished with me yet, but I hope this autobiography will convince you that anyone can become a “microchip” of the Creator. You don’t have to be a crumb and go to the dogs!
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FOREWORD
On June 28, 1914, the Austrian Archduke Franz Ferdinand was assassinated in Sarajevo. Austria retaliated on July 28 by declaring war on Serbia. The German federation was able to celebrate victory after victory for nearly four years. 

Only after German submarines began sinking American merchant ships in 1918, did America finally get involved in World War I. 

On March 11, 1938 (I was three days old), the Austrian-born Chancellor of Germany, Adolf Hitler, rode triumphantly into his homeland and the city of his birth, Braunau, announcing to millions of cheering Austrians that the German people were once again a united nation. This act had been forbidden under the peace agreements of 1919 and precipitated World War II. 

Once again, the United States watched events in Europe from a safe distance. Although Canada declared war on Germany in 1939, the United States became involved in World War II only after the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor in 1941.
AMERICA -- WORLD POWER OR SPECTATOR?

The United States of America is undisputedly the greatest military force on the face of this earth, but only because its power has been demonstrated in action. America, as a spectator, has no more power than an engine which is not running.

POWER TO DESTROY OR TO BUILD?

America has a mighty arsenal of weapons capable of destroying the world by several "overkills", plus well-trained troops who know how to use all that war machinery. 

But America's most valuable resource and greatest power-potential is not its power to destroy the world but rather its power to "win" it. The large number of American men and women who have placed their personal faith and trust in the Lord Jesus Christ represent our nation’s greatest power potential. What an opportunity for world missions! The power of the gospel is a constructive, winning power and not a destructive one. 

 A gifted and hard-working team of construction workers may labor for a year to build a magnificent house that is admired by all. But any kid with a match can destroy it in a few minutes.  

Jesus did not come to destroy, but rather to save (Luke 9:56). We may claim to be orthodox, evangelical, fundamental or Bible-believing Christians, but lives will not be changed unless we heed our Commander in Chief, Jesus Christ, who sends us to share the gospel with all people, even into the “uttermost parts of the earth."
We are called to be the "salt of the earth." God has promised us, “My word shall not return unto me void.” Jesus is the "light of the world" (Matthew 5:14) but so are we (John 8:12)! But Jesus also said something very important about the light of the world in John 9:5. He said, “As long as I am in the world, I am the light of the world.” In II Corinthians 4:4, we read that “…the god of this world hath blinded the minds of them which believe not, lest the light of the glorious gospel of Christ, who is the image of God, should shine unto them.” It doesn’t say, “the glorious gospel of Christ, which is the image of God”, but rather, “the glorious gospel of Christ, who is the image of God.” We believers  are the image of God in this world! That is why Jesus says that WE are the light of the world.
The feeble, flickering flame of a tiny candle is powerful enough to penetrate at least a cubic mile of darkness. Scientists have not discovered a way to make ice resistant to salt’s melting power. Christians may believe these scientific facts, yet many seem to have lost confidence in the power of the gospel to transform evil men and women into good Christians. Jesus instructed his disciples, "Go into the highways and byways and compel them to come in!" But instead of making missionaries and evangelists of our youth, we hire a Youth Director to create entertaining programs that keep the kids off the streets. We are more concerned about protecting our youth from the bad guys than equipping them to win them to Christ. Jesus sent out his disciples as "lambs among wolves." I will deal with this subject in detail later, but rest assured, the lambs win! 

When our boys fought in two World Wars, people back home stood behind them in any way possible. Each victory on the battlefield was a victory for those back home, and every loss of life touched the lives and hearts of all Americans. There are war memorials in most larger American towns, honoring those who gave their lives. They died not only for their own country, but for other countries as well. 

I am disturbed by many people’s attitude toward missions today. Not a few view missions as "meddling in other people's business." They accuse missionaries of "destroying unique native cultural forms." The devil is certainly working feverishly to destroy culture, but not missionaries! The media, Hollywood, politicians, big business and even the mafia use every means at their disposal to gain power over or take advantage of people. Their goal is profit, colonialism, exploitation and dictatorship, but the gospel of Jesus Christ makes men and women truly free (John 8:36). 

Most Christians are familiar with the various passages collectively known as "the great commission," but Jesus stated it best when he said, "Just as the Father hath sent me, so send I you." Jesus stated his purpose in coming to earth quite clearly: He “came to seek and to save that which is lost." His instruction to followers is to do likewise. 

It is my prayer that readers of this book will learn a little more about missions and that some misconceptions will be erased. I pray too, that readers will somehow become effectively involved in missions. If God speaks to just one person who reads this biogrphy, leading him or her into missionary service, my efforts will have been more than compensated. 

That service need not be in a foreign country, nor must it be "full time" (a nice sounding term which means you get paid for it). The mission field is the world, and it begins at our doorstep. You may have neighbors who are atheists or just outwardly religious. Many Americans are foreign born; some of them come from countries where missionaries are not welcome. Read the newspaper and watch the news on TV and you will see that America is, without a doubt, a great mission field.

Having said this, it must also be said that no other nation has been so thoroughly saturated with the Gospel. Unfortunately, the bulk of Christian giving is spent on church buildings, salaried staff and utilities. Even much of the missions budget is designated for domestic projects. Have you examined your own church budget lately? Many churches expect members to tithe, yet give less than 10% of their own budget for missions. If missions is really the Church’s priority, how can this imbalance be justified? 

Many sign up for mission trips but few volunteer for longer service in foreign missions. Many of those who do, however, never make it because the desperately-needed support team is missing. There is a scarcity of Christians who are willing to faithfully pray for and support missionaries.

During a recent trip through America, I repeatedly heard Christians lamenting the economic situation. Christians and churches alike are having to tighten their belts and cut costs. They say, “We would really like to do more, but these are hard times!” On the other hand, I see these same Christians driving nice cars, living in homes that have every comfort, going on cruises and flashing their credit cards in shopping malls. America has the highest standard of living in the world. If we cannot afford missions, who can? We would do well to ask if our economic problems may result from a reluctance to support missions. Statistics and Church history lend credence to this possibility.

America is engaged in a war against terrorism since 9/11. We have been fighting wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, and we may soon be sending our soldiers to other hot spots. A Pentagon spokesman in Washington recently stated that America is strong enough to successfully wage wars on several fronts. But if America neglects its responsibility to win lost sinners for Christ, we have lost the most important battle! 

Ralph V. Harvey, 2010
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INTRODUCTION

FOUR DECADES OF MISSIONARY SERVICE

My wife Verna and I served as missionaries in Europe from July, 1964 until October, 2002. After 38 years in Austria, we are still actively engaged in evangelism, teaching and serving wherever the Lord can use us. Our varied ministries in Europe included evangelism, camps, youth ministries, printing and publishing, establishing churches and a Bible Institute. We taught, preached, worked with refugees, organized relief shipments to poverty stricken areas in Eastern Europe and much more. I was Field Director for two decades and served on committees and boards of several Christian organizations in Europe. Since retiring from Austria in 2002, we have sought to recruit workers for Avant Ministries (formerly Gospel Missionary Union), ministered in churches, schools and conferences. We now live in one of the world's neediest mission fields, New Jersey. There are people all around us who need Christ and many of them have never heard that Jesus died to give them eternal life.

OUR FAMILY

We have three children, Ralph Jr., Richard and Rebekah. Ralph Jr. lives in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania, where he works as computer systems analyst and programmer for the Pennsylvania Department of Transportation. He is still single but active in his church. 

Richard married a lovely Austrian named Martina. They live in Laakirchen, Upper Austria. Richard worked ten years with severely handicapped persons in a day care center. He also worked for Fronius, an Austrian industry which manufactures welding equipment, battery chargers, solar cell controls and the Austrian branch of Yale Forklifts and Equipment Company. His wife is a speech therapist in the Austrian school system. Both are actively involved in a local start-up church. They have four children, Julia, Benjamin, Michael and Doris Joy. In 2022, Julia and her husband Artur gave us our first great grandchild, Yael Mirabell.
Rebekah and her husband, David Pallmann, live in Frisco, Texas. David is an expert in the field of internet programming and Cloud computing. He has authored several computer books, two of which were published by Microsoft Press. He is presently employed by Amazon. Becky writes a popular cooking blog and works three days a week at their church. You may have heard of their Senior Pastor, Chuck Swindall. They have two daughters. Debra graduated from The Master’s University and married Nate. Both are now teachers. Susan graduated from the University of Louisville and is now employed in the graphics field. Jonathan got his pilot’s license in 2022 and is flying regularly to get his miles for the commercial license.
ABOUT THIS AUTOBIOGRAPHY

I have a reputation for being somewhat of a story teller. Friends have often suggested that I document my stories in a book. I started writing my autobiography after purchasing my first computer back in 1985 (a Commodore 64), but I don't expect to be finished when I die. 

In 1987, our son Richard wrote us a letter from college. He said that he had been asked questions about our calling and ministry that he could not answer. I decided to write my autobiography for our three children. Richard graduated from college, returned to Austria as a missionary, married, and has four children, but I am still writing. More recently, it occurred to me that our seven grandchildren know little or nothing about our lives before they were born. I am now writing more for their sakes.

I was asked to make a written record of the founding of the Austrian Bible Institute in time for the tenth anniversary in 1994. Both the tenth and the 25th anniversaries have come and gone and I am not finished. 

My first book, Rabban Gamaliel, was published in January of 2006. I wrote the manuscripts over a period of about ten years and it still wouldn't be published if  I had not had open heart surgery in 2005. I paid over $5,000 for 500 copies -- and gave most of them away. A few copies are collecting dust in a corner of our little house, but an expanded and corrected version of Rabban Gamaliel is downloadable from our personal website free of charge.
In addition to Rabban Gamaliel and Chips and Crumbs, I have written Images of the Creator should be Creative, finished end of 2017.  All three books and hundreds of articles or booklets that I have written can be downloaded free from our website, www.rvharvey.org (click on the "Ralph's Documents" tab). 

People who know me might have a difficult time believing that I am an outspoken critic of Christian literature. I give much thought to what I should write, asking God for wisdom and guidance. Any work that God does is exciting, interesting and rewarding. Those who serve the Lord faithfully will never be bored, but all Christians, including missionaries, frequently face problems, obstacles and difficult situations that just don't fit the picture many people have of missions. I may not tell everything but I don't want to paint just half a picture! 

I wrote this book for the fun of writing and I hope that you will enjoy reading it. I have a reputation for my sense of humor. Some appreciate it, while others feel that a missionary should be more serious. I take the Christian life and especially missions very seriously, but any missionary who lasts four decades, must have a sense of humor. Besides, if readers are entertained, they may continue reading. 

Here is my address just in case someone would like to contact me. Corrections and comments are welcome!

Ralph V. Harvey

153 Bentwood Dr.

Malaga, NJ 08328

Telephone: 856-694-5684

rvharvey@comcast.net

Websites:

Personal and Ministry: www.rvharvey.org

Ralph’s Stuff: www.rvharvey.com

Gamaliel book: www.rabbangamaliel.org
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CHAPTER 1  -  ROOTS

I was born to David and Elsie Harvey on Tuesday, March 8, 1938 at 1:15 PM, in Salem, New Jersey.  I cost exactly twenty-eight dollars and fifty cents. I shared this information with a friend many years later, who responded by saying, "You get what you pay for!" 

When my mother got married, she said that she wanted 12 sons, but settled for six girls and six boys. One sister died shortly after she was born, so the boys always outnumbered the girls. I was the second child and oldest son. 
My father died in a fire when his shop burned in 1992. Three floors loaded with lumber, hardware and valuable tools perished along with him. One of my brothers observed after the funeral, "Pop preached to us over and over, 'You can't take it with you' -- but he did!" 
My birth, like the invention of the computer a year earlier, went almost entirely unnoticed by the world. People were more concerned about disturbing political developments in Europe. Three days after my birth, Adolf Hitler annexed Austria, an event which led to World War II. 

THE GARDEN STATE, NEW JERSEY 

Most people know New Jersey only as part of that narrow, densely populated corridor which connects Boston and New York City with the nation's Capitol. New Jersey is the most densely populated state in the union. You can fit New Jersey into Alaska 75 times, yet the city of Hoboken, NJ has more people than all of Alaska! Still, only about 20 persons populate a square mile of New Jersey.

Except for the northeastern part, New Jersey is a jewel of a State but there are probably some who would argue that even the northeastern corner of New Jersey is a wonderful place. I heard of a wealthy businessman, who, whenever he got near the refineries and heavy industries of North Jersey, would roll down the windows of his Rolls Royce. After inhaling deeply, he would smile from ear to ear and say, "Ahhh! That smells like money!"

What lies beyond the visible stretch of scrubby pine forest to the left and right of the NJ Turnpike and Garden State Parkway is known and cherished mostly by locals. The "Jersey shore" is a favorite vacation spot for much of the East Coast. Beyond the 127 miles of sandy white beaches, fishermen catch flounder, bluefish and stripers. Beachcombers harvest "Cape May Diamonds" at the southernmost tip of the state. The real jewels of Cape May, however, are the stately Victorian homes with their ornate "gingerbread" woodwork. 

The Lenape or Delaware Indians once had this delightful peninsula all to themselves. They belonged to the Algonquin family which populated the Atlantic Coast from Canada to Florida. The end of their claim to paradise came in 1632 when Sir Edmond Plowdon, of Ireland, petitioned Charles I for a land grant. His request was at first refused, but he was later appointed governor of "New Albion," a large area now known as New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland and Long Island. Maryland had been previously given to Lord Baltimore, but Charles was forgetful. 

The New Jersey Lenape were placed on a reservation consisting of about three thousand acres near Brotherton (Indian Mills). Most of them later moved to New York and joined with the Mohicans in 1802. In 1832, the NJ Legislature purchased the reservation from the Lenapes for two thousand dollars.

Only 40 miles south of the "Big Apple" (I haven't found anyone from New York City, or anywhere else for that matter, who can tell me how the city got its nickname) is the "Great Swamp Wildlife Refuge," 7,000 acres of pure paradise. A little farther south, one comes to a large expanse of virgin forest called the "Pine Barrens." Beneath the pine barrens lies an enormous underground reservoir of fresh water called the Cohansey Aquifer. About 17 trillion gallons of clear drinking water flow unused into the ocean each year, enough to supply all of New Jersey and New York City's needs! 

Many visitors to the northern part of the state ask if the State's nick name, "The Garden State," is not a misnomer. Anyone who has stopped at one of the numerous South Jersey roadside markets and bought fresh New Jersey peaches, cantaloupe, tomatoes and sweet corn, would have no question about the validity of the State motto. We have beaver colonies, pheasant, wild turkeys, painted turtles, deer and a thousand other species of wildlife in New Jersey. At least 850 species of plants and 430 kinds of birds can be found here. I couldn't begin to name the myriads of insects such as colorful dragonflies, butterflies and mosquitoes. The latter drove the first settlers (Swedes) across the river to Delaware. New Jersey mosquitoes are actually quite tame. They will eat right out of your hand -- or any other part of your body for that matter.
QUINTON

Until I was nine, our family lived in the small town of Quinton, on Lower Alloway's Creek. Few have heard of Quinton, but many have heard of Lower Alloway's Creek. Environmentalists have declared this region a potential disaster area due to the nuclear reactors located here. Local folk are unperturbed by such reports. Half of Quinton burned to the ground in the summer of 1963, but residents rebuilt the town better than ever. Certainly, it would be no different with a nuclear melt-down! 

My Grandfather, Ralph C. Harvey, was Quinton Fire Chief for many years, retiring shortly before the fire of 1963. Seeing the town he loved burn to the ground could have been a contributing factor in his death two months later. He was a well-known and respected citizen, active in civic affairs and head of the township defense program during World War II. He left farming in the thirties to begin a construction company. Around the turn of the century, he moved a couple of barns and in 1927, he had a part in moving the huge brick Salem National Bank several hundred feet to a new location. It was accomplished with a single horse and business remained uninterrupted during the move! When my father joined the business, it became known as "R. C. Harvey & Son, Contractors and Builders", employing up to 20 workers when I was born in 1938. Marvin Creamer worked for Havey Builders at the time. I wll say more about Marvin in Chapter 30.  

By 1947, our family had outgrown the house my father built in Quinton and we moved to a larger house in Fox's Mill, which is near Daretown, in Upper Pittsgrove Township; but the postal address is Elmer. If this sounds confusing, let me explain. 

FOX'S MILL

Fox's Mill is located about a mile north of Daretown. When we moved there on July 26th, 1947, the population doubled. There had been a lake across the street from our house, but a storm took it out around 1940 and it was not restored until 1956. An old mill with its lovingly restored paddle wheel still exists. The victorian style homestead with 15 rooms and ornate cast iron porch supports is still in the family.

DARETOWN

Daretown is nearly a ghost town today, but in the 40's, Daretown boasted a public school, two feed mills, a railroad station, post office, trucking company, blacksmith shop, undertaker, and even a new car dealership. There were two general stores in Daretown. Egan’s store had a gas pump where farmers tanked up their tractors at ten cents per gallon. Ice cream cones cost a nickel and a double-thick chocolate malt milkshake cost twenty cents. 

Today, none of that is left. After the Post Office in Daretown closed, Elmer became our mailing address. A mailman delivered mail with his Model A Ford and usually had time to chat about the weather and local happenings, so we really didn't miss the post office. 

 The railroad tracks were removed in 1951 and even the brand names of cars once sold in Daretown (Hudson, Kaiser, Frazier and Studebaker) have vanished. 

During colonial times, a busy road connecting Philadelphia with the Port of Greenwich, ran through Daretown. Most Americans have heard of the Boston Tea Party, but patriots also staged a tea party in Greenwich. A boatload of tea destined for Philadelphia was burned in the town square in 1774. 

Daretown's relationship with Philadelphia is still quite "strong". That strength, however, has more to do with smells than with friendly relationships. Sludge from Philadelphia sewage plants is trucked to Daretown and converted to mulch that people spread on their lawns, gardens and fields. The owners of this industry have planted trees along the road in an attempt to hide the unsightly mountains of sludge. Daretown was previously known as Pilesgrove and Pittsgrove. Both of these names would be appropriate today. When the weather is right, the piles of sludge smell like the pits!  

Philadelphia is the nearest major city, so residents of South Jersey generally support the Flyers, 76ers, Phillies and Eagles. Philadelphia served as the nation's Capitol twice. Trenton and Princeton, New Jersey also served as the nation’s Capitol for a short time. Few Americans realize that our Capitol relocated eight times before finding a permanent home in Washington DC.

ELMER

That takes us to the town of Elmer. Elmer is located on America's first transcontinental highway, which stretches from Atlantic City to San Francisco. The "Harding Highway", or Route 40, is known to some but no one seems to have heard of Elmer. If you are one of the many who hasn't, don't be embarrassed. Unless you are caught in the infamous Elmer speed trap, you could miss the sleepy town entirely. Residents are thankful that the town doesn't carry the entire name of Congressman Lucius Quintas Cincinnatus Elmer, after whom the town was named.
Like Daretown, Elmer was once a boom town. It boasted a dozen factories, a busy railroad station and the largest potato market in the East. As recently as 2005, there were still three car dealerships, but all are now closed and the vacant buildings, like many homes, are for sale or rent. The last notable employers in Elmer are E.W. Bostwick's lumber yard and Fred Harz Tires. Another member of the Harz family, operated Carl Harz Furniture for many years. Harz boasted the largest selection of La-Z Boy furniture in the East, but the renowned establishment closed its doors forever in 2010 when Carl retired. 

Elmer Lake once provided ice for the region's refrigerators and had a nice swimming area with picnic pavillions and boats to rent. Today, it is so clogged with algae that even fishermen avoid it.

Since my generation terrorized Elmer inhabitants with hot rods and loud mufflers, the town has gotten quieter.  A barber shop stands where the smoke-filled pool hall once thrived. A news store, which sold questionable magazines and lottery tickets, burned down years ago. Some claim that it was in answer to the prayers of concerned citizens. 

Elmer's largest remaining business thrives on sickness and injuries. The modern hospital and medical clinics are well known in Southern New Jersey. Unfortunately for the community, the hospital, like the three borough churches, is a non-profit institution and therefore pays no taxes. The Roman Catholic Church closed in 2009.

Most community affairs center around the Baptist, Methodist and Presbyterian Churches, the Fire Company, Masonic Lodge and Hospital Auxiliary. Other noteworthy places in Elmer include four banks, four pizzerias, the Elmer Times and Dodge's Market.

DODGE'S MARKET

Dodge's market is worth special mention. While speaking in Pittsgrove Baptist Church once, someone asked what we missed most in Austria. With no hesitation, Verna answered, "Dodge's Market!" 

The market is located on the corner of Main Street and Route 40 and you could buy any fresh vegetable or fruit that happened to be in season. To erase all doubts about the quality of their products, Raymond and Aldi Dodge were always passing out free samples. Groceries, seafood and candy were also sold, but the market was famous for its sharp cheese. 

As a mere coincidence, the Dodge Brother’s Market was located next door to a Dodge Brothers car dealership.

I could never understand why some Elmer residents traveled 20 or 30 miles to a mall to do their grocery shopping. Dodge's Market had everything locally, plus friendly service. The most one can expect at a supermarket, is the mandatory "Have a good day" when checking out. I have even seen signs taped to the register promising a free purchase, should the cashier forget to repeat these magic words. Once, after the cashier repeated her "Have a good day," a friend responded with, "Thank you, but I have other plans." Without looking up, the cashier said, "Well, whatever they are, have a good day!"

During the sixties, Aldi Dodge purchased a snow blower, but it never snowed that winter. The Dodges were joking about this one day when the town gossip entered the store. She began to share all the news that the Elmer Times newspaper deemed unfit to print. The wife of one of the brothers had heard enough and began to talk about the snow blower again. After the customer departed, the Dodges had a good laugh and decided to "get out the snow blower" whenever someone started to swear, tell shady stories or gossip. 

The snow blower worked fantastically well. Soon the Methodist minister got wind of it and asked permission to use the Dodge's snow blower when needed. In time, half the town was familiar with the snow blower which was often used in summer. When the minister's son left for missionary service in Japan, he requested and was granted permission to "export" Aldi's snow blower. When we went to Austria, we were granted the same privilege.  Aldi's international snow blower came in handy on several occasions!

After the Atlantic City casinos opened in 1978, Route 40 became more heavily traveled than ever. Tourists often stopped at Dodge's Market for a watermelon or cantaloupe. Raymond would ask if they were headed for the casinos. If they replied affirmatively, he told them that he had a sure-fire system for winning at the slot machines. He said, "Every time I play the slots, I double my money!" Raymond would then lower his voice and say, "For a dollar, I'll tell you my secret." Few customers could resist such an offer. After pocketing the Dollar, Raymond would say: "I only went to the casino once in my life, put a quarter in the slot machine and two quarters fell out. I haven't played since, but I just won another Dollar!" 

THE ELMER TIMES

The Elmer Times newspaper was founded in 1885, but has been dying for as long as I can remember. The Foster family, which took over two years after the paper was founded, has managed to keep its heart beating. 


It has been said that, other than paper, nothing that ever enterred the Times building has been carried out. The present owners hope to make the building a historical center when the paper ceases to be published. The above named E.W. Bostwick lumber company ran its first ad in the Times 125 years ago! 

POLE TAVERN and UPPER PITTSGROVE TOWNSHIP

Pole Tavern is also located in Pittsgrove township, There is neither a tavern nor a pole left of it today. The tavern was built around 1740 and was one of the first licensed hotels in America. During the Revolutionary War, "Minute Men" gathered at the flag pole in front of the tavern, thus the name "Pole Tavern". The tavern and pole were destroyed by fire in 1918, probably the work of local prohibitioners. The Prohibition Act was signed two years later. 

Elmer, Daretown and Fox's Mill are all located in Upper Pittsgrove Township. This entire area was one of few regions in the non-Muslim world, where alcoholic beverages could not be sold. That too has changed. There is a large liquor store on Route 40 and a brewery in the middle of Elmer.  

A HISTORIC CANNON

An 800-pound bronze cannon has stood in front of the Pole Tavern Township Hall for as long as anyone can remember.  It was forged in Naples, Italy and named “Il Lugano” (The Wolf) in 1763. The cannon has a colorful history, having been used during the Napoleonic wars in Austria, transported to France and then presented to Napoleon's brother, Joseph, who was the ruler of Spain. The Duke of Wellington acquired the cannon for use in the War of 1812 after which it was exported to Canada. Americans captured it in the Battle of Plattsburg, NY in 1814. After the war, the United States Government sold Il Lugano and two other Napoleonic cannons, along with 287 muskets, to Salem County. The cannons were used for training militia during the Civil War and then put to rest in Salem, Woodstown and Pole Tavern. In 1889, the Pole Tavern cannon was borrowed for a parade in nearby Bridgeton. For some yet unknown reason, it was afterwards sent to Trenton and spent the next 24 years in the State Arsenal. Local citizens held a celebration when the cannon was finally discovered and returned to Pole Tavern. Il Lugano was twice stolen and once damaged, but it always returned home. 

My father and a local farmer, Jay Williams, restored the cannon in 1986. Their names are engraved onto a brass plate fastened to the wood frame. According to a newspaper account, the cannon was "fired for the first time since Civil War days" during the July Fourth celebration of that year. I put this in quotes, because I know better. As a teenager, I fired the old cannon several times myself. On one occasion, I used carbide to fire it, but usually, firecrackers served as powder and tangerines as cannon balls. 

HARVEYS and VANMETERS

Fifty years after my birth, I discovered that our family has a rich heritage in this area. My Great-Grandfather Harvey farmed property which belonged to the Van Meters.  My Grandfather, Ralph Chapman Harvey, married Edna Mae Van Meter. Edna's brother Harmon Van Meter married Ralph's sister, Lillie. Since the Harveys and Van Meters were doubly related, my father's cousins were more like Uncles and Aunts to us. I was named after my Grandfather, but received the middle name, Van Meter. 

To my knowledge, none of the Harveys have bothered to research their roots, but the Van Meter family has been traced back several centuries. In 1536, a Dutchman named Jakob van Metern (early spelling of the name), engaged Miles Coverdale to oversee the printing of the first English Bible. It is supposed by some historians that van Metern did the translation himself, but Coverdale has been credited with this accomplishment. In 1595, a Joost van Metern wrote "History of Holland."  Jan Joostsen ("Joost's son") van Metern brought his wife and 5 children to America in 1662. In 1714, Joost Jansen ("Jan's son") Van Meter purchased 3,000 acres of land in "Fenwick's Colony," now known as Daretown and Alloway. 

Sons John and Isaac continued to purchase land until they owned 6,000 acres in New Jersey and 40,000 acres (!) in the Shenandoah Valley of Virginia. The Van Meters were the first white men to settle in what is now West Virginia. In 1743, Isaac Van Meter purchased "Old Fields" (South branch of the Potomac River) from the Cayuga Indians, laying a symbolical tomahawk on the property to document the sale. The nation's capitol was later built near this site.

The Van Meters are named among the founders of the Old Presbyterian Church and College in Daretown. According to early Van Meter records, "Between 1712 and 1714 the region now known as Upper Pittsgrove and beyond it began to be settled by people from New York, Long Island, New England and East Jersey..." "A first-class school for the period, was established by the new arrivals. Some of the most distinguished men of the state in subsequent years were proud of the learning obtained by them at the Pittsgrove College, as it was termed."
Dr. James Van Meter, Dr. Robart Van Meter and Colonel Robert Gibbon Johnson, were three well known individuals who received their early education in the Pittsgrove Log College at Daretown. 

The Van Meter brothers were the sons of Benjamin Van Meter, a ruling elder in the Pittsgrove Presbyterian Church. Dr. James received his preparatory medical training in the office of Dr. Isaac Harris, of Pittsgrove, a local practitioner. Dr. Harris was one of Salem County's representatives on the important Committee of Correspondence which did so much to unite the Colonies in their determination to fight for independence. He served as an army surgeon during the Revolution.  Dr. Robert Hunter Van Meter received his preparatory training in the office of his brother in Salem. Both completed their medical training in the University of Pennsylvania. The certificate of Dr. Robert, the younger brother, was signed by Dr. Benjamin Rush, one of the signers of the Declaration of Independence. Both brothers were widely known surgeons and also served in the war of 1812.
Colonel Johnson was no relation to me, but an interesting personality. He was born in 1771, began his education in the Log College of Daretown completing at Princeton College under the presidency of Rev. John Witherspoon, the only clergyman who signed the Declaration of Independence. Johnson was an early Salem County historian, the largest landowner and the most distinguished and important man in Salem County. His favorable and generous attitude towards the building of a Presbyterian Church in Salem meant a great deal for the cause, especially because he was from an Episcopalian family. The religious influence of the Pittsgrove school and of Princeton College doubtless Led him to turn to the Presbyterian faith. 
The tomato industry in Salem County owes its existence to Col. Johnson's firm belief in the tomato as a valuable source of food. For about two centuries, Europeans were convinced that tomatoes were poisonous. Some colonists, however, brought the tomato from Europe to the New World. Thomas Jefferson raised them as an ornamental plant at Monticello in 1781, but it wasn't until the 1830's that people in North America began to relish tomatoes as food. Colonel Robert Gibbon Johnson is credited for the changed opinion about tomatoes. In 1820 Johnson announced publicly that he would eat a basket of tomatoes before the Salem courthouse. An audience gathered to watch the colonel die and a physician warned that he would, "foam and froth at the mouth and double over..." Colonel Johnson survived and slowly, people began to accept the tomato as food. In1835 tomatoes were regularly available in local markets in North America and have now become one of the leading agricultural products of South Jersey.

In 1819, Dr. Charles Hodge, probably America's greatest theologian, preached his trial sermon in Daretown and was thereupon licensed to preach. Licensed together with Hodge, was Samuel Cornish, the first black American to receive this honor. Cornish spent the rest of his life preaching the gospel in Philadelphia and New York. Hodge became President of Princeton College and wrote commentaries of Bible books and most importantly, his Systematic Theology.

The old log college was replaced in 1803 by another school building of which renderings exist, however, it was apparently no longer considered a school of higher learning. Princeton became a boom town, even serving as the nation's capitol for a time. As I wrote above, Daretown is nearly a ghost town today.

THE MORSE - COOPER CONNECTION

My wife Verna was born to William and Melissa Morse, of Meadville, Pennsylvania. Her father was born 1901, near Titusville, home of the world's first drilled oil well (1859). We have never seen the documents that prove it, but some of Verna's relatives claim to have traced their roots back to Samuel F. B. Morse, who not only invented the Morse Code and telegraph, but was also a talented painter. 

My maternal Grandmother, Alice Remaley Pedicord, was the great-granddaughter of Naboth Cooper, half brother of William Cooper who founded Cooperstown, New York in 1790. Cooperstown is now a popular tourist town and home of the Baseball Hall of Fame. William Cooper was the father of James Fennimore Cooper, who wrote 33 novels, five volumes of travel books, A History of the Navy and numerous volumes of social comment. 

James Fennimore Cooper was a close friend of Samuel F. B. Morse. His famous painting "The Gallery of Louvre", displaying a wall filled with miniature paintings, was a gift to Cooper. TIME Magazine reported the sale of this painting in 1982 as follows:

TIME Magazine, August 9, 1982

The $3.25 million price was the largest ever paid for an American painting. But what would no doubt please painter Samuel F. B. Morse more is the fact that his canvas Gallery of the Louvre has been plucked from dusty storage at Syracuse University, and will now be displayed with due fanfare by its new owner, Daniel J. Terra, 71, at his two-year-old Terra Museum of American Art in Evanston, Ill. The painting was meant to be a sort of early-American effort at cultural packaging 38 of the world's greatest masterpieces all on one canvas. Depicted, in remarkable detail, are the works of such artists as Da Vinci, Rubens, Raphael, Titian and Rembrandt. Conceived by Morse and Novelist James Fennimore Cooper (the creator along with Cooper and his family are the spectators in the work), Gallery was painted by Morse in 1832, about the same time he turned his inventive talents to the telegraph and Morse code. Terra, a chemical industry magnate who is President Reagan's ambassador-at-large for cultural affairs, bought the work (with his own money) in the hope of fulfilling Morse and Cooper's dream. Says the happy new owner: "Here you have these two great figures of their time trying to bring European culture to America. I hope it's a bit like my job."

So far, we have received no inheritance or royalties as a result of our relationship to such prominent Americans! I did profit in one way, however. My mother had 28 of JFC's books and I read them all!

Index

CHAPTER 2  -  THE HARVEY FAMILY

POP and MOM

My parents were often the target of ridicule and open criticism for the size of their family. On one occasion, someone asked my father how he could conscientiously sire so many children when half the world was starving. In response, he said, "I'm raising my kids to help feed the hungry." Replying to another critic, he lined us all up and asked, "Which one should I have done without?" I often remember my parents saying that they would be happy if all of their children became missionaries. 

Being raised in a large family had its disadvantages, but I wouldn't trade the joys and rewarding experiences that were ours for any benefits that someone in a smaller family might have enjoyed. Oddly enough, my parents often made the same claim! I am certain that they had more problems with me than any of their other children. 

It must have been difficult, managing finances for a family as large as ours. Nearly all our clothes were hand-me-downs. Since I was the oldest boy, one might suppose that I got new clothes, but my clothes were from my cousin Turner. 

The only phone in our house was in the living room and it was a party line, which means we had to share the number with several neighbors. Before you could dial, you had to listen and make sure no-one else was using the phone. Tell-tale background noises hinted that someone else might be listening to your conversation.
We didn't have a television in our house when I grew up, but I made what appeared to be an antenna and mounted it on the chimney. I even ran a piece of string from the antenna to a cardboard box in my bedroom. I attached plastic knobs from an old radio and cut a window in the front which displayed a cover photo from Life Magazine.

My father's brother, Uncle Hank, was the first person in Quinton to buy a TV. He put it on his glass-enclosed porch so neighbor kids could watch through the windows. Parents would come to get their kids and stay to watch the new-fangled contraption. It was a huge box with a tiny round screen, built by Zenith. The only station was on the air a couple of hours each day and much of that time, my uncle was busy turning knobs to get rid of "interference."  Ten years later, people dreamed of someday owning a color TV (not yet on the market), so they hung a piece of colored plastic to cover the screen to make it appear colored. The top third was sky-blue, the middle reddish and the bottom grass-green. Some people even put a magnifying lens in front of the TV screen to make the picture look larger. 

Mom cooked every day and when things were in season, often all day. We didn't have frozen food until I was in High School. It was either fresh or canned. When Pop got home from work, we sat down at the big dining room table to eat together as a family. We always prayed before meals and children needed permission to leave the table. If we didn't like what Mom put on our plates, we ate it anyway because we knew that we would get it for the next meal. Meals were kept simple and desserts were special and rare. I once complained that someone got a larger piece of cake. Mom responded by saying that I could choose the biggest piece. When the choice was made, she added, "Until someone else complains, you have the job of dividing the dessert; and you also get the last piece." It was a long time before anyone complained!

Pop Harvey had a bowl of ice cream before he retired at night because it was "good for his ulcers." The universal treatment for children's ailments in our family was either castor oil or cod-liver-oil. That medicine was a miracle cure! The mere mention of the stuff could cure most sicknesses. Pop's medicine, however, seemed to give only temporary relief. 

Once, a farmer named McCracken drove his pickup truck into our driveway, loaded with still frozen ice cream! The Richman's Ice cream factory had miscalculated and made too much peppermint ice cream for the Christmas season. They offered it to the farmer for his pigs, but they didn't like the peppermint flavor. The farmer told my parents to take all they wanted. Pop had only recently purchased a huge freezer, and he packed it full of ice cream! He told us that we could eat as much as we wanted, but only after meals. 

That ice cream was a real hit for a few days. I remember eating an entire half gallon of that beautiful red and green speckled peppermint ice cream in a single day! The next day, I settled for a pint; and after that, an occasional bowl was all I could stomach. Pop finally had to throw out what was left.

One hot sunny day, my parents packed all 11 children into their 9-passenger 1950 Ford "woody" station wagon and headed for the beach. When we stopped for gasoline, the attendant asked, "Are these all yours, or is this a picnic?" Pop Harvey was never lacking for a good answer. He replied, "Yes, they are all mine, and it's no picnic!"  

It was certainly no picnic the time my parents left my brother at the beach. We had traveled half an hour, when one of us asked, "Where's David?" Pop stopped and counted heads. Sure enough, David was missing. He had no recourse other than driving back to Ocean City. We finally found David at the police station enjoying an ice cream cone which a nice policeman had bought him. He probably would have been content to stay!

On another occasion, Pop stopped at a red-light with his heavily populated woody station wagon. The decorated car of a newly married couple pulled up next to us followed by a dozen cars honking their horns. The new bride was obviously amused at the packed station wagon in the next lane and motioned for her groom to look. Pop stuck his head out of the window and shouted over the din of car horns, "See what you're getting yourself in for, young lady?"

A GOOD DEAL

Once, a traveling salesman came to our door just as we were eating supper. He excused himself and offered to come back later, but my father invited him to explain his business while we were eating. The salesman began to show us lovely porcelain dinnerware, but Pop interrupted. "Young man," he began, "If you had eleven kids, would you be using those expensive dishes?" The salesman apologized and then said, "Perhaps I can interest you with these." He pulled a cup from his satchel and threw it on the floor. It was made of a new, supposedly unbreakable material, called "Melmac," but to the chagrin of the salesman, the cup broke! He began to stammer, "That has never happened; this just can't be..." My father walked over, examined the broken cup and exclaimed, "Only two pieces? I'll buy it!"

A BAD DEAL

With so many people going in and out of doors, flies were often a problem at our house. One summer day, my beleaguered mother offered to pay me a penny for every fly I could kill. The offer was made under duress and without consideration of consequences. Within an hour, I earned over three dollars, more than normal wages for a grown man! Mom grudgingly paid up, but made it clear that the deal was off! That evening I overheard her telling Pop about the incident. She exclaimed, "Ralph killed over 300 flies in just one hour, and it seemed like there were just as many flies in the house as before!" I cringed, did she say "in the house?" I had found most of them around the dog's feeding pan on the back porch! 

I have always been amazed at my mother's sense of humor. She could get angry, but her humor was evident even in anger. Sometimes she wrote poems in her diary about the problems and experiences of the day. At other times, she drew caricatures of what she was thinking either on paper or on the black slate chalk board in our kitchen. She was forever making lists and crossing items off as she completed her tasks. Once, I looked over her shoulder to see what she was writing and said, "But Mom, why are you writing that down; you already did that!" I had caught her off guard, but she answered honestly, "My greatest pleasure in a job accomplished, is crossing it off my list. Now, you wouldn't want me to do without that satisfaction, would you?"

On a cold November 7th, 1953, the fire company was washing slush off the streets in Woodstown with high-pressure hoses. Mom was crossing the street when a careless fireman doused her from head to foot with icy, slushy water. Immediately, several firemen rushed to her assistance. They were very apologetic and even offered to buy her new clothes but Mom seemed non-perturbed and just laughed. She said, "I bet that looked good enough for a Laurel and Hardy film!" 

My sister Grace and her family cared for Mom Harvey after Pop Harvey died in the shop fire of February, 1992.  It wasn't always easy because Mom still viewed Grace as her little girl. One day Grace went shopping and took Mom along. A swim suit caught her eye and she decided to try it on. Mom took one look at it and said, "You aren't going to buy that, are you?" Grace said little and simply headed for the cashier. Mom kept protesting, but Grace argued that she was old enough to choose her own clothing and after all, it was her own money that she was spending. Then, remembering her mother's weakness for bargains, she added, "Mom, this model is 30% off!" Undaunted, Mom fired back, "It looked more like 90% off!"

Once, Mom was watching Grace's children swim in their outdoor pool when she stepped backward off a wood platform. Grace rushed to her aid as she laid on the ground, praying that she was not badly hurt. Fortunately, no bones were broken, but Grace had to clean her up and bandage a nasty gash on her forehead. Mom endured the entire process without a word of complaint. When Grace was finished doctoring the wound, Mom asked in her dry manner, "Now where was I before I was so rudely interrupted?"

Grace took Mom to the Doctor for a check up. The receptionist noticed that Mom had a nice ring just like her own, for which she probably paid a lot of money. She asked Mom, "Elsie, you have a very nice ring, was it a gift?" Mom answered, "No, I won it at a Bingo game; where did you get yours?"  She actually did win the ring. The Senior Citizens group she attended often played Bingo. They were encouraged to bring items they no longer needed or wanted to be used as prizes. Some of the prizes were quite nice! 

When the Doctor saw Mom, he asked her if she had any problems or complaints. Mom responded, "No, you should check Grace; she brought me here!"  

The Doctor tried hard not to laugh and had her sit on a chair. "Now I'm going to tap you on the knee with this hammer, Elsie; its okay if you kick me", he said. Mom must have been really in form that day. She told the doctor, "Turn around; I'll kick you where it counts!"

Pop and Mom lost nearly all their teeth and depended on false teeth for eating solid foods. They had a bad habit of leaving their teeth on countertops, tables and night stands. On more than one occasion, Pop tried unsuccessfully to put Mom's teeth in his mouth. He was not at all happy about the mix up and usually blamed Mom for leaving her teeth lying around. Once, however, the table was turned. We were enjoying a good meal of beefsteak, but noticed that Pop wasn't eating. We asked if he was not hungry and he said that he couldn't find his teeth. Grace pointed to a set of false teeth on the kitchen counter and said, "Here they are, Pop." Pop just took one look and said, "Those are Elsie's teeth." All of us then looked at Mom and asked in chorus, "Mom, do you have your teeth?" She nonchalantly took Pop's teeth out of her mouth and said, "I thought they didn't fit right!"

When Mom was much older and had trouble remembering, she never lost her humor. My brother, John bought her a T-shirt which read, "I have seen it all and done it all, but I just can't remember it all." After she tried it on, someone said to Mom, "That is a nice shirt, where did you get it?" Mom replied, "I don't remember!"

My brother Dan was telling about a friend, whose mom had turned 90 and cooked dinner for her whole family. He looked at mom and asked, "Would you cook dinner for us when you turn 90?" Mom looked at him with a smile and replied, "You won't be around!"

In her later years, Mom developed chronic bronchitis and had severe coughing spells which frightened us. Mom was undisturbed by all the fuss and just said, "It's not the cough that carries you off; it's the coffin they carry you off in."

Mom passed away in her sleep on January 7th and was buried on January 15th, 1999. To make the occasion memorable, God sent a near record-breaking ice storm that made travel next to impossible. The parking lot at the funeral home was solid ice, but hundreds of friends, neighbors and of course relatives attended the viewing. The following day, it rained in torrents for the funeral, but the church was filled to capacity.  

There is no way of knowing whether Mom had anything to do with the weather, but an incident at the viewing was certainly something she could have orchestrated. As people passed the casket to pay their final respects, all 11 children were standing next to the casket greeting and accepting condolences. Suddenly, a loud noise startled everyone. We turned just in time to see a large floral arrangement fall into Mom's casket! The embarrassed and shocked undertaker carefully removed the flowers from the casket, hoping that we wouldn't sue him. We could almost detect a smile on Mom's face!

MOM'S EULOGY 

At the funeral, I gave the following eulogy in honor of our Mom.

Elsie Marie Harvey was born to William Raymond and Alice Remaley Pedicord on December 30th, 1912, in Corliss, Pennsylvania near Pittsburgh. The family soon moved to Pitman, New Jersey. One sister died as an infant and she is survived by a brother, John and two sisters, Clara and Leola. Leola lives in Northern California and could not attend today because her husband Emory is also experiencing serious health problems. 

Our mother married David Van Meter Harvey on May 30th, 1934 and she was a faithful wife to him for 58 years. Our Father passed away in a tragic fire on February 11th, 1992. 

Some knew our mother as "Elsie" or "Mrs. Harvey", but to most, she was simply "Mom Harvey". This is understandable when one considers that she gave birth to twelve children and raised eleven of them to maturity. At latest count, she had 36 grandchildren and 26 great grand- children, with three more on the way. 

I believe that all my siblings would agree that Mom had no favorites among her children. She was always fair and loving, yet strict with each of us. She was not the kind of Mother who insisted that her children behaved and got good notes in school so she could brag about our accomplishments. Nor was she terribly concerned about what others would say if we were bad. She wanted us to do good and learn well for our own benefit and to please God.  It was her main concern that we should grow up to be good Christians, applying the biblical principles which she taught us in our daily lives. 

In short, she considered us her contribution to the world. Each of her children was in some way an extension of herself. What we enjoyed, whether it was a noisy car, a pet skunk or the friends we brought to her house, she too seemed to enjoy. She also shared in our disappointments when a favorite toy was broken or a pet died. Our accomplishments gave her satisfaction and our failures or faults made her wonder what she had done wrong or what she could have done better. 

More than once, Mom seemed close to death, but when her children gathered around her bedside she seemed to gain renewed strength. Before long, she would be eating ice cream with us and listening eagerly to every word that was spoken. Mom left a number of diaries and poems, which reveal her depth of character and deep seated love for both God and her family.

Mom had a humble servant’s heart. One might think that raising so many children would leave little time for other activities. This was not the case with my mother. She was always involved in church activities. She started the nursery ministry and served as church secretary for many years without remuneration. In addition to her own children, there was always room for other needy people in our home. A half dozen children lived for various lengths of time with us and when the church asked for someone to give hospitality to a visiting missionary or evangelist, Mom was often first to respond. During the fifties and sixties, racial tensions and prejudices were common, but Mom had an open heart for all and helped with an outreach to Puerto Rican migrant laborers. Mom always served without a murmur or complaint and with no expectation of reward.

It must have been extremely difficult, but Mom took care of both of our grandmothers for a number of years until they passed away. When one considers the monumental task of raising a bunch of unruly kids at the same time, this is truly remarkable! It seemed rather uncanny, yet appropriate, that her death occurred exactly 21 years to the day after Grandmom Pedicord passed into eternity. Mom died in the very same room of the same house! And her own daughter, Grace, was caring for her at the time.

EXCEPTIONALLY GIFTED

Our mother was artistically gifted, leaving us a legacy of drawings and paintings. She used her talents in church functions by doing "chalk talks." Mom also wrote excellent poetry and was a master of journalism. She was a perfect and fast typist and an efficient secretary. She was musically gifted and had a lovely voice. 

Few are aware of the fact that Mom also played the piano quite well. I am reminded of one of my earliest childhood recollections of Mom. I was about five or six years old and begged Mom to play and sing a song for me. She must have been having a bad day, but I was not aware of this. Condescendingly, she sat down at the piano and asked what song I liked. I replied, "Wide, Wide as the Ocean". While I listened, she began playing, but in the middle she suddenly stopped and began to cry. Then she took me into her lap and actually thanked ME for making that request! I couldn't understand at that young age why she thanked me when I should have thanked her! I think I know now where she had to stop singing: "I though so unworthy, still am a child of His care - for His Word teaches me that His love reaches me anywhere."*
DEEP ROOTED FAITH IN GOD

Mom's guide to life was the Bible and her source of strength was prayer. When we children were naughty, she made us learn Bible verses. By the time I was out of High School, I had memorized a sizable portion of the Scriptures! My parents held family and personal devotions, prayed before meals and encouraged us to pray and read our own Bibles. They took us to just about every church function. When, as a teenager, I returned home late, I often found my mother sitting in her favorite chair, praying or reading her Bible. 

TO WHOM MUCH IS GIVEN, MUCH SHALL BE EXPECTED

This is a paraphrase of one of many verses I learned as a child. We have received a great heritage. May God find us faithful! 

Thanks, Mom!
* This simple chorus was written by C. Austin Miles, who wrote many other hymns and gospel songs. Some of his best known are "Dwelling in Beulah Land," "He is Mine," "In the Garden," "If Jesus Goes with Me," "Look for Me!" "Somebody’s Praying For You," "Still Sweeter Every Day," "Win Them One by One," "A New Name in Glory," and "Wide, Wide as the Ocean." 

Miles lived and worked in Pitman, NJ for much of his life, commuting to his work in Philadelphia by train. He served as editor and manager of Hall-Mack Publishing Company for 37 years. When Hall-Mack merged with the Rodeheaver Company in 1935, Miles remained as editor. 

Miles also directed the Pitman Camp Meeting for many years and most of his songs and hymns were first sung in the Camp Meeting Pavillion. Because my mother grew up in Pitman, she was especially attached to all of C. Austin Miles' songs. 

ELEVEN KIDS

We were actually an even dozen kids, with six boys and six girls, but one sister, Mary, died soon after she was born.

Ann was the oldest sibling and a model child in every way - at least that was the impression I had of her. She paid attention and got good grades in school, seldom misbehaved, learned to play piano and organ, sang in the church choir and received praise from all sides. It was difficult to follow in the footsteps of my older sister. 

During my freshman year of High School, the Principal called me aside one day for a fatherly chat. "I don't understand it," he said, "your sister is such a fine student, always behaving; but you seem to be exactly the opposite!" After a moment of silence, he asked, "Do you have any younger brothers?"  "Oh yes!" I replied cheerily, "There are six boys in our family!" His response was an audible groan.  I promised to try harder but before the day was over, a teacher sent me to his office to fill out another behavior report. 

Ann graduated from Bible College and then her problems began. Although she has seen difficult times, she never seeks the sympathy of others, but rather finds diversion by comforting those with similar problems. A generous and cheerful nature is her trademark. We nicknamed her "Butterfly" because she is always on the move and one never knows where she might land next.

I was the second child and then came Helen. She was nothing like her older sister, but rather tom-boyish and especially fond of animals. Between Helen and Bob, our house was always supplied with interesting creatures which flew, crept, crawled or hung around our house. At times, the house resembled a zoo more than a home. In addition to ordinary pets such as dogs, cats, ducks, geese, cows and horses; there were owls, bats, rabbits, snakes, squirrels, skunks, raccoons, crows, frogs and turtles. 

The Doctor advised my father to drink goat's milk for his ulcers and suggested that Grace should also drink goat’s milk because she was often in the hospital due to takkicardia and could not be nursed. Helen thought that it would be just great to have our own goat! Pop bought a goat and Helen was elated. Her enthusiasm lasted only a few days, however. Soon I was feeding and milking the goat. 

The day came when our nanny gave birth to the cutest twins you ever laid eyes on. We all fell in love with the critters, but the love affair was short-lived. Pop came home from work one day and discovered that the kid goats had chewed the bark off his young fruit trees. Three of them could not be saved. While exchanging storm windows for screens (that was in the days before combination windows), the twins jumped through an open window into the house. They leaped onto tables, sofas and even managed to get up onto the fireplace mantle. We finally chased them out, but they found another open window and soon the chase was on again. It was an hour before we could finally pen them up. 

The kid goats' meanest trick was played on me. I usually parked my car on the road by the lake, just outside my bedroom window. One morning I awoke to the pitiful bleating of the "twins" as we called them. I looked out the window to see those little brats on the roof of my convertible, eight little legs protruding through the roof, kicking frantically to get free!  That was the last straw! I quickly pulled on my jeans and ran down the stairs, determined to make mince meat of the rascals. They must have guessed my intentions, for they managed to extract themselves from their death trap before I got to them. 

After Helen, came David. When he was about ten, he wanted an air rifle more than anything else. My parents, however, said an emphatic "no!" to his request. But when Christmas came, there was a shiny new BB-gun lying under the tree with his name on it. His elation over the marvelous gift was not shared by my parents and they wanted to know who gave it to him. David read the tag out loud, which simply said, "To David from Santa Claus." 

Three decades later, the family was gathered to celebrate my parent's 50th anniversary. It was a memorable occasion and all eleven children, thirty-odd grandchildren and numerous friends were on hand to help celebrate. After the banquet, we were all seated around the tables and someone suggested telling stories from our childhood. Since most of the tales (true, false or exaggerated) were told about me, my father decided to tell one too. 

He began, "When David Jr. was little, he wanted a bee-bee gun, but we wouldn't give permission. But that rascal Ralph went out and bought him one for Christmas! And sly as he is, he wrote on the tag, "From Santa." Everyone laughed except me. I protested, "But Pop, I never bought David a bee-bee gun!" Now David Jr. began laughing. He confessed, "I bought that gun for myself, wrapped it up real pretty, put a tag on it, and placed it under the tree!"

I was driving home from work in my convertible one summer day. As I turned into our driveway, I saw my brother David lying face down in the lake a few yards from shore. When I stopped the car, he was still lying motionless in the water. Not bothering to open the door (the top was down), I leaped from the car and ran to the lake as fast as my legs could carry me. Plunging into the water completely clothed, I yanked my brother's limp body out of the water. David gasped for breath and then started laughing, "I thought you would never get here..." He never finished his sentence. I was furious at getting tricked and said, "You are going to wish I never got here!" With that, I shoved him back under. 

Dave later joined the Army and after boot camp, received training in missiles technology at Redstone Arsenal. On one of his trips to the base, Dave was driving his bright red Austin Healy Sprite, another soldier riding with him. They took a scenic highway which had toll booths every five or ten miles. Shortly before they approached the first toll booth, they passed a car full of college-age girls who waved at them. Dave handed the toll keeper two quarters with the remark, "We're paying for the car behind us." When the surprised girls were informed of the generosity of the soldiers, they waved a friendly "Thank you."

This performance was repeated at the next toll booth, but after the third toll booth, the girls didn't bother to show their gratitude. Dave noted that they drove through the fourth without stopping. When he pulled up to the next toll booth, he only gave the man one quarter and said, "You better keep an eye on that car behind us; they seem to be running toll booths!" Sure enough, the car didn't stop and set off the alarm! 

Some of the early guided missiles had powerful magnets in the nose cones. Dave's roommate decided to play a trick on him and fastened one of the magnets to the oil pan of his sports car. The engine wouldn't even turn over and it took Dave a while to figure out what was wrong. When he finally discovered the source of the problem, he removed the magnet and put it under his bed until he could think of another good use for it. He completely forgot that his roommate kept reel to reel tapes stored under the bed. The tapes were erased of course!

David became quite skilled as a technician in the electronics field. After his release from the Army, he worked at a NASA Tracking Station on Ascension Island. He sent us photos showing himself riding giant sea turtles that had come to lay their eggs on the beach! He worked nearly three decades as CTO of Channel 10 in Philadelphia. In 1972, he developed the first fully portable TV camera, the "ENG Mini Cam." 

John, the fifth child, was an inventive genius, especially when it came to work. Whenever he was given a job to do, he would try to figure a way to make it easier. Once, Pop told him to go fetch firewood, so Johnny mounted an old stuffed chair on the garden-tractor and in Tom Sawyer fashion, conned neighborhood kids into loading wood onto the trailer in exchange for a ride! 

In 1963, John decided to wash his Volkswagen at a lake in Bridgeton. Apparently, he forgot to pull on the hand-brake and the car took its' own bath. John stood helplessly, watching his beloved "Beetle" roll into the lake.

The following day, the Bridgeton newspaper reported on the incident, but another tragic news story made the main headlines. The U.S. Navy's nuclear-powered submarine, "Thresher", had sunk, claiming 129 lives. Ironically, the owner of the submerged VW and the Captain of the ill-fated submarine, were both named John W. Harvey!

John was quite intelligent, but he didn't always apply himself to his studies. He had to repeat one year of High School but my parents didn't discover this fact until it was time for him to graduate! 

Having ten brothers and sisters, one might suppose that I would have attended many weddings, yet I was only able to get to my brother John's wedding and brother Dan’s second wedding many years later. John got married before I did and he and his wife probably wished that they had not invited me! That may be one reason that my other brothers and sisters got married when I could not attend.

Being well acquainted with the potential of his five brothers, John and Carolyn decided to play it safe. Weeks before the wedding, they packed their suitcase for the honeymoon, loaded it into their VW Beetle, and hid the car in an empty garage far from Daretown. Just in case we should happen to find the hiding place, John made certain that both the car and garage were securely locked.

This is precisely the kind of precaution that we expected of John. He was a careful calculator, who left nothing to chance. That is why we made a sneak copy of his car keys even before he had thought of hiding the car. He made the mistake of gloating to us that he had hidden the car where we would never find it. We almost didn't! 

At the wedding reception, the happy pair was opening their gifts, when the blushing bride suddenly turned white. She had just opened a small flat package while four Harvey boys strained to watch her reaction. She pulled out the license tags of their VW! John tried to comfort her by saying that the car was locked and he had the keys; at least the honeymoon suitcase would be undisturbed. This last hope was dashed when they unwrapped the spare tire! It would be difficult to tell what they might have done to us if we had not succeeded in convincing them that their car and suitcase were otherwise unmolested. We neglected to tell them that we had also opened the gas reserve switch (early beetles were not equipped with tank gauges). They ran out of gas on their honeymoon. 

After John came Dan. Like David and John, Dan's first car was a also a Volkswagen Beetle. A fly once flew into his car and Dan tried repeatedly to chase it out the window. When his attempts to shoo it out failed, Dan slapped at it with his hand. He missed the bug, but smashed the windshield!

Dan owned numerous cars and three times as many transmissions and rear axles! During the sixties it was popular to have no hub caps, so Dan removed the wheel covers from his Mercury Comet. I put galvanized garbage can lids on the wheels and took a picture of it. I should have taken a picture of his face when he saw the car!

All six boys learned the carpenter trade and Dan was no exception. Like the rest of us, he later opted for another profession and entered the real estate business. About the time Pop Harvey officially retired, Dan decided to go into the construction business after all. 

The fifth boy was Bob. I already mentioned that he and Helen liked animals of every kind. Bob learned the carpenter trade like the rest of the boys, but decided to become a professional beekeeper. He also kept many exotic pets like piranha fish, tarantula spiders and python snakes. His family even shared the swimming pool with a pet alligator. On one of our visits to his farm, Bob was trying to hatch out 40 python eggs in an incubator! 

Bob is well known from Maine to Florida for his involvement with honey bees. In 1995, he had 5,000 beehives and was producing around 270 tons of honey annually. 

On one hot summer day, Bob’s obsession with bees nearly cost him his life! Verna and I were newly-weds, living in a small trailer behind the Harvey homestead in Daretown. Bob chose a location only 30 feet from our trailer to open a hive and the bees were not at all happy about his meddling in their affairs. Our "Heinz 57 variety" dog, Corky, was the first victim. The poor creature came running to our trailer door with dozens of bees swarming around his head. Verna mercifully allowed Corky through the screen door and promptly received a double reward for her good deed. Corky licked her on one cheek and a bee stung her on the other!

I asked Bob to please take his work elsewhere, but Bob showed no signs of relocating. When a second bee stung Verna, I became furious and went after Bob. Grabbing the nearest object I could find, a quart can of enamel, I hurled it with all my might in Bob's direction. Someone said that I even swore at him! Fortunately, I was a lousy shot or Bob ducked, but that experience really scared me. I realized that being a Christian did not automatically cause me to act like one. I could easily have become a murderer!

Bob often appeared on television with his bees, and newspapers around the world have carried pictures of him along with the insects of his devotion. While reading the daily newspaper in Austria one Saturday morning, I was startled to see a picture of my sister, Ann, kissing some kind of monster! Upon reading the caption, I discovered that the "monster" was none other than my nephew and Ann's son Max, covered from head to toe with millions of honey bees! The feat netted him a place in "Guinness Book of Records" -- and one sting. 

Later that day, we attended the wedding of one of our Bible Institute graduates. I took the newspaper along and showed it to the students during the reception which followed. One of the students promptly asked, "Are ALL the Harveys crazy?"

The third girl, Margie, was born between Christmas and New Years. Pop had a flat tire while driving Mom to the hospital and there was no air in the spare! Not desirous of giving birth to her baby on a busy highway, Mom got out of the car and tried her luck at hitch hiking. Alf Wentzell was making deliveries with his fuel oil truck and stopped to ask if he could be of any help. He agreed to make a detour to the hospital. 

Tim had the fortune or misfortune of being the youngest of six boys. Although he was youngest, he eventually turned out to be the biggest and perhaps the strongest of the boys. This may be no coincidence, considering what he had to contend with! When Tim was about seven, he was wistfully eyeing his big brother David's Cushman motor scooter. Dave asked if he wanted to ride it and Tim of course said, "Yes!" I was watching and as the oldest boy, should have prohibited what I knew was going to happen. But in those days, we figured that we were all indestructible! 

Dave set Tim on the scooter and showed him how to operate the gas. He didn't bother explaining about the brakes, since Tim couldn't reach the pedal from where he was sitting anyway. Dave aimed the scooter out the driveway and when Tim gave gas, it began to roll faster and faster in the direction of the lake. Dave thought that Tim would make a turn when he reached the road at the end of the driveway, but he was traveling too fast. The scooter shot across the road and into the lake, submerging with a big splash. Tim waded to shore while Dave rescued his Cushman scooter. Only after he started to scold Tim, did I finally intervene.

I was not around for the following incident, but I heard about it from others. One hot summer day, the Harvey families (several of the married ones with their children and Pop and Mom with the ones who were still living at home) packed their swim gear and picnic lunches and headed for Ocean City. Tim (about seventeen and a husky young man) hitched Pop's motor boat to the station wagon. They put the boat in the water at Somer's Point, just outside of Ocean City, where we often ate our picnic lunch. While women prepared the meal, the boys took turns water skiing. After lunch, the boat was anchored and everyone piled in the cars and headed for the beach. 

After a time, Tim drove back to check on the boat. He arrived just in time to see several teenage boys vandalizing the craft. They had smashed windows in the cabin and tossed anything that wasn't fastened down into the water. They even loosened the heavy outboard motor from the transom and threw it overboard! 

Tim jumped in the water and swam towards the boat with strong, powerful strokes. He had almost reached the boat when the other boys spotted him. They jumped overboard and tried to escape but were no match for Tim. He soon caught them and demanded that they lift the 135 hp outboard motor out of the water and fasten it back onto the transom. Although the water was shallow, they couldn't lift the heavy motor from the bottom of the bay. Tim commanded them to get back in the boat. They had better not try to escape if they knew what was good for them. When the three teenagers saw how easily Tim lifted that heavy motor out of the water and secured it to the transom, they decided that it would be wise to comply!

He held the boys until the others returned. The police came and relieved Tim of his custodial duties. The boys’ fathers had to pay for damage to the boat and motor. 

Grace was number 11 and Esther was the youngest sibling. Grace and Esther were the cutest little girls one could imagine and only about a year apart. Both had blond hair and lovable dispositions, but their personalities were as different as night and day. Esther loved horses while Grace preferred dolls and stuffed animals. 

When Esther was about three, she had difficulty pronouncing her "J"s.  Someone once asked for her name and the conversation went as follows:


"Hi sweetie, what's your name?" 


"Esther." 


"Esther what? Don't you have another name?"


"No, my name is dis Esther." 


"What is your sister's name?"


"Grace."


"Grace what? Does Grace have a last name?"


"No, her name is dis Grace."

From that time on, whenever we wanted to tease the girls, we called them "Disaster" and "Disgrace."

THE LAKE

We thoroughly enjoyed swimming, fishing and boating in the lake by our home. Actually, I got less pleasure from the lake than my siblings because the dam was not put in until 1956, when I was already out of High School. When I came home from work on hot summer days, I would run to my room, change into a swim suit, slide down the spiral staircase banister and make a dash for the lake.

The lake was a paradise for children. Every spring there were hundreds of newborn painted turtles, no larger than a quarter that could be easily caught in a net. We used to sell them until a new law forbade keeping them as pets. There were still the large snapping turtles, which could be caught and sold to restaurants. We staged turtle races at family reunions. Each grandchild or great-grandchild got a baby turtle from the lake. At a given signal, all turtles were released on the side of the road opposite the lake. Adults cheered as their children tried to coax their turtles to go faster. Some ran pretty fast, but others stopped to stretch their necks and ask what this was all about. A few refused to come out of their shells or didn't seem to know which direction to go. Sooner or later, one of the little creatures would reach the water and the race was over. 

Fishermen came from as far away as Philadelphia to fish in the lake. Once, a generously proportioned local fisherman got his favorite lure snagged and asked to use my canoe to get it unhooked. I knew what would happen if he stepped into the canoe, but didn't know how to explain without offending him. I could have offered to free the lure myself, but something inside me caused me to hand him a canoe paddle. He didn't even have sense enough to get into the center of the canoe, but stepped into one end - which promptly settled to the bottom of the lake! That same "something inside me" now caused me to laugh out loud. Perhaps it was because my parents didn't like us kids to hear such language; or it might have been that "something inside me" again, which made me decide to quickly leave the scene. 

One summer afternoon, my youngest sister, Esther, came into the house sobbing. She said that a kid from up the road tried to take the rowboat away from her. She grabbed the oars and tried to run, but he was faster. He wrestled one oar from her hands, jammed the flat end into a crack of the dock, and with a tug, snapped it in two. We told her to let us know if he came around again. 

Several days later, Esther came running into the house and called, "He's here!" I quickly rounded up all five brothers and the hapless kid suddenly found himself surrounded by six giants, all staring down at him with mean looks on their faces. Escaping was out of the question. At first, he tried to deny any knowledge of the broken oar, but we asked if he was calling our little sister a liar and he decided to remember! None of us moved for a few moments. Then I said, "We have an oar here that needs a match. Do you suppose you can find us one within two days?" The boy nodded affirmatively in fear and trembling. We all took turns suggesting what we might do to him if he was unsuccessful. Since no store sells single oars, his father brought us a new pair the following day. He explained that his son was too scared and too sore to deliver them himself.  

One year, several rowdy youth began to make a nuisance of themselves. They bullied small children and went "skinny dipping" after midnight, keeping everyone awake. Bob's pet alligator solved the problem for us, but it cost the poor creature its life. Bob kept the young alligator in an old bath tub which was buried in our front lawn. One day it escaped into the lake and when the rowdies discovered this, they left, never to be seen again. For the rest of the summer, we -- and the alligator, had the lake all to ourselves. The poor alligator froze to death that winter.

MY FIRST CAMPING EXPERIENCE

When I was seven or eight years of age, I begged my parents to allow me to go to camp, but they said that I was too young. I insisted that other kids my age were going, "Besides, why would they have a camp for children my age, if they are too young?" The real reason for their reluctance in sending me to camp finally surfaced: "It costs a lot of money to send kids to camp. We aren't rich, you know."

Logical reasoning was always my greatest strength. I developed this gift early because it proved invaluable in getting me out of work and trouble (it also got me into trouble often enough). My logic machine was functioning well. If I continued to beg, I knew from bitter experience that my parents would start bargaining. There were plenty of jobs around our house that even little boys could do. I reasoned that there must be a better way to get to camp, than to spend countless hours weeding the garden. 

I decided to play upon the heartstrings of a more compassionate soul, like my Sunday School teacher. She was the person who had suggested going to camp in the first place. During Sunday School, I behaved myself as well as could be expected for a lad my age. Finally, the opportune moment arrived. I can't remember the details now, but with a very sad countenance, I expounded upon the unfortunate plight of children who live in large families and whose parents can't afford to send them to camp. The following Sunday, a wonderful thing happened! The Pastor announced that the church was making money available to help poor, underprivileged children get to camp! 

I remember getting homesick on the first night of camp, but enjoyed every minute after that. On the final night, there was a hot-dog roast around a big campfire. Awards were presented to the kids who kept the cleanest cabin and to winners of various contests. After the fire died down, a leader told some funny stories, followed by a scary ghost story. We sang our favorite camp songs before the message. 

The Camp Director brought the message, painting a vivid picture of that horrible place called hell, the final destination of all sinners. He then compared this to the mansions in glory which God was preparing for all Christians. Afterwards, the invitation was given. He asked how many of us would prefer going to heaven rather than to hell. Burning logs provided a dramatic backdrop for his challenge. If we were prepared to take that "step of faith," all we needed to do was to raise our hands. Our options being so clearly defined, most of us chose heaven rather than hell on that memorable night. 

On the following Sunday, the Pastor herded all campers to the front of the church and asked us to share our camping experiences. Apparently he had heard about the campfire service, for he asked me if I had experienced anything "really special" at camp.  I told about swimming and long hikes, but he kept prodding.  I was nearly in tears when he finally asked if I had not invited Jesus to come into my heart. If I had known then the consequences of an affirmative answer, I would have denied with all my might - like Peter at the crucifixion!  But I was anxious to get back to my seat. I smiled and gave an affirmative reply. 

From that time on, the night of the campfire became a very memorable experience! My parents especially, would not let me forget the occasion.  I was not such a good boy, and it seemed like every time I did something wrong, my mother or father would remind me of that night by the campfire. "Christians don't do such things," they would say. As I soon discovered, Christians do get spanked. It never occurred to me that I probably would have gotten the same spankings if I had not "become a Christian."  I vowed that I would never, ever again raise my hand in a meeting! I still liked going to camps, though. 

ANOTHER CAMPING EXPERIENCE

My parents listened to two Christian radio broadcasts every morning during breakfast. One of them was called "Pinebrook Praises", a program of the Philadelphia evangelist, Percy Crawford, who also pioneered Christian television. The other was Rev. George A. Palmer's "Morning Cheer Broadcast." Both programs were aired directly from the campgrounds and Bible Conference Centers which these men of God had founded. 

I remember being jealous of the Crawford and Palmer kids, who actually got to live at camp. They sang children's songs over the air, and my parents would ask us why we didn't sing like that in our church. When I was about twelve, Pastor Palmer announced the opening of a new boy's camp. I was all ears when he added that any boy interested in winning a free week of camp should write him a letter. He encouraged us to tell how we liked the radio program, why we wanted to attend camp, and be sure to include our name and address. 

I went right to work on my letter, mailing it the same day. It was a very simple and honest letter. I said that my parents had eleven kids and couldn't afford to send us to camp. I added that our entire family listened to his program ever since I could remember. Finally, I told Pastor Palmer how lucky his children were to live in a camp all the time! Something I said must have appealed to Pastor Palmer because he read my letter on the air and when the contest was over, I was among the winners!

There was only one minor problem with my prize. My parents said that they couldn't drive me to camp because they had other plans for that weekend. Mom saved the day however. She called Pastor Palmer and asked if there was any way that they could bring me to camp on Friday already. He explained that the camp was not quite finished, but if I wanted to help clean up trash and get things ready for the grand opening, I was welcome to come.

When my parents dropped me off at camp, no one less than Pastor Palmer's own son, Jack, was assigned to take me under his wing. Being about two years my elder, we got along quite well and even slept in the same cabin. I felt privileged to be in the company of a real live son of the Palmers. 

Early the next morning we went to breakfast, after which Jack gave me a rake and showed me what to do. About mid-morning, Jack said that he "had to go", but the rest rooms were quite a distance from where we were working. Since we were alone with bushes all around, Jack did what any normal all-American boy would have done. There was of course no toilet paper available, but an abundance of leaves! 

Sunday was the grand opening. Hundreds of guests began to arrive for the dedication service. Parents were also bringing their offspring for the first week of the new camp. I kept looking for Jack, but he was not to be found. Finally, another staff member explained his absence. Jack was at home, suffering from a bad case of poison ivy on his posterior!

It was a great moment, when Pastor George A. Palmer arrived. I can't remember what he said at the dedication service, but I shall never forget the offering. I found out why my father nicknamed him "George Asks Plenty." Apparently, no one had thought to bring offering plates, but Pastor Palmer was equal to the occasion and soon found the ideal solution. He pointed to a nearby tool shed and had staff members retrieve a pair of wheelbarrows. He jokingly encouraged the people to throw in all their small change "because the ringing sound was like music to his ears." When the staff members got back to the front, Pastor Palmer looked in the wheelbarrows and said, "Why, they are almost empty! I guess we shall have to make the rounds again!" Everyone laughed. God loves a cheerful giver, and the same was true of Dr. Palmer. The staff members pushed the wheel-barrels through the crowd a second time. Since they had tossed in their small change the first time around, the second collection was mostly paper money! 

OIL SPILL

New Years Eve, 1954, is a date that I won't soon forget. Mom was cooking supper and complained to Pop that it smelled like kerosene in the kitchen. Pop smelled it too, but decided that it was because the oil tank had only recently been filled. The tank was above-ground and near the kitchen door. On New Years morning, Mom drew water for coffee and exclaimed, "The water smells like kerosene!" Pop investigated and discovered that the copper tubing which led from the oil tank to the furnace had been leaking. Nearly all the oil had seeped into the ground and much of it into the well! I always parked my bike by the tank and the break was obviously caused by me. I was scared and feared the worst, but even though Pop was quite upset, he didn't blame me. 

I remember helping to scoop many gallons of kerosene from the well. We were able to rescue some of the oil, but the well was ruined. During the coldest part of winter, Pop had to get well-drilling equipment and begin drilling a new well. It seemed like we would never hit sufficient water. After adding several lengths of pipe, Pop decided to pull the drill tip from the outer casing and try pumping. He took his five-cell flashlight and peered down the hole, but it slipped out of his hand and fell to the bottom of the shaft! There was no way to retrieve it and Pop had no recourse except to start another well! 

Before I got my drivers liscense, I must have ridden a thousand miles on bikes. My first bicycle was a well-used single-speed Rollfast. My father put a new fender on it and after painting it, I got it for my birthday. I promptly took the fenders off and mounted a car steering wheel in place of the handle bars. But I liked to ride it no-handed. 

CHILD LABOR

Being the oldest boy had its advantages, but there were also disadvantages. If the garbage needed emptying or the garden weeding, I was, more often than not, selected for the job. 

The house that Pop bought in 1947 had eight rooms but was still too small for our family. My father began almost immediately to add and expand in every direction. The basement consisted of a small furnace room and coal cellar. Pop decided that we needed a full basement. Since the older boys “were the perfect size", we were assigned the job of digging in the cramped crawl space between the cobwebbed floor joists. Each day after school, we had to remove five wheelbarrows full of earth and clay from under the house. Pop installed a homemade conveyor belt and raised the daily quota to ten wheelbarrow loads. The conveyor was constantly getting jammed by small stones, so younger brothers were engaged to keep it moving. Today, we all look with pride upon our accomplishment, but at the time, we thought the job would never end!

GETTING PAID

Pop and Mom had to watch their pennies raising eleven kids, and most of our clothes were the cheap "Cowtown" variety. Cowtown is the invention of Howard Harris, who started out selling cattle at auction in Woodstown. Eventually, peddlers of fruit and vegetables began to rent space, and it soon became a bazar-like place to buy anything you needed or wanted at rock-bottom prices. Vendors came from Philadelphia, New York and other states to sell their wares. Before long, Cowtown became one of the most popular shopping places in South Jersey. Virtually all our clothes were bought at Cowtown, and the kids at school knew it. I wanted to wear genuine Levi jeans, but they were too expensive. Pop told me, "When you earn your own money, you can buy whatever clothes you want, but if I am paying, you get whatever we can afford."

I took the hint and decided that getting paid to work certainly beat working at home without pay.

CRAZY MIXED UP DINNER

The Daretown School was famous for its turkey suppers. Students sold tickets for meals to their parents, neighbors and friends. If we sold nine meal tickets, we got one free. I had sold eight tickets but was having no luck finding a buyer for my last ticket. In desperation, I tried to sell one to Johnny Grice. 

Johnny was a legend among local farmers. He was a bachelor and lived with his widowed father on a ramshackle farm south of Daretown. He was the only farmer in the region who still used horses and milked cows by hand. He was eccentric and perhaps a little retarded, but he had few enemies. His worst enemy was probably his father, but I will get to that later.  

Johnny turned down my offer of a meal ticket, saying that he had no fancy clothes and everyone would stare at him if he went to the supper. I explained that there were "take-out meals" and said that I would be happy to bring the meal to his house. Johnny liked that idea and bought my last ticket.

On the night of the supper, I rode my bike to the school and picked up Johnny's meal. It was carefully packed into a cardboard dish with partitions for peas, turkey, stuffing and mashed potatoes. Coffee, creamer, gravy and cranberry sauce were placed in separate cups with sealed lids. A dixie cup of ice cream was included for desert. After wrapping everything in newspaper, I carefully balanced the meal on the handlebars of my bike and managed to reach Johnny's house without spilling a drop. He greeted me at the door and invited me in for a bottle of Coke. While I drank, I watched wide-eyed as Johnny opened his carefully wrapped meal and scraped everything including the coffee and ice cream into a bucket. After stirring vigorously, he took a large serving spoon and proceeded to devour his turkey dinner! 

That visit brought me my first paid job. Johnny asked if I wanted to work for him. I didn't ask what I would be doing. I just said "sure!"

I husked corn, milked cows and did chores for Johnny, but that only lasted a few weeks. I had heard that Johnny was a little odd, but that was putting it mildly. "Because I was small," he lowered me into his dug well on a rope with a flashlight to retrieve a bucket. I found the bucket and a couple of dead rats with bloated stomachs floating in the water. We had been drinking from that well!

When I shared that information with Johnny, he said, "We have to do something about those rats." He set a trap in the barn and soon caught a live rat. He took the cage over to the house, stuck a prong of his pitchfork through the rat's hind quarter into the ground near his house. The poor rat screeched non-stop while Johnny just grinned. He turned to me and said, "By tomorrow there will be no more rats in my house!"

A couple of days later, I was milking the cows when I heard yelling in the direction of the house. Johnny and his father were having a shouting match with lots of profanity. I watched with horror from the barn window as they began throwing things at each other with the obvious intent to kill! After several hits and injuries that should have received medical attention, I ran to my bike and rode as fast as I could towards home. I was too scared to tell anyone and had trouble sleeping that night. I never went back to work for Johnny, but saw him often in town. Neither of us ever mentioned that incident.

THE PRACTICAL JOKER 

Word got around that I was a good farm worker and soon other farmers asked for my help. I picked tomatoes, cultivated corn, helped bale hay and move irrigation pipe. 

Our neighbor, Jay Williams, was probably the only farmer in the area with a college degree (Duke University). I started working for him and he soon engaged me “part time” for $10 a week. I was too inexperienced to ask what “part time” meant but $10 was more than any of my friends had to spend, so I didn’t really care. After many months of working for Jay, my mother asked how many hours I worked in a week. I started keeping track and discovered that my “part-time” job came to about 40 hours a week! Milking 50 cows and feeding calves each morning and evening took at least 30 hours and I worked all day on Saturdays. To be fair, I doubt if Jay knew how many hours I worked. 
I came to appreciate Jay’s great sense of humor. He was always thinking of a new gag or a practical joke to play on anyone who happened by and I was always game for a new stunt.

While cleaning out an old house, Jay found a stuffed pheasant that had seen better days. On the first day of hunting season, he placed the bird on a fence post within sight of the barn. It wasn't long before a car stopped. The driver grabbed his shotgun and fired; the pheasant lost one wing, but not its composure. Realizing that he had been tricked, the would-be hunter returned to his car and drove away. Within minutes, another hunter stopped and took a shot at the decoy. This time the bird was knocked from its pedestal, so Jay sent me out to return it to the fence post. The pheasant was pretty ragged by now, but managed to elicit shotgun blasts from two more hunters before being permanently laid to rest!

Jay liked to invent original signs to keep people smiling or wondering. Daretown Lake went out in a storm around 1940 and the owner had no interest or money to restore the dam. Jay and another man owned the waterfront property above the bridge. Jay hoped that the lake would be put in, but the farmer who owned the property on the opposite side was happy the lake went out because this gave him additional land. Many people wanted the dam to be repaired, but for fifteen years it didn’t happen. Jay nicknamed the lake, “Someday Lake” and I made a sign to put up near the bridge. A photographer took a picture and published it in a local newspaper. Before long, things started to happen and a foundation was found to sponsor the project. Work was begun on the dam and bulldozers began clearing brush from the old lake bed. The farmer who opposed the project refused to allow workers on his property. I told Jay that I could clear out the brush myself. That night the lake bed caught fire. The other farmer called the fire department, which responded and obligingly put out the fire. When I got to work the following morning, Jay asked me if I had seen the fire. I grinned and said, "What fire?" After a week of warm dry weather, there was another fire in the old lake bed. Once again, the fire company came and watched. The land owner also came and began threatening. This time the Fire Chief stepped up and said to him, "We are here to protect personal property. If all that trash wood belongs to you, just give me your address and I will send you the clean-up bill. This has already cost our men two nights sleep."
Jay’s mailbox was across from his house and his wife complained about speeding cars that made crossing the road hazardous. Jay put up a sign that read, “Slow down, dear crossing!” 

He renamed the street we lived on “Red Dog” after our retriever, Ginger. When he mounted a small Christmas tree on the top of one of the poles, people asked about it. Jay told them it was the Red Dog. He told people that the Harveys had a red dog that was very productive and produced a dozen puppies every year. He saw the red dog pee on the pole not long before the tree sprouted on its top. He then added that this was generally a very fruitful area; there were also a dozen Harvey kids. 

When Jay bought a new pair of barn shoes, he put the old pair in the shoe box, tied it and told me to place the box in the center of the road. Cars would stop and we secretly watched as drivers opened the box, only to discard the stinking contents in disgust. We were able to "re-set the trap" several times before someone tossed the unopened box in the back seat and drove away. Another old pair of barn shoes was nailed to the side of a telephone pole.

WATERWORKS or WATERPLAY?

Once we were putting a new roof on the milk house when a thunder storm came up. Quickly, we covered the unprotected building with a large canvas. It really poured and when the storm was over, the canvas was full of water. My former employer, Johnny Grice, dropped by just as we were ready to dump out the water and resume working. Johnny called, "That was quite a down-pour; did you guys get wet?"  Jay replied, "No, we were under this canvas!" He gave me an unnecessary wink and both of us heaved with all our might. Johnny was drenched by a hundred gallons of fresh rain water! 

Jay Williams and a neighbor, John Hitchner, shared an irrigation pond and a healthy sense of humor. I also worked for John occasionally. John was an easy going and hard working man. Once, when I was helping Jay prime his pump to start irrigating, John approached his pump on the opposite side of the pond to do the same. Powered by car motors, the irrigation pumps were capable of pushing a lot of water. Jay gave me one of his ornery grins and said, "Watch this!" He then disconnected the irrigation pipe except for one elbow, which was directed towards his neighbor across the pond. He gave the pump full throttle and moments later, farmer John was thoroughly drenched! He reacted quickly however, and soon, two grown farmers were back in their childhood, enjoying a water battle that has yet to be equaled! 

THE "GOVERNOR"

After the State of New Jersey allowed casino gambling in Atlantic City, taxes were supposed to drop and the economy to flourish. Thousands of tourist busses loaded with gamblers converged daily upon this resort city, which until then had been known mainly for its sandy beaches and the annual Miss America Pageant. Money began to roll into the casinos but New Jersey residents saw no benefits whatsoever. They were convinced that the only real winners were the Mafia and crooked politicians. Taxes and insurance rates escalated even faster than before the casinos opened. South Jersey farmers, whose hard work gave the "Garden State" its nickname, complained loudly about high taxation, but their complaints went unheeded by New Jersey law-makers. 

Being an educated farmer, Jay asked in a 1974 committee meeting of Upper Pittsgrove Township what the legal procedures for succession would be. The following day, a brief article in the local newspaper, Salem Sunbeam, was titled, "How to Secede from North Jersey". By the end of the week, Jay was entertaining reporters from all over and soon became South Jersey's most celebrated resident. He correctly predicted that the proposal of secession would get nearly 100% support from the residents of Southern New Jersey. Jay argued, "We have agriculture, atomic energy, tourist trade and the casinos. We can cut taxes and surely, farmers can do a better job of running a State!" People who knew Jay laughed at his newest practical joke, but lawyers began to earnestly study their law books to see if such a thing was feasible. Word has it, that concerned State politicians were making long distance phone calls to Washington. It never happened of course, but Jay became a celebrity whose reputation as a practical joker was only surpassed by his fame as "Governor of South Jersey". 

DYNAMITE 

Once, Johnny Grice was helping John Hitchner blast tree stumps in his pasture and I was hired to help clear away the debris. I was fascinated by the destructive force of those little sticks of powder. The explosives were stored in wooden boxes packed with sawdust on the back seat of Johnny's dilapidated Model-A Ford. I kept looking for an opportunity to steal a stick. 

Soon enough, the opportunity availed itself. Johnny had to get something from Woodstown and invited me to go along. Since the front passenger seat had been removed, I rode in the back with the explosives. I slipped a stick of dynamite under my belt, a blasting capsule and piece of fuse into my jeans pocket and pulled out my shirt tails to hide the tell-tale bulges. 

Johnny decided to take a shortcut down a seldom used dirt road that was full of potholes. He drove as fast as the old car would travel and I looked nervously at the open box of blasting caps, bouncing around just inches from where I was sitting. 

I tried to get Johnny to slow down, but he only laughed. I reached down and picked up the box of blasting caps, cradling them carefully in my lap to keep them from banging together. Several times the car jolted and I nearly dropped the box. I thought of the Bible verse which my parents often quoted after one of my many misdemeanors: "Be sure your sins will find you out!" I considered asking God to rescue me from my precarious situation, but it didn't seem fitting to pray with the contraband still on my person.

Fortunately, we reached town with no casualties. Johnny took the regular road back to the farm and I stilled my conscience by determining that the dynamite was reward for my close call with death. 

A few days later, my friend Paul came by and we placed the dynamite in an old cast iron stove, inserted the blasting cap and lit the fuse. We then hid behind a corn crib and waited for the detonation. Nothing happened. Knowing that the fuse could still be glowing and re-ignite, we decided to leave for a while and return later with a new fuse. 

I got involved in something else and my father discovered our "bomb" first. "Where were you planning to watch the explosion?" he asked. I replied, "Behind the corn crib." His face turned ashen and hands began to tremble. I expected the spanking of a lifetime but that was one time when I escaped the whipping I deserved. God had preserved me again!

DYNAMITE II

A local feed mill was looking for new-born calves to test a new line of calf feed. Jay thought, "One less mouth to feed!" and offered a calf for six months. When the animal was returned to the farm, she had become a beautiful heifer that could have won first prize at the County Fair. She never made it to the fair, however. 

After being pampered and pestered by customers at the feed mill, we had nothing but trouble from the heifer, which we nicknamed "Dynamite." She certainly lived up to her name, repeatedly breaking out of the barn, pasture, pen or wherever else we tried to keep her. She once got into the silo and ate so much that she couldn't squeeze back through the opening. We had to tie her jaws shut to keep her from eating until she had slimmed down enough to get out. One night Dynamite broke loose and began to terrorize the other cows. Jay awoke to their loud complaints and ran to the rescue. Dynamite effectively avoided capture for nearly an hour. Finally, Jay lost his usual composure and threw a pitchfork at the beast. When I arrived the next morning to help with the milking, Dynamite had already been transformed into beefsteak, goulash and dog bones. 

Shortly after that incident, I was trying to start Jay's little Farmall A-V tractor, in order to spread manure. It was extremely cold and the battery was dead as usual. I attempted to start it with the crank, but the engine refused to respond. When the engine finally did fire, the crank whipped back and almost broke my arm. Furious, I took the crank and rammed it through the radiator. While antifreeze gushed out of the gaping hole, I contemplated on how I would explain this to the boss. Nervously, I walked back to the barn and confessed my evil deed to Jay. To my surprise, he didn't get upset at all. "Well," he said, "let's tow the tractor to the garage and git er fixed; I better buy a new battery while I'm at it."

A WHOLE LOT OF BULL

While working for Jay, one of my tasks was driving the cows in from the pasture before milking. I learned how to crack a bull whip and whenever a cow lagged behind, I snapped the whip to get her moving. Such shock therapy usually convinced the cows to cooperate, but on June 4th, 1953, the trick backfired. A cow was not cooperating and I snapped the whip just above her head. Jay's prize bull apparently didn't like the way I was treating the object of his devotion. I heard hoofbeats behind me and turned to look, but it was too late. The bull caught me in the chest, one horn under each armpit and gave me my first and only raise while working for Jay! I landed on my belly a few yards from a barbed wire fence. With the angry bull hot on my trail, I scrambled on hands and knees for the fence. I am certain that the barbed wire would not have slowed that creature, but fortunately, Jay observed my solo flight from his kitchen window. He grabbed a shotgun and fired both barrels at the charging bull. Fortunately for the bull, the gun was loaded with bird shot and fortunately for me, birdshot was a strong enough deterrent to stop the bull. 

I was pretty sore after my encounter with the bull, but seemed otherwise uninjured. I finished my evening chores and helped with the milking before heading for home and going to bed. 

The following morning my alarm clock rang at 5:00 o'clock as usual, but when I tried to turn it off, I couldn't move my arm. I discovered to my horror that not just my arms, but my entire body was immobilized! Although completely conscious, I couldn't move a finger or even turn my head! Fear gripped me as I helplessly listened to the alarm clock run down. I was totally paralyzed! I began to ponder what it would be like to spend the rest of my life in a wheel chair! For what seemed like an eternity, I lay there fearing the worst, but gradually, movement began to return. First I could wiggle my fingers, then my hands, arms and feet. Within an hour, I was able to get out of bed and get dressed. 

I didn't see a doctor, but years later, a chest x-ray revealed that I had cracked my collar bone.
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CHAPTER 3  -  CAR CRAZY 

As early as I can remember, my greatest interest was in cars. At thirteen years of age, I read just about every automotive magazine that I could get my hands on. I spent as much time as possible at the nearby Pole Tavern Traffic Circle, where there was neither pole nor tavern, but always plenty of cars. At sixteen, I founded a car club, "Circle City Customs" and had calling cards and bumper stickers printed. The guys at the circle bought them for their cars. The name "Circle City" stuck to this day.

Mickle's Market was a general grocery store located on the traffic circle where the Wawa store now stands. In 1951 my father put a new roof on the store and I earned a few dollars helping. "Pop Harvey" overheard me naming the year, make, model, type of motor and transmission of each car that passed. He called up to me, "I'm not paying you to look at cars; keep your eyes on the work!" Another man, Frank, was working with me and convinced my father that I wasn't looking at the cars, but identifying them by their sounds. My father watched in disbelief as I continued to correctly identify the next four or five cars. Then he said, "Well stop it anyhow; Frank always looks to see if you are right!"

I liked to spend time at Circle City even before I owned a car. One night, a drunk drove into one of the service stations. He had just bought a 1935 Ford coupe and was bragging about how fast it could go. Several guys started kidding him and I decided to get in on the fun. I asked if he wanted to race my bike around the circle. He gave me an angry look and said that I had better not make fun of his car. The others thought the race would be a good idea and encouraged him to take me up on the offer. They even started taking bets on who would win! He finally agreed to the race. 

Three times, we were flagged for the start and all three times, his car stalled. On the fourth try, the car stalled again. The inebriated driver was so angry that he slammed his fist through the windshield! By this time all of us were curious as to whether a bike could round the circle faster than a car. One of them agreed to try his car and I actually won the race!


MY OWN CAR!

When I was fifteen, I spotted a lovely '40 Ford coupe for sale at the Circle Sunoco. The owner was asking two-hundred dollars and I had enough money. In my imagination, I had already "customized" the body and "souped up" the flathead V8 engine, but Pop heard of my plans and promptly vetoed the idea. "You can't get your drivers license until you are seventeen", he argued, "You are NOT buying a car!" I attempted to explain that I only wanted to work on it and not drive it, but my arguments fell on deaf ears.

On October 2, 1954, Pop came home from work with an impish grin on his face. That grin usually meant a special treat for someone and this time it was for me! He said that if I was really serious about getting a car "just to work on", he had found the ideal project car. It was a 1924 Model "T" Ford. The car belonged to Merrill Foster, who owned the John Deere dealership at Circle City. He claimed to be sentimentally attached to his "tin Lizzie" but would be willing to part with the treasure for only thirty dollars. It was clear that I would either wait until I turned seventeen or take advantage of this opportunity. I chose the latter. After all, a Model "T" roadster, coupe or even a pick-up truck could make a fabulous "hot rod"! We drove to Mr. Foster's farm right after supper. 

It was a 4-door sedan! We pumped up the tires, which amazingly enough held air, and towed my "prize" home. I parked it in front of the garage and covered it with a tarp, so people would not be so likely to see it. I laid awake most of that night imagining the reaction of my friends when they discovered that I had purchased a 4-door, Model "T" Ford! Sometime during that night, I decided to restore the vehicle as an antique! This would not only diminish the importance of the body style, but if I did a good job, the car could be sold for enough money to buy a "real" car!

I spent many hours working on the car. My father seemed more elated about my acquisition than I was. He had owned several Model "T"s and his experience proved invaluable. Soon I bought a second Model "T", this time a 1922 wood-sided taxi that someone had irreverently converted into a delivery truck. I only needed it for spare parts, so that didn’t matter. The restoration was not a professional a job, but for a sixteen-year-old, it was a commendable effort. My efforts were more than compensated by the people who stopped to admire progress. Few kids my age even owned a vehicle, and I had never heard of a teenager engaged in restoring an antique car! The project attracted as much attention as a custom or hot rod, but there was one big drawback: it was not fast! Nevertheless, I gained a deep respect and appreciation for historic vehicles which remains to this day.

FLAME THROWERS

While in High School I joined the "Future Farmers of America." I had no intention of becoming a farmer, but there was a large workshop in the FFA Department where farm boys could learn to weld, rebuild engines and do other interesting things. I found working with my hands to be much more satisfying than studying Algebra, World History and Social Studies

In the FFA classes, we learned that exhaust gas contains unburned particles of fuel. The teacher demonstrated this on the exhaust of a tractor with a welding torch. In that moment, an idea was born in my mind. At home, I was restoring a Model-T Ford, which used "ignition coils" to fire the sparkplugs. An ignition coil could send a continuous charge of electricity to a sparkplug welded into the tailpipe of a car! I began to imagine a flame throwing exhaust pipe lighting up the night!

My best friend Paul, volunteered his 1948 Studebaker for the experiment. Looking like two airplane cockpits welded end to end, it was an ideal car for our undertaking. The six-cylinder engine even had a split manifold and dual exhaust system. We installed cable-controlled muffler by-passes on both exhaust pipes. This not only allowed a maximum amount of unburned fuel to reach the sparkplugs, but it also provided the appropriate sound effects! A hex nut with the same thread as the sparkplugs was sliced in half with a hacksaw, and one half of the nut welded into each exhaust pipe about six inches from the end. One terminal of the Model "T" coil was connected to the car battery and the other to the sparkplugs. An electrical switch on the dashboard turned the "after burners" on and off and another cable activated the muffler bypasses. 

A short test drive gave us the satisfaction of a job well done! Our experiment worked better than we could ever have anticipated. The blue and yellow flames were quite impressive at night. Now we were ready for some fun!

Our first excursion in the flame-throwing Studebaker was to the stock car races at Alcyon Park Raceway in Pitman. We parked the car on the infield near the pits just opposite the grandstands. When the races were over, Paul started his car, opened the by-passes and revved the engine to about 3000 RPM. When he let off the gas pedal, the "suck-back" in the exhaust pipes sounded like amplified machine-gun fire! A thousand astonished eyes were locked onto that Studebaker when Paul switched on the "afterburners" and sped for the exit.

Later that night, we located a long hill which led through a housing development. Paul drove the Studebaker as fast as it would go up the back side of the hill. Once over the top, we picked up speed rapidly. As the first houses came into view, Paul shifted the car back into first gear-overdrive, something that can probably only be done with a '48 Studebaker! The engine was internally hemorrhaging when he opened the exhaust by-passes and turned on the coil which fed the sparkplugs. The noise was deafening! Two gorgeous blue flames blasted several feet out of the exhaust pipes, illuminating fences and bushes as we passed. While Paul drove, I watched through the wrap-around back window. One porch light after another came on as people rushed from their houses and onto the street. At the bottom of the hill we turned off the afterburners and drove back to Circle City, laughing uncontrollably all the way! To this day I often wonder what residents of that hillside concluded about our unidentified flying object! In the next few months, I got several more jobs installing flame throwers.

CONVERTIBLES

For some reason, I was always infatuated with convertibles. Even as a small child, I dreamed of the day when I would have one of my own. In the five years between getting a drivers license and marriage, I owned 9 Ford "rag tops." After that, I felt fortunate if the car had a sunroof. 

Shortly before my seventeenth birthday, I began to shop around for my first "real" car. I wasn't really particular as long as it was a Ford "ragtop" from the '30s or '40s.

After running down several leads from newspaper ads, I decided to check out the junk yards. I planned to rebuild the car anyway, so it wouldn't need to be in A-1 condition. When I finally discovered my car, it was love at first sight! I found a 1946 Ford convertible in a Mullica Hill junk yard, that had been involved in a head-on collision. Someone had already removed the engine, but the junk dealer agreed to sell the remainder for $50. Parents and neighbors shook their heads in disbelief when I towed my dream car into the driveway. To them, my treasure was nothing more than scrap metal and belonged right where I had bought it!

I located fenders, hood and a bumper in another junk yard. The flat-head engine came from a '39 Mercury coupe that I bought from my cousin Turner. He had installed a Ford truck engine with 25 additional HP. I spent every waking hour working on that car and every sleeping hour dreaming of what it would be like when finished. I removed most of the chrome trim and filled the holes. The rear end was lowered with “shackles” until it nearly scraped the ground. After adding fender skirts and sanding until my fingers were blistered, I drove the car to Everett Kenyon's body shop to have it painted. I chose the bright Tropical Rose pink of the new '55 Fords and did the interior in pink and black vinyl.

I painted my own cars after that. A neighbor once joked that I painted my cars more often than I washed them!

I loved the feel of rushing wind in my face, and the sense of freedom that only a "ragtop" can provide. I must admit that I didn't mind all the attention my cars got, but the big thrill was simply driving a convertible. With no roof, I could also hear the deep throated sound of the dual exhausts better than in a closed vehicle.

It probably was not intentional, but farmers always seemed to position their irrigation pipes so we convertible drivers would get drenched. If there was only one sprinkler next to the road, I would stop and wait until it turned before driving past. But more often than not, the farmers placed an entire row of sprinklers next to the road and there was no escaping them! After getting wet several times, I figured a way to get even with the farmers. I had driven tractors often enough to know that cultivating young corn or tomato plants was a tedious job. Whenever I passed the field of a farmer who was cultivating, I would slow down, honk my horn and wave frantically. The farmer could usually be distracted long enough to plow out several rows of tender young plants.

I liked to drive with the convertible top down in all kinds of weather, even in winter. In August of 1955, Hurricane Diane blasted the eastern seaboard, doing over 500 million dollars worth of damage and causing 184 deaths. I decided to see if my car could sail. I found a long, straight stretch of highway which ran parallel to the wind. After raising the canvas top to its highest point, I opened both doors and attained the respectable speed of 45 mph with the ignition turned off!

I wasn't particularly interested in girls. My main interest was cars, a subject girls could seldom relate to. Although girls liked boys who drove flashy convertibles, they would usually insist on putting the top up to keep the wind from ruining their permanents.

Reputation as a Car Nut

I learned how to "chop a top" (cut a horizontal section out of the top of a car, welding it back together again); to "Z" a frame (cut and weld a car frame, to make it lower); "channel" the body (set the chassis down around the frame instead of on top of it) and much more. As I gained experience, friends started to ask for advice and I was beginning to feel like an expert! Within five years of graduation from High School, I had owned 25 cars! Three of them were featured in car magazines. If offered enough money, I sometimes sold my projects before they were completed. 

I owned three different 5-window Ford coupes and one roadster from the years 1931-32. One got a "chopped top" by removing a four-inch section all the way around. The other coupes and the roadster were lowered by means of "dropped axles" and "channeling."  

My favorite car was literally a "basket case" when I bought it. The former owner had taken an all-steel, full-fendered "32 "Deuce" completely apart and had all the metal parts sand-blasted for painting. Only the full-race 1955 Plymouth V8 was left intact. I saw another basket full of parts from a '55 Chrysler Hemi engine with the motor block next to it and asked if he would "include that in the deal". The seller agreed, adding that the engine had never been running. A training institution used it for several years to teach aspiring young mechanics how to take engines apart and rebuild them. I loaded all the parts onto a truck and unloaded it in our garage. My father was not too happy about this intrusion, but I reminded him that I had helped to build the garage for just that purpose. He had planned it to be smaller and was mainly interested in having a large wood-working shop upstairs. The lower garage had room for six vehicles. My brothers and I dug a large grease pit. 

I took two Ford coupes, a '31 and a '40,  in trade for another car and sold the '40 to my younger brother Dave the same day. I also sold him the '55 Chrysler Hemi for $50, which Dave installed in the coupe.

Although some of the cars I owned were plenty fast, there were enough rods in the area that could have wiped me out. I didn't like to race because it was too easy to blow an engine or drop a transmission. I earned money repairing damage done to other cars while racing and was not eager to repair my own. 

My reputation for fast cars came quite by chance. I was sitting in the Circle City Diner one evening, finishing a Boston cream pie and chocolate milkshake, when several hot rods pulled into the parking lot. The drivers climbed out of their roadsters and coupes and began to examine my car. After paying my bill, I left the diner and sauntered over to my pink convertible as though I owned the world. One of the strangers noticed a dual carburetor manifold lying on the back seat and asked if the car was fast. I lied to him, saying that the manifold had just been replaced by a triple carb manifold. He pointed to his fenderless coupe and asked if I wanted to drag. 

The long and straight Elmer-Shirley Road was not far away. Without batting an eyelash, I heard myself saying, "title for title!" It was too late to back down now. I wondered what in the world had possessed me to make such an offer! Except for a racing cam and high compression heads, my engine was basically stock. The exhaust system however, sounded like pure power! I slipped behind the wheel, turned on the electric fuel pump and started the engine. It had a rough idle due to the cam, and must have scared the stranger. I gave him a side glance through the window and asked with an easy drawl, "Are we ready?

By this time at least a dozen others were standing around. The stranger asked, "Are you serious about that title business?" I turned to one of my buddies, who was looking on and asked, "Tell him if I'm serious!" He played the part better than I could ever have imagined. Pointing to his own car, he said, "I just bought my car back from him yesterday!" Fortunately for me, the stranger said that he needed to make some adjustments to his engine first. He climbed into his rod and drove off with tires screeching. I discovered later that he owned what was probably the fastest street rod in South Jersey! Rumors spread rapidly, that my car was even faster!

FREE TICKETS

One lovely Sunday morning, Pop was driving Mom and the kids to church. I was following the family station wagon on Route 40 at slightly above the speed limit. I spotted the radar trap next to the highway, but since they let Pop go, I didn't bother to slow down. When the State Trooper pulled me over, I protested, "Why didn't you stop that station wagon? It was traveling at the same speed!" The policeman continued to write the ticket, at first ignoring my question. When he was finished, he handed me the ticket and explained, "That man had a car full of kids; he obviously can't afford to pay for a speeding ticket!

After church, one of the guys who had a rather fast '55 Chevy, decided to drive out to where the radar was set up to ask a favor of the police. He approached a State Trooper who was reading the meters and asked if he would be so kind as to check his speedometer. "Why certainly, son," the officer replied, "I would be glad to!" The youth then drove through radar at 70 mph! When he returned, the ticket was ready and waiting. "Here, you have it in writing, son," the officer grinned! That youth must have learned his lesson well, for he became a bank president.

I developed a keen eye for patrol cars and radar traps, but the spectacular paint jobs and loud mufflers of my cars seemed to have a magnetic attraction for both Municipal and State Police. According to New Jersey law, one could lose his drivers license after accumulating twelve points. My points piled up so rapidly, that I had 22 points by the time my license was finally revoked. 

RODS AND CUSTOMS

It was popular during the fifties to "de-chrome" a car. The DuPont Company came out with a fantastic fiberglass putty that became like steel when mixed with a hardener. I was one of the first in our area to try the new product on cars. I found it to be much easier to fill holes with fiberglass than to braze them shut and smooth them over with hot lead. 

MOM, THE DETECTIVE 

Needless to say, my parents were not very enthusiastic about my late nights out on the town. They probably feared that I was doing worse things than was actually the case, but they did have good reason for concern. At first, I lied to them, saying that I had come home shortly after midnight. Then I began to find my mother sitting in her armchair, waiting for my return. More often than not, she had fallen asleep, so I could still claim to have gotten home earlier than was actually the case. 

I was relieved one morning, to see that Mom was not waiting up for me as usual. At breakfast however, I was baffled when she told me exactly when I got home! This pattern continued and remained a puzzle for a while. I let my car coast to a stop, so as not to wake anyone. I could maneuver to my room noiselessly in perfect darkness. I had memorized every creaky step and loose floorboard. How could she possibly know when I got home? 

It was Mom's forgetfulness that gave away her secret. One morning when I came downstairs for breakfast, I saw an electric alarm clock lying on the floor in the hallway. It had been placed so that the opening door would pull the plug from the receptacle!

As I stated earlier, Upper Pittsgrove Township is one of the few "dry" areas in America. For a while I earned easy money on weekend nights, driving people to "Red Tavern," which was located in the next county. Passengers would pay me $5 to taxi them the round trip of about twenty miles. In those days, gasoline cost 15 cents per gallon and $2 worth filled the tank! If I taxied several people at a time, I could earn more in half an hour than in two days at work! I quit transporting drunks, however, after a couple of them threw up in my car.

One of my classmates was killed when his car flew out of a curve and wrapped itself around a tree. Another classmate lost his arm in that accident. They had been drinking. Another tragic incident involving alcohol was even more of a shock. A normally docile teenager murdered my former Sunday School teacher. She operated a small cafe and was well liked by everyone.  After consuming several beers, the 19-year-old entered her store and demanded money. My guess is that she probably tried to tell him about Jesus, but he pulled a knife and stabbed her a total of 19 times! After these experiences, I vowed that I would never touch alcohol.
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CHAPTER 4  -  TEENAGE PRANKS

Some of the stunts I pulled as a young person were not much different from those of any normal youth. Like the time I "borrowed" a large sign from a junkyard in Vineland and placed it in front of the Elmer funeral parlor.  The sign read, "Good used Body Parts, Cheap!"  

Many of the pranks we pulled as youth were somehow associated with Route 40 and the traffic circle. In the little town of Elmer, there was a dangerous curve on Route 40. Homes located in this curve were often mistaken for "drive-ins" by sleepy, drunk or careless drivers. Once, several of us posted ourselves under a street light in the curve, standing on both sides of the highway. Whenever a car approached too rapidly, we bent over and pretended to pick up a rope, bracing ourselves in a fixed pose as though we were stretching the rope across the street. The reaction of drivers varied. Nearly all stopped or slowed to a crawl. Some became angry and threatened us but others simply laughed. In any case, we would remain in our position without smiling or speaking until the car passed out of sight. 

I wasn't always that safety conscious. Some things I did were downright dangerous. Like the time I tied the steering wheel of my car and let it idle around the traffic circle all by itself. The circle was perfectly round back in those days. Every few minutes, I had to run along side of the slowly moving vehicle and jump on the running board to make a course correction. This took place during the wee hours of the morning when few cars were on the road. Still, it was a risky thing to do.

On another occasion, a friend and I taped two sealed beam headlights to a broom handle and wired them to a car battery. We carried this contraption out to a long, straight stretch of Route 40, where I stood with the lights turned on until a car appeared in the distance. As the car approached, I ran off the road with the headlights bouncing. After rolling the broomstick end for end, I turned off the lights and joined my friend in a corn field. The drivers inevitably stopped to look for tire tracks. Someone apparently reported the incident to the police, for they came and searched the area with spotlights. Fortunately, they were not looking for footprints!

PUMPING GAS

Several of us worked nights in the two Pole Tavern service stations, pumping gas. It didn't pay much, but on summer weekends, there was always something going on at Circle City. Whoever pumped gas was certain to have plenty of company. 

Once, a friend named Norman, who stuttered, was manning the pumps. A big black Chrysler pulled in to get gas. The driver rolled down his window and said, "F-f-f-fi-fi-fi-fill er up!"  Norm dutifully placed the nozzle in the tank and turned it on. He then returned to the driver's window and asked, "Sh-sh-sh-sh-shall I ch-ch-ch-ch-check the oil?" The driver thought Norm was mocking him and became angry. He shouted, "W-w-w-w-w-wise guy!", threw his car into drive, hit the gas and disappeared into the night. The gas hose was ripped from the pump and dragged several yards before it fell onto the road. Norm just stood there totally confused holding the gas cap in his hand. He asked, "Wha-wha-what was e-e-eating hi-hi-him?" The rest of us were laughing so hard, our stomachs hurt!

When things got dull at Circle City, we could usually think of crazy things to do. Tomato farmers used to park their trucks and wagons loaded with tomatoes at the circle. There was a weigh station there, and the farmers could get an early start to the cannery by lining up for weighing the night before. One summer night, neither station was pumping much gas. One of us walked over to a truck and fetched a basket of tomatoes. At first, we just ate them, but then one of us threw a tomato at the guys in the station across the circle. Within seconds, an all-out tomato war was raging. After several baskets of ammunition had been expended and we were all dripping red, a customer drove into our station. He took one look at us and was ready to notify the ambulance and police. We were able to convince him that there was no need for concern. We spent the next hour hosing down the stations and each other.

FEEDING THE FISH

I could invent the craziest things to do when I should have been studying. While sorting washers in the FFA Department, I hit on the idea of wrapping them in coin wrappers. A local bank gave me coin wrappers for nickels, dimes and quarters. The teacher was impressed and congratulated me on this original way to store washers. I slipped several rolls of the washers into my pocket when he wasn't looking.

The following day, I skipped school and hitch-hiked with a friend to the Delaware River Ferry.  We paid a nickel each to board as pedestrians, taking up positions along the railing.  Once the ferry was on open water, we pretended that we were drunk and started to "feed the fish." One after another, we opened the money rolls and began tossing shiny new washers into the water. On the other side, a policeman was notified that a couple of kids were throwing money in the river. He correctly assumed that our fish food had been stolen and was prepared to take us to the station for interrogation. Fortunately, I still had a roll of washers left, which convinced him that our fish food was not composed of stolen money. The policeman let us off with a warning, telling us not to repeat the performance. Fortunately for us, it never occurred to him to ask why we were not in school!

There was no repeat performance using washers, but we tried a different money trick on the return ferry. We ripped a dollar bill in half, each of us taking one half. We then folded the halves to hide the torn edges. Again pretending to be drunk, we began asking passengers if they had change for half a dollar. Sure enough two suckers bit! Expecting to gain fifty cents at our expense, they gave us two quarters and shoved the paper money into their pockets. For their sakes, I hope that they at least found each other!

That was not the only time we fed the fish. Along the Delaware River, not far from the ferry slips, was a popular amusement park called Riverview Beach Park. It was an exciting place to visit, with roller coaster, bump cars and numerous other rides. Since people paid admission to have memorable experiences, we found original ways to help them get more for their money. We would unscrew light bulbs in the "House of Mirrors" and pour vials of "Stink Perfume" into the water in the "Tunnel of Love." 

There was a fish pond in the park containing hundreds of greedy carp that had nothing better to do than to eat and get fat. I was infatuated with the way those lazy creatures would swallow anything thrown to them. If someone threw a wad of paper or even a pebble into the pond, the fish usually fought over it. The "winner" would suck the item into its mouth to test it for edibility. If it was rejected, another fish often repeated the process. Paul and I sneaked into the park after it closed one night to feed the carp. We fed them breadcrumbs for supper and a "cherry bomb" for dessert! 

I realize today, that this was a terrible thing to do, yet I have often been reminded of that experience when observing the life styles of people around me, who greedily grab at anything which advertisers claim will make them happy. The devil has many lucrative offers which appeal to fleshly desires, but when he presents his victims with the bill, they ask why God allows such things to happen to them!

MUCKETS

In the FFA, we were required to have an agricultural project. One of our teachers was a German named Fritz. He had a university education in the field of agriculture, but little practical experience in farming. We drove the poor man crazy with our pranks. We used terminology which was familiar only to farmers in the local area. Unwilling to show his ignorance, the teacher seldom asked what these words meant. 

One of the students didn't get around to finding an agricultural project as was required. When we were asked to turn in a report on the progress of our projects, the student was in trouble. He realized that he would be getting a failing grade and had nothing to lose, so as a joke, he turned in a fake report on his ten-acre field of "muckets."  He gave detailed information on the amount of fertilizer used, rate of growth, rainfall, irrigation and much more. The teacher didn't have the slightest idea what muckets were, but said nothing. The student even got a good grade on his "muckets" project. 

CHAMPION CHICKEN CULLER

My project was different each year. I raised strawberries, corn, angora rabbits and chickens. I became quite adept at skinning rabbits and plucking chickens. In our FFA Class, we learned how to grade eggs and cull chickens (sorting layers from the non-layers). I was chosen to be part of the team which would represent our school in competition at the County Fair. We won hands down and then competed at the State Fair. We actually won the State Championships in egg grading and chicken culling. Local chicken farmers read about our accomplishment in newspapers and we began to receive job offers to cull chickens. The job had to be done at night when the chickens were roosting, so we often slept through classes the following day!

A Russian immigrant in Elmer had a large chicken farm and asked us to cull his chickens. We gave him our usual prices based on the number of chickens. He insisted on paying by the hour so we agreed and started right in with the culling. The farmer watched us for a while and decided that we were not working fast enough. He tried to rush us, but we argued that working faster would lower our efficiency rate. He kept prodding until we decided to use the shortcut method of culling. Instead of checking each chicken separately using the "three-finger" method, we simply weeded out the ones with bright red combs and smooth feathers (good layers usually have slightly bleached combs and look a bit ragged). When we were finished, he paid us, satisfied that his persistent prodding had paid off. 

Before I left for school the next morning, the phone rang. A very irate chicken farmer with a strong Russian accent demanded to speak with "Rolf". He was furious, claiming that there were freshly laid eggs in every crate of chickens. He couldn't send all those good layers to the meat market! I listened for a while but then hung up on him. I didn't want to miss the school bus! 

After graduation from High School, I worked in the family construction business. One day, Pop instructed me to fix a leaky roof for a farmer. He scribbled an address on a scrap of paper. I loaded tools and supplies onto a pick-up truck and drove off. When I checked the address, my heart skipped a beat. I was headed for my Russian friend's chicken farm! As I drove into the driveway, I wondered what kind of reception I would get, but I was pleasantly surprised. He greeted me by name ("Rolf") with a friendly smile and promptly asked if I preferred getting paid by the job or the hour!

TRIP TO FLORIDA

When I was 16 and a Junior in High School, Paul and his cousin Les invited me to accompany them to Florida over the Christmas holidays. I asked my parents, but they disapproved. After much begging and assurance that we would be staying with the other boys' relatives, my parents finally agreed. I was elated. Les had a 1950 Ford Coupe with altered seats so that the backrests could be laid down to make beds for two of us. The third person had to sleep in a sleeping bag on the ground. Since none of us relished the thought of sleeping outside all the time, we agreed to take turns. 

We had many memorable experiences on that trip, but I shall only share two or three of them here. Our finances were limited, so we picked fruit and vegetables from fields and orchards whenever possible. Once, we found a large unopened carton in the middle of a parking area. This lucky find, which had obviously fallen from a delivery truck, enabled us to put "Variety" into our diet. It was filled with "Kellogg's Variety Pack" cereals. For the next two weeks, we had cereal for breakfast, lunch and supper! 

We made certain that enough money was kept aside to buy firecrackers. These were not available in the North, and we planned to take enough back to sell to friends in New Jersey. It seemed like a good way to recoup some of our trip expenses. 

In Clearwater, a motorcyclist was following us over a bridge. I lit a fire cracker and threw it out of the window to give him a little scare. To our dismay, the man on the cycle happened to be an off-duty policeman! He flashed his badge and ordered us to follow him to the police station. On the way there, I hid most of our fireworks under the seats. We got off with a light fine and since they didn't search the car, we only lost a few of our treasured firecrackers.

We also visited Miami Beach and the Everglades. When we arrived at Lake Okeechobee, it was already dark, so we found a deserted spot to spend the night. It was my turn to sleep outside but I complained about a foul smell in the air. The others argued that it was probably just decaying vegetation in the swamp. We were tired and soon drifted off to sleep. 

Sometime during the wee hours of the morning, I had the strong urge to visit our open-air bathroom. After crawling out of my sleeping bag, I headed for the lakefront and promptly tripped over what felt like a big log. I switched on my flashlight and discovered to my horror, that I had stumbled upon a huge alligator! I ran as fast as my legs could carry me back to the car. I woke up the others, tossed my sleeping bag into the car and we drove to a parking lot to spend what was left of the night. 

The following day we returned to the spot, hoping to spot an alligator. There on a stony beach were a dozen dead alligators, some of them over six feet long! Nearby was a steel drum filled with smaller gators. All had been shot with rifles. This also explained the horrible stench we had smelled.

SENIOR CLASS TRIP

One of my favorite High School courses was chemistry. Because I learned well, the teacher put me in charge of the lab’s supply closet. It was my job to keep order, give out equipment and chemicals, and to order supplies that were getting low. I did a good job but took advantage of my position to gather materials for extra curricular activities. I learned how to make explosives and "stink bombs."

Our Senior Class trip was from March 30th through April 1st, 1955. We took a chartered bus to the Chesapeake Bay, where we boarded a ship for an overnight crossing to Washington, DC. It was easy to smuggle a jar of iron filings onto the ship, but the bottle of sulfuric acid was another matter! Acid bottles have glass stoppers instead of screw type lids. Mine leaked and the acid burned a hole in my inside jacket pocket.  

We were to sleep on the ferry (some may have), but first, there was an evening meal followed by a dance. The "high society" of our class spent much of the night in the ballroom, where a dance band provided rhythmic accompaniment. The rowdies among us waged war on decks and through windows, armed with "Aero-Shave" cans and water-filled balloons.

After the dance had been in progress for a while, I went "AWOL" from the battle on deck, grabbed my chemistry and crawled on hands and knees under the ballroom stage. By mixing the above mentioned ingredients, one gets what chemists call "ferrous sulfate," a substance which in quantity, creates the smell of a thousand rotten eggs! I made my escape the same way I entered, only much faster. I had to brush off the cobwebs before returning to the front lines. 

Before long, our classmates were rushing onto the deck, gasping for fresh air and we were ready for them. As they exited the ballroom, water balloons seemed to fly from all directions, many of them making their mark. The ballroom still smelled like rotten eggs the next morning.

SENIOR PROM

For some reason, I didn't care for dancing, although it certainly was not my religious convictions. My parents, on the other hand, felt strongly about such carnal activities. Occasionally, our Phys-Ed classes were turned into dancing classes and on such occasions, I skipped out and went down town. I knew that if word got back to my parents, their religious convictions would keep me safe from punishment. 

When the time came for the Junior-Senior Prom, several of us who were not prom types, decided to at least get involved in the after-prom activities. The "Algonquin Hunting Club" was rented from midnight until after breakfast for this purpose. It was a lovely park and lodge located next to "Lincoln Lake."  Rowboats invited lovers to a moonlight cruise, and for the water-shy and moon worshippers, there were park benches at the water's edge. 

A friend with a hot-rod "farm truck" offered to drive us to the club. Before I continue, perhaps I should take time to describe these unusual vehicles. During the fifties, it was possible for farm boys to get their drivers licenses at sixteen, but they were only allowed to drive trucks which were used for farm purposes. A lot of 16-year-old farm boys drove hot-rod coupes and convertibles that had their trunk lids removed and replaced by a wooden box. The cars were registered as pick-up trucks for a period of one year, after which the drivers turned seventeen. Then the box was removed and registration changed. The police frequently stopped such cars to make certain that the youthful driver was using his vehicle for farm use only. Even at three in the morning, it was difficult to prove that the sack of feed or bale of hay in the back was not on its way to feed cows or pigs. Nor was there any law against a potential farmer's wife accompanying him on his agricultural errands!

We arrived at the Hunting Club shortly before midnight, untied the rowboats and dumped buckets of water on the park benches. Some of the parents were in the lodge preparing refreshments and heard noises outside. When they came out to investigate, we piled into the "pick-up" and headed down the long dirt lane which led to the main road. When we reached the main entrance, I noticed an open padlock hanging on the iron gate. I was riding in the back and yelled to the driver to stop. I quickly jumped out, shut the gate and locked it just as a caravan of cars appeared over the crest of a hill. The driver of the pick-up got scared and couldn't wait until I was finished. He switched off his headlights and roared off into the night, leaving me to my fate! 

I made a dive for the bushes, taking cover just as the first cars arrived. At first, the drivers waited with their engines idling, as if they expected someone to come and open the gate. It seemed an eternity before one of the youth climbed over the gate and went for a key. He returned to say that the key had been left in the lock, and no reserve key was to be found. I cowered behind the bushes a few yards away, trying my best not to cough, sneeze or even breathe. While my fist clutched the cherished key in my jeans pocket, I heard several members of the varsity football squad swearing that they would kill the culprit who did this to them! 

By this time, at least thirty couples were waiting at the gate. Several boys even came into the bushes to relieve themselves, but I had found refuge deeper than they ventured wearing their fancy duds. I can't remember today how they got the gate open; perhaps they took it off its hinges. When the cars were out of sight, I came out of hiding and set out on what I feared would be a long march home. I was relieved to hear the deep-throated mufflers of my friend's car approaching in the distance and was even more relieved that I had not been discovered!

HIGH SCHOOL GRADUATION

I graduated from High School on June 8th, 1955. The ceremony was uneventful compared to that of my brother David. His graduation took place in the football stadium. John and Dan were on hand for the occasion, but they were not in the grandstand with the rest of us. They were hiding in the bushes on the opposite side of the stadium. They had set off a couple of sky-rockets the previous day, to determine exactly how much time elapsed between igniting the fuse and detonation. Now, they were calculating the time it took for each student to approach and ascend the platform before receiving the diploma. The rocket was scheduled to explode at the precise moment David received his diploma, but something went wrong. Having received insider information, I was sitting in great anticipation. David too, walked slowly to the center of the platform, waiting for the rocket to take off, but nothing happened. We wondered if the boys had gotten caught or perhaps "chickened out".

The last student received his diploma and a local minister began to read his prayer, when an ear-shattering blast filled the air above the stadium! The befuddled minister lost his place, paused and only after muffled laughter and murmuring in the grandstand ceased, was he able to finish his prayer. Few people were listening, least of all my younger brothers. They had left the scene after lighting the fuse and were quite disappointed that the rocket seemed to be a dud. No one was more surprised than they, when it finally exploded.

My graduation took place in the school gymnasium. After receiving my diploma, I ripped off the ribbon and found myself holding a blank piece of paper! All the male graduates found the same. The school Principal soon explained the reason. It seems that in previous years, many boys had not turned in their graduation caps and gowns. He said that we could keep the tassels, but would not get our diplomas until we turned in our garments. After the graduation, a couple of friends and I had planned to drive to Atlantic City and parade the Boardwalk in our caps and gowns. It was raining and this news almost caused us to change plans. After some discussion, we decided to go ahead with plans. We still had until the following day to turn in the robes and "mortar board" caps. 

I was probably the only person in our class who got to keep his graduation cap as a souvenir. I wrapped a square piece of cardboard in my robe before turning it in and no one noticed that the cap was missing. 

SOUR NOTES

My Uncle John Pedicord was a founder of the well-known "Pitman Hobo Band." I attended one of the band's open-air concerts in Pitman with my friend, Paul. We stood in the back of the crowd eating giant dill pickles and enjoying the music when several kids of about eight to ten years of age approached us and asked for a pickle. I told them that they could each have a big pickle, provided they sit in the front row to eat them. They happily obliged and a tuba player was the first to spot them. He nudged a trombone player to look and soon several band members were unable to blow their horns. Merely watching the kids facial expressions caused the muscles around their own mouths to play tricks of them. Soon half the band was laughing uncontrollably. The children were asked move.
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CHAPTER 5  -  HARVEY BUILDERS

My father became known all over South Jersey simply as "Pop" Harvey. As his eleven children grew, so did his reputation - whether he liked it or not! Most of the time, Pop was quite proud of his kids and bragged them up at every opportunity. But I was often enough a source of embarrassment and pain.

I worked summers in the family construction business until graduating from High School, after which I worked full time. I thought that I would like to study architecture and dreamed of purchasing farms where there was a stream of water. After building a dam, I envisioned building exclusive homes for the wealthy around the resulting lake. 

Actually, construction work is a good preparation for missionary service. My experience came in handy many times during our ministry in Austria. There are many lessons that can be learned in construction, which are also applicable to missions. The importance of laying a firm foundation for instance, is important in the physical as well as the spiritual realm.

There was another advantage. I helped to build 14 churches and do renovations or additions to several more. Many of these churches invited us to preach and present our missionary work; several became faithful supporters. 

My father seemed happy with my work although he at first complained about me not getting the proper amount of sleep. I spent many nights roller skating, working on cars or going to the races. I must admit that it was sometimes difficult to get up in the morning!

SIX BOYS

Pop Harvey expected all six of his sons to learn the construction trade. He hoped that at least one of us would follow him in the business. We all learned the trade, but it soon began to appear as though none of us would take over the business. I left for missionary service in Austria. David got involved in electronics and later became technical manager for CBS-TV in Philadelphia. John landed a management position with a large firm in Denver. Dan entered real estate and Bob went into the honey business. Pop's last hope was his youngest son, Tim. But Tim decided to enter missionary service. He directed construction projects for missions in Nepal and Haiti, as well as two Christian camps in America. 

A national economic crisis saved "Harvey Builders" from extinction. Dan's real estate business lapsed, and he decided to go back into construction after all. When Tim's family increased to seven members, he too returned to the building business. Harvey Builders continued to exist for a number of years.
KENTUCKY MISSION TRIP

In 1956, my father decided to take on a special missions project for an old friend who moved to Kentucky with his wife and children. Jerry and Hessie Pierce were from South Jersey but they had a call of God to serve Him in the mountainous area around Hazard, Kentucky. 

They lived in an old shack much like the local people, but my father thought that they deserved something better for their growing family. He found six volunteer workers including myself, loaded a truck and trailer with building supplies and headed for Kentucky. 

The Pierce family had adapted quite well to the culture. One of their children was sitting at the table doing homework and asked his mother, "Moms, how do you spell rat?" Hessie replied, "You should know that! It's spelled R-A-T." The boy then responded, "No, not the mousey kind of rat; you know, like rat now!" 

Their shack had a pot belly stove for heat, and when they claimed that water froze within three feet of the stove in winter, it was not difficult to believe. One could see daylight through cracks in the walls and flooring. At first, we were happy to have chosen the summer for our mission project, but after our introduction to those pesky "sweat flies," we began to wonder! In order to escape the sweltering heat and the flies, we decided to work from 5:00 AM until noon, and again from 3:00 PM until dark. When the day was through, Jerry strung bare copper wires around the building site and plugged them into a normal 110-volt electric outlet! He explained that this was the way most hill people protected their property from thieves. 

Jerry had already drilled a well, something which few mountaineers could afford. He told us about a government health inspector, who investigated one of the few wells. There was an old tin cup hanging by the well, out of which the whole family drank. The inspector told the owner of the well that this practice was unhealthy. He told him to use "Sanitary Drinking Cups" instead. A couple of years later, the health inspector returned and was chagrined to see the old tin cup still hanging next to the well. "I told you to use sanitary drinking cups!" he scolded. The mountaineer simply leaned back in his rocking chair and drawled, "Well, we tried yer ideer for a while, but gave up. Them paper cups don't last a week!"

Hessie taught in several one-room school houses. The roads she traveled with her Jeep were for the most part creek beds. After a good rain there was no school. She never knew how many students she would or should have in her classes. When the census people came around to gather figures, they simply asked in a general store how many people lived in the surrounding hills. 

HEY DAD, THAT'S COOL!

In 1955, we were building an addition onto the First Baptist Church in Elmer. Pop asked if he could use my car to drive to the lumber yard. He said that he used to own a '38 Ford and thought it would be fun to drive one again. My car was not a sedate family sedan like the one he had owned, but a fire-engine-red roadster. I had altered so much on the vehicle that there were few similarities to the car he once owned. When he returned an hour later, his face was as red as the paint. He was reluctant to share details of his brief acquaintance with my car, but swore that he would never, ever, drive it again!

I heard the rest of the story from a reliable witness. 

It was a lovely October day and the convertible top was down. At the town's main intersection, the car stalled and refused to start. A group of teenage girls on their way home from High School stood on the corner and watched with amusement, as my father attempted to restart the engine. He remembered that those older cars usually had a hand choke and pulled it out, but the "Ahoogah" horn sounded instead. He then accidentally stepped on a button which rang my "Bermuda Carriage Bell". When the engine finally started, he somehow activated the "Wolf Whistle," which operated on vacuum from the intake manifold. The girls were giggling and waving by this time. Pop got nervous and gave the car too much gas. Squealing tires added a lovely soprano to the deep-throated dual exhaust system! 

A FAMOUS SLOGAN

Our business slogan was: "A poor job is remembered long after the low price is forgotten."  Pop asked me to try my hand at sign painting. I lettered the company motto onto the tailgate of a truck. A reporter covering one of our construction jobs photographed the tailgate for his newspaper article. Considering the quality of my lettering job, I have often wondered if readers really understood the intent of that slogan!

I often wrote the following words on the studs, rafters or joists before covering them with paneling, plasterboard or sheathing: "Ralph Harvey worked here before he became famous." I told Verna that the epitaph chiseled into my tombstone should read, "Ralph Harvey was buried here before he became famous." 

PREFAB CHURCHES

Pop Harvey began specializing in church construction during the fifties and in the early sixties, he convinced a New England firm that sold large prefab buildings using laminated wooden arches to give him a franchise for the South Jersey area in return for drawing plans for prefab churches. 
Harvey Builders possibly holds the world's "speed-record" in church construction. A Baptist Church wanted to build a new sanctuary on the site of the original structure and my father contracted for the job.  Preparatory work was done on the foundation, heating and plumbing in advance of the actual construction. One Sunday evening, the church had a "farewell service" for the old sanctuary. The building was demolished on Monday and it took another day to clear away the rubble. Wednesday was dedicated to getting the foundation ready for the new building. Early Thursday morning, crane operators began setting up the walls which already included wall connections, windows and doorways. By Thursday evening, the basic structure was completed. Final work on the interior, plumbing, electrical system and heating were completed on Friday, and volunteer workers from the church spent all of Saturday cleaning up and installing pews and the pulpit. Although carpets and a few other things still needed done, the new church was dedicated Sunday morning!

FRANK

I generally got along quite well with the other construction workers. I became especially friendly with a Polish carpenter named Frank. Frank and I were always competing. He was more experienced, but I learned rapidly and was elated if I did something better or faster than Frank. I was never able to match his ability in fine finish work or sharpening planes and saws. We were both adept at inventing excuses for our mistakes. 

Once, Frank was trimming out a baptistery opening on a church construction project in Clayton. He accidentally cut a thick mahogany sill too short. To his chagrin, the Chairman of the church Building Committee was watching when he tried to fit the expensive piece of wood into the baptistery opening. "Aha, you cut it too short!" the Chairman remarked. Frank must have been boiling inside but he didn't let it show. Instead, he gave Mr. Chairman a scornful look and replied, "That shows how much you know about carpentry! Have you not heard that wood expands when it absorbs moisture? If we cut this sill to fit, it would normally expand as soon as it got wet, breaking the plaster out at the corners. We have a special varnish for such jobs. After varnishing, the sill expands and remains the same size even after the varnish dries." The Chairman listened wide-eyed with amazement. The next day Frank had cut a new sill and it was installed and varnished when the Chairman dropped by for his daily inspection. Frank and I had to choke to keep from laughing when we overheard him explaining to the Pastor about that special varnish! 

I learned a lot from Frank about human nature. He was Catholic, but not very religious. Frank knew me both before and after I became a Christian. Our friendship remained the same although Frank became more cautious about what he said in my presence. At quitting time on cold days he would warn me, "Hold your ears, preacher, I'm going to start my car!" When my father complained about the weather, Frank would say, "The good Lord made the weather, complain to him!" Although Frank was honest and hard working, he never showed much interest in what we believed. 

While working on one of many church jobs, I began to sympathize with Frank's poor opinion of some Christians. We were to install wood paneling in both the church sanctuary and the Pastor's office. Frank and I had just sorted out the nicest panels for the sanctuary when the Pastor walked in. He too began to sort through the paneling, saying that he wanted the best ones for his study! Later, Frank was nailing the panels on the wall of the study when the Pastor again entered. "Be careful not to make any hammer marks in this room," he admonished; "this is my study!" Frank slammed his hammer into a panel, causing an indentation. He then turned and asked, "What was that you said, Pastor?" The Pastor's face turned beet red, but he said nothing. He just turned and walked away.

That pastor had a son around five years of age, who was cute but poorly disciplined. The parents spent more time walking their poodle than they did caring for their child. One morning, when we arrived on the job, every single window of the church bus was smashed and police were making an investigation into the case. When the preacher's kid came out of the house, Frank jestingly asked him what happened to the bus windows. The boy grinned and said, "I did it!"  Frank replied, "But you can't even reach that high, how could you have broken all those windows?"  In reply, the tyke said, "I'll show you!" He went into the garage, brought out one of his Daddy's golf clubs and proceeded to demonstrate how he had broken the windows! My father shared this information with the pastor, whose response was true to character. He said that we should not tell anyone, or the insurance company might refuse to pay damages. The church was able to get the bus painted cheaply, since the body shop didn't need to mask the windows! 

PREACHER BILL

Another unforgettable character who worked for us was "Preacher Bill Green". Bill was from Kentucky and founded two or three churches in New Jersey after coming North. Most of the members, like himself, were from the South. Bill never earned enough money preaching to support a family, so he taught school in winter and worked at odd jobs during the summers. When Bill applied for a job, Pop asked him if he had any experience in construction work. Bill replied that he had worked for a roofing contractor. "How long?" my father asked. Bill hesitated and then replied, "One day." He then told the following story. 

Bill said that the first day went fairly normal until quitting time. The boss told Bill to put some tar-paper over a hole in the roof, where workers had torn out a chimney. "Take a piece of chalk and mark the spot, so no one will accidentally step on it and fall through the hole!" the boss instructed. Bill obeyed, but then absentmindedly stepped onto the tar-paper himself! The workers heard him scream and then a loud crash, followed by deadly silence. Several workers rushed into the house to find Bill lying on the floor covered with what appeared to be blood. A closer inspection showed that he had landed on shelves and broken several jars of strawberry jam. Fortunately, Bill escaped with a few bruises and cuts. Bill said that he saved his boss the trouble of firing him and quit. Pop decided that such an honest man must be OK, so he hired Bill. 

My younger brother David had Bill Green for a teacher in Grammer School. When he heard that Pop had hired his teacher, David told us about an experience from school. Several area schools shared the same music teacher, who spent one day per week in each institution. Miss Bozarth (likely misspelled) had a high-pitched voice, which had a musical tremolo even when she was speaking. One morning Miss B. was scheduled to come and Bill reminded the class of this fact. He announced in a perfect imitation of Miss Bozarth's voice, "Good morning my little song birds! Today, we are going to have a delightful time singing and making Music!" The children responded with gales of laughter. Pleased at their response, Bill continued to mimic Miss Bozarth 's voice as he made more announcements. 

Miss Bozarth arrived on time and the children filed into the auditorium. She proceeded to greet them in her usual manner. Bill's imitation of the music teacher was still fresh in their young minds and the children began to laugh. Whenever she started to say something, the children would start laughing again. She demanded an explanation, but no one volunteered. Incensed with the children's poor behavior, Miss Borzack complained to the school Principal. The Principal interrogated several children and soon discovered the source of the problem.  Bill had to apologize to both the music teacher and his class. There were probably other consequences, for he taught in another school the following year.

Bill was the kind of person who bungled just about everything he did, yet it was difficult to get angry with him. Often enough, it was not even his fault that things went wrong. I was helping him carry sheet rock once and decided to take a shortcut between studs, which were nailed 16 inches on center. I failed to consider the fact that Bill's middle section was considerably larger than my own. He got wedged in so tightly that I had to help pull him out. 

While building Bridgeton Christian School, I asked Bill what time it was. Bill's watch didn't work and the school clocks were out of order because electricians had turned off the electric. The phones still worked, so Bill called the operator and asked for the time. The operator asked if he wanted the exact time. Bill replied, "Of course!" The operator then connected him with the Annapolis Naval Air Station, which gave him the "exact time to a fraction of a second at the sound of the beep!”
On the same job, Bill was told to instruct the driver of a truck where to dump his load of sand. The driver warned Bill to step aside saying, "The sand is frozen and when it breaks loose, it could bury a man!" Bill disregarded the warning and soon found himself buried up to his chest!

Pop instructed all the employees to be sure to grease the shaft of the cement mixer before using it. “If the shaft gets dry, it forces the bolt that holds the cement barrel until it breaks”. A few days later, Bill was mixing cement and forgot to grease the bearing. He came running into the school and said that someone was shooting at him. Pop Harvey told him he was imagining things and sent him back out. When Bill tried to dump the load of cement into a wheel barrow, the mixer slid off the shaft and tipped the entire load of cement into Bill's overalls. The weight of the cement was too much for his suspender buttons and the cement-filled trousers dropped to the ground, exposing colorful undershorts and lily-white legs!

Pop sent Bill and me to do a small remodeling job on a weekend house located next to a lake. After ripping out a piece of baseboard, we discovered a large colony of ants. I gave Bill some bug spray and told him to douse the ants before they could escape and build a new home. I drove the truck to get materials and when I returned, Bill had sprayed every ant he could find until the can was empty. He even sprayed some that were crawling on my lunch bag, soaking it thoroughly! At noon, I drove to a nearby store for something else to eat. When I returned, my poisoned lunch was gone. I presumed that Bill had tossed it into the trash until I noticed several dead fish floating in the lake. Bill said that he thought it would be a terrible waste to throw out that lunch!

One Saturday my brothers and I went crabbing in the bay at Somers Point. I put one of the crabs in the refridgerator and on Monday, I sneaked it into Bill’s lunchbox. It was thawed out by noon and when Bill reached into his box for a sandwich, he pulled out his hand with a yell, the crab attached to his finger! On another occasion, Bill bought a quart of chocolate milk to drink with his lunch. After studying the carton for a while, he stood up and started jumping around like he had been bitten by a snake. As quickly as it all began, he sat down and drank his chocolate milk in one long drought. I asked him what all the jumping was about and he replied, "It says right here on the carton to shake well before drinking!" 

I will include one more lunchtime story about Bill. I never met Bill's wife but she must have been a good match for him. Bill once complained that his sandwiches were too dry. We asked how they were made and he showed us: just a single piece of bologna between two slices of bread. We suggested that he stop at a grocery store on the way home from work and get his wife a jar of mustard or mayonnaise. Bill followed our advice and asked his wife to put some mayonnaise in his sandwiches. The following day, Bill took one bite and made a face. Opening his sandwich, he discovered that his wife had just given him bread with mayonnaise! Bill responded with a sigh and said, "It's a good thing I thanked the Lord for it before I tasted it!"

CHESTER

Once, we were asked to move a house near Salem. It was actually more like an old shack than a house and hardly worth moving. The road was being widened and the highway department paid the owner more than what the structure was worth. The owner of the shack was a miserly old man who had gotten rich renting places like this one to migrant laborers. He drove a pickup truck, and whenever he spotted an empty Coke bottle along the side of the road, he would stop to pick it up in order to collect the deposit. My father needed work at the time, so he agreed to move the house onto a new foundation. 

While we worked, the owner walked around the job almost constantly, making certain that he got his money's worth. An excellent carpenter named Chester Thompson worked for us at the time. Chess was a good Christian and black. The owner didn't bother to ask his name, but just called him "Nigger."

We had moved the house halfway to the new foundation when "Scrooge" (our nickname for the owner) crawled under the house to investigate. An open cesspool that had been behind the house, was now immediately beneath it. He fell headlong into the cesspool with only his feet protruding. Chess heard the splash and scrambled underneath the house. Quickly, he grabbed the extended feet and dragged the "poor rich man" from his uncomfortable predicament. Scrooge didn't even bother to thank the one who saved his life. Later, I asked Chess, "Why didn't you leave the old cuss in there? The way he treats you, no one would blame you."  Chess simply said, "No, Jesus died for him; I couldn't do that!" Then, with a twinkle in his eye, he added, "Besides, I had a lot of fun hosing him down!"

Index

CHAPTER 6  -  GOD'S PATIENT PRODDING

To begin with, I want to say that I have only told the entire story of my conversion experience on two occasions.  Both times, I wished that I had not done so.  There are four reasons for this reluctance to share details of the most important event in my life:  

1) First of all, my conversion was quite unusual. I fear that others hearing my testimony could conclude that they should experience something similar. 

2) Secondly, I find it very difficult to tell certain parts of my testimony without shedding tears. 
3) Thirdly, the reaction of those who heard my testimony was not exactly encouraging.  People questioned whether I was telling them the truth. 
4) The fourth and last reason, is that I am ashamed of some of my past and would rather forget. 
I will share in part and hope that readers understand. 

A CHRISTIAN FAMILY

I wish that all children had the privilege of growing up in a Christian home as I did. My parents certainly had no easy task, raising so many children. They had twelve, but one child died shortly after birth. My parents also took care of two cousins and a couple of boys from another family for longer periods of time. I remember one of my aunts saying of my older sister, Ann, "She is sugar and spice, and everything nice, that's what little girls are made of." Then she turned to me and said, "Sticks and snails and puppy dog tails, that is what you are made of!" She was joking, but I was constantly being told by nearly everyone all the time, that I was very naughty, if not incorrigible. After hearing that last adjective several times, I asked my mother what “incorrigible” meant. It seemed difficult to perceive of anyone saying anything negative about me as a joke! No matter how much my parents scolded and spanked me, there seemed to be little improvement in my behavior. I remember often wondering what made me do so many bad things.

DEACON'S KID

My parents tried their best to encourage us to follow the teachings of Christ. At the time of my birth, they were Lutheran, so I was presumably baptized as an infant. They transferred membership to a Presbyterian Church in February 1946 and I was baptized into that denomination. Still later, in November, 1953, I was again baptized when our family joined the Baptist Church in Elmer. Unfortunately, neither sprinkling, pouring nor immersing were successful in changing my inclination to commit evil. 

During my High School years I led a double life. I was active in the "Baptist Youth Fellowship", and was even democratically elected to serve as BYF-President.  I attended Hi-BA Club meetings ("High School Born-Againers") but among school friends, I was anything but Christian. I didn't drink or smoke (except for a rare cigarette to be one of the guys), but my vocabulary was certainly not becoming of a deacon's kid. I also learned to lie, cheat and steal without getting caught (most of the time). Whenever I did get caught, my parents would quote the scriptural injunction, "Be sure your sins will find you out" before administering the standard punishment. I can remember inwardly gloating that I had gotten away with the same evil deed many times before  -without getting caught. 

Thirty years later, after I had served many years as a missionary, my mother discovered a verse in Deuteronomy 21:17 which states that the oldest son should get a double portion of the inheritance. When she showed me the verse, I continued reading the passage to her out loud. In the same chapter, parents of an unruly son were to take him outside the city and have him publicly stoned! I actually received a double portion of the inheritance. Two times zero is zero.
SCHOOL DAZE

My teachers all seemed to agree that I was very intelligent and gifted. Unfortunately, that statement was always followed by “but...” which indicated that they were generally dissatisfied with my academic achievements and behavior. Typical notes on my report cards (this is not a fabrication!):

"Ralph is a good thinker, but he is careless about talking and drawing at the wrong times.”

“Ralph is very active in class discussions but he has more ability than he applies." 

“Ralph is a very gifted child but he is lazy.”

“Ralph is very intelligent, but he would rather stand on his head than his feet!”

The typical response of my Mother to my teachers was, "Ralph only seems to respond to force. You have our permission to use it!"

Half way through First Grade I was moved into Second Grade. I never learned the reason, but the teacher probably wanted to get rid of me. Whatever the reason, I was the youngest (and smallest) in my class throughout those terrible school years. 

To the consternation of my parents, I did learn a few things at school. I learned some new vocabulary from classmates, for example. When I repeated those words in the presence of my mother, I was made to take a bite of Ivory Soap and chew it. I became quite cautious about repeating new words around home. Mom never gave me Ivory Soap to chew again. I got a terrible rash and the school nurse asked me a few questions about my diet. When she learned of my mother’s punishment for swearing, Mom received counseling from a school official! 

My grades in High School were such that I wasn't particularly eager to show them to my parents. A parent’s signature was required on report cards at the end of each marking period. I "lost" my report card after the first marking period. Whatever I told the records office must have sounded convincing, for they issued me a new one. From that point on, I signed my Mother's name on the real report and let her sign the other, into which I of course entered higher grades! This worked better than expected  - for a while. When I skipped school, I also wrote my own excuses, signing my Mother's name. The School Director always compared signatures on excuses from home with the ones on our report cards, so he wasn’t suspicious. This system functioned great until I really was sick and my Mother wrote an authentic excuse which I neglected to counterfeit. She promptly received a call from the School Director. Mom confirmed the fact that I had been sick; he apologized for the call and hung up. Ten minutes later, he was back on the phone again. "Was Ralph also sick on the following dates?" and rattled off a list of  dates! When my Father got home from work, I discovered that a sixteen-year-old was not too big for a spanking!

CORPORAL PUNISHMENT

When I had earned a spanking, I sometimes had to go out and cut a switch from a tree as part of my punishment, but usually, I was simply told to "fetch the paddle". All eleven of us knew exactly where to find it. Pop called it "The Board of Education, Applied to the Seat of Learning." One wide paddle (the narrow paddles hurt more and had a way of mysteriously disappearing) was decorated with an appropriate verse of Scripture: "To humble thee and to prove thee, and to do thee good at thy latter end." (Deuteronomy 8:10)

I got plenty of spankings, but deserved them all and more! When Mom determined that a misdemeanor required more forceful attention than she was able to administer, she let me wait until my father got home from work. The anticipation of such an occasion was worse than the actual experience. On one occasion, I remember going to my room to prepare for the inevitable. I pulled on three pairs of jeans, hoping to cushion the blows. That was a mistake! My father could tell by the muffled sound of the paddle on my posterior, that something was amiss. He soon discovered the problem and the remainder of my spanking was applied with no protection whatsoever!

Today, I hear many people, even Christians, declare that children should not be spanked. I am certainly against brutality and don't espouse all the disciplinary measures used by my own parents, but I am convinced that the Creator put an extra portion of padding and numerous nerve endings on a child's behind for good reason.  Our children needed few spankings before they learned that "no" meant "no". People who claim that spankings do physical harm to their children, often resort to screaming and name-calling, which harms them psychologically. I think that permissiveness is probably the greatest destroyer of children. School coaches train youngsters until their bodies are bruised and near physical exhaustion. Do parents go on a warpath against them? Certainly not! They want their child to excel in sports. Most parents allow their children to eat food which ruins their teeth and health; spend hours in front of a TV, ruining their eyes and contaminating the brain; or listen to music loud enough to damage their ear drums. Yet slapping a child on his or her posterior for being disobedient or disrespectful is considered a criminal act!
My parents discovered other ways to punish me after they became convinced that spankings did no good. I was good at memorization, so at some point in my childhood, they began to punish me by making me learn Bible verses. I can still quote most of the Proverbs that speak of "unruly sons." That method of punishment may have been helpful, but it was not my favorite, nor did we ever use it on our own children. 

PRAYER MEETINGS

In order to keep peace with my parents, I attended most church functions including mid-week prayer meetings. I suspicioned that the reason most people went to prayer meeting, was to get caught up on all the news that small-town newspapers were afraid to print. Good Christians don't gossip, but some are careful to share detailed prayer requests about evil deeds of the town's heathen population. 

SERGEANT PRESTON

There were several individuals who didn't fit that description at all; "Sergeant Preston" was one of them. "Brother Preston," or "Sergeant," as the youth called him, was about ninety years old and a dear saint. He was intelligent and mechanically gifted (something I appreciated). He had been a "Professional Trouble Shooter" by occupation and even after retirement, his services were frequently requested. If there was a problem that no one else could solve, Preston was called in and he was usually successful. 

The electric company once called on him for an emergency. Engineers were trying to figure out how to lower a huge transformer, weighing tons, into a concrete pit. There was no room to put cables around it, nor a way to hook onto it with a crane. "Sergeant Preston" drove to the site, sized up the situation with a glance, and then gave orders: "Bring me a truckload of ice, a garden hose and a small water pump!" He then had them fill the pit with ice and slide the transformer on top. As the ice melted, the transformer descended gently to the bottom of the pit while the water was pumped out. 

When people praised Preston's genius, he would simply give thanks to God for wisdom. Some believers prayed long prayers and Mrs. Preston’s prayers never seemed to end. Brother Preston saw no more reason for "fancy prayers" than for "fancy solutions" to problems, if a simple one would suffice. One-sentence prayers (for ex.: "Thank you for your faithfulness!") were his trade mark and they probably influenced me as much as the sermons I heard. He had a heart for young people and on more than one occasion, he put his hand on my shoulder and asked what I was going to do with my life.  

AN OBNOXIOUS CONVERT

A few weeks before my graduation from High School, I had an experience which played an important role in my conversion.  A soldier named George showed up one day in church and gave his testimony. He had "gotten converted" in the Army, and being from the Elmer area, he knew of my "other life" with godless friends. He spoke to me about my "relationship with the Lord," but I despised the guy and tried to avoid him after that. George’s car was a 4-door sedan with mud flaps, and that alone proved him to be some kind of a wierdo! He also smoked. I had many friends who smoked, but they didn't claim to be Christians. Because it was a convenient argument, I pointed out this "unchristian habit" to him. He quit smoking and kept after me.

One evening, George had the nerve to pray publicly in prayer meeting for my salvation - in my presence! I was inwardly furious, yet I knew that he was right!  As soon as prayer meeting was over, I walked outside, deeply convicted of sin.  Later, I learned that poor George was inside getting raked over the coals for his "insulting and discourteous action." 

POLICE CHASE

On May 6, 1956, I was involved in an escapade which ended in a wild police chase.  One warm spring evening, a carload of laughing youth drove into the gas station where I liked to hang out. They had been taunting a drunk farmer "just for kicks",  driving repeatedly past his house, blowing the car horn until he got into his old pickup truck and tried to chase them. He was so drunk, he could hardly keep his vehicle on the road. 

Always ready for excitement, my friend and I jumped into my convertible and followed them. A third car filled with youth also decided to get in on the fun. We drove to the farmhouse and began to blow our horns and yell, hoping the farmer would again chase us in his pickup. Sure enough, headlights turned on in the driveway and began to move rapidly toward the road. We fled the scene with exhaust pipes roaring and tires spinning. 

What we did not know, was that the drunk farmer's wife had notified the police. Only after the patrol car turned on its flashing red lights, did it become clear to us that we were not trying to out-run a drunk in an old truck! Instead of stopping to take our medicine, all three cars fled the scene as fast as we could travel, which was pretty fast!  Arriving at an intersection with a stop sign, the driver of the first car switched off his lights and drove straight through.  There was a slight curve after the intersection and the driver lost control of the vehicle. I watched as the car flipped into a field, landing on its roof.  The driver of the second car braked and appeared to be stopping, but instead, he too switched off his headlights, made a right turn, and disappeared into the night. 

Almost rolling my own car in the process, I too switched off the lights and turned left. The friend who was riding with me confessed later, that he had never been so scared in all his life. With lights still turned off, I pushed my car to its limit and was relieved to note in the rear view mirror, that the patrol car had stopped at the accident. After dropping my friend off, I drove home and parked my car behind the house where it could not be seen from the road. I sneaked up the stairs to my bedroom and finally drifted off to sleep.  

To my dismay, a State Trooper showed up at our house the following morning with a summons asking me to appear in court.  I tried denying, but it was of no use. The officer said that if I could prove that there was another pink 1952 Ford convertible with flames air brushed across the hood and front fenders, he would consider the possibility of my innocence! I discovered later, that someone at the traffic circle provided the description of the car he had been chasing.

Fortunately, no one was killed or badly injured that night. Many years later, one of my siblings discovered a tablet filled with Mom’s poetry. One poem was written immediately after that incident that has become a favorite of my siblings. In one line Mom wrote, “The State Cop’s here for Ralph again!”

CRIMINAL RECORD  

The day of our court appearance arrived soon enough. One of the drivers involved had been previously convicted of serious offenses. In addition to a hefty fine, his driver's license was revoked indefinitely. The driver of the accident car and I received stiff fines.  After the hearing was over, I saw that the court clerk had left his desk unattended. On my way out of the courtroom, I reached out and grabbed the folder containing my records. I had 30 days to pay the fine, but decided to wait, hoping that I could get away without paying. 

A month later, I received another summons to appear before the judge. There was no discussion at all. The judge simply ordered me locked up in the county jail for failing to pay the fine!  I had not expected this! I pleaded for another chance and promised to pay the fine within 12 hours. It was of no use. The judge probably suspected that I had stolen the records, but he also knew that there would be little hope of proving it. I soon found myself locked up in a smoke-filled room with a dozen or more inmates. 

I recalled a previous occasion, when my father had to pick me up at the police station. I had skipped school and gotten caught shoplifting. I shall never forget the trip home. My father hardly spoke a word, but tears were streaming down his face. I tried to apologize, but he didn't answer. That was one occasion, when I didn't get a whipping. 

The inmates welcomed me and invited me to play cards with them, but I declined. When supper was served, I had no appetite. I wondered if my parents would be notified and how they might react. I cringed at the prospect of them visiting me in jail!

ANOTHER CHANCE

The warden seemed to read my thoughts and asked for my name. He said that he knew my grandfather and offered to let me call home. I declined. It seemed like an eternity, but after six hours I was released.  The warden apparently put in a good word for me. I was given exactly 24 hours to pay the fine, plus an additional fine for missing the deadline. I didn't have enough money and decided to sell my car rather than trying to borrow the funds. I made numerous phone calls and drove to several used car lots. Finally, a dealer offered to take the car. He offered me only a fraction of what the car was worth, but I accepted rather than risk going back to jail!

Some 35 years later, I was to be reminded again of this experience. In order to get a permanent visa in Austria, I needed to obtain a "Good Conduct Reference" from the Salem County Courthouse in New Jersey. The letter stated that my records had been searched back as far as April, 1956 and that no criminal records could be found. When my wife read that, she asked, "What did you do in May, 1956?"

SNUBBED GRACE

I knew that God was speaking to me, but I was still not prepared to listen. I should have been sobered by recent experiences, but my main concern now, was getting another car!

The owner of a junk yard near where I lived seemed amused at the way I could put a decent car together, using parts from various junk cars. He would let me collect all the components needed and then quote me a price for everything. I was not long without transportation. This time, my car cost $50 less engine, which I had sitting in the garage.  On May 29, 1957, I worked late into the night to get the car running. The next day was Memorial Day, and I had invited a girl to accompany me to the beach.  

MEMORIAL DAY

In the morning, I went to pick up my date. As I drove into the driveway of her house however, there was a loud bang and steam began to escape from the engine compartment. I had forgotten to tighten down the bolts on the fan blade, which came loose, slicing the upper water hose.  It was Memorial Day and no shops were open where I could buy another hose.

The girl's parents were Christians and appeared relieved at my dilemma. They invited us to accompany them on a picnic to "Camp Haluwasa". The name sounds like an Indian name, but is actually derived from the words, "Hallelujah, what a Savior!" 

I was familiar with the camp, having been there with our church youth group. I had a great admiration for the founder and Director of the camp, Charlie Ashmen. We had much in common, particularly the enjoyment we received, making something worthwhile out of junk! Our youth group had helped to clear brush out of low lying areas which later became lakes. I also helped with construction work on cabins and the main pavilion. 

Although I was not keen about riding with my date's parents, I always enjoyed visiting Camp Haluwasa. Besides, I had no other choice!  Little did I know, as I climbed into the back seat of their big Packard, that this was to be the last ride for the "old" Ralph Harvey! 

During the picnic lunch, someone placed a closed can of baked beans in a charcoal griller. The can exploded, splattering me and others with hot beans. No one was injured, but it scared me.  

In the afternoon, there was a meeting in the "Tabernacle", as the pavilion was called. I had helped put shingles on the roof shortly before that. I considered skipping the meeting but the swimming and boating areas were closed during services. There was always lively singing with instrumental accompaniment at Camp Haluwasa and my sister Helen, even sang in the girl's trio. A visiting preacher preached on the parable of the prodigal son. As I listened, God spoke to me. 

My mind wandered back to that night by the campfire. I had reacted like any normal kid back then. It was not the prodding of the Holy Spirit and conviction of sin, which had induced me to make a "decision". I felt as though I had been tricked into a conversion. The choice between heaven and hell underscored by a blazing fire was really no choice at all! 

I was also reminded of that summer night after prayer meeting, two years before. It was apparent that circumstances leading up to this moment could not be dismissed as "human manipulation", designed to trick me into becoming a Christian. Nor were recent events in my life the result of mere chance. I was under deep conviction of sin. God had answered my prayer and I was the one who was obviously guilty of "dirty tricks"!  I had not kept my promise to God. To the contrary, I had become a prodigal son, "wasting my substance in riotous living." This sermon was meant for me and I knew it!  An invitation was given, but I could not raise my hand or go forward. This was a matter that had to be settled between God and myself. I prayed in my heart, confessing my wickedness and asking forgiveness. I promised God that I would live for him with all my heart and life. I was still uncertain about the future, but determined to keep my promise to God, no matter what. 

I must have been very quiet on the trip home. I can remember wondering if my conversion was for real. Over and over, I promised God that this time, I meant business! I have been taught that the worst thing that a person can do in this life is to refuse God's gift of forgiveness and eternal life. It would seem to me that to accept that gift and then live as if it were of no value, would be far worse! I had held back for a long time, knowing that a conversion would mean yielding everything to God. But now, I vowed to God that I would go anywhere and do anything He wanted. From that moment on, I belonged to Him!
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CHAPTER 7  -  THE NEW RALPH

The following day, the entire world was different. I can't explain the feeling, but it seemed as if the birds never sang so pretty and the grass had never been so green.  Some would claim that I had spring fever, but I was certain that God had taken me at my word. Two weeks later, a member of the church approached me, saying that he had noticed a remarkable change in me.  I said that I had accepted Christ. It was my first testimony as a Christian. 

Some are still convinced that I was converted at a campfire service. Apparently, I also "accepted Christ as my Savior" as a small child on an Easter Sunday, for I have an undated letter from a missionary, Mary Vicinus, congratulating me on this wonderful event! 

Right after my conversion, I had the first opportunity to put my new found faith to practical use. I had been given the job of picking up a badly damaged door of a mobile home which was to be repaired. I was instructed to make a temporary replacement door which could be used until the original was repaired. The owner ran a service station and stated that he kept money in the trailer; I would have to equip the makeshift door with a lock. I drove to the hardware store, looking for a lock that would do the job, but all to no avail. Then I remembered that I could pray! For what seemed like ages, I prayed, thought, studied and experimented, but could not come up with a viable solution to the problem. Finally, I rigged a simple bar latch to the inside of the door, drilled a hole and bent a stiff wire so that the door could be opened from the outside by inserting and turning the wire. The owner was not home, so I explained to his wife, how the "lock" worked and left. 

All the way home I wondered why God had failed to answer my prayers. I began to wonder if anything had changed after all. Had I simply fooled myself into thinking that I was a child of God? I even had difficulty sleeping that night. The next day, the door was repaired and I headed back to the mobile home, hoping that the owner would not be home or unfriendly and that burglars had not cleaned him out. To my amazement, the owner of the mobile home was full of praise for my "clever invention"! He said he had told people that there was no way to devise a lock without drilling holes in the mobile home. When he arrived home that evening and inspected the job, he couldn't get over how simple, yet effective, that lock was. "No burglar would ever guess that he only needed a piece of wire to get in", he said. "That was a stroke of genius!"  "Oh no," I replied, "I just prayed about it and this is what I came up with." 

While installing the door, I asked God to forgive me for my lack of faith and poor attitude. As I was cleaning up, I suddenly realized that I could have simply unscrewed the lock from the damaged door and attached it to the temporary door. The job could have been completed in a few minutes and the owner could even have used his regular key! But that would have been neither a "stroke of genius" nor answered prayer, so God led otherwise!

JEALOUS CHRISTIANS

I had another unsettling experience soon after my conversion. I discovered that there were Christian young people, who had actually envied me in my unsaved condition. While I was miserable and under conviction of sin, these Christian youth had actually been jealous of me! They had looked to me as a role model, "the guy who had everything going for him"!

I had never seen myself in any kind of an enviable position, yet looking back now, this was certainly the case. Our family lived in a spacious house next to a lake, with boating, fishing and swimming on our doorstep. The Delaware River was not far away and it was only an hour's drive to the New Jersey beaches. My father was a successful contractor and builder, and as oldest son, I was first in line to take over the business. With my annual income, I could have purchased a new Ford every year, but I was not interested in a new car. I built my own from parts purchased in local junk yards. At 19 years of age I had already owned eleven cars, and three had been featured in car magazines. 

BOY'S WORK

The church had a boy's club called "Christian Service Brigade". I soon became involved in this and thoroughly enjoyed it. One youngster, named Tony, was incorrigible and was always bullying the other boys. In frustration, I grabbed him after one incident and twisted his arm until it nearly broke. While still holding him, I asked if he was ready to cooperate and stop disturbing the others. In order to escape his predicament, Tony of course agreed, but the moment he was released, he ran out the door and headed for home. 

I soon realized that my method of discipline was not appropriate and resolved to go to Tony's house and apologize. There was no need to do this, however. Before the meeting was over, Tony burst into the room shaking his fist defiantly. Behind him stood has big brother, Rocky. He was known as a town rowdy who didn't hesitate to use his fists when he felt the urge. "Where's the guy who was messin' with my kid brother?" he demanded. I stepped forward, ready to take my medicine. Rocky stared at me and gasped, "Ralph, what are you doing here?" I explained briefly that I was trying to help with the boys club and apologized for the manner in which I had sought his brother's cooperation. 

Rocky turned to his brother and said, "If you know what's good for you, you had better watch yourself from now on!"

After Rocky left, I pulled Tony aside and apologized for the way I had handled him. I then explained that he had so many leadership qualities, I was hoping to gain him as a helper in keeping the other boys under control. Tony's attitude changed remarkably when he realized that his older brother was an acquaintance of mine. From that day on, whenever anyone got out of hand, Tony was the one to restore order - without violence!

WITNESSING

After God changed my life, I began to pray for my friends and tried to be a witness. I offered to transport kids to Hi-BA (“High School Born Againers”) meetings and began to investigate ways of sharing the gospel effectively. I soon discovered that most of my friends were not interested. One after another, they became cool and distant. When I approached the old gang, they would suddenly change the subject of conversation and become very polite and formal. I had expected ridicule or opposition, but was not prepared for this! 

I shall never forget the day when I had the privilege of leading the first person to Christ. Harry hardly seemed a likely candidate. He came from a family that had no time for religion. Harry's interests centered around girls and sex. I remember reasoning that if he were interested in cars, I might be able to relate to him more effectively. Even at nineteen, I still felt uncomfortable around girls. 

I was surprised when Harry showed up in a youth meeting. He continued to attend and on one of our outings, I shared the simple plan of salvation with him. Tears came to his eyes as he prayed, asking Jesus for forgiveness and yielding his life to God.

Soon after this, I also experienced the thrill which the Apostle John spoke of in II John 1:4, "I have no greater joy, than to hear that my children walk in truth."  Harry worked for a large corporation in Wilmington, Delaware. He began to wear buttons with Christian slogans and tried to share his new-found faith with fellow employees. One day the boss called him into his office. "Harry, I understand that you do a lot of talking about Jesus and your religion," he began. "Some of the employees have been complaining to me. I don't care what you talk about when you are elsewhere, but I must insist that you refrain from such talk around this place. Do you understand?" 

Harry told me later that he felt ashamed and defeated. He wanted to crawl out the door on his hands and knees. He had been hoping and praying for a response, but not this! Inwardly, he began to wonder why God had not used his testimony. His boss placed his hand on Harry's shoulder and said, "I am happy with your work, Harry. You may leave now. I hope that we won't need to discuss this again." Trying to think of a response, Harry blurted, "I guess this is company policy for all the employees." The moment the words escaped his lips, Harry said that he felt like a fool, thinking,  "How could I say such a stupid thing? No other employees talk about Jesus!"

Although formulated differently, the boss expressed the same sentiments, but while his boss was speaking, it suddenly occurred to Harry, that the other employees DID talk about God and Jesus! They did so even more frequently than he, but not with the same reverence!  When his boss was finished, Harry calmly brought this fact to his attention. His boss looked stunned. He turned and stared at the wall while Harry excused himself to leave. As Harry reached the door, his boss called him back. "Harry," he said, "I'm glad you mentioned this. It is important that we have peaceful relations among the employees, but forget what I told you. If anyone else complains, I'll ask them if they are willing to accept the same conditions."

A NEGLECTED COMMISSION

I heard the gospel message probably thousands of times while growing up. I attended church and Sunday School, children's classes and "Daily Vacation Bible School." My parents were faithful in having daily family devotions. Yet, I seldom had the feeling that the gospel was meant for me. 

Jesus told his disciples, "Ye shall be witnesses" (Acts 1:8). I heard hundreds of sermons, but only two persons ever witnessed to me. One was a motorist, who picked me up when I was hitch-hiking and asked me where I was going. I named my immediate destination but he wanted to know my final one. He explained that although the destination is important, we must also know the "Way" - Jesus Christ. Using my best "Christianese," I convinced him that I was already a believer. 

That anonymous member of the "Gideons," on his way home from a convention in Atlantic City, and an obnoxious soldier named George were the only ones who ever witnessed to me. Their witness made more of an impression upon me than all the sermons and Sunday School lessons I had ever heard. I never saw that Gideon again and discovered that George was no longer faithful to God, but I could not forget those witnesses.

GOOD ADVICE 

A wealthy American in Cleveland, Ohio, once called his son, William Brikell, aside to give him some fatherly advice. He said, "Son, if you want to be successful, invest in land! This world will have more and more people, but land doesn't multiply. Get land, my son; get land!"

William Brikell took his father's advice seriously and began investing in real estate. He bought up a large tract of swampland on the Atlantic coast in Florida. After draining and developing it, the land was sold for a handsome profit. That land became the city of Miami Beach, and the developer became extremely wealthy.

BETTER ADVICE

Most of Christ's disciples were fishermen. Being a carpenter, one wouldn't expect Jesus to know much about their trade. He might have advised the disciples something like this: "Boys, I want to give you some good advice. You know of course that there is just so much water on the face of this earth. Fish will multiply, but not water. My advice to you is to invest in water! If you want to be successful, buy water!" 

Neither water, fish, boats, houses nor land are worth devoting a precious lifetime accumulating. 

It was not that Jesus had no respect or use whatsoever for such things. Jesus took short walks on the water (Matthew 14:25) and taught experienced fishermen how to catch lots of fish (John 21). When taxes were due, Jesus sent Peter to catch a fish with money in its mouth (Matthew 17:27). Jesus preached from boats (Mark 4:1) and even slept in them (Mark 4:38). Olive groves were nice, cool places for personal prayer (Matthew 14:26). If "the Lord hath need of it," an upper room (Luke 22:10-13), a donkey (Matthew 21:3) or even a tomb (Matthew 27:59) might be temporarily conscripted. But Jesus owned no personal property (Matthew 8:20) and had only a donated cloak when he was crucified. 

Many of Christ's parables had to do with material possessions, but his disciples left their boats and nets in order to follow him. Jesus called them to become "fishers of men" (Matthew 4:19-20).

As a youth, I had so many interests, that I found it difficult to choose an occupation. I loved working with cars and contemplated becoming a mechanic or car dealer. I liked music, art and journalism, but it was clear that I could not possibly follow all of these careers. I enjoyed farming and was successfully learning the building trade. My most serious aspiration was to become an architect and builder.

All that changed dramatically after I gave my life to Jesus. 

CHOOSING A BIBLE COLLEGE 

Now that I had become a Christian, further education seemed not only an option, but a logical next step. Both parents and two sisters had attended Philadelphia Bible Institute (subsequently named Philadelphia College of Bible, Philadelphia Biblical University and presently Cairn University). 
I headed for Woodstown High and asked for my transcripts. The guidance counselor retrieved my file and studied it a few minutes. Then, with a puzzled look on her face, she said, "Perhaps we should take a closer look at the books we have placed in our high school library."  Now it was my turn to look puzzled. She then explained that according to their records that no student in the history of the school had checked out more library books than I. This did not explain her puzzlement however. I was about to inquire when she continued, "Your file also indicates that you filled out the most behavior reports!"  

The Guidance Director handed me the desired transcripts and wished me “Good luck!”  I put my car up for sale in order to pay for the first semester. 
For some reason the car didn't sell, so I decided to wait another semester. When school officials learned of this, they encouraged me to come anyway, arguing that I had a better chance of selling my car in the city. I packed my suitcases into the car and headed for the Bible Institute, but before I had traveled a mile, the transmission gave out. There was no doubt in my mind, that the Lord had something to do with this breakdown. That car had been driven hard with no problems and now, when I was driving carefully, it broke down! I took this as a leading from God, deciding that I should not go yet.  

Shortly before that occurance, a boy from another church asked me if I had prayed about what school to attend. I admitted that I had not prayed about the choice of a school, but told the guy that it was a “done deal.” He said that there are many reasons to pray about the choice of a college. Many students find their future mate there. After thinking about that, I decided to write other colleges, praying that the Lord would help me choose the right one. Soon there were several application forms and catalogs on my dresser.  I prayed as I filled out each form, but still had no clarity about which was the right choice. Then one day I received a letter from Bob Jones University. The Registrar wrote that he had received my application and sent for my High School transcripts. He added that the envelope had not been sealed and my check for the application fee was missing. I was advised to invalidate the check and send a new one.  

I had not sent an application to any school and was puzzled by the letter. In fact, BJU was the only school which my pastor, my parents and others had advised me against attending!  They felt the school was too strict and narrow. I searched through the pile of forms on my dresser and the BJU form was missing.  I mentioned this to my parents and my mother looked thoughtful for a moment. Then she said, "I found a postpaid envelope on the floor when cleaning your room. I figured that you had intended to mail it, so I put it in the mailbox." 

I decided, that if my High School transcripts were accepted (my grades were not too impressive), I would accept this as the Lord's leading. Surprisingly, BJU accepted my application -- on probation.

UNIVERSITY YEARS

In September, 1958, my parents drove me to South Carolina. I would have driven there myself, but shortly before leaving for the University, the New Jersey Motor Vehicle Commission sent notification that my driver's license had been suspended. God had forgiven my past sins, but not the State! Normally, a driver's license is revoked after accumulating twelve points. When my past finally caught up with me, I had accumulated twenty-two! 

Apparently, I was not the only student with a dubious past to enroll that year. On the trip to South Carolina, we saw a rather scrubby looking hitch-hiker along the road. He was unshaven, puffing on a cigarette and had large tattoos covering both arms. Mom jokingly asked if we should pick him up; "Perhaps he is heading for Bob Jones!", she jested. We all laughed at the idea for smoking was strictly forbidden at Bob Jones University. There was no room in the car anyway. When I lined up for registration, I could scarcely believe my eyes when I recognized that hitch hiker in the line ahead of me! To be certain, I asked if he had been hitchhiking and he nodded affirmatively. He had only recently accepted Christ into his life and registered at BJU because "it would be easier to quit smoking there!" His name was Jimmy Carter. He never became President of the United States, but served as Student Body President and Editor of the University Yearbook before graduating. 

BOB JONES UNIVERSITY
I found learning at the University to be more difficult than I had imagined. I should have applied myself more in High School, but now was not the time for remorse but for hard work!  Because I received no financial help, I had to work many hours after classes and during vacations.  My carpenter experience proved helpful in finding employment in the school maintenance shop, fixing broken furniture. 

There was no end of original ways I discovered to save money. I made regular visits to the showers, collecting leftover scraps of soap from the soap dishes. By pressing these together while still soft, they could be formed into multi-colored soap bars. To earn money, I bought and sold articles and ran errands. 

As already mentioned, I have always delighted in making useful and worthwhile things from other people's rubbish. I did minor appliance repairs and once a month, I purchased broken or damaged items, especially umbrellas, at the "Lost & Found Auction" on campus. After fixing these items, I sold them for a profit. My roommates complained about the room looking like an umbrella factory, but I did provide them with free umbrellas.  It wasn't long before our dormitory room became known as "Harvey's Hock Shop."

My experience with cars also came in handy (my driver's license was restored after six months). I discovered that old cars were plentiful in South Carolina where no salt is spread on highways. For the same reason, late model cars were cheaper in the North. After summer and during Christmas vacations, I purchased late model cars with the money I earned. After making repairs and sometimes painting them, I drove the cars South to sell for a profit. For the trip north, I bought "oldies" to sell in New Jersey. Filling the car with paying passengers more than compensated travel expenses.

ART GALLERY

Just as that boy told me, the choice of a college is important and many students find their partner for life at college. Because the university had three thousand students, God still needed to perform a few miracles to get us together. Those miracles began to occur long before we got to college! Verna was a member of a church in Meadville, PA that belonged to a denomination that neither my parents, our pastor nor the university that I enrolled in would have had anything to do with. They all considered that denomination to be liberal. Her pastor, however was a graduate with a Masters degree from BJU and he married the BJU Dean of Women! Verna decided that she wanted to attend the same school. 
Because her finances were limited and she had experience as waitress in a small restaurant, she got a job waiting tables in the University Dining Common. Soon after that, The University President approached the person in charge of approximately 100 students who waited tables and said that a waitress assigned to the special dining room for administrators and special guests was leaving. Could she please select someone who was known to do a good job to take her place? Verna was chosen and everyone admired her efficiency and friendly mannerisms for a year. Dr. Bob Jones called her aside towards the end of the year and told her how much they appreciated her service and even the table decorations that she made without being asked. He asked her if she was interested in art. Verna said that she did oil and water color paintings and took an art course. The University Art Gallery was the President’s pride and joy and he suggested that she apply for employment the following year. He would send a recommendation to the Gallery. 
The University Art Museum was looking for someone to help with alterations on picture frames. The Maintenance Shop Manager recommended me to the curator of the University Art Gallery. Before long, I was doing hand carving, gold leaf work and mastering the art of "antiquing." This was exactly the opposite of what I had been accustomed of doing. Instead of making old cars look like new, my job was making new frames look old! I found the work challenging and soon became an expert at the process. The museum curator was fascinated with some of the original methods I used to get the desired results. After carving the design, but before applying gold leaf, I drilled different size "worm holes" to make them look authentic.  When I finished applying the gold leaf, I beat the frames with chains, rubbed sand or dirt into the low areas and used carbon paper, coffee grounds and shoe polish to get a desired color or effect. 

A couple of decades earlier, a blight killed many chestnut trees along the eastern seaboard. Because the wood was riddled with worm holes, much of the wood was burned, but some farmers kept lumber to use around the farm. The wood was similar to oak and ideally suited for making hand-carved frames. Best of all, it had natural worm holes! 

I soon learned to do specialized work, such as cleaning and restoration of valuable paintings and icons. 

The most challenging and fascinating job was transferring paintings from warped wooden panels to canvas. For this, we had a giant heat table filled with wax. The painted side of the panel was covered with thin cellophane attached with special glue that could not harm the painting. The table was heated until the wax liquefied, after which we sought to eliminate any air pockets. The wax was then allowed to cool. Then began the tedious process of carefully scraping the wood from the back of the painting. The procedure became increasingly difficult as the gesso ground coat became visible. When all traces of the wood were painstakingly removed, the wax was re-heated to allow the painting to flatten and then allowed to harden for the final step: attaching the canvas.

Mr. Havens, the Art Gallery Curator, was a very talented and dedicated man. I became quite attached to him and enjoyed learning the various processes of restoration. It was no secret that the art gallery was the personal hobby if not an obsession of the University President, Dr. Bob Jones Jr. Occasionally, he would come over and quietly watch me work. 

One afternoon, Mr. Haven’s sons came into the workshop while I was applying gold leaf to a frame. For this process, we used what was called “rabbit skin glue.” I used to raise rabbits and dried the skins on stretchers before sending them to the tannery. The glue had a similar smell. One of the boys accidentally knocked over my container of glue and I said, “That is going to cost you two months allowance!” He knew I was joking and replied that a barrel of rabbit skin glue probably cost less than a dollar. I countered, “If it was that cheap, they would be feeding it to us in the dining common.” I suddenly remembered that the President was sitting there and prepared to apologize, but he spoke first, “I’ll have to check that out,” he said.

Mr. Havens took his work too seriously, however. He would work late into the night and if he discovered the slightest imperfection in his work, he would start all over again. He had a serious nervous breakdown and had to be released from his job. It was such a disappointment for him that he took his own life. I was very upset over his death. 

In my Senior year, I twice drove a large truck to New York City to pick up donated paintings and medieval furniture for the Art Gallery. A student accompanied me on the first trip to the city. We left at night and I asked if he wanted to drive first, but he declined. Instead of sleeping, however, he talked incessantly. I finally told him to drive while I slept, but he kept talking so that I couldn't get to sleep. When I finally did drift off, a sudden jolt awakened me. The huge truck had veered onto the shoulder and was precariously close to a ditch. My companion had fallen asleep at the wheel! I reached over and grabbed the wheel, guiding the vehicle safely back onto the roadway. I then insisted on driving the rest of the way. My companion slept like a baby for the rest of the trip!

On the second trip, I was accompanied by a member of staff named Mel Stratton and we had an uneventful trip to the city. Mel was in charge of the main auditorium stage and I had worked there with the Art Gallery Curator painting backdrops for operas and Shakespear plays. We were already friends and the second trip was uneventful except that we arrived in New York on garbage collection day! That was an experience that I shall never forget! 

When we finally reached the warehouse in Brooklyn, it was closed, so we parked the truck on the street and found a place to spend the night. Parking lights were required on that street and by morning, the truck’s 24-volt battery was stone dead. We took the battery to a garage to get it charged while the truck was being loaded. I got the job of re-installing the battery and actually lost my shirt - and pants - on that job! I dropped a wrench, which landed on the battery, short circuiting the terminals. With a loud bang, the battery literally exploded, spraying me with pieces of battery and acid. Without a moment’s hesitation, I stripped down to my undershorts in the middle of that New York City street! The truck cab needed new paint after that and another pot-hole was added to the street. Fortunately for me, only a few drops of acid landed on my skin, but my clothes were ruined. 

Since my arrival at the university, I had gained several additional career options, but "truck driver" was struck from the list that day!

Upon graduation, I was invited to accept a position at the prestigious Philadelphia Museum of Art, but the world's most prominent period frame maker, Henry Heydenryk Jr., made me a more lucrative offer. The gallery had often purchased frames from Heydenryk, but more than a year had passed with no orders, so Mr. Heydenryk stopped by the gallery to discover the reason. When he learned that a student was making frames, he said that it seemed disgraceful to display such valuable paintings in inferior and inappropriate frames. The University President showed Mr. Heydenryk through the gallery, asking him to point out the frames which he objected to. He found none, but carefully examined frame after frame that I had made. 
I was in the workshop doing gold leaf work at the time so Mr. Heydenryk asked to meet me. Gilders generally use a camel hair brush to lay gold leaf, but I was using a single edged razor blade. Heydenryk showed surpise and asked if I had no brush. I explained that since low areas of the frame would be dirtied in the antiquing process, I applied what was called "German Goldleaf" to these areas and used genuine gold only for highlights. With the razorblade, I could pick up small pieces of gold leaf and easily apply them. It saved us a considerable amount of money and no one noticed the difference. When he was finished taking notes on his tablet, he personally sought my employ in his Manhattan place of business. < http://www.heydenryk.com/history.html >

By that time, however, God had made it clear to me that I should serve him as a missionary in Europe.

OUTREACH MINISTRY 

During my four years at college, I was engaged in various outreach ministries which I consider to be an important part of my education. For ministerial students, such activities were required, but I always looked forward to the weekends and opportunities to put what I was learning into practice.

During my first year, I joined with a couple of upper classmen who visited prisons, sharing the gospel with inmates. Perhaps I was less spiritual, or maybe just a coward, but I seldom opened my mouth and let the others do the talking. The prisoners must have taken me for a sucker, for they often wanted to speak with me afterwards. 

What I learned was very revealing. After many prisoners had unloaded onto my listening ears, I discovered that they were all "innocent victims of justice." The really bad guys were still free! Of course they admitted to making mistakes like everyone else, but they insisted that they were undeserving of imprisonment.

That experience has proved invaluable during our four decades of missionary service. I used to have the concept that all non-Christians were wicked, hell-bound sinners. Those prison visits taught me an important lesson. Few people are sinners in their own eyes. Every war has two sides and each side claims to be fighting for what's right. The combatants on both sides are often prepared to die for their convictions. The moment people recognize that they are in the wrong, the fighting spirit is gone. It goes against our human nature to knowingly do what we believe to be wrong. So we build a good case for what we want and deceive ourselves into believing that we are doing right. 

In order to win people to Christ, we must first of all accept them for who they claim to be, not who we think they are. We must plant the seeds of the gospel in their hearts! Is that not where we desire the seed to take root and grow? 

In order to illustrate this important principle of missions, I will share an experience I had many years later while serving in Linz, Austria.

I was walking down the sidewalk, handing out invitations for our youth center. As I walked, I noticed a young man whom I didn't recognize, engaged in a heated debate with someone who obviously wanted nothing to do with what he had to say. I overheard the youth mention "Jesus" and came closer to hear what they were discussing. As I approached, the conversation ended and the youth turned and began speaking to me.

Handing me a gospel tract, he began to witness to me. I had never seen him before and tried to explain that I was a Christian. He responded by saying, "Most people believe that they are Christians just because they attend church." 

I attempted to tell him that I had accepted Christ. He said that participation in mass was not the same as accepting Christ. 

I tried another approach and said that I probably spent more time talking to people about God than he did. This stopped him, but only for a moment. He responded by saying, "You must be a Jehovah's Witness!" This guy was not easy to convince!

I asked him if he had ever heard of the "Katakombe" Youth Center and explained that I was the leader. His face turned ashen and he began to apologize over and over again. He was a recent convert and attended another church in the city. Both of us learned much from that experience and we became good friends.

If someone claims to be a Christian, we need merely to treat him as such and expect them to exemplify Christian attitudes and actions. If he or she really is a believer, we will never regret taking that position. If the person is not a believer, he or she will sooner or later say or do something unchristian. That is our cue to ask questions! 

Now I need to get back to college! 

One outreach ministry that was quite popular among ministerial students was conducting street meetings. While one of the guys preached, others mingled with the crowd and tried to make personal contact with those listening. Because we seldom saw the same people twice, this kind of outreach didn't appeal to me, so when a married student named Dick Snavely invited me to help in regular youth meetings and teach a Sunday School class, I jumped at the opportunity.  

Our destination was a town about thirty miles from the campus. We occasionally took other students along with us but had no rules about who would pay for gas or meals. Often, local Christians invited us for a meal or slipped us a few dollars to cover expenses.

One Sunday, we were not invited to eat and none of us had any money. We were prepared to fast, but the married student had brought his wife and two-year-old son along. The kid was not interested in fasting and he let us know in his own way! To make matters worse, the car’s tank was nearly empty and thirty miles is a long way to walk. 

We drove to the motel where we conducted weekly youth meetings. The motel manager was not a Christian, but because there were few guests during the early afternoons, he allowed us to use the motel lobby for youth meetings. The meetings were at three o'clock and we still had two hours to kill. The baby acted like it was prepared to kill more than time! 

Frustrated and not knowing what else to do, we decided to take our troubles to the Lord in prayer. Four of us got on our knees in that motel lobby and asked God for help. I'm certain that no one but almighty God could hear our prayers above the screaming of that child, but at least He heard us. While I was praying, my hands clutched the pillow of the sofa where I was kneeling. Suddenly, I felt something round and metallic. I interrupted my prayer and pulled the object out. It was a dime! Holding it high, I said, "Thank you Lord for answering prayer!" 

All four of us must have had the same idea and even the baby's screaming stopped in evident anticipation of what was about to happen. Without speaking a word, we removed cushions from every sofa and chair in that motel lobby, harvesting several dollars worth of coins. We told the motel owner of our discovery and he responded by saying, "Finders keepers!" There was enough to buy milk and a half tank of gas! 

We shared this experience with the youth that afternoon as a fresh illustration for our prepared lesson on prayer. For weeks afterward, the first young person to arrive would remove seat cushions and look for money, but they never found a penny!

That is only the first chapter of the story. Three decades later, my home church, the First Baptist Church of Elmer, called a young man as Assistant Pastor. His name was Steve Snavely and he had graduated from Bob Jones University, so I asked him if he was by any chance related to a Dick Snavely. He said that Dick, who always went by the name Richard after graduating, was his father! That screaming baby was now a married father with his own baby boy, and he was our Assistant Pastor! He now serves as Senior Pastor of a church in New York State.

Once, a member of the church invited us to her house for Sunday dinner. She was a fabulous cook and enjoyed watching hungry young people eat. After dinner, when we were all stuffed to near bursting, she brought in a large, delicious looking cake. Placing it in the center of the table, she handed me a knife with the words, "Cut yourself as big a slice as you want!" I proceeded to cut a normal sized slice, but she interrupted and said, "No,cut it bigger!" 

Having perceived that the woman possessed a typical southern sense of humor, I decided to have some fun with her and began to slice the wedge even smaller. She promptly protested as I knew she would, "No, no, not smaller; larger!" Trying hard not to smile, I pointed to the small wedge and said, "You didn't think I was going to take that piece, did you?"

My favorite outreach ministry was working in an institution for the mentally retarded and handicapped in a place called "Whitten Village." There were perhaps two-hundred persons who were confined in that institution which was divided into three sections. One part was called "The School" where handicapped but teachable persons lived. Then, there was a division for those who were more seriously retarded, mostly with Downs Syndrome. In this section, the staff simply tried to keep the residents occupied and happy. Finally, there was a section where the really difficult cases lived. Most of them were unpredictable, could not feed or care for themselves, and in some cases they could be quite violent.

We were told by the staff that we could teach Sunday School in the "School" and try to get the residents of the second section to sing a few songs, but advised against attempting to do anything in the third section. We decided to at least try singing a few choruses for the latter group.

Some of the kids in the school (we treated them as children regardless of their physical ages) could memorize verses better than any of us. Others were gifted musically and a few at first seemed quite normal. Some of them were very responsive and always looked forward to Sundays when we came. Others refused to attend the Sunday School or came just to disturb. 

In the second section our arrival would usually be greeted with a tumultuous welcome. Many of them were extremely love-hungry and could never seem to get enough attention. I wish we could have made a sound movie of their singing! In this section, everyone had his own rocking chair with a personalized tin cup and spoon attached to the armrest. When we sang, they would also sing - and rock! As was our experience in the school, there were those who rejoiced to see us and others who merely watched or caused disturbances. Our greatest surprise came in the third group. When we first entered this section, where only the most difficult and hopeless cases resided, several inmates became violent at the very mention of the name of "Jesus" in a song. One man in particular would physically attack and curse us, using the worst conceivable profanity. A staff member told us that this individual could not say anything without using profanity!

We dreaded going into the third section and prayed before entering for that individual in particular. One Sunday, the man greeted us at the door as though we were old friends. He didn't utter a word of profanity as we began to sing, but just stood a few feet from us quietly smiling. The real surprise came when we mentioned the name of Jesus in our song. The same man who had cursed and attacked us in the past, suddenly began dancing and repeating the name, "Jesus, Jesus, Jesus!"

We witnessed obvious and definite conversion experiences in all three sections of the home. What impressed me even more, was the fact that these conversions seemed to occur with the same frequency in all three groups! There was no doubt in our minds, that the conversions were genuine even though there was often no possibility of communicating the inner change that had taken place. 

DORMITORY LIFE

Having grown up in a large family, dormitory life didn't bother me at all. There were four of us to a room with only two desks. On the whole, I had good roommates who made lasting impressions on me. One of them was a little odd, but we got along just fine. He would take his shoes off last before going to bed, and put them on in the mornings before taking off his pajamas. I asked him once why he did this and he replied, "So I don't get my feet dirty." That seemed like a reasonable answer. 

I had plenty of experience with housework and taught some of my roommates how to wash and iron clothes. Once, I got distracted while ironing a nice white dress shirt and made a horseshoe shaped scorch mark on one sleeve. There was no way to correct the damage so I made the best of the matter. I proceeded to cover the entire shirt with brown scorch marks. It was my favorite shirt for a short while, getting much sympathy from the girls. But when I washed it again, the shirt disintegrated!

One of my roommates was an Academy student named Mylon. His parents were well-known gospel music singers (The LeFevers) who spent much of their time on the road. Mylon had been kicked out of other schools and his parents hoped that this time, it would be different. I tried to relate to him and we soon became friends, but Mylon didn't stay long. He was continually getting into trouble. Nearly thirty years later, I saw my old roommate's name and picture on a poster in my wife's home town. He was billed as "Mylon Lefevre, Leading Heavy-Metal Rock Musician of the Christian Music Scene!" 

I have often been asked how I could hold out attending the "strictest school in the world." I never thought that the rules were that bad. Some rules seemed crazy, but not difficult to take if one had a proper attitude. I found that too many students were simply rebellious at heart. They would have rebelled at the rules of any school! I got into trouble a few times, but in comparison to my High School days, I was an angel! 

Three years in a row, the Student Council conducted a window decorating contest at Christmas time. In my Freshman year, I painted our dorm room window just for the fun of it. To my surprise, we won "honorable mention". The following year, I spent more time on the project. I first painted a birdseye view of the campus. The towering smokestack of the heating plant loomed in the foreground with the words, "Grits Silo" painted on the side. Santa had stopped his sleigh and reindeer to pour hominy grits (which many students didn't like) down the chimney. The jury gave our room second prize -- gift certificates for the Snack Shop. 

I decided that only a sacred theme would have a chance to win the first prize. The following Christmas, I divided the window diagonally, with a manger scene on the upper left and a Santa scene on the lower right. A caption in old English script read, "He came unto his own... and his own received him not."  I finished my "masterpiece" early, satisfied that our room had a good chance of winning a prize. At the noon meal, a special announcement was made. The administration was calling off the window decorating contest. It seemed that some of the students were neglecting studies in order to decorate windows. 

There were a number of groans heard throughout the dining hall and I jestingly said, "What a lousy deal! We were going for first prize this year!" Someone at our table reported me for griping. The most important rule at BJU is, "Constructive criticism is welcome; griping will not be tolerated!" I wonder if anyone ever voiced a criticism that was considered constructive!

I later heard that there was another reason for canceling the contest. It seemed that certain window decorations "were in poor taste." The school schedule that year required students to return from their Christmas vacations before New Years Eve. Many of the students were secretly griping, but one girl went too far! She painted prison bars on her window. Alfred E. Newman (the "What, me worry?" kid, from "Mad Magazine") could be clearly seen in the background, his fists clenching the bars. At the top was the cheery greeting, "Happy New Year!" I made it a point to ask the artist for a date.

I was once reported for going off campus without a necktie. I had been shopping for something that I needed in the Art Gallery workshop. I accepted my demerits without a murmur, but when I needed paint brushes a few days later, I went shopping in style! The hardware store was just across the street from the gallery, but I first walked across campus to the dormitory. After taking off my work clothes and showering, I put on a white shirt and tie, checked out at the desk as required, and walked back across campus to the store. When I returned to the Art Gallery with the brushes, one of the ladies asked me where I had been for so long. I replied, "Across the street to get some brushes." She asked, "Did it have to take that long?" I explained, knowing full well that there would be a happy ending to the matter. Sure enough, the President called me into his office that afternoon and I received special privileges! I was allowed to stay up beyond the 11 o’clock curfew, skip classes and leave campus at will – if necessary, without a tie! I had more privileges than most members of staff. 

To my knowledge, there was no rule against the way we used to drink our Sunday evening tea. The tap water was very hot, so we just scrubbed the wash basin, filled it with water and tossed in tea bags and sugar. Then we drank our tea using drinking straws.

The funniest prank we pulled was shortly before the end of the school year. Although most exams were over and students were anxious to leave for summer vacation, the "Quiet Hour" ruling was still in effect. One of my roommates was attempting to build muscles, using what they call "expanders," four strong steel springs with handles on each end. It took a lot of effort to stretch the expanders to full arm's length. We wondered how far four roommates could stretch them. We tied one end to the radiator under the window and all four of us pulled on the other end until it reached across the room to the door. 

We decided to have some fun with our Hall Monitor. Using a strong cord, we tied the expanders securely to the door knob. Then, we forced the door shut (which opened inwardly) and began to make a lot of noise. Before long, the Monitor was at our door. We ignored his knocking and he tried to open the door. The pressure was so great that the knob didn't turn. Convinced that we were holding the knob, the Monitor grabbed the knob with both hands and turned. The door flew open, flinging the monitor through the doorway like a rocket. He landed with a belly-flop on the floor! I often wonder if our monitor (who became a well-known conference speaker and author in California) still remembers that incident!

A WIFE FOR LIFE!

After the untimely death of the Curator, I was the only male worker among 20+ employees in the Art Gallery. Mrs. Dorothy Lewis, wife of a University Dean, Dr. Marvin Lewis was responsible for the office and all Art Gallery employees. One day, Mrs. Lewis asked if I had ever invited an Art Gallery girl for a date.  I suspicioned that her question was a trick question. BJU had strict rules governing boy/girl relationships. There was to be no kissing or even hand holding. We were not allowed to date off campus without a chaperone nor to date someone employed in the same workplace on campus!  Mrs. Lewis’s husband, was Dean of the School of Religion and also responsible for student rules and disciplinary actions! 
I replied that I was planning to enter foreign missions and had promised God to date only those girls who were interested in missions. Mrs. Lewis said that two of the girls were mission majors, and gave me their names.  One already had a boyfriend; the other was Verna. I think Mrs. Lewis had been trying to figure a way to orchestrate a get-together, because the Pastor of Verna's home church, was Mrs. Lewis's brother-in-law! His wife, Vida, had served as BJU Dean of Women for several years.
I decided that since Mrs. Lewis's husband was responsible for enforcing the rules and she had suggested it, I could safely ask Verna for a date. Our first date was on February 23, 1962. I had seen her earlier in the day, just before she left for the noon meal. I had already eaten and she asked me what was for lunch. I said, "Enthusiasm soup."  "What is that?" she wanted to know.  I said, "You put everything you have into it." Without a moment's delay, Verna responded, "I thought that was a woman’s girdle!" Then, realizing what she had just said, her face turned beet red! That was the punch line of another joke!
We began dating but I had also promised God that I would not date the same girl more than three times, unless He made it clear to me that she might be an candidate to bcome my wife! After three dates without such assurance, there was a pause and Verna wondered if it was all over. I didn't feel free to explain to her, nor to ask for another date while I was praying for God's guidance. And I didn't want to break my promise to God. I thought, how does a young man get that kind of information from God? Should I "lay out the fleece" like the Old Testament judge, Gideon? Or could I expect to have a special vision? Should I ask God to confirm or remove my strong feelings for Verna? Then I read Matthew 6:33; "Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto you." I could not perceive Verna as a "thing" but this verse gave me hope. 

Then, during one of those early morning quiet times with the Lord, I came across another verse: "Delight thyself also in the Lord and he shall give thee the desires of thine heart" (Psalm 37:4). I had often read and heard this verse, but always thought that it meant God gives us what we want or long for. This time, the verse was saying something else to me. It was telling me that God actually gives us HIS desires (what God wants) if we delight in Him! This threw an entirely different light on the subject. In my case, my love for Verna could be considered a gift from God! We began dating again and on May 6, 1962, my brother Dave, who was a one year business student, called home and told my parents, "Ralph is hooked!" 

I can honestly tell people that I found my wife in a museum, but Verna is quick to explain that it was really a gallery of fine art. We were planning our wedding long before we were engaged. In fact, we never did get engaged! I supposed that I would have to give Verna a diamond, but never had enough money to pay my school bills, let alone buy a diamond ring. One evening when we were looking through a catalog, trying to decide on wedding rings, Verna said, "When I stop to think about it Ralph, you have never really asked me to marry you!" That startled me for a moment. Then I replied, "Well, it's too late now; which rings shall we purchase?"

A quarter of a century later, Verna was cleaning up the kitchen in the Austrian Bible Institute while several students were operating the dish washer. I walked into the kitchen and one of the students said, "Tell us about your courtship with Verna!" With no hesitation, I said, "I can tell you honestly that I never kissed my wife before we were married."  There was silence for a moment and then the questioner exclaimed, "You can't be serious!" I went on to explain that she was not my wife until we were married! About that time, Verna spoke up and told the students that I never asked her to marry me. They turned to me and asked if that was true. I admitted that it was and jokingly added, "If a guy intends to be head of the house, he had better not start out by asking his future wife for permission to marry her!" I should have known better than to say that in Verna's presence. I promptly got a glass of water in my face!

I was totally ignorant about such matters and didn’t know that it is customary if not mandatory to ask the girl’s father for the hand of his daughter. If someone had told me that, I probably would have done so, but then, I hadn’t even asked her. We only had one daughter and her husband was the perfect gentleman who did everything right. I felt ashamed of myself for having been such a heel!  

ABOUT MY WIFE, VERNA

I have always been impressed with Verna's wisdom. Soon after our marriage, we decided to move the trailer that we lived in. It was sitting on blocks and three men struggled to get it back down onto its wheels. When we tried to jack it up to remove the blocks, however, the jack wouldn't work. We tried prying with a wooden beam, but it broke. Verna overheard us deliberating and came over to see what our problem was. "Can I be of help?" she asked. Pop just grinned and replied, "No, this is a tough enough job for men!" Verna quickly sized up the situation and asked, "Why don't you get a shovel and dig under the cement blocks?" Three men looked at each other in disgust and went to get shovels!

Verna looked quite innocent, but was always game for a practical joke. When one of the men came home from work on April Fool's Day, he found honey smeared on the door handles of his car. I got the blame for it, since "there was no one else around who would do such a thing." I knew better, for that very morning I had been served a "new kind of breakfast cereal", which turned out to be dog food! We had been married less than a month.

Verna is not always quick with words but one can count on a physical response. While involved in youth work in Austria, a young baker's apprentice stopped to visit just as Verna took a cake out of the oven. To her chagrin, the cake had flopped. The youth, Peter, saw the catastrophe and made a slighting comment. Before he could react, Verna planted the cake in his face! 

On another occasion, she was wiping tables after a fellowship dinner at our church in Ampflwang. Several men were still seated at the table talking, and Hubert, the head deacon, pointed to the table and said, "You missed a spot!" Verna dutifully wiped it and he promptly pointed to another, and another... Without warning, Verna said, "I missed another spot," and with that, she  took the wash cloth and wiped the deacon's face! Hubert was seldom at a loss for words, but this time he was speechless!

When Verna does speak, it sometimes comes out wrong, but the results are more often humerous than tragic. Shortly before I had an operation on my eyelid for skin cancer, Verna told Becky, "We are still waiting for the results of your Dad's autopsy" (biopsy). After the operation, she said to a friend, "I am supposed to be applying cold compost (compresses) to Ralph's eyes every couple of hours, but he keeps protesting." In describing our daughter's wedding, she said, "The men were all wearing contrabands (cumberbunds) around their waists"

ENDEARMENTS

We were always trying to outdo each other with endearments, but I almost got slugged for my efforts on one occasion. Verna said, "I love you" and I responded by saying "I love you more". Not to be outdone, Verna countered with "I love you most".  Now I don't give up easily, so I responded with "I love you more than most!"  That can be taken two ways, and Verna at least pretended to understand the wrong interpretation. She never let me forget that! 

Another of our little private jokes began at some time in the distant past. One of us says, "I itch, do you scratch?" and the other answers, "I scratch, do you itch?" 

A number of couples have told us that they wanted to pattern their marriages after ours. That gives us great joy, but it also makes us careful to lead a model life together. This doesn't mean that we "fake it" though. We once attended a marriage seminar in which the speaker said, "If you seldom quarrel, something is wrong with your marriage." We both spent time trying to figure out what was wrong with our relationship, but finally agreed that God was right and the speaker was wrong. Harmony is normal and fighting isn't.

When we were getting ready for church or some dress-up occasion, Verna would frequently scratch her head and ask, "What should I wear?" I didn't take her too seriously, for my suggestions would not likely have been heeded. On the other hand, when I was getting dressed, she would often tell me, "Oh no, you can't wear that!" I once asked her how she knew what I should NOT wear, but seldom knew what SHE should wear. She just looked at me in disgust and muttered, "men!" This reminds me of a couple who were driving a long distance to their vacation spot. After a couple of hours driving, the husband asked his wife to take the wheel. She had only been driving for a few minutes when heavy traffic and construction work confused her and she asked, "What should I do now?" The husband retorted, "If you were sitting in this seat you would know."

Verna can testify to my occasional temper outbursts when things aren't going as I think they should, but she would be quick to add that I don't vent my anger on her. Sure, we differ at times and even discuss those differences. A few times, we even got up tight about something the other did or said, but those occasions are quite rare and some have become family jokes. The best part is kissing and making up! If something is wrong with our marriage for that reason, we can live with it!

Women don't like boring lovers and neither does God! Our love for each other and for the Lord has always been exciting and fulfilling. We don't think that this is any coincidence either! We hear people say, "Marriage is a matter of give and take", but we don't swallow that nonsense. Marriage, or any relationship for that matter, is "give and receive." Never once in almost 60 years has either of us reminded the other of our marriage vows. We are committed to each other. 

MEADVILLE

Verna comes from Meadville, Pennsylvania, made famous by the Talon Zipper Company, Channel-Lock Tool Company and other businesses that once made the city their home. Most have moved away or closed down but Meadville is still a pleasant place to live and shop. 

Verna's Father, William LeVerne Morse, was born and raised near Titusville, Pennsylvania, home of the world's first oil well. Verna was a first child, born when her mother Malissa was forty years old and a brother was born two years later.
A SAD ENDING TO A PROMISING POLITICIAN

One of the children who attended Sunday School with Verna, was Bud Dwyer. Bud went on to become a lawyer and politician, rising to the position of Pennsylvania State Treasurer. As an active Christian in this high position, he determined to clean up unethical financial practices which were common in the state. His efforts were not greeted with the approval of all his fellow politicians. From the top down, efforts to get rid of the trouble maker increased. Threats against his own life and the lives of his family members were ignored, but his political career ended in tragedy.

Dwyer was dealt a blow from which he never recovered. Convicted criminals were offered shortened prison terms for testifying that Dwyer had requested (not received) bribes! The judge and jury decided in favor of the criminals' testimony and against the impeccable record of their State Treasurer. Devastated and obviously convinced that the American legal system was beyond hope of effective reform, Dwyer called a press conference. After reading his prepared statement about the sad state of affairs in his State and the country, he again claimed innocence of the crimes for which he had been convicted. He pulled a revolver from his satchel in the presence of reporters and TV cameras and before anyone could intervene, he shot himself in the mouth. We heard the news via Austrian radio, but hoped that we had heard wrong. The morning newspaper however, confirmed the report. 

My brother Dave was the chief technician of Channel 10 CBS News in Philadelphia and was on hand with his camera crew. 

OUR CALLING

Although we both felt that God wanted us in missions, Verna was not certain about where God wanted her to serve when we started dating. I was confident that God was leading me to Austria. That is a complicated story, but I will attempt to explain.

After supper each weekday, volunteer groups of students gathered in classrooms to pray for missions. There were groups for every region of the world and I made the rounds, praying one evening for Africa, the next for Asia and so on. One evening I was visiting the Europe prayer group when the leader announced that he had gotten a job and would not be able to continue. He asked for someone to volunteer, but no one did. The leader stopped me on my way out and asked if I would be willing to at least take the next few days until someone could be found. Very little work was involved. I would only need to pass out cards with requests written on them and collect them afterwards. I agreed.
I soon discovered that it was up to me to find another leader. And I was also supposed to read mission newsletters and magazines to glean prayer requests. I decided to take the job for a year, which became two. One of my mission classes required students to do a report on some country of the world. In the prayer group, we had requests from most European nations, but none from Austria, so I decided to do my report on that country. This was only the beginning, but it turned my face in that direction. Step by step, my interest increased and soon it had become clear to me, that God was directing not only my face, but also my feet towards Austria.
So we wound up serving as missionaries in Austria, a country that had been given the nickname  "missionary graveyard." Dr.Bob Evans wrote the standard textbook for missions in Europe, Let Europe Hear! in which he made that assessment. He also wrote that very few missionaries last more than one term in Austria. 

After nearly four decades of service in Austria, we were getting ready to retire. At the National Christian Workers Conference in October of 2002, the leader called us to the front of the hall and asked us to reveal the secret of our longevity. I replied that we had misunderstood what was meant by "missionary graveyard."  We thought it meant we had to stay until we died! 

There was laughter followed by applause. Those who knew us didn't need an explanation. They knew we were committed to our calling. We were sometimes discouraged and felt like quitting, but then we remembered our commitment. 

CHOOSING A MISSION

We applied to Gospel Fellowship Associaton but were turned down. The Director of the mission examined my school records, and felt that I didn't have the aptitude to learn a foreign language.  

About thirty years later, Dr. Marvin Lewis was Director of GFA. His sister was married to Verna's pastor who performed our wedding, and his wife Dorothy was the one who encouraged me to ask Verna for a date. They came to visit us while traveling in Europe. We enjoyed a pleasant visit and they were particularly impressed with the newly founded Austrian Bible Institute. Dr. Lewis asked why we had not joined their mission. I enjoyed the expression on his face, when I told him that we had applied but were rejected.

Dr. Gilbert Stenholm, Dean of the School of Religion, suggested applying to "Worldwide European Fellowship".  The WEF said that I would need to terminate my relationship with Verna and cancel marriage plans before applying. Even if both of us were accepted, we were not to begin a relationship until both of us had spent one term on the field. I later discovered that if we had married first and then applied, there would have been no problem.  We decided to keep shopping. 

Dr. James Stewart was a regular speaker at Bible Conferences. I had read his books about missionary service in Europe and asked him to recommend a mission.  He recommended the "European Evangelistic Crusade," a mission which he himself had founded. We applied and were accepted as candidates in February, 1963. We got married the following month.

WEDDING PLANS

We chose March 9, 1963 as our wedding date. My 25th birthday was on the eighth of March and I wanted to be a full-fledged bachelor for at least one day! My only day of bachelorhood was filled with housework: peeling potatoes, polishing silver and other jobs in preparation for the wedding. There is an advantage however, to having my birthday right before our anniversary. Unless Verna forgets my birthday, it would be difficult for me to forget our anniversary!

I completed my studies in May, 1962, but worked in the gallery and in a downtown photo studio and frame shop while Verna finished her last semester.

Verna completed her University training in January, 1963. I purchased a 1950 Packard from a University Art Professor for $45. A tree had fallen on the car, crushing the roof onto the seats. Except for the top, the car was in “top” condition. I crawled inside and laying on the seat, kicked out the roof with my feet. I sprained an ankle in the process but it worked. 

I had virtually no money before the wedding. Income from my jobs in the art gallery and photo studio, buying and selling cars and repairing umbrellas barely covered college debts. A month before our wedding, I borrowed $700 from the bank and purchased a 8x28' 1956 "Cadet Buddy" trailer for our first home. It needed much work, but after painting it, installing a new hot water heater, Formica counter top and making other repairs, it was livable. When we sold it a year later, we got all of our money back including the cost of improvements.

Recently, I discovered a scrap of paper on which I had noted the cost of a trip from Elmer, NJ to Meadville, PA and return in July of 1962. The 800-mile round trip including bridge tolls over the Delaware River came to less than $15. 

OUR WEDDING

Our wedding took place in the First Baptist Church of Meadville. My brothers dutifully decorated our Packard and Verna's parents helped to make our wedding a memorable one. Years afterward, the pastor stated that ours was the nicest wedding of his career. My father injured his back shortly before the wedding date and had to lay on his back in his 1956 Pontiac station wagon for the eight-hour trip across Pennsylvania. Hundreds of relatives and guests attended the wedding, bringing piles of lovely gifts. I only had about $50 to my name and was secretly hoping for some cash gifts, but there was no such luck! 

We left in our Packard for a two-night honeymoon in Niagara Falls.  The weather was icy cold and snow drifts along the road nearly reached the telephone wires. Our motel room was equipped with steam heat and a TV, yet cost only $4 per night.  Gasoline was cheap and we ate inexpensive meals, so we still had $5 when we arrived back in New Jersey. Half way home, a rear wheel bearing started to make strange noises and by the time we reached the Delaware Memorial Bridge, it was literally screaming. We prayed the car all the way to our little trailer home. As we drove into the driveway, the car finally stopped and refused to move another inch. Later inspection showed that the wheel bearing was welded to the axle. A farm implement dealer happened to have an old Packard sitting on his lot and agreed to sell me the entire rear axle for my last $5 bill. 

Having ten brothers and sisters, one might suppose that I would have attended many weddings, yet other than my own, I was only able to get to my brother John's wedding. John got married before I did and he and his wife probably wished that they had not invited me! That may be one reason that my other brothers and sisters planned their wedding dates for times when I could not attend.

Being well acquainted with the potential deeds of his five brothers, John and Carolyn decided to play it safe. Weeks before the wedding, they packed their suitcase for the honeymoon, loaded it into their VW Beetle, and hid the car in an empty garage far from Daretown. Just in case we should happen to find the hiding place, John made certain that both the car and garage were securely locked.

This is precisely the kind of precaution that we expected of John. He was always a careful calculator, who left nothing to chance. That is why we made a sneak copy of his car keys even before he had thought of hiding the vehicle. He made the mistake of gloating to us that no one would find his car. 

At the wedding reception, the happy pair was opening the numerous gift packages. When the blushing bride picked up one very flat package, four Harvey boys strained to watch their reaction upon opening it. Carolyn's face turned ashen as she pulled out the license tags of their VW! John tried to comfort her by saying that the car was locked up. At least their honeymoon suitcase would be undisturbed. This last hope was dashed when they unwrapped the spare tire! It would be difficult to tell what they might have done to us if we had not succeeded in convincing them that their car and suitcase were unmolested. We forgot to tell them that we had turned on the gas reserve switch (early beetles were not equipped with tank gauges), so they ran out of gas on their honeymoon. 

Considering this, we can be thankful that our wedding was relatively peaceful and without incident. Verna somehow got her wedding vows mixed up and when it came time for the pastor to present us as man and wife, our ring bearer shouted loud enough for all to hear, "All done!"  Some of the church members still claim that ours was the most beautiful wedding that had ever been held in that church. It was indisputably the beginning of the best marriage!

DRAFT DODGER

The US Army was drafting for the war in Vietnam, and soon after our wedding, I was requested to appear for my physical. The medics rated me A-1, meaning that I would be first to be inducted. I tried everything to get out of this, but nothing worked.  The clerk in the Draft Board Office, said that she knew my Grandfather and would do what she could to help. She issued a new enlistment card with the current date. She then explained that I had 30 days to appeal my A1 qualification.  The 30 days would be up just after the monthly Draft Board Meeting. That would give us two months time for a doctor to attest to Verna being pregnant! I later checked and discovered that two months was not enough time, but I was able to gain an extra month. The date for the Draft Board Meeting collided with Verna's graduation date (she actually graduated in January, but marched with her class in June).  I asked for permission to attend her graduation. To my amazement, they agreed!  Three months was sufficient time to get the doctor's attest. I appeared before the Board and received the cherished deferment. 

FIRST CHILD

Ralph Jr. was born on January 10, 1964. On the morning after Verna gave birth, I had an interesting experience. On my way to the hospital to visit, several cars coming toward me blinked their headlights. I drove carefully, keeping a watchful eye open for the radar trap. When I reached Elmer, where the hospital was located, cars were still flashing their lights. I could never remember seeing radar set up on the other side of town. I decided to drive a bit further, just out of curiosity. After two or three miles, I gave up and turned around, still wondering where the police radar was hidden. The first car I met flashed its lights! I looked down and discovered that my own high beams were turned on!

DEPUTATION

During the next months, we both worked and had deputation meetings. Verna did substitute teaching, and I worked in the family construction business. Support began to come in and we had soon saved close to $1000 towards passage and outfitting expenses. In faith, we booked passage on the "S.S.United States" for July 17, 1964.  

Soon afterwards, our baby developed pneumonia and had to spend a week in the hospital. When we received the bill for over $1000, it looked like we would have to cancel our booking. The Lord provided in a most wonderful way, however. The hospital Business Manager called us into his office. "I understand that your sustenance is provided through charitable gifts," he began. We started to explain that we were missionaries, but he interrupted and continued with a smile, "We have a special fund for welfare recipients, and I am happy to inform you that there will be no charges for your child's hospital stay!" 

That year in our little trailer was an eventful one. In addition to the birth of our first child and his bout with pneumonia, we sold our ´50 Packard for $50 ($5 more than the purchase price) after logging more than 20,000 miles. My brother John worked in a Volkswagen dealership and whenever they took another make car in trade, he sold it as quickly and cheaply as possible. I told my brother to let us know if a good car became available. Someone traded a nice '50 Oldsmobile Rocket 88 and John called Verna because I was at work. So Verna bought the car for our deputation travels. On November 22, 1963, President John F.Kennedy was assassinated and in the same year, the town of my birth burned. About thirty houses and many stores in Quinton, New Jersey went up in flames. Soon afterward, my grandfather died. Having served many years as Fire Chief in Quinton, some believe that the big fire was a contributing factor in his death.

THE COUNTDOWN

It was our final Sunday in America, before the scheduled departure of our ship, the S.S. United States, hopefully with us aboard. We still needed $25 of pledged monthly support and mission rules forbade us to leave for the field unless 100% had been committed. A wealthy individual who had often asked about our support needs, said after the Sunday morning worship service, that he would make certain that we were not left standing on the pier. "If you are short, just give me a call!" We would see him again in the Wednesday night prayer meeting. 

After the church service that day, a child named Ricky sheepishly approached us and said that he wanted to help. He emptied his piggy bank into our hands, a total of 75 cents! We later wrote him that we had purchased our first German-English pocket dictionary with his gift. 

Twenty-eight years later, I was speaking to a group of children in the same church. I shared this memorable incident with them, saying how much it meant to us. I then added that the child who had given us his savings back then, was now married and very active in their church; in fact, two of his children were sitting in that group! 

Prayer meeting night came and although many prayed for our urgent need, we were still lacking $25 a month support when the day of our departure arrived. In all good faith that the Lord could somehow provide, we headed for New York City, where the "S.S. United States" was waiting at the pier. Our baggage was stowed away in the hold, and we nervously prayed for God's miraculous provision. The Mission Director came to see us off and sternly reminded us of mission regulations, which prohibited our departure until the entire support base had been pledged.  He said that according to mission records, we still needed $25 per month and $400 for outfitting. We had completely forgotten that outfitting needs must also be met! 

There were still several hours before departure.  The words of that wealthy individual were going through my mind, "If you don't have all your support, just give me a call. We won't leave you standing on the pier!" I still had the slip of paper with his phone number in my pocket. I asked Verna if she thought that we should call this man. We both agreed that this was not the way God supplies. The man had ample time to offer his pledge and we only wanted support from people who were giving in obedience to God. We promised the Mission Director that we were prepared to disembark from the ship if the missing amount was not provided!  

Within minutes of making this statement, Pastor Shumaker, of Calvary Baptist Church, Flemington, New Jersey came on board.  He announced that the church had called a special business meeting on the previous evening. They voted to pledge $40 per month!  He then handed us a special love-gift from the church for $400!  Incidentally, this was the same church which 28 years later, gave our son Richard the last pledge needed, enabling him to begin missionary service in Austria! 
This was the same pastor who had ministered in my home church when I was converted. He was my all time favorite Pastor, but when he saw a list of colleges he tried to dissuade me from going to BJU. Isn’t God amazing? Both Verna and I got to BJU under highly unusual circumstances, but God got us together! 

Friends and relatives held paper streamers, which one by one, began to break as the ship gradually moved away from the pier. Our attention was drawn to a woman on the pier, who seemed to be very excited about something. We discovered that her husband was standing next to us, trying to decipher the meaning of her hand motions and yelling. Suddenly, I was able to make out the word "keys" and shared this information with her husband. His face turned pale as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a set of car and house keys. With all his might, he hurled them in the direction of the pier just in time. Someone got hit on the head, but his wife was relieved to retrieve the keys!
Index

CHAPTER 8  -  TO EUROPE 

Many friends and relatives had come to see us off and it was a momentous but tearful occasion. Most passengers were just taking a vacation, but it would be 4-5 years before we would see our friends again. It was especially difficult for Verna's parents, whose only daughter and grandchild were leaving for Europe with a man they had hardly gotten to know. With all the experiences of the day on our minds, we headed for our stateroom, wondering what the next days, months and years would have in store for us. Oddly enough, we were not at all apprehensive.

After just six days aboard the fastest passenger ship in the world, we reached the Port of Lehavre, France on July 23, 1964. We took the "Boat Train" to Paris, where we had to wait six hours for a train to Austria. 

We shall never forget the railway station in Paris. We searched in vain for a waiting room. We asked at the ticket booth but no one understood English. Verna sat down on a chair in a restaurant to give our six-month-old baby a bottle of cold milk, but a brusque waiter rattled off something in French which clearly meant, "Buy or get lost!" 

Our son desperately needed a change of diapers, so Verna performed the task on top of a suitcase in the center of the hall. I took the disposable diaper and looked for a trash can. I finally discovered an entire row of them on the sidewalk in front of the station. Totally exhausted, we made ourselves as comfortable as possible sitting on two suitcases. Junior was not about to accept another unheated bottle and his ear-piercing screams reverberated from the polished marble floors and walls of the station. A thousand eyes stared as we tried to settle him, but it was useless. Finally, a friendly American Army officer saw our plight and ushered us into the American Servicemen's Lounge. They warmed the baby's bottle for us and the remainder of our stay was spent on plush sofas. For the first time, I almost felt ashamed about being a draft dodger!

WELCOME TO AUSTRIA!

It was evening when we boarded the train for the long ride to Austria. Sleep came in snatches. Every half hour or so, a conductor would check our tickets; and when we crossed borders, customs officials came to examine our passports. It was about 7:00 o'clock in the morning, when we crossed the border into Austria. Although we were traveling to Vienna, our train had to stop in Salzburg. We poked our heads out of the window, trying to get our first glimpse of the country we would be calling home. Suddenly, we heard someone calling our names! Two missionaries who worked in Salzburg had come to welcome us with a lovely bouquet of flowers! 

For the next four hours, we enjoyed the lovely scenery flying past our windows. Our first impression of the Austrian railroad workers, however, was that they were lazy! Every few miles, we saw groups of the blue-uniformed workers, but they were never working! Most were leaning on their shovels, drinking beer or just standing around talking. 

Twenty years later, we were sitting around the table in the Bible Institute, chatting with the students. Somehow, we got on the subject of public workers, and I described my first impression of Austrian railroad workers. One of the students studied me for a moment and then asked, "In all these years, did it never occur to you that they had to stop working when the train passed through?“

THE NEW OLD WORLD

We found Austria to be vastly different in every way, from what we had imagend. The first and last letters of "Austria" and "America" are about the only similarities between these two countries, and even that similarity vanishes when speaking German. The German spelling is "Österreich." 

OUR ABODE

We stayed in the Methodist Student Home until we found an apartment. That task turned out to be more difficult than we had imagined. There were many foreigners living in the Austrian capital, which was also known as the spy capital of Europe. Some who had apartments to rent didn’t want foreigners and those who did, expected a lot of money. In just nine days, we found a three-room rental apartment for 1,600 Austrian Schillings, more than half our monthly income. Utilities would be extra.

We hadn't expected the luxuries of American life, but we were totally unprepared for some of the features of our first apartment! 

It was a “fourth floor" apartment but Austrians don’t count the ground floor, so it was actually on the fifth floor. Verna was a bit nervous about hauling a baby and coach up and down all  those stairs, but the landlady assured us that there was an elevator. After we moved in, we discovered that the elevator was coin operated and businesses on the floors beneath us often blocked it for hours. We wound up climbing stairs after all! 

The apartment had a bedroom, small kitchen and a living room. The bedroom doubled as an office and the living room became a nursery. A cast iron/porcelain wash basin in the kitchen provided only cold  water – occasionally! If anyone on the lower floors of the building was using water, we had none at all; there just wasn't enough pressure. We would place a bucket under the open faucet and go about our business. When the water started running, we stopped whatever we were doing – usually sleeping, to fill buckets and pans until it stopped running again. 

There was no toilet or bathroom in the apartment. These were separate rooms located in the outer hallway and were shared with the landlady and two Italian students. Neither room was heated, but a gas heater located just above the tub would turn on and heat the water as you used it. There was seldom water before 10:00 PM, so we took our baths after that time. Most Austrians are in bed by ten, so we had to be very quiet. The landlady charged 8 Shillings for each bath. That was equivalent to three men’s haircuts in 1964 money. Verna and I used the same bath water and I graciously allowed Verna to go first. When our landlady discovered our trick to save money, she told us that this was not permitted. We needed to pay 8 Schillings each. I said that we were trying to save water, so she reluctantly gave in.

A two-burner gas hot plate served for cooking and heating water. Verna boiled the baby's cloth diapers (we had taken a package of disposable diapers for the trip) and hung them to dry over the kitchen table. It usually took two or three meals for them to dry. An ancient ceramic oven was used to heat the apartment. If the weather was really cold, there was not enough heat and if it was not very cold, there was poor draft. Smoke would fill the apartment so that we had to open all the windows or evacuate.

There were no locks on any doors of our apartment. The Italian students often threw wild parties for their friends. Loud music and cigarette smoke filtered into our rooms and kept us awake. A couple of times, drunk students wandered into our bedroom, looking for the toilet. I had to get out of bed and lead them to the little room in the hallway.

The apartment house was situated on Vienna’s busiest street, appropriately named "Mariahilferstrasse" (Mary Help Me Street). Hardly a day went by when there was no accident within sight of the main entrance to our building. We thanked God many times for getting us safely across that street, but Mary didn’t help several Austrians who were killed trying!

We were amazed at the patience of the Viennese after experiencing a "fender bender." One Sunday morning on our way to church, we saw a pair of damaged vehicles parked near a tramway stop. A policeman stood idly by while the drivers argued about who was at fault. Two hours later, when we headed home, the drivers were still arguing and the policeman was patiently awaiting the outcome.

MONEY MATTERS

According to IRS records, my annual income as a carpenter in 1956 (the first full year I worked) amounted to $2,274. By 1964, I was earning $200 per week and Verna did substitute teaching for $20 a day. 

Our starting salary as missionaries was only $215 per month, less than a fourth of what we had been receiving in America. Still, we managed exceptionally well. The Dollar exchange rate was 25 Schillings and we discovered that our income exceeded that of many Austrian workers. 

That situation changed rapidly and, within a few years, Austrian salaries matched or even exceeded ours. Only during Ronald Reagan’s presidency, was our income on a par with that of our Austrian friends, but even then, Austrians received social benefits that gave them financial advantages.

RELIGION

The greatest difference for us was not the culture or language, but the religious situation in Austria. Most towns had at least one Roman Catholic Church and larger towns and cities often had many. The larger municipalities usually had a Lutheran Church as well. When we arrived in 1964, 90% of the population was Catholic and 6% Lutheran. Churches of other denominations were rare even in large cities. Salzburg, for instance, had 150 Roman Catholic Churches, Cathedrals and Basilicas, two Lutheran Churches, but only one small Baptist church that met in a wood structure that had served as a military barracks during World War II. Vienna, with 1.6 million inhabitants, had three small Baptist Churches. One met in an ex-army barracks and another in a residence. 

Missionaries, whose goal it is, to establish a church, could expect opposition from every side. Not just from the Catholic Priest, but from the Mayor, City Council and even neighbors. In America, people treated us like heroes, but in Austria we were seen as perpetrators of a foreign religious sect. 

Although most Austrians are Catholic, that doesn't mean that they take church teachings seriously. The church is viewed as part of their cultural and national heritage. The greatest sin for most Austrians, is being unfaithful to their church traditions. Being unfaithful has nothing to do with church teachings or even attendance. Being faithful means to remain members, have the children baptized and to be buried by the church. 

This situation has changed dramatically in the past four decades, but I will get to that later.  

LANGUAGE 

The second major difference we faced was the language. German was difficult enough to learn, but Austrians speak many provincial dialects. 

Soon after our arrival, we enrolled in both the University of Vienna and a private language school. We also hired a university student, who patiently coached us with our pronunciation. The cost of language study was our second largest expenditure in the first two years.

During language study, we practiced new words on each other before attempting to use them in public. Austrians would gladly have paid admission to hear our private babblings, but they got enough of it for free!

Even the progression of endearments was hilarious: We started with "Ich lieben Sie" (literal dictionary translation of the words "I love you"). Then we learned that "you" has both a familiar and a formal translation. We began saying "Ich lieben Du" to each other. At some point we learned that there are four cases in German, nominative, accusative, dative and genitive. We appropriately changed the formulation to the accusative case, "Ich lieben Dich." But this was still incorrect, for the verb changes with each case. It was a long time before we could verbalize our affection in proper German: "Ich liebe Dich".

I found the so-called "umlaut" letters (Ü, Ö, Ä) especially difficult to pronounce. Our tutor was just about to give up on me, when I accidentally pronounced the "Ö" properly. She cheered, "That's it!" she cried, “You finally got it!” I tried to think of what I had done differently and said, "It sounded like I was vomiting!" After that lesson, I seldom had trouble with those letters. I simply pretended that I was vomiting! 

GERMAN - ENGLISH MISTAKES

German is actually quite similar to English in many ways. If you look at books written in English or German back around 1600, the two languages were even more similar than they are today. Unfortunately, Germans no longer talk like Martin Luther and Americans don't talk like King James. 

Many German words have been adopted into the English language, such as kindergarten, iceberg and sauerkraut. And thousands of English words have been adopted by the German-speaking world. Computer geeks in America and Germany don't need to learn a foreign language in order to communicate with each other. When our Austrian and American grandchildren first got together, they soon discovered words that were similar and began talking excitedly with each other about balloons, ponies and parties. 

I became acutely aware of differences between German and English during our first shopping excursion in Vienna. We had just arrived and needed items to set up housekeeping. We lived right across from Vienna's two largest department stores, "Herzmansky" and "Gerngross." These large stores offered the same products, but they attracted customers by competing with each other in their advertising. Few Austrians were aware of the fact that both stores had the same owner! Since we had no car and public transportation cost money, it was only natural that we should do most of our shopping there. Our first shopping experience was a memorable one! 

We took much time comparing prices and looking for the things we needed. After a while, I sensed an urge to visit what Americans call "the bathroom." We all know that stores don’t have bathrooms and even if they did, who would want to take a bath there? The British say they need to use a "wash room" and the international name for a toilet is "WC," which stands for "water closet." Austrians have bathrooms, but these are only for taking baths. The toilet is generally in a separate room. 

Verna asked me if I knew the German name for a restroom. That is another name Americans use for the toilet, but "relief room" would seem more appropriate. I told Verna that I would look for a "WC" sign or a pair of narrow doors with little pictures on them. I soon found a sign which said "Toiletten" and an arrow pointing into a hallway. With relief, I followed this until I came to the expected pair of narrow doors. Unfortunately, there were no pictures on the doors, but the words, "Damen" and "Herren." I thought to myself, "German is going to be breeze!" "Herren" has got to mean "her room," and we all know that Germans have trouble pronouncing the English "th" sound. Obviously, Germans would say "da men's room."

I entered the door marked "Damen" with great confidence and was promptly met by an indignant female patron on her way out! The German language was not going to be so easy after all! I made a hasty retreat and walked to the door marked "Herren." After some hesitation, I shoved the door ajar and stopped abruptly. A woman was sitting at a table just inside the door! I excused myself in English (I had not yet learned to say "Entschuldigung") and returned to where I had left Verna. "Did you find the restroom?" she asked. I replied, "I can wait until we get home."

When we arrived back in our apartment, I looked up the words in our German-English dictionary. "Herren" means "men" and "Damen" means "women." We related this experience with a fellow missionary, who got a good laugh. He explained that there is usually a "Klofrau" in public toilets. The Klofrau is a woman who keeps the place clean and collects money from those who use the toilets. There is often an opening between the two facilities where she can collect without going back and forth.  I will share more about public toilets later.

The German language is much more complicated than English, but at the same time it is more expressive and exact. All nouns have one of three genders (masculine, feminine or neuter), as distinguished by their articles. It is easy to determine the gender of some words. The German nouns meaning "man," "father," "husband" and "son" are masculine, so the article used is "der."  The German nouns that mean "woman," "mother," "wife," and "daughter" are feminine, so the article is "die" (pronounced "dee" and has nothing to do with death in German). Other nouns are not so easy to figure out. Because the noun for "child" does not denote a gender, it is given a neuter article, "das." The logic stops there. The German noun for a young girl ("Mädchen") is neuter, but the three main words for "boy" ("Knabe," "Bube," and "Junge") are masculine. The German word for a young woman, "Fräulein," is also neuter. 

The utensils we eat with are called "knife" "fork" and "spoon" in English. The article for all three is "the" and we don't worry about gender. I soon discovered that these utensils have three different genders in German. A knife is called "das Messer" (nouns are always capitalized in German), a fork is called "die Gabel" and a spoon is "der Löffel" (to pronounce it properly, pretend you are vomiting!).

A knife is neuter, a spoon masculine and a fork is feminine. No rule determines gender; you just have to memorize it. I learned the gender by association. Kids (neuter in German) shouldn't play with knives; the knife is neuter. Men usually have a protruding belly; the spoon is masculine. Women are said to use their tongues a lot; a fork is feminine. 

To make matters even more complicated, the spelling of nouns, adjectives, verbs and articles changes according to usage. With 4 cases (nominative, accusative, genitive and dative), 3 genders (masculine, feminine and neuter), 3 tenses (past, present and future), and singular or plural forms, there can be a dozen variations in the spelling of almost any word in a sentence. 

It is also important to have the words in their proper order. As a rule, the verb is normally at the end of a sentence and German-speaking people delight in long, complicated sentences. In a news broadcast, for example, you may hear the name of a person at the beginning of a sentence followed by several descriptive phrases before finally concluding with the verb. You are held in suspense for what seems an eternity before learning if the person was killed, promoted, or won a contest for creating the longest sentence.  

When I speak to kids in churches, I like to explain why there are such long words in German. You can combine adjectives and nouns to create almost endless words. I show the kids how to spell "red" in German by writing the word on a chalk board. I'll do it here:

Donaudampfschiffsgesellschaftskapitänshutknopfpoliermitteldosendeckelbeschriftungsfarbe

It is quite simple if you break the word apart. Donau= Danube, dampfschiff= steamship, gesellschaft= company, kapitäns= captain's, hut= cap, knopf= button, poliermittel=polish, dose= can, deckel= lid, beschriftungs= text, farbe=color

By starting at the back of the word, you learn that it is the color of the text on the lid of a can of polish used to polish the button on the Danube Steamship Company captain's hat.
As our language study progressed, the mistakes we made were fewer, but more hilarious - at least to others. When you speak better German, people are less forgiving. We could identify with Mark Twain, who wrote, That Awful German Language. 

Here are a few German/English mistakes that we and others have made.

There are several prefixes to verbs, which change the tense and often the meaning. The same verb can use several different prefixes, but the meaning changes. There seems to be no ruling which tells a person which prefix to use under what circumstances. In language school, one of my classmates asked the teacher if there was a rule that tells you when to use the prefix "ge-," "be-," "ver-" and "zer-." The professor thought for a minute and said, "When I think about it, the prefix "ver-" seems to be used when the word has a negative meaning, such as "verloren" (lost), "verdorben" (spoiled) and "verboten" (forbidden)."  Another classmate, who was obviously better at German than most of us, spoke up and added, "verliebt" (in love), "verlobt" (engaged), "verheiratet" (married).

A wrong prefix can change the meaning drastically. A missionary was preaching about serving the Lord and said, "Everyone in this church has a special gift, from the preacher in the pulpit to the one who converts the floor." By adding the common prefix "be-" to the word "kehren," which means to sweep, he changed the meaning to "convert." 

My wife once made the same mistake. We invited an elderly lady for Sunday dinner. Instead of encouraging her to help herself, she told her to behave herself ("benehmen"). 

Three arks are mentioned in the Bible: Noah's ark, the Ark of the Covenants, and the ark into which Moses was placed as a baby. A missionary once preached on the Ark of the Covenants, not realizing that the German Bible uses a different word ("Bundeslade"). He described the priests carrying the Ark of the Covenants on their shoulders and when they stepped into the water of the Jordan River, it parted so they could walk across on dry ground (Joshua 4). The congregation could only picture the priests carrying Noah's ark across a dry river bed! 

A summer worker wrote out his testimony in English and translated it into German. He wanted to tell his listeners about the great change that had taken place in his life after becoming a Christian. What they understood was, "My behind is divided into two parts. One part is sinful and one part is Christian."

At a conference of Christian workers, a missionary was asked to give thanks for the food before the meal. He prayed a good prayer and then invited everyone to be seated. But instead of saying "You may now be seated", he said "Sie dürfen jetzt platzen" ("You may now burst"). 

"Stille" has two meanings. One definition is "quiet" and the other means to breast-feed a baby. During a theological discussion on the role of women in the church, a missionary once said, "According to scripture, the woman should breast-feed herself and not speak in church ("sich stillen und nicht reden").

Once, when our daughter came in from play, she didn’t take off her coat. Verna told her, "Take off your clothes and hang yourself!" ("Du sollst dich ausziehen und aufhängen").
Austrians celebrate Corpus Christi, called "Fronleichnam" (literally "holy corpse"). Verna once mispronounced it, calling the holiday "Frohleichnam" which means "happy corpse."
A missionary was teaching Sunday School on Mother's Day and gave each of the children flowers for their mothers. Since it would be a while before they could be handed out, the missionary filled a large vase with water and told the children to put their flowers in it until later. But instead of telling them to insert their flowers into her large "Gefäss" (container or vase), she told them to put their flowers into her large "Gesäss" (behind or posterior)!
Another missionary was trying to explain that missionaries are just ordinary people. The German word "ordinär" may sound like "ordinary," but it means "vulgar" or "obscene." She said, "We missionaries are obscene people just like you."

An American was explaining to an Austrian that it was dangerous for a woman to walk on city streets at night without an escort. Instead of using the word "ohne Begleitung" (without an escort), he said "ohne Bekleidung" (without clothing). In other words, he said it was dangerous for a woman to walk the streets at night in America without clothing.

In describing his goals for the church, a fellow missionary spoke of his "kurzsichtige Ziele" instead of "kurzfristige Ziele."  He meant "short-range goals," but what he actually said was "short-sighted goals"! 

TWO-WAY STREET

The English language can cause Austrians the same problems as their language does for us. After someone sneaked up behind his friend, the friend responded in English by saying, "Why you sneak up on me; you want to catch me underwears?" 

Germans and Austrians have trouble with certain English pronunciations just as we do with their German. They pronounce a "W" like our "V" or a "TH" like a "D,“ which can change the meaning of a sentence. When an Austrian once told us in English, "I am getting the wurst,“ we understood  "I'm getting divorced."

An Austrian Judge and his wife were visiting in America and after staying longer than planned, the judge wanted to make a compliment. He told the host and hostess, "We had really not intended to stay this long, but the hostage in your house was really once in a lifetime." The same judge was entertaining a professor from England. After the meal, he asked the professor if he would like a “nappy.” What he meant was a short nap, but nappies are diapers in England!

The present Director of the Austrian Bible Institute recently traveled to America for meetings. At the end of his visit, he and his wife came to visit us in New Jersey. When he shared the ministry of the Bible school in our church, he told the people, "Our school offers many curses. We have basic curses for lay workers and more difficult curses for ministers."

An Austrian family of our acquaintance was spending a holiday in America and decided to attend a German Lutheran Church in the area where they were staying. The pastor spoke relatively good German, but his style was definitely American. Our friends shared that he greeted his parishioners by saying (in German of course), "Good morning! Today is a beautiful day; why are you all looking so sad?" So far, his question was acceptable, but what followed was not! He added, "Come on and smile! God's house is a house of prostitution!" He used the word, "Freudenhaus," which actually means "house of joy," but that is the word Germans use for a brothel!

A young missionary couple that came to Austria from Canada was soon involved in a local church. The husband struggled to learn German, but his wife even knew the local dialect because she grew up in Austria before migrating to Canada with her family. The wife was expecting a baby, so conversation in a women's meeting naturally drifted to that subject. She then startled the women with her ignorance by saying, "I heard that you only need a womb to have a baby in Austria." The German word for womb is "Gebärmutter" which contains two words meaning "bear" and "mother." She thought it was the word for a midwife.
A German businessman, who was visiting America, was asked about his occupation. He replied, "I am a undertaker specializing in export and import." The German word for a large business is "Unternehmen," which, translated literally, is "undertaker."

PUBLIC TOILETS

Once, while visiting the Vienna zoo, our 2-year-old son, Ralph Jr., said that he had to go to the "potty." I soon found a toilet, but a watchman at the door asked for money. I argued that we had paid admission to the zoo, and besides, a 2-year-old should not have to pay. The man was resolute and forbade entrance. Junior was already dancing and holding his pants so I did what most Austrians would have done in the first place. I looked for the nearest grass to water. The watchman said nothing but just walked back inside and sat down at his table. European men think nothing of unzipping their fly and watering the grass or ground wherever they might happen to be. You see them doing this in city parks as well as along highways. 

The law now forbids Austrian restaurants to charge admission to toilets. That is not the case in formerly Eastern Europe, however. The "Klofrau" or toilet woman collects money and hands a single sheet of toilet paper to each customer. If you want more paper, you pay for it. On a visit to Podabrady, Czech Republic, a woman charged me five Czech Crowns for two squares of toilet paper and then issued a signed, stamped and dated receipt! Sometimes there is an open door between the men's and women's toilets, where the Klofrau collects her money and deals out paper. Europeans don’t seem to have a problem with such transparency. I have wondered why they don't just combine the two rooms into one. 

The American style bathroom is not a clever invention. As a rule, there are three or four fixtures in American bathrooms. Each bathroom has a washstand, toilet, tub and perhaps a shower. No one I know has mastered the art of using more than one of these fixtures at a time. Furthermore, the bathroom is seldom occupied by more than one person, even when there is a double washbasin. Normal usage of a toilet is accompanied by unpleasant smells that hardly enhances the brushing of teeth. Americans install multiple bathrooms to assure that no one has to wait in the hallway while another person enjoys a bath. Most Austrian homes have both bathrooms and toilet rooms. When visitors from America asked where our bathroom was, I graciously told them. They always came back with a quizzical look on their face. If they were starting to dance, I quickly explained that the toilet was behind the next door. 

The design of toilets is another matter. Visitors from North America often complained about the shape of European toilets. These often have a wide plateau in the center of the bowl, containing a shallow puddle of water if it hasn't evaporated since the last time it was flushed. Deposits wait patiently here until the user flushes it down the drain. This is accomplished by pressing a lever, pushing a button or pulling on a chain. Small children tend to forget this, however. And they also leave doors ajar. By the time Mommy or Daddy discover their negligence, the entire house smells of the toilet's contents. If the family doctor has ever asked you to provide a sample of your stool, this kind of toilet definitely has its' advantages. Our children actually preferred the European toilets to the American variety. They complained about getting a free bottom wash when using American toilets. There are toilets that provide a warm shower when finished, but these have not really caught on with the general public. Someday an enterprising young person will invent the ideal toilet and become a billionaire.

By this time, you have deducted that modesty is not a European trait. There are beaches where people wear nothing at all, but children under school age seldom wear swimsuits at the beach and not a few women go topless. Even "family magazines" show a lot of flesh in order to boost sales. Europeans consider Americans to be prude and pride themselves as being emancipated from such restraints.

Before I wrap up this section, I should mention a very interesting museum located in Gmunden, Austria. It is reportedly the world's only “Toilet Museum” with hundreds of very old, famous or unique toilets on display. I posted photos on my website www.rvharvey.com/toilets.htm.

SHOPPING

Purchasing the basic necessities of life when you don't understand or speak the language can be exasperating. In the early sixties there were no supermarkets in Austria, and we had to ask the clerk for whatever we wanted. Verna made her shopping list, translating everything into German before going to the store. She once asked  for "Faschiertes" (hamburger), but they gave her "Pfirsiche" (peaches). Because few families had refrigerators to keep food fresh, women went shopping six days a week. Even today, most refrigerators are considerably smaller than American models. Women made their rounds to the bakery, dairy store, butcher shop, vegetable market and dry goods store. Most shops were open by six o'clock and closed for a couple of hours at noon. In each store, one had to get in line to be served, but Viennese women are quite adept at elbowing their way to the front. In a way, you could sympathize with the poor women, who had to go through this procedure a half dozen times every morning. 

Verna found it much less of a hassle to go shopping after nine o'clock, when there were few customers to "give her the elbow." A friend told Verna that the morning rush is created because women hope to beat the rush! They must shop early because their husbands have to leave for work by 7:00 and insist on fresh rolls for breakfast. Then she said, "Women who shop after 8:00 am are considered lazy."

Verna usually took our baby along on her daily shopping trips. Once, a woman saw our son sleeping peacefully in his coach and began babbling something in Viennese dialect. She was noticeably upset about something in the buggy. When Verna didn't react, she reached down, grabbed the baby, and turned him over. He had been sleeping on his tummy! After "saving our baby's life," she turned her back on the now screaming baby and left his dumbfounded mother to continue her shopping mumbling something about "these Americans." 

DOING THE LAUNDRY

Before we left for Austria, we were asked what kind of things we needed which were not available in Austria. Having never been to Europe, it wasn't easy to give an intelligent answer to this question. Someone had told us that European soap powder was of poor quality and didn't produce suds. Verna said that she really liked "Tide" soap for washing her clothes, so ladies gave us ten giant size boxes of the soap powder. It was high Tide!

Once we were settled in Vienna, we discovered that the newest innovation in the city was a public Laundromat. We had little money for a washing machine and no place to put it anyway, so we used the Laundromat. Actually, I was the one who did the washing since Verna had a six-month-old baby to care for. 

There are probably jobs that only men do in Austria, but none comes to my mind just now. But there are many jobs that only women do. Only the woman polishes shoes, washes dishes, tends the baby, cleans, cooks and does the laundry. Austrian women have not only accepted this, but actually insist that the men are not capable of such tasks. In recent years, we have begun to see men pushing a baby buggy or doing grocery shopping, but the above is still the general rule. 

On my first visit to the Laundromat, a dozen Viennese women stared with disbelief to see a man enter their domain. Their babbling ceased and all eyes turned in my direction as I unloaded a pillowcase of dirty clothes into one of the automatic washers. Not desirous of lugging a giant size box of "Tide" to the Laundromat, I had poured some into a plastic bag. Verna instructed me to use half a cup of Tide, so I carefully measured the soap and dumped it into the machine. After closing the door I started to put my coin in the slot when a generously proportioned Viennese woman suddenly sprang into action! She rattled something off in Viennese dialect. When I tried to ignore her, several other women came over babbling words that were obviously intended for me. I simply smiled and spoke about the only German I had learned, "Ich spreche nicht Deutsch" ("I  speak no German"). The larger woman began to use gestures that were easier to understand. She was trying to tell me that I should put more soap into the machine. I attempted in a similar fashion to explain that this soap was different, but she either could not or would not understand. Realizing that she could never expect a man to do anything right in a Laundromat, the woman took the matter into her own hands. Ignoring my protests, she snatched the bag of soap powder from my hand and dumped two more cups into the automat. With a triumphant look on her face and nods of approval from the others, she even pushed the start button for me.

Within minutes, the "Tide" came in. And it soon went out - in big foamy waves! The caretaker, also a woman, ran over screaming at me and pointing a finger at the automat which was by now foaming from every crack and crevice! There was nothing that I could do or say to calm her down. Finally, I pointed to the women, the automat and my bag of soap. She must have understood, because she immediately directed a stream of expletives in their direction. Although meaningless to me, she got the desired response from the women. They were soon wiping up the foam as fast as it escaped from the machine. 

I was able to calm the women some by offering them some of my magic American soap powder. Our clothes were never so clean as they were that day. On my next visit to the Laundromat, I delighted the caretaker by giving her half a box of Tide! 

OUR OWN WASHING MACHINE

Not long after that incident, a single missionary asked if we needed a washing machine. She had an old wringer type washer that she was giving away. It served us well for four years after which the wringers disintegrated. I salvaged the electric motor before junking it. Six years later, we imported an offset press from America that had a 110 volt motor. Austria has 220 volts, so I used the washing machine motor to operate it. I probably printed a million pieces of Christian literature with that washing machine motor!

Our second washer was a "top loader" that we bought from missionaries who were leaving Austria. They had purchased it from an American serviceman who claimed that the washing machine was already third handed when he bought it! That washer served us without a problem for twenty years! A pulley wore out in 1981 and the repairman said that it was unlikely, that parts for the ancient washer were still available. He called the manufacturer in Germany and a representative said that there were two pulleys in stock! The same pulley broke again in 1987. We called the company in Germany and bought the last pulley! 

A year later, another missionary couple left Austria and offered to sell us their German "Miele" washer/dryer combination. Miele was considered a "top of the line" brand and the washer/dryer set cost over $2,000 new. Thinking that our old washer could not last much longer, we bought the set for $300. Shortly thereafter, the Miele motor burned out and cost $600 to replace! 

JOB OFFER

Before departing for Austria, I bought a neat new toy that had become popular in America. It was called a Frisbee. After arriving in Austria, I took my Frisbee to a Sunday School picnic and everyone wanted one. Frisbees were not yet available in Europe, so I wrote to the Wham-O Corporation in California, asking if I could order a large carton of Frisbees. 

Wham-O's Director of Marketing responded by saying that the company wanted to expand into Europe and was looking for someone with a good knowledge of English to set up a distributorship for all Europe. Local franchises would then be formed in countries with a potential market for Frisbees, Hula Hoops and other Wham-O products. If I was interested in this position, they would give me the appropriate training and assistance. 

Needless to say, I turned down the offer. I never got any Frisbees either.

AUNT MARY

Mary Vicinus was not related to the Harveys, but we considered her a member of the family. Mary served many years as a single missionary in Columbia, South America and lived with us during furloughs. Mary died of cancer in 1965 and I cried when I heard of her death. 

I inherited several boxes of papers and photo albums that belonged to Mary. "No one seems to know what to do with these things," my older sister told me. "Do you have any ideas?" 

Among her papers, I found a church bulletin which I cherish. The bulletin mentions a young boy who publicly dedicated his life to missions after her challenge. In my Mother's handwriting was the word, "Ralph.“ There was also a telegram in Mary’s box of pictures. It was the birth announcement of one of my sisters who was named after Mary. She died soon afterwards of a birth defect.

As I sorted through the photo albums, it occurred to me that nearly all the photos were of people rather than places, things or occasions. There were pictures of South Americans and American supporters, whose lives were somehow touched or changed through her ministry and godly life. The few pictures that were not of people, were photos of the church she served in Bogotá, Columbia. It had been vandalized and Spanish graffiti was written all over the walls. Another photo showed Mary standing next to her bullet riddled Jeep. 

In many of the homes we visit today, people show us their photo albums. There are pictures of vacation trips, cars, boats, homes and family. Mary had few relatives and few worldly possessions, but she was rich beyond measure! 

Because Aunt Mary had no living relatives, she named my father as executor in her will. All her worldly possessions were located in Columbia, South America, so Pop contacted the mission and asked them to distribute these as they saw fit. The following year, he received notice from the Internal Revenue Department asking why he had not claimed income from the inheritance. He explained to the IRS but they insisted on documentation, so he asked the mission to verify the fact. The mission replied that they could not give a receipt for the items because they were not from him. I recall many calls and letters going back and forth, but don't know how it ended. Pop just kept repeating, "I hope I never get another inheritance!"

Index

CHAPTER 9  -  "MEINUNGSVERSCHIEDENHEITEN"

Not long after our arrival on the field, it became evident that there were serious differences between our fellow-missionaries and the mission board. The German language calls these Meinungsverschiedenheiten.This was difficult for us to understand; we had enjoyed a good relationship with the leaders of the mission and held them in high esteem. On the other hand, we also had high opinions of the missionaries on the field. 

We felt certain that the differences would soon be resolved. This was not to be, however. At first, fellow missionaries spoke little with us about problems, but news filtered through that many were planning to resign from the mission. At this point, we began to ask questions. All the workers spoke very highly of the General Secretary. He was an excellent Bible teacher, but had few organizational skills. We wrote to him, saying that we had heard rumors of missionaries resigning from the mission and asked for clarification. We felt certain that there was an explanation. The General Secretary wrote that he would soon visit us in Vienna. Following his visit, there would be a conference in France, which all European missionaries would be attending. We felt assured that the air would be cleared and wrongs corrected, but the visit of the board members and the conference in France failed to resolve differences. Apparently, the wounds were too deep and the problems too long ignored. About thirty missionaries handed in their resignations, and those of us who remained, begged the Home Board to take corrective steps in order to save the mission. The only response was a biblical lecture on the missionary's "God-ordained responsibility towards authority." 

We wrote to the pastors of our supporting churches, asking for prayer regarding "problems between missionaries and the home board."  That was a mistake. We soon learned that there are situations in which we may desperately be in need of prayer, but should keep the matter between ourselves and the Lord. In some of the most difficult times, we were not able to share freely with supporters. We learned that we must always speak the truth, but we didn't need to share all the truth.

Church members were not asked to pray, but pastors called the mission, asking for an explanation. The home board presented their side of the dispute but understandably made no mention of matters which were of concern to the missionaries. These pastors then wrote us, encouraging us to stay faithful to the Lord and the mission. They warned us of being influenced by unspiritual senior missionaries and reminded us that we would lose support if we too resigned. 

It was an extremely difficult decision for us to make, but we finally resigned. We had been in Austria just six months, and now we were without a mission affiliation. We also faced the probability of losing much of our support. We informed supporters of our decision, but said that we did not wish to discuss the reasons for our resignation. We said that we would fully understand and have no ill feelings, if any of our supporters felt that they must drop our support, but hoped that they could continue until our furlough. Although several said that we were wrong to resign, all continued their support.

Soon after this, the mission was dissolved. Following a year of investigation and much prayer, we and 27 other European missionaries joined Gospel Missionary Union in June of 1966. We began our ministry in Ampflwang and by the time we flew to America for our furlough in February, 1968, mission troubles were no longer an issue. Not a single one of our supporters brought up the matter and we never needed to mention it.

RESOLVED DIFFERENCES

While still in language study, we helped with summer camps, the "Church on Wheels," a telephone ministry and in the Baptist Sunday School. We also conducted children's' classes among Gypsies in Essling, a suburb of Vienna. Another task that fell into my lap was helping with renovations of a building in Maria Ansbach in preparation for the opening of a Bible School. The latter project was to have special significance for us. 

Having experience in construction work, I volunteered to lay tile floors and build kitchen cabinets. I was also asked to make a concrete sidewalk. The cement mixer was powered by a small Briggs & Stratton engine. The spark plug kept fouling, so I borrowed one sparkplug after another from the VW of a fellow-missionary, a single lady. We managed to get the sidewalk poured, but when it was time to leave, we had to push the VW to get it started. I confessed what I had done and after a few kilometers, the plugs were firing just fine. She didn't seem too upset, but another missionary riding with us gave me a lecture on treating other people's property with respect. 

This led to an open discussion on just what constituted private property. I explained that some of the workers were staying in our home while helping with renovations. We never expected them to pay for room and board. Although the Bible Institute was not our personal project, I had purchased tools and even materials for carrying out the work. Besides, did not everything we own belong to the Lord? Was not all the money we received given for missions? The senior missionary who had reprimanded me admitted that this was true. I also admitted that it would have been proper to ask before borrowing the sparkplugs. 

It was a healthy and largely unemotional discussion for us, which served to bring us together, rather than drive us apart. Most of us were still in Austria serving the Lord together 30 years later. What a difference it might have made, if the dissenting parties in the above described mission dispute, had been willing to resolve their differences in a similar manner! 

UNRESOLVED DIFFERENCES

A medical doctor lived next door to the Bible School in Maria Ansbach. As a staunch Catholic, he was not at all happy about having a protestant school next door and he let us know in no uncertain terms at every opportunity. We continued the preparation work and tried to befriend the man and his wife, but they continued to complain about noise, dust and other mostly trivial issues.

Only two students signed up for the first school year. Classes progressed as planned and several pastors and missionaries alternately came to teach two students. The closing exercises of the first school year were held June 19th, 1966. Some forty Christians from Vienna and other parts of Austria converged upon Maria Ansbach for the occasion. The Doctor next door complained about all the cars and people. When the service was about to begin, he went into his house and returned with a chair, a radio and extension cord. He set the chair as near to the open window of our assembly hall as possible. After tuning in a local rock'n roll station, the Doctor turned up the volume until the speakers were vibrating. We closed the windows and prayed. Within two or three minutes, the radio apparently blew a tube and went silent.

Our relief was short-lived, however. Not easily defeated, the Doctor's wife brought the power lawnmower and placed it next to the fence. The Doctor gave a tug on the starter cord and the engine sprang to life. He then turned the gas all the way up and walked back into the house. The crowded room was stifling hot and it was nearly impossible to hear even with the windows closed. A Baptist pastor, Martin Giglseder, led in the opening prayer. He prayed, "Lord you love the man who lives next door, and we want to show him your love. We just pray that both we and he may live peaceably with one another." Seconds after his "Amen," the lawn mower motor sputtered and died. The Doctor tried repeatedly to re-start it, but the engine refused to cooperate. The remainder of our service was undisturbed.

The same neighbor "accidentally" spilled a bag of potent fertilizer next to the well two years in a row. He hired workers to construct an ugly ten foot cement block wall between his house and the Bible School. Apparently, someone started using the wall as a sort of backboard for ball games, for the Doctor sneaked onto the Bible School property when no one was there, and painted a sign on the wall. In large letters, it read, "Don't throw objects against this wall!"  

Unfortunately, the school project failed to attract enough students to keep it operating. After two years, the school was closed. I often wonder if that wall is still standing! And I have asked myself if better communications with the neighbor might have prevented some of the difficulty we encountered. Without my realizing it, experiences like these were preparing me for future ministry.

A DIFFERENT APARTMENT

We had at first looked upon our apartment as a wonderful answer to prayer, and it really was. But the many inconveniences were beginning to take their toll on us, Verna especially. The kitchen was small and had only a two-burner hotplate. There was running water only in the night. We were constantly getting smoked out of the apartment because the coal stove had a poor draft. We shared the only bathroom with the landlady and several Italian students. Worst of all, there were no locks on our doors and the landlady refused to allow me to install them. Verna could hardly sleep nights after drunk students stumbled into our bedroom in the wee hours of the morning, looking for the toilet. This happened more than once! 

We often considered looking for another apartment, but kept telling ourselves that we could tolerate the place a little longer. We only needed it for our period of language study. 

One factor began to play into our considerations more and more. By March, 1966, Verna was six months pregnant! After much praying about the situation, we decided to look for an apartment that would offer more privacy. We didn't know how or when to inform our landlady, however. The rental contract required both parties to serve three months notice. If we waited until we found a place before serving notice, we would have to pay rent on two apartments for three months. There was no way we could afford that. If we served notice right away and found nothing within three months, we would be without a place to live. The baby was due in exactly three months! 

After much prayer, we decided to serve notice right away and trust the Lord to provide. But before we could act, the Lord took care of the matter in His way. Our landlady decided to rent our rooms to a business and told us that we would have to look for another place to live!

Hunting for houses and apartments has always been a major problem in Austria. Most Austrians own their own homes, or they have low-cost housing provided by an employer or the government. The few places available for rent are often very pricey or have a serious drawback. We moved a dozen times in nearly four decades, and each move involved a miracle, a nightmare or both! Vienna is the most difficult place to find affordable housing.

For almost two months, we checked with real estate agencies, scoured newspapers and asked others to help us find a reasonable apartment. It seemed that nothing affordable was available in that city of 1.6 million people. We eventually discovered two apartments for rent - simultaneously! One cost $100 per month, or $30 more than we had been paying. The other apartment was damp, in need of repairs, and on the outermost fringe of Vienna. In fact, it seemed worse than our present apartment, but the rent was the same as we had been paying. 

A hundred Dollars doesn’t seem like much today, but in 1965, it was nearly half our salary and didn’t even include utilities. By this time, Verna was 8 months pregnant and time was running out. Realizing that neither place would remain available for long, we prayed and told the Lord that we would be willing to rent either place. We could trust him for the extra money to pay for the nicer apartment or we would trust him for grace to live in the other place. We only needed his direction.

That evening, I took the tram to a missionary prayer meeting on the other side of Vienna. We shared requests for various ministries and needs. I told the other missionaries of our own urgent need for wisdom before we kneeled in prayer. 

Those missionary prayer meetings were such a blessing and encouragement to us in the early days of our Austrian sojourn. Once, a missionary handed me money after the prayer meeting and said, “Buy yourself some new shoes.” I must have looked puzzled, for he went on to explain, “When we were kneeling to pray, I noticed a baby-food ad in the sole of your shoe. The Lord was showing me that you needed this money.” My shoe sole was worn completely through, and I used a piece of cardboard I found in the trash to make a temporary repair!

It was late when the prayer meeting let out and I headed back to our apartment. Newspaper vendors were hawking the next day's newspaper at the tram stop, so I bought one. Out of habit, I turned immediately to the real estate ads and looked under the “For Rent” category. One of the first ads was for an apartment that cost only $80 per month! I could hardly wait to show Verna.

Early the next morning, we took a tram to the real estate office. An agent ushered us inside and invited us to be seated. He was very apologetic in describing the apartment. He said that it was a mess and in need of repairs, but we could look at it if we were interested. A glance around the real estate office caused us to wonder -- furniture was old and plaster was falling off the walls. If the agency looked that bad, what might the apartment be like? We said we wanted to look at it.

After locking his office, the agent invited us to climb into the back seat of his aging Opel and we were soon rattling down cobblestone streets to another part of town. We pulled up in front of a rather modern apartment house and went inside. Before opening the apartment door, he warned us again, not to be shocked by what we saw. 

We walked inside and looked around. It was dirty; there were a few broken window panes, and cotton padding was spilling out of an old sofa, but the apartment itself was lovely! It was larger and nicer than any we had seen and almost completely furnished! We stood speechless with tears welling up in our eyes. The agent broke the silence by saying, "I warned you about this, but perhaps we can talk the owner into coming down on the price." After a short phone call, the owner agreed to drop the rent $10 per month. That was the same as what we’d been paying for the other apartment! We returned to the realty office and signed the contract. The agent’s telephone wouldn't stop ringing; it seemed that everyone in Vienna wanted that apartment! 

We only lived there for a year before beginning our first ministry assignment in Upper Austria, but the location could not have been better. Every form of public transportation was nearby and we were only a 15-minute walk from the famous Schoenbrunn Castle, Park and Zoo. Best of all, there was an open air market place one block away, where we could buy fresh produce five days a week!

Incidentally, our 18-month-old son was with us when we looked at the apartment. He saw a crucifix hanging on the wall and looked puzzled. Then he asked, "Who is that man?" We explained that the man was Jesus. Ralph Jr. was delighted to learn this and exclaimed, "Oh, Jesus on an airplane!"

“GYPSIES, TRAMPS AND THIEVES”

A co-worker suggested that we practice our German on Gypsy children, who lived on the outskirts of Vienna. Gypsies were not Austrians and certainly not loved by Austrians, but we jumped at the opportunity. To us they were no different, for Jesus loves them all. 

We traveled two hours each way by street car and bus to a suburb called Aspern. Other than an abandoned military airport and numerous garden plots belonging to city dwellers, Aspern had little to brag about. It had once been the scene of an important battle in which the Austrian army defeated the Turks, preventing them from overrunning Europe. In 1966, however, it was home to Gypsy families who had discovered this paradise and exchanged their nomadic life for very primitive housing. 

Mr. Niemetz, a member of a small Baptist church in Vienna, offered us a shed in his yard for the children's classes. This generosity cost him dearly, but he never complained. He loved to work in his vegetable garden, but harvested little for his labors. The Gypsy children, however, were well nourished! Those kids would steal anything that wasn't fastened down and even things that were! Begging and stealing was simply their way of life. The parents would send the children out to beg, dressed as shabbily as possible. The kids knew how to turn on their charm and return with bags full of nice clothing and food, which was usually sold in the market place.

We didn’t do much promotional work for the meetings. If we saw one child on the street, we simply told him to round up the rest. I managed to take a black & white photo of our wild and unruly group without having my camera stolen. We decided to have copies made and give them to the children for Christmas. Distribution of the photos was not a simple matter. We counted the kids and made certain that there was one picture for each. Then one of us stood at the door and gave each child his photo upon departure. When all the photos were gone, half a dozen younger children had not received their photos. We were about to promise the little rascals that we would bring their photo next week, when Mr. Niemetz spoke up. He told the kids that they had better chase down the thieves if they wanted their photos. They seemed to understand and ran outside. As one of them darted through the doorway, I spotted something white sticking out of the hip pocket of his ragged jeans. I grabbed him by the arm and took a closer look. Sure enough, he had a picture!

That part of Vienna has changed radically since the sixties. High-rise apartment complexes, the United Nations City, a General Motors Plant, modern shopping centers and other businesses have replaced the Gypsy village, garden plots and abandoned airport. I often wonder what became of those lovable Gypsy children. 

A DIFFERENT KIND OF CAR

I owned forty cars before departing for Austria, and it was a new experience, being without wheels for a year! Our monthly salary of $215 was equivalent to our weekly income back in America and it didn't allow for luxuries like a car! 

Fortunately, Vienna had dependable public transportation, but after a year of asphalt and concrete, we desperately wanted to get out of the city and breathe some fresh air. We also wanted to see a bit of the famous scenery we had heard so much about. We would be helping with summer camps and soon be finished with language study. That seemed reason enough to at least start praying for a car.

In June of 1965, we became acquainted with a Swedish Christian lady who visited Vienna. Three months later, she sent us a check for $120 to use anyway we wanted. Just the previous day, I had spotted the "perfect car" on my way home from the university. It was a 1952 Volkswagen, and it just happened to be priced at $120! 

The car was built during the allied occupation, when cars were scarce and expensive. 1952 models had split rear windows which modern collectors have nicknamed the “Pretzel Beetle.” There were air vents on the cowl and behind the front fenders. Mechanical turning signals flipped out of slots in the door-posts. The car was powered by a 27 hp boxer engine -- hardly what I was accustomed to, but it was a car! Shifting the unsynchronized 4-speed transmission without grinding the gears was an art, especially when down-shifting on hills. The rare sliding canvas sunroof indicated that the first owner must have been a person of affluence. And it was as close to a convertible as I dared purchase as a missionary! 

DIFFERENT CHRISTIANS

While in language study, we began to pray about where we should be working. There were hundreds of cities and thousands of towns with no Gospel witness whatsoever. Of course there are those who would argue with these figures. Every little hamlet has a Catholic church and nearly all Austrians are baptized as "Christians" when they are born. The same water that transforms Austrians into Christians is used by the priest to bless cars, dogs, cats, fields and weapons of war. And if the enemy’s weapons have been blessed, a priest may bless your casket.

A lady in the Baptist church we attended, invited us to accompany her for door-to-door literature distribution in Burgenland, a wine-growing province south of Vienna. Having wheels greatly shortened the time needed to reach this region, and with three of us working together, we covered many homes. We soon learned what is was like to be viewed as ugly Americans.

In nearly every home and on the streets of Burgenland, we met with strong anti-American sentiment. The moment people recognized us as Americans, they made slighting remarks or let us know that we were not welcome. We had expected this kind of reception as missionaries, but we had never given much thought to how people would receive us as Americans.

When we tried to give people Gospels of John, many told us flat out that they wanted nothing to do with an American religious sect. We assumed that all Austrians felt that way and decided that our ministry would be anything but easy. 

Fortunately we were mistaken in this assumption. Austria was occupied by the four Allied Powers following World War II until 1955. We later found Austrians who lived in the American, British and Russian sectors to be relatively friendly. American and British occupation forces had treated the people well, with a few exceptions. Many told us about receiving food packages, Coca Cola, chewing gum and cigarettes from the troops. 

Residents of the Russian occupation zone were not so fortunate. Anything of value was considered legal contraband. The Russians were especially adept at locating hidden wine cellars. To this day, you hear of construction workers uncovering boxes of jewelry, keepsakes and other items that had been hidden from the Russians. Austrians who lived in the Russian zone were envious of those who lived in the American zones. 

Only in the French occupation zone did we find much anti-American sentiment among the local citizenry. Burgenland was occupied by the French. 

CHANGE

In our first year in Austria, we had changed our mission affiliation and address. The year 1966 brought several more major changes. 

We met the British missionaries, Graham and Jayne Lange in the summer of 1965. I had been asked to drive the "Church on Wheels" from Vienna to Ampflwang, Upper Austria. Yes, I spelled it right! Can you think of another word that uses five consonants in a row?

After delivering the "COW," as we missionaries jokingly called it, I spent the night with the Langes before returning by train to Vienna. They pumped us full of questions and we formed a close friendship which remains to this day. The town of Ampflwang would play a major role in our ministry of nearly forty years.

The COW was composed of a panel truck and a specially constructed trailer which could seat about twenty adults or thirty children. During the summer months, this provided a unique method for bringing the Gospel to rural towns, where there were no gospel-preaching churches. Verna played her accordion for singing and another missionary preached. When some teens began to interrupt services, I suggested that I could draw "Chalk Talks" to illustrate the messages. Verna had some chalk from a college course she took, and I made a board and bought paper. The chalk talks were something completely new in Austria and attracted much attention. During the summer of 1965, twenty-five children and five teenagers committed their lives to Christ.

After that positive experience, I built a folding easel with a transparent Plexiglas drawing board that allowed light effects to shine through from behind. Colored overhead lights and a "black light" completed the outfit. People were fascinated with the pictures that came alive under colored and ultra violet lighting. Chalk Talks became an effective method of evangelism for the next 37 years.

We were quite busy with various ministries from March through August, 1966. One of these was helping with a telephone ministry. A senior missionary recorded gospel messages that played automatically whenever someone dialed the given number. My task was placing cards advertising the service under the windshield wipers of parked cars. For every 1000 cards distributed, we could expect a dozen calls. One in a hundred callers would ask for the free literature. 

One day, the missionary asked how many cards I had placed the day before. There had been three or four times as many callers as usual. I had distributed the normal number, but realized that the previous day was April Fool’s Day! The following year, we were prepared and passed out cards which mentioned April Fool’s Day. Sure enough, a large number placed notes on their colleagues’ desks, advising them to call the number given. The message that day started out by saying, “You may possibly be the victim of an April Fool joke, but please don’t hang up! At the end of a short message, we will give instructions on how to get even.” The instructions said to give the mailing address of the person who tricked them. That person would receive a free Bible portion. April Fool’s Day turned out to be the busiest day of the year!

The Langes were struggling to start a church in Ampflwang. Graham and Jayne had impressed me as very dedicated servants of the Lord who had great compassion for the Austrian people. 

During a visit in Vienna, Graham asked if we would consider coming to stay in their apartment from August through November while they were on furlough in England. We agreed to pray about the matter. 

In April, we were invited to participate in a Pastor's Conference which the Langes were hosting in Ampflwang. We gladly accepted the invitation.  

I had gotten to know one of the Austrian pastors quite well. Martin Giglseder had a 1952 Volkswagen like ours except for the sunroof. Like me, he enjoyed working on cars, and told me that any time I needed to work on my car, I could use his tools and garage. He would probably have any parts that I might need. 

As it turned out, our friendship was of mutual benefit. I spent many hours helping him repair his car, but ours kept running in spite of using oil. Martin taught me a lot of German and many of the first German sentences I learned to speak were car related. Once, his car wasn’t getting spark and I asked if the battery was properly grounded. But I used the wrong verb and asked if the battery had been properly buried! Martin explained that he often buried people and that I could someday bury him, but batteries are grounded. Three decades later, I recalled that conversation when his body was laid to rest in Salzburg.

Our pretzel beetle had served us well, and on one trip, it showed us some of the most delightful scenery in the world! But the tired engine was now using nearly as much oil as it did gasoline. I had to clean the spark plugs every couple of days before it would start. On one occasion I told Martin that my beloved Beetle and I would soon be parting company. He asked what would replace it and I said that I was considering a VW Bus. He told me that the Baptist Union had a very nice 1957 VW Samba-Bus, but it needed a new motor. He would ask about it. The Baptists decided that since we would be using the vehicle for ministry, we could have it for only $400. It was a generous offer, but that amounted to two months’ salary and the bus still needed a motor. 

We immediately wrote letters to our supporters, explaining the condition of our old car and the need for a bus. We explained that we would be working with children and youth camps in summer. We also shared some breaking news: we would be spending three months in a town called Ampflwang, starting the end of August. This would give us opportunity to practice our German and to gain valuable experience for later ministry – whatever and wherever that might be. 

Our supporters in America responded amazingly well to our appeal for money, considering the fact that we had just changed missions. We received many gifts and soon had enough to purchase the bus. 

FROM PRETZEL TO SAMBA

On April 19, 1966, I purchased the Baptist’s 1957 Volkswagen "Samba Bus" for $400. Our 1952 Pretzel Beetle was presented as a gift to Martin Giglseder, who used it for spare parts. 

The 9-passenger Samba had a two-tone paint job, plenty of chrome trim, a double floor, large canvas sunroof and a total of 27 windows to wash, but it still needed an engine. We were able to save $200 toward the motor, but much searching proved fruitless. Finally, after three weeks, I located an almost new 32 hp engine in a wreck for only $200. I was able to install it just in time for the annual church picnic. 

The picnic was held in a public park near Vienna on May 19th, Christ’s Ascension Day and a national holiday in Austria. After removing the rear bench seat, I packed our things in the van and drove to the church to pick up a bunch of folding chairs. Verna had eaten nearly two pounds of fresh cherries the night before and complained of stomach cramps. I had not given it much consideration, but Verna was nine months pregnant. Another dramatic change was about to take place in our lives!

OUR SECOND CHILD

Soon after arriving at the picnic site, Verna said that her cramps were coming at regular intervals. We left Ralph Jr. with church friends and I drove Verna to the hospital. Two hours later, I returned and announced the birth of our second son. Most of the people hadn't even missed us and insisted that I was joking. 

The following day, I visited Verna and she said in a solemn voice that the hospital staff was keeping a secret from us. She had received Ricky for nursing and noticed that he only had one arm! In the quiet of that hospital room, we prayerfully committed the matter to the Lord, asking for wisdom in raising a handicapped child. 

Before I left, the nurse brought Ricky into the room again and we both gasped. Our ornery baby was waving two strong hands and appeared to be grinning! On the previous day, he had somehow managed to pull one arm out of his sleeve and tuck it behind his back! From then on, he was “Tricky Ricky.”

REFUGEE ENCOUNTER

We had two more opportunities to visit Ampflwang before we began our three-month stay there. From July 5th to 7th, we attended a "Church Planter's Conference" together with a dozen missionaries from various missions. Then, in mid-August, I delivered a group of children from camp to their homes in Ampflwang and Salzburg. 

After dropping off the last campers, I helped fellow missionaries move the “Church on Wheels” to a new location, and set out on the long, 4-hour drive back to Vienna. I was tired and it was already 9:00 pm, so I asked the Lord for a hitch-hiker to keep me company. 

I had no sooner turned onto the Autobahn when I saw two hitch-hikers standing in the drizzling rain. It was a young woman and a young man, both very untidy. I almost drove on, but the Lord reminded me of my prayer and I picked them up. 

When they found out that I was an American, they told me their story. They and four others had managed to escape East Germany 4 days earlier. They had tried to flee once before, but were caught and put into prison. There, they met two border guards convicted of espionage. Together with these men and two other inmates, they planned an escape. They somehow managed to get out on a very foggy night. They swam across a river 60 feet wide and the ex-border guards, who knew where the mines were buried, led them through two mine fields and several barricades. They were free! They then parted company. 

The couple said that they went to a Red Cross center and requested asylum, but were advised to get to Austria as fast as possible. There were "head hunters" out there who watched Red Cross offices closely, hoping to snatch up escapees and collect 1,000 West German Marks ($250) reward. 

They only had the clothes on their backs and no place to stay, so I invited them to stay with us until their next steps were clear. We gave them some of our clothing and the Red Cross in Vienna helped them find a job starting the following Monday. We never heard from them again, but rejoiced that we could share our home and the gospel with them – in German!

Index

CHAPTER 10  -  TOWN WITH A STRANGE NAME

Ampflwang was first mentioned in 1169 when a historian wrote about an order of knights named "Ampho," who also built a fortress in this region. No traces of the old fortress have been discovered, but in 1180, "Kraft and Erich of Ampflwang" were mentioned in a court proceeding in nearby Eberschwang. They reportedly owned a large tract of land called "Grasergut" in Ampflwang.

No one has ever been able to show me another German word that contains five consecutive consonants with no double letters. 

The first church in Ampflwang was a Roman Catholic Church built of wood in 1544. Soon after this, Lutheran and Anabaptist teachings spread throughout the region. By 1575, nearly all inhabitants had become protestant. The Counter Reformation took its toll in Upper Austria and soon after 1600; the Roman Catholic religion was forcibly reinstated as the only legal religion. Many citizens of this region refused to give up their faith and continued worshipping together. The “Praedikand” or preacher, Georg Hämmerle, of Ampflwang, was ordered to appear in Linz in 1625. He was instructed to become a Roman Catholic or leave the country. Unfortunately, there is no record of his response. The citizens remained sympathetic towards protestant teachings, however. Even four centuries later, we found unusual tolerance for our ministry. 

A DANGEROUS SECT WITH LONG-LASTING INFLUENCE

A second reason for the people’s openness to Protestants is rooted in a tragedy which took place in the Catholic Church of Ampflwang.

Prior to the War of 1812, there was an assistant Catholic priest in Braunau, named Thomas Poeschl. Braunau has a turbulent history and is still noted as a nest of occult practices. Austria has one of the world’s highest suicide rates and Braunau has consistently had the highest suicide rate in Austria. It may come as no surprise to learn that Adolf Hitler was born here in 1889.  

After witnessing the execution of a prominent book dealer in Braunau, Poeschl adopted some strange teachings and fell into disfavor with the Catholic Church. He was transferred to Ampflwang and entrusted into the care of the local Priest, Sickinger. The priest attempted to rehabilitate Poeschl, but without success. In fact, Poeschl found a number of ready disciples and eager learners including the Priest's own sister. She was known to have had strange dreams and she shared these with Poeschl.  Between the two, a new sect emerged which attracted many followers, spreading to surrounding communities. 

The Catholic Bishop eventually removed Poeschl from his post and interned him in Salzburg. His followers continued to meet, however, and Johann Haas became the new leader of the sect. Haas persuaded the "Poeschlians“ into attempting to crucify Priest Sickinger on the day before Palm Sunday, 1817. When the plot was foiled, Haas pronounced the following day as God's day of judgment. He demanded human sacrifices of the "unclean" in order to appease God. By the time armed troops could be brought in from nearby Voecklabruck, three people had been brutally “sacrificed” with axes and several others escaped with serious injuries. 

Johann Haas was imprisoned, but it was some time before the sect finally dissipated. Poeschl died 1837 in prison. I had some interesting experiences with several descendants of Johann Haas.

MARIA
Maria’s parents owned a popular Kino and Bar. Her father was a direct descendent of Johann Haas. Maria was a gifted artist who claimed that her artwork had always lacked something before she met her Creator and gave her life to serve him. Since then, her paintings sold very well and could be found in homes all over town. Her parents, however, were not at all happy about her conversion. 

One day we heard that Maria’s mother had a large tumor of the womb that needed to be removed immediately. The surgeon opened her to remove the tumor, but soon sewed her up again and called the family. He said that the cancer had spread throughout her body and gave her only days or perhaps weeks to live. Maria was on hand and spoke with confidence, “I will ask the church [Miners’ Mission] to pray with me for Mother’s healing.” When she shared this news in prayer meeting that night, I shuddered inwardly, knowing what would occur, should Mrs. Haas soon pass away as predicted. Most Austrians are Roman Catholic and pray to saints who reportedly performed miracles during their lifetimes. They also pray for their dead, in hopes of getting them out of Purgetory, but Maria’s statement only harvested open scorn. 

In just a couple of months, sceptical doctors took xrays but could find no trace of cancer!  She lived about 12 more years and died in her eighties. She told everone she knew that it was our church’s prayers that cured her, but in spite of Maria’s persistent testimony, her mother never gave her life to Jesus.

ANNA

On May 12, 1992, we received a phone call from a woman who gave her name as Anna. She asked if she could attend our meetings. 

Earlier in the week, we had distributed flyers for evangelistic meetings, which were to begin that very evening, so I naturally assumed that she was referring to these meetings. I replied that we would be delighted if she came that evening. She then asked what time the meeting began. Although the information was clearly printed on our invitations, I told her the time and she hung up. 

She didn't show up that evening, but called again the following morning. She said, "I was there, but you weren't home!" Anna had come to our home instead of the church! I apologized and explained that the meetings were held in the church. She then confessed that the man she was living with told her that this was probably the case, but she didn't listen to him. We offered to pick her up and drive her to church that evening, but she said her friend would bring her. 

I was puzzled. We had printed time and place of the meetings on the invitations, but how did she know where we lived? 

When "the man she was living with" delivered Anna, I recognized him immediately and exchanged greetings. It was Helmut Haas, a prominent businessman in town who, together with his brother, Herman, owned much of the forest around Ampflwang. They also owned a large sawmill and lumber business. I had often purchased lumber from them for building projects connected with the church and Bible Institute. Helmut and Herman were grandsons of Johann Haas.

Attendance at the evangelistic meetings was good and the gospel message was clear and direct. After the meeting, Anna said that she had much to think about. Then she asked a question that left us dumbfounded, "Were all those people alcoholics?" 

Gradually, it dawned on me that there had been a major mix-up! Anna had a problem with drinking and had visited an institution near Linz for help. They showed her a list of names and addresses of persons who worked with alcoholics. To her surprise, she saw the address and telephone number of a "help group" in the town where she lived. She called the number given and asked when we had our meetings! God makes no mistakes!

During the next two years, Verna and I spent much time counseling Anna and Helmut, sharing the gospel openly.  She came to church with some regularity and her two kids liked the children's meetings, but Anna was carrying a lot of baggage that she was not prepared to leave at the cross.  

Anna was an attractive woman, who had been twice divorced. She was now married to her third husband, a wealthy Lebanese businessman, yet living in open adultery with a fourth man! I couldn't help thinking of the woman at Jacob's well mentioned in John 4:18. 

Anna had operated a posh boutique in town, but it failed and she filed for bankruptcy. Her husband in Lebanon, however, kept sending her large sums of money and she spent it lavishly on herself and the children. 

Helmut was also carrying a lot of baggage, and I couldn’t help assuming that much of it had roots in the past. Helmut’s first wife committed suicide and his second wife left him and joined the Jehovah's Witnesses. Now he was living with Anna and fighting legal battles with his brother. On one of many visits to Helmut's home, Anna said that Helmut's sister-in-law wanted to meet us.

The brothers, Helmut and Herman, were presently involved in a court battle over property rights.  Anna and Herman's wife didn't get along either. I didn't know what to make of Anna's statement and had no interest in becoming involved in a family feud. Still, I agreed to pay Herman and Annaliese a visit.

Verna and I prayed much before we drove to their home. Their house was impressive on the outside, but when they invited us in, the exquisite interior nearly took our breath away! I have probably never seen such a lavishly furnished home, neither before nor since. Herman showed us slides from their many trips and of a three-year stay in Canada working for the Austrian manufacturer of Fischer Skis. Although Herman showed little interest in spiritual matters, he was very friendly. Anneliese, on the other hand, seemed quite interested in the gospel. 

We were now in a predicament. Herman and Annaliese were open to further contact, but we were preparing to move to a new area and begin a new ministry. The Ampflwang church had called a pastor, so I told him about Herman and Anneliese, asking him to follow up on the contact. 

Anneliese soon turned her life over to Christ and began attending all services including prayer meetings. Her marriage had been on the verge of breaking up and she was nearly a nervous wreck from family rifts and financial problems, but God began the healing process. A beautiful and talented woman, she soon became a dynamic Christian witness and great encouragement to the church. 

Anneliese told us that her grandmother was a genuine, Bible-believing Christian, who prayed faithfully for the salvation of her family! Born in Romania, she was a descendant of Austrians who had been forced to leave their homeland during the counter reformation. What a perfect illustration of the truth of the following verse: 

Thou shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve them: for I the LORD thy God am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth generation of them that hate me; And shewing mercy unto thousands of them that love me, and keep my commandments. -Exodus 20:5-6  

We continued to visit Helmut and Anna, hoping that he or she or perhaps both would come to Christ. 
Anna had a 23-yr-old son from a former marriage, who died a horrible death. After a night of drinking and drugs, he returned to the apartment he shared with a homosexual friend and went to bed. In the night, he threw up and choked to death on his own vomit. 
Both Anna and her son were Roman Catholic but they seldom went to church. Anna asked me to speak at her son's funeral. I replied that it was a Catholic funeral and the priest would have to give me permission. The priest was not happy but conceded that anyone was allowed to speak at the graveside. 

I prayed a lot about what I should say. About 150 relatives and at least a hundred of his friends attended the funeral. The youths’ lives centered around disco dancing, drugs and alcohol, and although they, like their friend, were Catholic, they had little good to say about the church. The names of divinity were mere swear words to them and the church was at best, the subject of jokes. I noticed that nearly all of these young hypocrites went through the motions of crossing themselves at the appropriate times and chanting their Hail Marys and the Lord's Prayer during Mass and the procession to the cemetery. 

The youth had set up a powerful "boom box" next to the grave. It played loud rock music while the casket was being lowered into the ground. Anna told the undertaker that someone wanted to speak at the grave, so he persuaded the youth to turn off the kassette recorder while I talked. 
I began by saying that five of the last six funerals I attended in Austria were of young people under 30. One of these was a drug addict, killed by an overdose. A 21-year-old youth shot himself after the girl he was living with left him for someone else. A third and fourth were killed in automobile accidents. The fifth was a newborn baby. In each case friends and loved ones of the deceased were asking how God could allow a person to die at such a tender young age. 

I then told of a young man who was executed for crimes that he never committed. His own father could easily have prevented the execution of his son, but he did nothing to prevent it. Interestingly enough, no one asked why God allowed such a thing to happen. God himself was that Father who could have prevented the death of his Son, Jesus Christ. Jesus came into the world for that very purpose: to die so that we can live. I said, "The occasion of this funeral should cause us to consider the real meaning and purpose of life. We cannot blame God for allowing bad experiences, without giving him credit for the good things we enjoy." I continued, "If you are asking why God allowed this young man to die, you should be fair enough to ask why God allows you to live!" I said that if they would repent and turn from their godless ways to follow Christ, the death of this young man would not have been in vain. 
It was dead silent when I finished and no one turned the boom box on. I had several good talks with young people afterwards, but not one was prepared to commit his life to Christ. Not even Anna.
COAL MINES

Around 1900, a man was digging a cellar for his house near Ampflwang. He discovered what appeared to be charred wood in the earth. He stored it and later used it to heat his new house. A few years later, in 1909, the first mine shafts were dug and Ampflwang soon became known as a coal mining center. During WW II, as many as 3,000 miners were employed in Ampflwang and the surrounding area. 

When large quantities of hard anthracite coal began to be transported from Poland at a low price, the brown coal mines in Ampflwang were gradually downsized and finally closed in 1994. 

HORSES

In the early years of coal mining, horses were blinded to keep them from shying in the mines. During the fifties, the mining company switched to diesel locomotives and conveyor belts. The last horses were sold to a local butcher for meat, but he decided to keep them for the children to ride. When neighborhood children and visitors came for rides, the butcher began charging fees, and by 1961, he was earning more from his riding horses than from the meat market. Today, Ampflwang has more than 600 riding horses and is recognized as Europe's largest riding town. All year round, tourists enjoy riding in several large riding halls or on trails and bridle paths through the forests surrounding Ampflwang. 
When they are not riding, tourists can swim in one of four swimming pools, play golf or take a steam train ride. The main buildings of the mining company and railroad tracks were given to a club that restores old locomotives. They built a large museum that has a roundhouse and 36 old steam locomotives plus countless freight and passenger cars when I last visited. 

MOVE TO AMPFLWANG 

On August 24, 1966, we moved all our earthly belongings to Ampflwang in our 1957 VW “Samba-Bus”. The church met in what was originally designed to be a small grocery store. The owner ran out of money before it was finished and sold it to the International Miners’ Mission for a very reasonable price. The missionaries who started the church lived upstairs and this was to become our home for the next three months. 

The following day was Saturday. Missionary Graham Lange explained our duties concerning the house, such as starting fires for heating and shoveling snow. He gave us a list of regular meetings. There were Sunday services and weekly home Bible studies in Ampflwang, Frankenburg, Kohlgrube, Weyregg, and Holzleithen. Every Friday there was a children’s meeting which 40-50 kids attended. The Langes gave us the addresses of several families that needed to be visited. They had recently conducted evangelistic tent meetings in another mining town on the German border, about two hours distant. He entrusted us with the follow-up of contacts there too. Such high expectations of a young couple, fresh out of language school, was staggering to say the least!

The church service was Sunday morning at 8:00, and Graham introduced us to the believers, saying that he had already explained everything to us. There was a fellowship dinner following the service, and we had opportunity to meet a number of the members. We were shocked to discover that they spoke a local dialect that we could barely understand. I asked one man to please try to speak high German. He relied, “I am speaking high German!” Fortunately, high German is spoken on the radio, so they could understand us!

After the meal, the congregation gathered in the yard behind the church for a baptismal service. Members had dug a large hole and built the concrete baptistery themselves. Word had gotten out in the community and a dozen curious citizens stood on the street to watch this unusual ceremony. Baptism of adults by immersion was unheard of in those days and baptismal candidates knew that they would be the brunt of much ridicule when they went to work on Monday.

Early Monday morning, the Langes loaded the top carrier of their 1962 7-passenger Fiat Multipla, packed more bags and three children into the 27-horsepower car and departed for England. We went back into our new home and flopped. We never felt so alone in all our lives! 

A CONTAGIOUS PRAYER REQUEST

Before their departure, Graham Lange pointed to a complex of four buildings located next door to the mission church. He said that they belonged to a trade school that trained young coal miners. He then added that he was praying God would someday make those buildings available for a Bible school. We had just invested much time, money and energy into fixing up a house for a Bible School near Vienna and saw no reason to share his vision! Little did we realize then, that the school near Vienna would soon fail, as would three other attempts to start a Bible school. But 18 years later, the Langes' - and our prayers were answered when we founded the Austrian Bible Institute in 1984 - in those very buildings! 

MY FIRST GERMAN SERMON

We thought that we had learned German in Vienna, but soon discovered how little we actually understood. There were times when it might have been better if the people had not understood my German!

I spent much time preparing my first sermon in German. I preached on Jesus feeding the five thousand. When Sunday came, I was nervous, but actually surprised at how well I did. I made only one serious mistake. By adding the wrong prefix to a verb, I declared that Jesus "devoured" instead of "fed" five thousand people! The believers smiled, but were at first very polite. I added that only men were counted among the five thousand, so he may have "devoured" an equal number of women and children! That was too much for one coal miner who asked if Jesus had the women and children for dessert!

FULL AND RUNNING OVER

Our work in Ampflwang was a good experience for us. Because there was not time enough to prepare in English and then translate, I learned to prepare sermons and Bible studies directly in German. The direct method was much better for developing language skills. I found that, in order to speak properly, you have to almost banish your mother tongue from your mind and learn like a child. 

In addition to 8 weekly meetings for adults, youth and children, there was regular evangelistic outreach and visitation. All that was not without opposition and problems, however.  

Once, when we were about to begin the children's’ meeting, the Catholic priest came and stood in the street in front of our meeting hall. When children arrived for the meeting, he sent them back home again! We still had over 30 children in attendance. I drove to the poor sections of town and picked up children for our meetings with our VW bus. They were always ready. I only needed to open the side door, and the kids piled in until they were packed like sardines. Apparently the priest noticed this, for the following week, a policeman came and watched as the children got out and filed into the church. I was certain that he would fine me for having more than the allowed nine passengers in my vehicle, but he just shook his head in amazement and walked away. I counted heads on the return trip. There were 26 kids plus myself in that van! 

"MINER PERSECUTION"

As a child, I had often heard stories of how missionaries were persecuted for sharing the Gospel. The thought that we could also face persecution never really entered our minds when we came to Austria. A drunk and angry coal miner once threatened to kill our predecessor, Graham Lange, but Graham escaped and ran to the police for help. The police officer listened to him for a moment and then said, "You got yourself into this mess by bringing your teachings to Ampflwang. You know how to get yourself out of this!"

It was a church member, however, who threatened my life. Heini was one of the first to be baptized in Ampflwang and he was normally an amiable, hard-working coal miner, who couldn't stand to see blood. He raised rabbits, but didn't have the heart to kill them. We too raised rabbits for meat, so I offered to slaughter, skin and dress his rabbits for him. He was elated with that arrangement and couldn't thank me enough. He even spread the word around town, that the American missionary was cold-hearted enough to do what he couldn't bear to do himself! 

Heini had an alcohol problem which often proved stronger than his commitment to Christ. One lovely Sunday, two of his children charged into our living room completely out of breath. "Come with us immediately; Daddy is going to kill Mommy!" I left my hot meal on the table, grabbed my "sword" (the Bible) and as I left the house, Verna said that she would be praying. I could hear yelling nearly a block away. When I arrived at the house, I saw Heini through the kitchen window, brandishing a large carving knife. His wife was cowering in the next room, unable to escape. I entered the door and Heini demanded that I stop where I was. He said that he would kill anyone who entered, and my blood was no better or worse than anyone else's.  I boldly declared that I was prepared to die and entered the room. Looking him directly in the eyes, I walked to the table, pulled out a chair and sat down. After laying my Bible on the table, I told Heini to sit down and tell me what was bothering him. He followed my invitation, but pulled up the chair until he was facing me at short distance. He held the knife on my chest and began to talk. Whenever he wanted to emphasize what he had to say, he put pressure on the knife until I "got the point.“ It was probably only minutes, but seemed like hours before I could convince him to lay down the knife and allow me to pray with him. He and his wife also prayed, shedding many tears. Things returned to "normal" again. 

RABBITS AND FLOWERS

One night, someone slaughtered all our prize rabbits and simply threw the carcasses on the ground. On another occasion, freshly planted geraniums were stolen from our yard. 

It could have been the same culprit who swiped Verna's lovely purple mums. He came by at about 2:00 A.M. and dug them out, roots and all. Unfortunately for him, a policeman on patrol saw him carrying plants at this unearthly hour. Upon questioning, the thief claimed that the flowers were from his own garden. He was going to plant them in the cemetery on his parent's grave. The policeman let him go, but the next morning, he asked our neighbors if they were missing any purple flowers. They said, "No, but there used to be some growing next door!"  

The policeman came to our door and told us what he had found out. If we wanted, we could press charges. I said that I would like to speak with the man first. I went to the address given and informed the thief that if he planted our flowers back where he had found them, we would not file charges. After dark, he knocked at our door, saying that the flowers were back in our garden. He then added that he was sorry - that he had gotten caught! The next morning, Verna went out to look and found that only the roots and part of the stalks were there. Upon closer inspection of the leaves, it turned out that they were not even mums! 

I stormed to his house in a very unchristian rage, demanding that the real mums be returned within an hour! If they weren't, he would face the judge. He obliged, but the flowers didn't survive. 

Our neighbors must have spread the news, for nearly everyone in town was talking about the incident. At work and on the streets, people would ask the thief if he knew where they could get cheap flowers. Or they would say that they had heard, he liked to attend midnight mass with the missionaries. He probably experienced more persecution than we!

MINISTRY EXTENSION

The Langes extended their furlough in order to get extra theological training in Dallas, Texas. The International Miner's Mission asked us to stay on in Ampflwang until they returned. By this time, we felt quite at home in the work and agreed to stay another year.

When the Langes flew to America, Graham asked me if I would try to sell his Fiat Multipla for him. He was asking $500, which he needed to help pay for his studies. 

FIAT MULTIPLA

During the fifties and sixties, there were two options for missionaries in Europe who needed dependable transportation for more than five persons. One option was the Volkswagen bus. We considered ourselves fortunate to own a 1957 VW Samba Bus. Restored versions of these vehicles sell for up to a quarter million today!
Many missionaries had to settle for the only other option: a Fiat Multipla. The first Multiplas appeared in 1956 with six seats and 19 horsepower. Around 1960, the "600-D" was introduced, which offered six or seven seats and 27 horsepower. It could have been the very first minivan. The church in Ampflwang had a 1960 Multipla and our mission co-workers, Frank and Gwen Wiebe had a 1958 model. 

The Wiebe’s Multipla was badly rusted and constantly in need of repairs. Worst of all, the engine was making noises and blowing smoke. They desperately needed another car, so we informed them that Graham wanted to sell his nice 7-passenger Multipla. This would be the ideal vehicle for them. They responded as we feared they would: “No money!“
Verna and I were praying about the matter one morning, when a lady we had met in Vienna came to my mind. I stopped praying and asked Verna if she remembered her. It was during language study two years earlier that we had met her. She was traveling through Europe with a tour group and found the address of the Baptist Church in the phone book. When she appeared in the morning worship service, we offered to translate for her and invited her to Sunday dinner. After the meal, we drove her back to her hotel in our 1952 VW "Pretzel“ (so-called because of the split rear window). In parting, she gave us her address and said, "Please send me your newsletters. If you ever have a special need, let me know. Perhaps I can help out in some way." I recalled her, perhaps because Graham was studying in Dallas and she lived in Texas. 
"Should we write her?" I asked. Verna agreed that it would be worth a postage stamp, so we sent off a friendly letter, telling about our work and family. Then we reminded her that she had once asked us to share special needs with her. Without asking for money, we mentioned the need of our coworkers and asked for prayer. 

Within ten days we received her reply. She wrote, "I went to the bank to deposit some money, but arrived right after the bank closed. I was at first disappointed, but the Lord seemed to tell me that He needed that money. I returned home and found your letter in the mail. The amount needed for the car corresponded exactly to the amount I was going to deposit!" She then wrote that she had contacted the seminary and gotten Reverend Lange's address. A check for $500 had been sent to him and our missionary friends could pick up their car immediately!" 

We notified the Wiebes of the good news.  They promptly wrote a warm letter of thanks to their unknown benefactor. The Wiebes had been driving their car for two weeks, when their letter was returned unopened. One word was stamped on the envelope: "Deceased"!

I need to insert a bit of trivia here. On February 10, 2010, an un-restored 1958 Fiat Multipla sold for $10,600 on eBay!

After the Langes returned from America, they accepted a pastorate in the Baptist Church of Graz, Austria. At the request of the Miners' Mission in England and the church, we agreed to stay on until our furlough in February of 1968.

BOYS CLUB

I enjoyed working with a boys club in our home church before leaving for Austria, so I rounded up a bunch of boys in Ampflwang to form a boys club. Boys like to work with their hands and go camping. We had very little money, but I had plenty of experience and ideas. I talked the Wiebes into giving us their rusty old Multipla and set about refurbishing it with the boys. We would work an hour or two and then I gave a Bible lesson. All winter long, we worked on the car. We overhauled the engine, installing new rings, bearings and grinding the valves. Then we patched the numerous rust holes with fiberglass and gave the car a two-tone paint job that turned out pretty good. A church member decided that this was the perfect car for his family, so he bought it. 

It was about this time that I started a second boys club in a neighboring town. Now that we had some money to work with, we purchased marine plywood and oak to build two rowboats. The club in Ampflwang made good headway and soon finished its boat. The second club was not so industrious and the boat never got beyond the oak frame stage. I kept warning them that I was not going to finish their boat unless they came to help. Only two of the boys were faithful, so I decided to discontinue the new club and involve these boys in our Ampflwang club. Verna needed new kitchen cabinets, so I used the extra marine plywood to make her some. Those cabinets were moved and installed in four different homes. Forty years after I built the cabinets, our son, Richard had them in his basement workshop! 

When summer came, we decided to take our new boat for its maiden voyage on a nearby lake. I built a roof rack for the VW bus and we put the boat on top. After all the boys climbed into the bus, I drove through Ampflwang before heading for the lake. Our boys were proud as peacocks, waving at their friends from the windows. Many kids whose parents had forbidden them to attend our club were green with envy! 

The boat managed to stay afloat and the kids had a great time learning to row. The boys were now excited about going camping! 

The Baptists owned a couple of old US Army tents and said we could use them. We spent an entire week at a lovely Austrian lake, hiking, playing, swimming and boating. I took each boy with me for a boat ride and took the opportunity to talk to them about the Lord and their futures. It was a most valuable experience. One of the boys had epilepsy and was supposed to take medicine to keep it under control. One night, he had an attack and I had all I could do to keep him from biting off his tongue. I forced my wallet between his teeth and fought with him until the seizure finally left him totally exhausted. I was also finished! The other boys had witnessed the entire scene and were scared. The boy admitted not taking his medicine and I told him that he would have to go home as punishment for lying to me. 

God used all these experiences to form young lives who would later serve him. The epileptic boy died after an especially serious attack, but he had given his life to Jesus and we are confident that we will see him in heaven. Wolfgang also died in his teens of an unusual disease shortly before his mother passed away. Both he and his mother accepted Christ. With only one exception, all the other boys grew up living for the Lord and serving him in some way. Eddie learned to play guitar and had a great voice. He joined a gospel group that sang in many evangelistic meetings and church services. Max later served as a deacon in the church and was elected to the city council. Gerhard became the church youth leader and later a deacon. The story of Franz is given elsewhere in this book. I won’t bother to share all the stories, but it didn’t stop there either. They all married and had children. Those kids were saved and grew up to marry Christian partners and serve the Lord. The cycle will never stop! 

TANTE MITZI

"Tante" means "aunt" and "Mitzi" is the nickname for "Maria.“ I could never figure this out, but I guess if we can make "Dick" a nickname for Richard, this is legitimate. I had no problem memorizing Tante Mitzi’s family name, Offenhauser. I had installed Offenhauser speed equipment on several of my hot rods and Offenhauser engines that kept winning the Inianapolis 500 will not soon be forgotten. 

The pastor of the Baptist church in Linz and Graham Lange had been taking turns conducting Bible studies in the home of "Tante Mitzi." The Baptist pastor in Linz told me about this remarkable woman of 63, who lived in Weyregg on Attersee. She worked in the tourist office and had a great testimony. He suggested that I get to know her. 

I knocked on Mitzi’s office door and she opened it. She couldn't see very well and asked if she could help me. I said that I was looking for a Maria Offenhauser. She laughed and said, "That's me, just call me Mitzi." Before I had an opportunity to say anything else, Mitzi asked, "Do you love Jesus?" I smiled and said that I did. She replied, "Then we are brother and sister. Please have a seat."  
Tante Mitzi had one grown son in Vienna. He was born out of wedlock and his father, Mitzi's boyfriend, never returned from Hitler's war. Tante Mitzi never married and raised her son alone. 

One day she went to visit an old friend and found that she was an entirely different person from the one she used to know. She told Tante Mitzi about "her new life as a Christian" and shared her newfound faith with enthusiasm. Later, Mitzi had the privilege of meeting the man who introduced her friend to Christ, the Austrian Pastor, Martin Giglseder. Martin was the one who took me under his wing and mentored me when we lived in Vienna.  

Pastor Giglseder shared the good news of salvation with Tante Mitzi, and soon, she too prayed the prayer of forgiveness and became a "new creature."

Tante Mitzi was an outgoing and jovial woman, loved by all who knew her. In spite of poor eyesight, she was one of very few Austrian women to receive the prestigious position of Postmaster in a local post office. 

When we began regular Bible studies in her home, Tante Mitzi was almost completely blind. She was still very active however, and operated a busy travel agency in Weyregg. Half a dozen ladies attended the Bible studies faithfully. One of these was Eva, the wife of a prominent man in town.

EXODUS AT GUNPOINT

During one of our Bible studies at Tante Mitzi's, Eva asked for some advice. Her mother was a local spiritist who told fortunes and diagnosed cures for sickness through the use of divining cards and a pendulum. She had not been to the Catholic Church for quite some time and "feared that a curse could come upon her house," so she invited the local priest to conduct a "House Mass.“ All her neighbors and relatives would be expected to attend. Eva's problem was knowing what to do about her mother's invitation. If she did not attend, her relatives would all be angry; yet she felt uneasy about attending such a mass. We prayed with Eva and advised her not to attend, encouraging her to give an honest reason for her absence.

This was the first of numerous encounters with spiritism, "black" and "white" magic, occult practices and demonic behavior. We had heard that there was such activity on mission fields in Africa and Latin America, but we never expected to find it in civilized Europe.

Several days later, we received an urgent telephone call from Tante Mitzi. Could we please come to get her immediately; she would explain when we arrived. Tante Mitzi had a large suitcase packed and was waiting for us. During our trip to Ampflwang, she shared with us what had happened.  Eva decided to attend the House Mass at her mother's after all. During the mass, the local priest sprinkled holy water around the house, giving his blessing. Eva could hold still no longer. She spoke up loud enough for all to hear, “Can't you people see how ridiculous this is? How can God bless the kind of activities that go on in this house?“

The gathering was stupefied and at first, no one spoke up. Eventually, the priest motioned to the local doctor, who was also present, and simply said, "The lady is sick, you had better take her to your office."  Eva protested, but her husband, several relatives and the doctor managed to usher her out of the house and to his office. She was diagnosed with having "religious insanity" and committed immediately to an asylum.

Eva's husband was infuriated. Convinced that his family would still be intact and his reputation unspoiled had his wife not been attending Tante Mitzi's Bible studies, he loaded his shotgun and appeared on Tante Mitzi's doorstep. When she opened, he held the gun in her face and threatened, "If you are not out of this town by sunset, I'm going to kill you!"

Tante Mitzi had a weak heart and was not in the best of health. She returned to her apartment and asked the Lord for guidance. When she had finished praying, she knew what she should do. It would be useless to call the police. They were all friends of Eva's husband. Although she doubted that he would actually carry through on his threat, Tante Mitzi realized that with Eva in an institution and the other women too scared to attend, there would be little chance for continuing the Bible studies. There were numerous other reasons for moving, so she quit her job with the tourist office, picked up the phone and called us to come get her. We helped Tante Mitzi move to Vienna, where she stayed with her grown son until she could find a place to live.

TANTE MITZI RETURNS

Tante Mitzi joined a small Baptist church in Vienna, which was pastored by Martin Giglseder, the man who introduced her to Christ. The small group of Christians met in a wooden barracks that had housed soldiers during the war and refugees thereafter. We are convinced that it was partly due to her testimony and prayers that this church was soon bursting at the seams. After about ten years, a prime building lot was purchased and a lovely new edifice erected.

One day in 1980, Tante Mitzi told her friends and relatives, "The Lord has shown me that I am to move to Vöcklabruck." They were dumbfounded and asked if she was in her right mind. She assured them that, although well into her seventies, her mind was functioning perfectly. There was no holding her back. She moved to Vöcklabruck near Ampflwang and began attending our services in Ampflwang. Her faithful prayers not only contributed greatly to the growth of the church in Ampflwang, but also played a major role in the establishment of a church in Vöcklabruck… and the Austrian Bible Institute!
Although blind in one eye and nearly blind in the other, she spent hours every day knitting clothes for needy families, praying for the recipients with every stitch. Her health failed to the extent that she could no longer attend church, but she continued praying and those who visited her always came away spiritually refreshed.

TANTE MITZI'S FUNERAL

Tante Mitzi died at 95 on August 20, 1997. I had the privilege and honor of speaking at her funeral service. She was the fourth prayer warrior to pass away within two years. Who would replace them? Another pastor visited her a few days before her death. She was very weak, but after the pastor prayed with her, she too stammered a weak, but typical prayer, "Thank you for your grace and mercy!" She died in her sleep, but before she went to sleep, she sang a hymn of praise to her Lord and Savior. I look forward to seeing her again in heaven. I will probably have to wait in line!

AN UNUSUAL TRIP

Just prior to our arrival in Ampflwang, the handful of believers had helped with tent evangelism in the coal mining town of Riedersbach, located near the German border. We inherited the job of follow-up. I was not at all happy about this because the bi-weekly trip took two hours each way and there was plenty to do in Ampflwang without this extra burden. Nevertheless, we dutifully accepted the job.

On a cold winter day, a couple of church members and I departed Ampflwang for the trip to Riedersbach. We had hardly gotten started when the clutch pedal of our Volkswagen van froze. Although I couldn't shift gears, I managed to get the vehicle to a garage. While the mechanic checked out the problem, we prayed for wisdom. The clutch took two hours to fix, so we decided to cancel plans for Riedersbach and visit a young couple instead. The two women from the church visited a woman who lived next door to the church and she was converted. The couple we visited showed up in church the following Sunday.  

A week later, we set out for Riedersbach again.  It soon began to snow heavily and the sky looked threatening, so we decided to pray for wisdom. Secretly, I wanted to cancel the trip again, but after praying, the snow stopped falling and the others saw this as the Lord's reply. We continued on our two-hour journey, but soon it started snowing again and a strong wind caused drifting. The roads were poorly marked and had not been plowed. I had to concentrate just to keep the vehicle on the road. 

I still don't know how, when or where, but we got lost. Nothing was familiar and I asked the others if they thought we should turn around or continue, hoping to find a familiar marker or at least a road sign. Just then, we came to a "T" in the road, with no road signs or evidence of civilization within sight. I stopped and we decided to ask the Lord for direction. If the storm continued, we could easily get snowed in and freeze to death in our van! After each of us prayed, I again peered into the darkness for some indication of life; suddenly a light appeared in the distance. Relieved, I drove the van toward the light until we reached the end of a heavily drifted lane. I parked and trudged through the deep snow to the house. Half way there, I decided to return to get my road map. It was in a plastic bag which also contained my Bible and some Gospel tracts, so I took the whole bag. 

A middle-aged woman responded to my knocking. She appeared to have been crying but I was more concerned about our own problems and explained that we had lost our way. I asked if she could direct us back to the right road. With the help of my map, she was able to give clear directions. I thanked her and handed her a Gospel tract. 

The woman gazed intently at the tract and after some hesitation, she asked, "Are you a priest?“  I said that I was a pastor and asked if I could be of any help. 

I was totally unprepared for what came next. She burst into tears, and after offering me a seat, poured out her heart for about fifteen minutes. She said that she had just gone to the shed to get a rope to hang herself!  She said that her husband often got drunk and beat her; the children were grown and showed little concern for their mother's needs; she was lonely, depressed and prepared to end it all. 

She went on to explain that she had always attended mass and tried to live a good life. Before retrieving the rope, she even prayed the "Lord's Prayer.“ Then, for the first time in her life, she simply asked God for help. She prayed, "God, if you really care about me, then send me a priest; otherwise, I'm taking my life!"  With that, she went to the shed for a rope (that is when she turned on the outside light!) and had just returned when I knocked on the door!

I was able to share God's simple plan of salvation and pray with her. She too prayed.  When we parted, I promised to visit her again. When I returned to the van, the others were nearly frozen but they had been praying. After sharing my experience, we had a time of thanksgiving! 

We didn’t make it to Riedersbach on the second attempt. I tried to visit that woman on our next trip to Riedersbach, but in spite of much searching, I could find neither the intersection nor the farm. Our only hope and consolation is that the God who led us to this woman in her time of great need, would continue to lead and care for her!

The first visit to Riedersbach was also a memorable experience. One of the women who had responded to the invitation to follow Christ had a son of about ten. During our visit, she told us that her son often woke up in the night screaming. He kept seeing visions of his grandmother, who died before he was conceived. I asked how he knew it was his grandmother and the woman said that she too had asked this question. One day, she was leafing through an old photo album with her son at her side. When she came upon a photo of her mother, he began to scream in terror. She said that she told the local priest about this and he said her son had a special gift of God. I responded that God does not terrorize children and asked some more questions. I discovered that the grandmother had been deeply involved in occult activities and had died a horrible death. I prayed with the distraught mother and her son, asking God to free them from the terror of the deceased grandmother. To my knowledge, there was never another incident.

OPERATION MOBILIZATION

I should write something about an organization known to most simply as "OM.“ A few years before we moved to Ampflwang, a young American by the name of George visited Austria. He had been on a mission trip to Communist Russia and decided to do some backpacking in Europe before returning to America. As he traveled, he received a great burden for the lost people of Europe. While praying somewhere in the Alps, not very far from Ampflwang, that young man, George Verwer, received his vision for a mission organization which would send young people to evangelize this great continent. That vision was to become "Operation Mobilization,“ one of the largest and most effective evangelical mission agencies in Europe and around the world.

From 1962 until around 1969, when the Austrian OM headquarters was moved to Vienna, the church we served in Ampflwang was the OM-center for Austria. We not only hosted many youth teams, but our home was a half-way house for OM teams passing through to other parts of Europe.

Our church in Ampflwang became a depot for tons of donated evangelistic materials, some of which was hardly fit to distribute. The latter collected dust and mold in our attic, but much literature found its way into the hands of Austrians and the impact of OM was great. 

The leader of one of our first OM teams was Greg Livingston. I shall never forget traveling with him to the train station in Attnang-Puchheim in 1966. He had heard that an OM-Team in Freistadt was quite discouraged and had nothing to eat. Since our team had plenty, Greg decided to take the other team some food and much needed encouragement. The Ampflwang OM team had an older Volkswagen van, the typical mode of transportation for OMers in those days. Greg knew that the team would need the vehicle, so he decided to take the train to Freistadt. He asked me to go with him and bring the van back.

There was little time left before the train was to leave and Greg drove the old VW as fast as it would go. I drew his attention to a notice taped to the dashboard, warning that the van was not to be driven over 80 km/h under any circumstances. Greg explained that the person who made that rule had not been aware of his present circumstances. We arrived at the station only a minute before departure. Greg jumped out of the van, slung a 100-lb sack of potatoes over his shoulder, tucked a box of literature under his arm and dashed off to catch the train. I watched in despair as the train began to pull out of the station. But Greg ran for all he was worth, trying to catch it. In the last second, he was able to toss the box of literature onto the step and grab a railing with his free hand. The train was rapidly picking up speed, but Greg managed to pull himself and the heavy bag of potatoes through the door, where he probably collapsed with exhaustion. 

As I returned to the VW van, I wondered what would become of that guy, but now I know. Greg Livingston stayed with OM for a number of years, advancing to Director of Operation Mobilization in India. Later, he was named Director of the "North Africa Mission.“ After many fruitful years of mission leadership, Greg founded “Frontiers,“ a mission organization which is making a tremendous impact particularly in the Muslim world. 

JOHANN AND HEIDI

The OM team leaders in Freistadt, where Greg delivered the potatoes, were Johann Van Dam and his wife, Heidi. Heidi was a charming and enthusiastic Viennese girl who had been one of our summer helpers in Ampflwang. Her exuberance in sharing the love of Christ with everyone she met was gratifying to behold, but also contagious. Actually, she was supposed to be learning from us, but I am certain that we learned more from her.

Heidi was totally unaware of it, but God used her to teach me an important lesson on prayer. Verna and I had a time of devotions and prayer each morning, and after Heidi arrived, she became part of that custom. One morning I was praying when the phone rang. Verna went to answer it and I continued praying. Then there was a knock on the door, so Heidi went to see who it was. I was left praying alone -- and suddenly realized that I had not been talking to God! My prayers were of course addressed to him, but the content was mainly formulated for Verna and Heidi. As I pondered this, I began to realize how different Heidi's prayers were. She always prayed to God and we happened to be present. Those prayers were so simple, refreshing and genuine! From that time on, I determined to pray to God.  

At the time, Heidi was a student at Brake Bible Institute in Germany and engaged to a Dutch student named Johann Van Dam. We became close friends and after graduating from Bible School, Heidi and Johann chose Ampflwang as the place where they would be married. 

They had many friends who, for the most part, like themselves, had very little money. Some were students while others worked with OM, the organization which they would also be serving. We were struggling to put food on the table for our little family. The thought of housing and feeding more than a hundred people worried us, but we prayed and left the matter with the Lord. The church members were few in number but determined to do whatever they could to help. We all set about preparing for the arrival of the guests.

When the date of the wedding arrived, guests began to stream in from all over the world!  There were Dutch and Austrian relatives, of course, but also friends from Great Britain, Germany, France, Switzerland, Australia and North America. Greg Livingstone was also on hand with his red-headed wife and baby. When cars and vans loaded with people converged upon Ampflwang, we somehow managed to find lodging for them even if it was just a sleeping bag on the floor. The church members made an excellent meal of Wienerschnitzel (breaded veal cutlets) for more than 150 guests.

The wedding was lovely and as guests departed for home, many said that it was the nicest wedding they had ever attended - and there was no alcohol! 

The Ampflwang church loaned the newlyweds its Fiat Multipla for the honeymoon. We loaned them our camera, which OMers were forbidden to use or even have in their possession!

After the wedding, guests bid their farewells and departed. We discovered money tucked between sheets and under the table cloth. Several new pairs of men's' socks were lying on a bed (had someone noticed that mine had holes in them?).  Reading the Bible together the following morning, a verse of Scripture revealed God's not-so-secret formula for all this: Be not forgetful to entertain strangers: for thereby some have entertained angels unawares. (Hebrews 13:1).

Heidi learned the florist trade before heading for Bible College. The first time she came to Ampflwang, she brought a small climbing vine as a gift for Graham and Jayne Lange, our predecessors. The vine had spread across one wall of the living room when we moved in and by the time of Heidi's wedding, it nearly filled the room! Heidi and Johann left for their honeymoon on Monday. By Tuesday, the vine had withered and died! We carefully examined it to find out the cause, but decided that it had just fulfilled its purpose in life. 

Following their marriage, the Van Dams assumed responsibility for Operation Mobilization's work in Austria. They kept that position for more than 25 years. They are now officially retired, but still very active in the Lord’s work. At this writing, Johann is pastoring a church in Vienna and Heidi operates a Christian book store.

Many years later, in July of 2000, we signed up for a bus trip to Trieste, Italy to visit the OM Ship, Logos II. The Australian Program Director on Logos II invited Verna and me into their cabin for tea and cake. He told us that the Austrian youth aboard were among the finest of the crew. He then added that the crew member who probably had the greatest positive impact and influence on both nationals and fellow crew members was an Austrian named Sammy Kramer. But Sammy was in Albania planning for the ship's arrival there. 

Now, here is the connection: Sammy's mother told us that she found Christ through an OM team in her home city of Freistadt. That was the summer Greg took food and encouragement to the team. The team leaders were the newlyweds, Johann and Heidi Van Dam.

GUESTS

We often entertained guests who were simply passing through. Some traveled by “EuroRail,“ which offers unlimited travel for a certain length of time. This is especially reasonable for young people. Other visitors came in rented vehicles or with a tour group. 
We once received an unexpected phone call from Innsbruck. "Hi Ralph, do you remember me?" The man on the other end gave his name as Bryant Nelson and I remembered him well. He married a classmate of mine from Elementary and High School, was interim Pastor of a supporting church and served on my failed ordination council (you can read about that in Chapter 11). At the time we changed missions (Chapter 9), Bryant wrote us that he believed we were making a serious mistake. 
He explained that he was traveling with his son and wondered if they could visit us. Upon their arrival, our guest confessed that he had not really intended to visit, but his money had run out and the credit card was charged to its limit. He still had three days before the return flight and didn't know what to do. He remembered that we were in Austria and looked us up! Before their departure, Bryant thanked us for showing them around the most beautiful section of Austria, and allowing them a glimpse into our ministry. From that time on, he became a regular supporter of our ministry and we listen daily to his program “Take a Minute” on the Bible Broadcasting Network, 
A group of college students traveling in Europe needed a place to get showers. We had met one of them during a furlough and invited him to visit, should he ever travel to Europe. They were traveling by InterRail during the high season, so I asked if they had difficulty finding seats together. They just looked at each other and laughed. Finally, one of the guys said, "We look for a compartment with an empty seat and send James in to occupy it. He sits down and takes off his shoes. Before long, we have the compartment to ourselves!" A second youth added, "But when we get inside, he has to put his shoes on!"

CHEAP TRAVEL

This experience reminds me of a story I once heard. Three American and three Austrian backpackers were traveling by train in Europe. At the station, the three Americans each bought tickets and watched as the three Austrians purchased only a single ticket. "How are three people going to travel on only one ticket?" asked one of the Americans. "Watch and you'll see," answered one of the Austrians. They all boarded the train. The Americans took their respective seats, but all three Austrians crammed into a restroom and closed the door behind them. Shortly after the train departed from the station, the conductor came to punch tickets. He knocked on the restroom door and said, "Ticket, please." The door opened just a crack and a single arm emerged with a ticket in hand. The conductor punched it and handed it back. The Americans saw this and agreed it was quite a clever idea. After a day of sight seeing in Innsbruck, the Americans decided to follow the Austrians' example to save money. When they got into the train, their Austrian friends had also boarded the same train. To the Americans' astonishment, the Austrians didn't buy any ticket at all! "How are you going to travel without a ticket?" asked one perplexed American. "Watch and you'll see," answered an Austrian. After the train left the station, the three Americans crammed into one restroom while the three Austrians remained in the compartment grinning. Shortly afterwards, one of the Austrians left his place and walked to the restroom where the Americans were hiding. He knocked on the door of the restroom and said, "Ticket, please."

As a young person, Verna dreamed of operating a hotel and restaurant -- her dreams have been more than fulfilled! Our homes have always been open to visitors, and we still thrive on the excitement and blessings of hospitality. For seven years, we worked closely with the Bible Institute. Verna cooked for the school and we were responsible for the summer camp programs. In order to encourage young couples to be hospitable, a leather-bound guest book has become our standard wedding gift.

CONVERSIONS AND AVERSIONS

One of our home Bible studies was held in the Bachmann home in Holzleithen. The wife of a coal miner had become a Christian and although her husband was not enthusiastic about this development, he observed a positive change in his wife and allowed us to conduct a Bible Study in their home. 

When the day for Mrs. Bachmann's baptism arrived, I drove to their house to pick her up. It was raining hard and our baptistry was out of doors, so the rest of the family was surprised that we hadn't called it off. "You aren't going to make everyone stand in the rain while Mom gets dunked, are you?" one of the older boys jeered. I replied without hesitation, "It won't rain during the service!" With that, the boy laughed and said, "That, I've got to see!" To my surprise, her husband and nearly all their six children piled in our van and came to the service. The baptism was scheduled for two o'clock. Throughout the church service, rain pounded on the roof and windows.  After the service, ladies of the church began cooking a fellowship dinner for everyone. It continued to rain with no signs of letting up. Promptly at 1:45, however, the rain stopped. At 2:00 the sun was shining and continued to shine throughout the baptismal service. When the service ended, dark clouds closed in and soon it was pouring again. It rained for the next two days without a pause. 

The Bachmann home was a typical Austrian home with a large room which served as kitchen, dining room and living room. It was the only room that was heated and when they went to bed, bedroom doors were left open to allow heat to circulate. During the weekly Bible studies, Mr. Bachmann sat in the corner smoking his cigarettes and watching TV while we, his wife and a neighbor or two sat around a table for Bible study. After three weeks, I noticed the volume on the TV was not so loud as usual. A couple of weeks later, he just sat in his corner and smoked with the TV turned off. The following week, he crushed out his cigarette when we arrived and a week later, his chair had been moved a few feet closer to our side of the room, but still facing a window. When I greeted him the following week, I casually invited him to sit at the table and he obliged. It wasn't long before he was asking and answering questions. When evangelistic meetings were conducted in Ampflwang a few weeks later, I was not at all surprised that he publicly professed faith in Christ. Years later, as one of the Church Elders, Mr. Bachmann was killed in a mine accident.

One dear lady of the church, Frau Knoll, prayed faithfully for her husband's salvation. I visited their home often and found him to be quite agnostic. When I visited their home in mid June, 1967, I found him studying the newspaper. Before I could say a word, he showed me a page full of pictures from the Israeli six-day war and exclaimed, "There has to be a God! This proves it!" I spent much time sharing the gospel with him after that, but he never gave his life to Christ.

Resi was one of the faithful church members. She had a lovely voice and could really yodel. Her husband Josef was much older and an agnostic. Back in 1934, he and his twin brother had been members of a political resistance movement which opposed the rising strength of the National Socialist Party. They and four other young men were captured by the Nazis, lined up on the stage of a local theater and mowed down by machine gun fire. Josef escaped seriously wounded, pretending to be dead, but his twin and the others were killed. 

Fifty years later, in 1984, Josef suffered a stroke and almost died. Doctors said that if he recovered, he would never walk again, but his wife and the church prayed for his recovery and even more for his salvation. The first request was granted and Josef himself told people that it was the prayers of our church which were responsible for his miraculous recovery. I sat with him soon after that and tried to encourage him to give his life to Christ. He reverted to his old line saying, "If there is a God, he would have to be happy with me. I have never done anything wrong and worked hard all my life." I asked, "If you had a child that had no time for you, but used arguments like that, would you be happy?" He looked at the floor for a while and then answered with tearful eyes, "I have one daughter and you just described her." I encouraged him again to give his life to God, but when he died several years later, he was still holding out. 

BLESSED TREES

One year, Ampflwang announced a campaign to help make the town greener. Shade and fruit trees were being offered to home owners at very low prices, so I suggested to the church that we get a couple of trees. They left the choice up to us and we got an apple tree and a cherry tree. We planted the apple tree in one corner of the yard and the cherry tree about ten feet from the fence. 

Our neighbor on the left was Roman Catholic but not at all religious. And he was not happy about having our church next door. He complained about children making noise and people singing when he was trying to sleep. Our church services were at 8:00 AM. Once, a stranger asked him for directions to our church and he said that he never heard of it. Now, while I was sweating to plant trees, the neighbor stood in his yard and watched. After digging the holes, putting compost in the bottom, carefully setting the trees so they would grow straight, and watering them generously, he walked over to the fence and started yelling at me. He claimed that the cherry tree would grow large and cast shade on his side of the fence. At first I explained that the tree was not supposed to get that large and that we would crop the branches if it did. That didn't satisfy him and he kept harping. Finally, I said rather impatiently, "Okay, I will dig it up and plant it further from the fence, but I wish you had told me before I did all that work." He just walked away, probably surprised that I had offered to move the tree.

Our neighbor also bought a couple of the cheap trees and had the audacity to plant one of them right next to the fence just three feet from the church window. It was obvious that we would get no light in that window but I kept my peace. 

About three weeks later I noticed that the leaves had turned brown. Soon after that, the neighbor dug up the dead tree and planted another in its place. When he was finished, he took a bundle of pussy willow branches to the Catholic Church for the priest to bless and placed the twigs next to his tree. 

That tree also died and he planted a third tree! This time I saw him working and went over to express my condolences over the bad luck he was having with the trees. Without much thought, I said that I would pray that this tree would survive. He just muttered something that I couldn't understand and went back to work. The tree not only survived, but grew rapidly and was soon so high that only the trunk could be seen from our window. We got plenty of light and the leaves provided protection from the sun. Because the tree was so close, the apples that hung over our side of the fence were legally ours to eat. Best of all, we had friendly relations with the neighbor from that time on.

One year, we decided that an evergreen growing in the yard was getting too big and had to go. Verna suggested that we cut it down just before Christmas and use it for the church's Christmas tree. By Christmas time, the ground and trees were covered with snow, so after cutting the tree down, I took it into the sanctuary and placed it on a sheet of plastic so the snow would melt. When I went back to check it after a few hours, the room was filled with a putrid odor. I discovered that birds had been blessing the tree and it was caked with their poop! I took it back outdoors and hosed it down as best I could, but church members still complained about the smell.

OUR FIRST NEW VEHICLE

Many of the roads that we traveled in those days were not paved and in poor condition. We ruined four tires one winter, driving on roads with deep, frozen ruts. One can just imagine what happens to the suspension of a tired old vehicle under such conditions. Our "Samba Bus" not only had bad shock absorbers and springs, but the welds on several parts of the frame were broken. The VW "Samba" was a heavy vehicle with all of 27 windows, lots of chrome trim, a double floor and full length canvas "sun roof." But the motor only had 30 horsepower! Driving on the slightest upward incline, one had to shift into low gear. We decided to ask our supporters to help us get a newer bus.

To our surprise, Verna's father offered to loan us money for a brand new, nine-passenger Volkswagen van. We ordered the vehicle and by the time it was available, we had already received gifts totaling $610. The dealer gave us $300 for our old van and Verna's father loaned us $1,400 for the remainder, which we were able to pay back within two years.

The Austrian Volkswagen dealerships had their own insurance company. The salesman quoted us a figure of $150 annually for full collision insurance. We decided that it would be wise to have collision since the vehicle was not yet paid for. But when the bill came in the mail, it was for a whopping $400! I called the VW-Insurance Company, explaining that they must have made a mistake. The representative assured me that there was no mistake and that no agent of theirs would have quoted us a wrong figure. He then explained that "full collision" meant that we would not pay a cent for any damages, regardless of who was at fault. The reason it was so expensive, was that even a scratched hubcap would be replaced without cost (this policy was redefined a year later to include a $100 deductible clause). 

I said that in this case, I only wanted liability insurance and requested to have the collision policy cancelled. I could hardly believe my ears when he said that this was impossible. He informed me that all insurance policies in Austria are by law automatically effective for the duration of ten years. 

I found this difficult to believe and went to the Austrian Touring Club for advice. Their representative confirmed this fact and said that there was nothing that I could do but pay the requested amount. He explained that if I sold the car, the insurance is normally transferred to the vehicles' new owner, but the law allows the new owner to cancel it if he so desires. I would have to keep the policy as long as I owned the car.

Although we were dismayed by this news, it turned out to be a blessing in disguise. Just before we were to leave for furlough, a truck backed into the side of our ten-month-old van. The driver readily admitted to being in the wrong, but when we took the bus to the VW dealer for repairs, we were told that the truck owner insisted we were in the wrong. The dealer said that we would have to go to court to prove our innocence before they could repair the damages. I reminded him that his representative had sold us full collision coverage and told the dealer, "In that case, your own insurance company must pay the damages. I am leaving for America in two days."  After that statement, things began to happen! He got on the phone and soon inspectors came to question both drivers, take photos and make pages of notes. The damages were estimated at $700 but I never did find out which company paid the bill!

During our furlough, one of the church members skidded off the road while on his way to pick up people for church. Again, the damages amounting to several hundred dollars were fully covered. After our return from furlough, I hit a curb and blew a tire. I checked to see if tires were covered. They were excluded unless some part of the car itself was damaged in the same occurrence. The rim had gotten a small dent, so the insurance bought me both tire and rim! 

After the loan from Verna's father was paid back, I wanted desperately to get rid of that expensive insurance. I again approached the insurance agent and requested the company to cancel the collision coverage. Someone in the main office apparently discovered that we were not a very good risk, so the company offered to exchange our full collision policy for a deductible collision policy. I cautiously asked what the reduced coverage would cost in writing. It would have cost the same as the one already in effect! 

I naturally declined their offer and consulted the agent of a competitor insurance company. Anxious to get another customer, the agent checked the laws and said that if I sold the car to my wife, she could cancel the insurance as the new owner. There was a catch however; I must have the contract notarized. Business transactions between marriage partners are otherwise not legally binding in Austria.

Relieved, I went through all the requirements to sell the van to Verna. The Notary Public charged $25 for his services and Verna wrote a registered letter to cancel the insurance. 

We later received a bill for the cancelled policy, but ignored it. A month later, another bill came which included a late payment charge. I wrote the company a registered letter declaring that I had sold the car and the new owner had cancelled the policy. I expected to hear no more, but soon we received a registered letter from the insurance company stating that the matter would soon be turned over to their lawyer. If we did not or could not pay the amount due, our possessions would be seized and a court case would be pending. The insurance company then wrote that it was going to be very gracious and would allow a week to pay the outstanding bill including late charges! I called the company and asked politely to please check their files for my registered letter. 

Their response was another registered letter in which they stated that the bill of sale named my wife as the new owner. They could not recognize the transaction as a legitimate reason for discontinuing the policy. I immediately wrote another registered letter quoting the law about notarization and gave them the number assigned to our contract. The response came a few days later, again by registered mail. It absolutely floored us! The company's lawyer wrote in a language that only lawyers use, that there are two kinds of Notary, and that the law in question specified a "Court" Notary.  Our contract had been notarized by a "Public" Notary.  We would be wise to pay the bill promptly in order to avoid uncomfortable circumstances.

I took the matter to the Austrian Touring Club, of which I was a member. They put their lawyer on my case, who said that the law was on the side of the insurance company. At the time the law was written (in the late 1700s long before automobiles were invented!), there was only one kind of Notary. The lawyer studied both insurance policies and informed us that a fine print clause in both policies stated, that if a claim was covered by any other insurance, they were not obliged to pay! In event of an accident, both companies could refuse to pay damages.  The only way I could get out of the mess, would be to sell the van to a stranger as soon as possible! I would still have to pay the outstanding bills and late fees, however, which now amounted to more than $500!

The insurance agent who sold me the new policy and told me about the notarization seemed like a genuinely friendly and honest person. I decided to return to ask if there was any way that he could help me out of my predicament. After hearing my story, he was very sympathetic and dropped all other duties to investigate my case. He said that he would call me if he was able to find a way of escape.

I received a call the following day and was invited to his office. When I entered, he gave me a triumphant grin. "It's all OK," he said, "I called the Motor Vehicle Agency Office where they keep the titles of all registered cars. Someone I know works there and he agreed to smuggle out your notarized title and sales contract." He went on to explain that he had taken my legal documents to a "Court" Notary, who notarized the work of the "Public" Notary! Because the original documents had to remain by law in the files of the "Court" Notary, the papers returned to the Motor Vehicle Agency files were merely photo copies! I sent the new notarization number to the Volkswagen Insurance Company and never heard from them again.

AUFWIEDERSEHEN AMPFLWANG!

In summer, 1967, The Langes told us and the International Miner's Mission that they planned to resign from the mission and accept a pastorate in Graz when they returned to Austria. The General Secretary of the IMM visited us in July and asked us to continue our ministry in Ampflwang. 

It was our desire that the church in Ampflwang become indigenous, and I incorrectly assumed that this would also be the goal of every mission. I boldly offered a plan that could help the church attain this goal, suggesting that the Miner's Mission sell the mission property to the local church. After that was accomplished, the believers could call and support their own pastor. 

The response of the mission leaders left us dumbfounded. On September 14, the IMM President wrote us that, under no circumstances would they "give up their mission station." Further argumentation produced no results, so we explained that we could not remain in Ampflwang. Our goal was establishing indigenous churches. The mission had no workers available, so the General Secretary asked the Langes and us to look for a capable person to assume responsibility for the church.  We were beginning our first furlough in early February, so began immediately to look for someone to replace us. We also began to look for a new place to minister upon our return.

By February of 1968, several persons were approached about taking charge of the "mission station" in Ampflwang, but no one had accepted. Graham Lange suggested that a young Canadian, Klaus Hildebrandt, be invited to serve in Ampflwang during the months that we would be in America. The church and mission agreed, so we left our furnishings and nearly new Volkswagon bus for his use. He arrived shortly after our departure and returned to Canada prior to our return, so we never met him, but we heard good reports of his ministry from both church members and townspeople.  

We had become good friends with an Austrian businessman in Vienna, who was a very active lay leader of his church. He had received no formal Bible training, but had a missionary heart and knew God’s Word. The church had also gotten to know the Jagoditsch family, and when I suggested them as our possible successors, the believers were enthusiastic. We flew to America for a 7-month furlough in February, confident that the IMM would bless this arangement. Mr. Jagoditsch planned to open a similar business in Ampflwang where he could work part time to support himself, so it would cost the mission nothing. 

Instead of "good bye," Austrians say, "AUFWIEDERSEHEN," which means "see you again." When we left for our furlough in 1968, we assumed that our ministry in Ampflwang was finished, but God had other plans.
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CHAPTER 11  -  FIRST FURLOUGH

In February, 1968, we flew to America for our first furlough. Many friends and relatives had come to greet us upon our arrival in New York and we experienced our first taste of culture shock. We thought that we were "returning home," but soon discovered that, culturally, we were neither Austrian nor American. 

Ralph Jr. was only six months old when we left for Austria. He was now four and Rick was two, so their relatives were all strangers. They were excited about meeting their grandparents, yet when they actually met them, they bore little resemblance to the imagery of their young minds. They began to cry when all those strangers who were making such a fuss over them spoke a foreign language! Because of the constant flow of people in our home, our children had been exposed to very little English. We had been determined to learn and speak German, but never realized what it could mean for our children. It took quite a while for them to warm up to our families.

Another shock was not being able to recognize two of my own brothers. When we departed for Austria, Bobby and Timmy were fifteen and eleven years of age. When two lanky six-foot teenagers with deep bass voices and long sideburns shook my hand at the airport, I asked them if they were from our church! 

After five months of furlough, our oldest son, Ralph Jr., consented to go with my older sister Ann and several cousins to swim in a nearby lake. There was a water slide which most of the children were enjoying, but Ralph refused to go down. The other children tried to persuade him, and he responded by asking, “Do you vant for me to die?“  His German dialect sounded so funny that they all started to laugh, but Ralph didn't understand and thought they were making fun of him.

ORDINATION FLOP

I had been called by God and was commissioned as a missionary by our home church as well as the mission, but some members felt that their missionaries should be ordained. The pastor agreed to call an ordination council to examine me. I had never attended such an affair and had no idea of what to expect. The pastor said that they would question me about my conversion, theological beliefs and call to missions. I should prepare a paper which contained this information in writing. Copies should be made for the attending pastors. 

That didn't seem too difficult. My first uneasiness about the upcoming ordination came after hearing the pastor preach. He seemed very legalistic and critical. He often pointed fingers at the congregation when he preached, using the pronouns "you" and “I,“ but never "we." 

Within six months of calling him as their pastor, church members pressured him to resign. His final act as pastor was residing over my ordination council.

My "Ordination" was a total flop, which means that I flunked! Afterward, a friendly pastor who was on hand for the affair told me that a candidate normally gives "yes" or "no" answers to standard questions. The pastor should have told me what to say. I was puzzled by this statement, because in the Christian college that I attended and even in Elementary and High School, this was considered cheating. To this day, I feel better having flunked the exam.

During the ordination, the Pastor of our church held up his Bible and asked if there were any errors in it, I was supposed to give an emphatic "NO!" Instead, I replied with a question. I asked if he meant that particular translation or the original manuscripts. He said that he just wanted a negative or positive response. I didn't cooperate but said that from where I was standing, his Bible was obviously a King James version with Schofield's notes. I said that there are places where Schofield takes issue with the translators, so either Schofield or the translators must have made a mistake. I could tell immediately, that he was not happy with my reply.

He followed up with a related question, but I was too uneducated to know the answer. He asked how many chapters there were in the book of Isaiah. I thought for a moment and replied, "I'm not certain, but there are over sixty." He shot back at me as though I had just committed a crime, "You should know that there are sixty-six chapters in Isaiah. There are two parts of the book. In the first section, there is the same number of chapters as in the Old Testament and in the second part, the same as in the New Testament. Isaiah is proof that the Bible's canonization is of God!" 

I was dumbfounded at this statement. In four years as a ministerial student at Bob Jones University, I had never learned this important truth. I had apparently been taught heresy, for my teachers told me that the chapter and verse divisions were not necessarily inspired of God! I could imagine theology professors at Brigham Young University teaching Mormon students, that the book of Psalms is proof that there are five testaments with a total of 150 books in God's inspired Word! 

I was then asked if it would be possible for a person somewhere in the middle of an African jungle to be saved if no one ever gave him the gospel. Again, I was supposed to answer with an emphatic "NO!" The question was obviously based upon the great missionary passage of the Apostle Paul in Romans 10:13-15, which states that unless people hear the preaching of the gospel, they can't be saved. I quoted another verse from Paul's epistle to the Romans. I said that according to Paul, all men are without excuse, because the divine Godhead is revealed even in nature. I added that this was not the way our Lord intended things to be done, and that was why I was a missionary. I concluded by saying that I believed all things are possible with God. 

I had flunked three questions in a row! I was so rattled, that I kept inserting German words and I'm certain that they thought that I was speaking in tongues!

After the grilling, the pastoral council met privately and discussed my merits for ordination. Apparently, there were differences of opinion among them, for in the end, they said that they could not ordain me for a pastoral ministry in America, but I could be ordained as a missionary to Austrians! 

MEANWHILE, BACK IN EUROPE

The IMM leaders had a positive interview with Mr. Jagoditsch in July, 1968, officially inviting them to assume charge of their mission station in Ampflwang. They immediately put their business up for sale and began to make plans for the big move. We were thrilled to reeceive this news and shared it with supporting churches during our furlough.

SECOND PASSAGE BY SHIP

In August, we purchased tickets to sail to Europe, once again aboard the SS United States. We arrived in Bremerhafen, Germany on the last day of September, 1968. 

Becky was conceived during our furlough in the Northwoods of Michigan's Upper Peninsula. We were attending a conference of the Christian Service Brigade, thinking of setting up a similar ministry in Austria. We stayed in a cabin shaped like an "A" with all roof and no walls. It was a lovely, romantic setting, nestled in the woods next to a lake where beavers were building a dam and hoot owls kept us awake at night. 

On our passage to Europe aboard the S.S. United States, four of us were paying passengers and Becky was our stow-away.  On the second day out of port, a storm warning was posted, and on the third day, our ship was heaving and rocking like a chip of wood. The ship was the fastest boat in the world due to its light weight and narrow hull, but these features certainly didn't help in a storm! When we asked a sailor if he considered this a bad storm, he just laughed, "I've been working on this ship since it was built and have weathered many a storm. When it gets bad, they string up ropes in the hallways to hang onto."  The following day, there were ropes in the halls and stairways.

The dining room was nearly deserted because so many passengers were seasick. Even stewards and waiters were sick. The tables had sideboards that could be slid up to keep things from falling off the edge, and our coffee cups were only half-filled. We had booked passage in the cheapest cabins available and now understood why they were cheap. Our cabin was located at the very front of the ship with a porthole window, which means we experienced the worst of both the heaving and tossing motions. The above-mentioned sailor told us that he had never experienced such a storm in twenty-eight years at sea, and we believed him! 

I have often wished that we had had a movie camera for that trip. The scene in the ship nursery would be a sure winner on the "Funniest Home Video" TV show. Our boys, three and five years old, loved to play with the multitude of beautiful toys that were provided. Thanks to the storm, there were few children to share them with. Most nursery floors are now carpeted, but the SS United States nursery had a highly polished tile floor. The children soon became accustomed to the pitching ship and played with their toys while sliding across the room. When they neared a wall, they learned to extend one arm to brace themselves. When the ship rolled on its other side, they would continue playing until they had to reach out for the opposite wall. 

Amazingly enough, none of us got seasick, but when we docked in Bremerhafen, Germany, Ricky complained that the ground was moving! Moments later he got "dock-sick" and threw up! 

Incidentally, that was the final Europe-bound crossing for the S.S. United States. The sleek vessel was placed in mothballs soon after its return to America. We see her rusting away at a pier on the Delaware River every time we cross the Walt Whitman Bridge to Philadelphia.  

Forty-four years after that crossing, my brother Dave was cleaning out his son's rented house. The previous occupants had left two large framed pictures behind. One showed the sleek SS United States sailing the high seas, and the other showed the ship being towed by tugboats to its final berth next to the Walt Whitman Bridge in Philadelphia. They are now hanging in our home.

When we docked in Germany, a young man from Operation Mobilization was there to meet us with our trusty Volkswagen bus. We spent our first night with a newlywed German couple named Schuster, whom we had met at a camp in Austria. He was now pastor of a church in Bremen. Sixteen years later, he was a pastor in Austria and Chairman of the Board of the Austrian Bible Institute that we founded!
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CHAPTER 12  -  BACK TO WORK

Unknown to us and without informing either the church or the Jagoditsch family, the IMM leadership decided on September 12 to send another young missionary couple to Ampflwang. It was another week before the church learned about the decision through a member of the Swiss branch of the mission. We were informed of this new development upon our arrival, but were convinced that there had been a miscommunication. I quickly wrote letters to the IMM in England and the branch in Switzerland, asking for clarification. The Swiss branch verified what we had been told and the (former) General Secretary in England wrote on October 21, that he and three other Board members had resigned due to the decision. He passed my letter on to the President to answer.  The President wrote on November 12,  exactly two months after the fact, that the mission had decided "unanimously" to send the Wildmans, a young couple that had just graduated from Bible College and joined the mission. He said nothing about resignations, but asked us to pick up the new missionaries in Salzburg on November 26.  

Our plan upon returning was to begin a church in one of the many cities and towns of Upper Austria where there was no Gospel witness, but we had not settled on the place. Time was now precious, but November and December are not good months to go house-hunting in Austria.  

The Jagoditschs had found a potential buyer for their business and even purchased curtains and other needed items for the mission house in Ampflwang. They too were in a dilemma. 

The church wrote a letter, protesting the decision, but the mission remained silent. We picked up the new couple on November 26 as requested and tried to make them feel welcome. The wife was Austrian born and German was her native language, but he was British and spoke no German. They spent only one night with us and then traveled by train to Carinthia to spend time with her relatives.

On December 5, I wrote the IMM that we would turn over all ministries and responsibilities to the new missionaries on New Year's Day.  We had begun to look for a place to live in Frankenmarkt, some twenty-five kilometers to the west and prayed desperately that we would find a home before that date. Little did we know what lay ahead of us!  

The fledgling missionaries returned unannounced to Ampflwang a week before Christmas. We had much work with preparations for Christmas and New Years programs, but tried our best to be friendly and make them feel at home. Church members, however, were not so inclined. One asked the husband how he thought he could lead the church, not knowing any German. His wife replied that she would translate. 

To our consternation, they refused to eat with us or even attend services. During the day, he read passages from King Arthur's Round Table to his wife in their bedroom. Without saying anything to us, they wrote to the mission, complaining that we were still living in “their house.” Apparently, mission leaders had told them that we would leave the moment they arrived! They had neither money nor furnishings, so it was fortunate that we were still there!

On Thursday, December 22, the missionary showed us a letter written to him by the President of the IMM, stating that he was very upset that we had not left! There was not a word of appreciation for our two years of service; in fact, we were accused of trying to find housing nearby, in order to "steal their sheep!"
ROOM IN THE STABLE

After the children's Christmas program on Friday, December 23, 1968, we left our furniture, dishes, food supply and even our decorated Christmas tree for the new missionaries and drove one hundred kilometers to Enns, where our co-workers, Frank and Gwen Wiebe, took us in. Ralph Jr. was five, Rick was three, and Verna was four months pregnant with Becky. Nine and a half people lived in Wiebe's tiny three-room apartment for what would be six weeks! It was not difficult to relate with Joseph and Mary on that first Christmas in Bethlehem!

Minutes after our arrival, Frank came running into the house, his wrist bleeding profusely. While washing his Fiat Multipla, he broke off the rear-view mirror and the jagged shaft gouged his wrist. Much later, we jokingly accused him of attempting suicide after we moved in on them, but at the time no one was in a joking mood! 

On Christmas Day, we returned to Ampflwang for the church service, traveling 60 miles each way in a severe snow storm. We didn't tell the church that we had been "given the boot." They could not understand why we left in such a hurry without a proper farewell, but we felt that it would be better if they blamed us than the new missionaries. They would have difficulties enough!

SEARCH FOR A NEW PLACE OF MINISTRY

Although discouraged by the way they had been treated by the Miners Mission leadership, the Jagoditsch family suggested that they could move to Frankenmarkt and begin a church planting ministry together with us! In a letter to supporters dated October 28, 1968, we wrote:

We are searching for a place to live in Frankenmarkt, Upper Austria. The Lord has already opened doors we did not deem possible. The town theatre is for sale, complete with fixtures and an adjoining house. It is in excellent condition and could easily be made into a church. The present owners spent $40,000 to remodel it, yet the price for everything is only $30,000. We have no money and there are presently no known believers in Frankenmarkt; nevertheless, we asked God for wisdom and faith, should this be His leading... The [Jagoditsches...] are seriously considering selling their business in Vienna as planned and buying the theatre in Frankenmarkt! They would then set up their business in part of the property and assist us in "planting" a local church.

None of these plans came to fruition, however. The sale of Jagoditsch's business fell through and we could not find rented housing in Frankenmarkt. We began to look for a place of ministry in other towns and cities of Upper Austria. 

Twenty four years later, however, we actually did move to Frankenmarkt. The theatre had become a supermarket where we often shopped. Why those original plans didn't work out only the Lord knows, but His timing is always perfect.

HOUSE HUNTING

For the next three months, we searched for housing and a place of ministry. We placed ads in newspapers and followed up every possible lead. The only stipulation we made was that our place of future service should be a city or town where there was no existing evangelical church. There were hundreds of such towns in Upper Austria, but we could find no available housing in any of them. The few offers we found were too expensive, too far from town or included terms in the contract which we could not accept.  

After spending five weeks with the Wiebes, Verna moved in with an elderly couple where she could sleep in a bed rather than on an air mattress on the floor. The Fiedlers belonged to the Linz Baptist Church and tried to persuade us to consider working with their church. We explained our desire to serve where there was no existing church, quoting Oswald Smith, who said, “Why should someone hear the gospel twice when there are people who never heard?” Mr. Fiedler said that their church had outreach ministries in three other cities. Wouldn’t that be worth considering? We said that if we could find housing in one of those cities, we might view this as the Lord’s leading. 

We were certain that the Lord had answered our prayers when we found a little house for rent in Ansfelden. Ansfelden had a population of about 10,000 and no gospel-preaching church. It was not far from Linz, so we could continue our relationship with the Baptist Church. 

There was just one hitch, the owners told us. The previous occupants had allowed pipes to freeze and burst, damaging the floors. Most of the walls needed papering or painting. If we agreed to make the repairs at our own expense, the owners were willing to rent to us for a very reasonable sum. We gladly accepted the offer. They said that it would take some time to draw up a rental contract, but gave us the keys and told us we could begin with renovations immediately. 

We made several trips to Ampflwang to pick up our furnishings, unloading them at the house, but decided not to begin repairs or move in until we had a legal contract. Verna was six months pregnant and we were very anxious to move into a home and get settled. We asked several times if the contract had been drawn up, but the owners kept making excuses, encouraging us not to worry about it. 

After two weeks of waiting, we drove to the house to measure the windows for curtains. A neighbor lady asked if we planned to move into the house. We replied in the affirmative and she asked if we were aware of the fact that the house was scheduled to be auctioned off the following month!  The owners obviously hoped that we would fix it up so it would bring a better price! 

A SEQUAL

This story has a sequal. One year later, two single women from Minnesota came to Austria and stopped to visit us. They were driving a rented Italian sports car from Hertz, but said that they only had to pay the minimum rental fee if they would leave the car in Italy where it was registered. While admiring the car, I noticed that one tire was bald. Looking closer, I discovered that a second tire was also bald and a third was actually threadbare! The fourth and the spare were legal, but also well-worn. I rode with them to the Hertz rental agency in Linz to get new tires. 

Imagine my surprise to discover that the Hertz agency was operated by none other than the owners of the above-mentioned house that we almost rented! The wife must have recognized me, but she said nothing and sent an employee to wait on us. 

I explained the problem with the tires, and the employee went back inside to see what he could do. After several minutes, he returned and said that the car required Italian Pirelli tires that were not available in Austria (I later discovered that they were available, but very expensive). "The boss said you should continue on to Italy and get tires there."  I insisted on speaking to the "boss" and was ushered into the office. I reminded the woman (her husband was nowhere to be seen) that according to Austrian law, the driver was responsible for the condition of the car. She insisted that nothing could be done about the matter. I pointed to a sign on the wall which translated, said, "The impossible will be performed promptly; miracles take a bit longer!" I asked if that was a business slogan or just a joke. Again, the woman apologized that there was nothing she could do. She even refused to exchange the car for another one on the lot.

We finally conceded defeat, but I convinced the worker to at least replace the threadbare tire with the spare. I advised the ladies to drive carefully to Vienna and take the car to the Hertz agency there. I documented everything, taking photos of the tires and license plates of their rental car. If they should be stopped by the police, they could explain what happened. I also wrote a letter with all our signatures and the photos for them to mail to the International Headquarters of Hertz upon their return to America.

They sent the letter and pictures to Hertz as I had recommended and received a very apologetic letter plus a gift certificate for any size Hertz rental car for three weeks with unlimited mileage!  A "PS" at the base of the letter read, "You may be interested to know that the operator of the Linz Hertz Agency has been dismissed."

TOTALLY FRUSTRATED!

After our episode with the house in Ansfelden, we decided that we would no longer be a burden to the Wiebes. Although they protested, saying that they were quite happy to have us stay, we insisted upon moving into a hotel room at least for a while, just to give them a break.

Two days later, the Baptist Pastor heard that we were staying in a hotel and offered to let us stay in the youth room of the church. During our four-week stay there, he encouraged us to consider becoming the church's youth leader. He argued, "Linz is the capital city of the province of Upper Austria and has a population of over 200,000. Our church is located in the heart of the city." I argued that there were already three Evangelical churches in Linz and again quoted Dr. Oswald Smith.
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CHAPTER 13  -  GETTING TO KNOW AUSTRIA

AUSTRIA - A WORLD POWER?

Austria is today a small Alpine nation with a population about equal to that of New Jersey. This was not always the case, however. There was a time when Austria's political influence was felt around the globe. The Habsburger dynasty ruled a sizable portion of Europe for six centuries, although the boundaries were constantly changing. Even in recent times, Austria has influenced the world far more than nations much greater in size. Austria was a key player in both World Wars. WW I started when the Austrian Archduke, Franz Ferdinand, was assassinated in Sarejevo. Hitler was also Austrian born.

HAPPY HAPSBURGERS 

The Hapsburgers ruled Austria for six centuries, amassing fortunes and gaining control of nations. Under the Latin motto, Alii belli gerunt, tu felix Austria nube! ("Let others wage wars; Austria happily marries!" - in modern jargon: "Make love, not war!" The Hapsburgers courted and married their way to power and wealth until the Austrian nation became known as "the Empire on which the sun never sets." 

Most empires during the Middle Ages had to contend with rebellious uprisings among dissatisfied subjects; Austria was no exception, but unlike other nations, which crushed rebellion with brute force, the Hapsburgers developed a unique and bloodless manner of maintaining absolute control. Complaints were welcomed with a friendly smile; in fact, no one was ever refused any request at all! They were merely referred to a public official who gave them endless forms to fill out. Normally, the complainant couldn't read or write, so he was forced to find someone who could and pay for his services. If someone was stubborn and patient enough to complete these forms, he was referred to the next office, where the entire process would repeat itself. The most persistent dissidents were offered jobs as public officials!

Anyone who has an academic degree is almost worshipped in Austria. Even those with a Masters (German: "Magister") always include the abbreviation "Mag." to their names on stationery and brass name plates attached to their apartment doors. They can be insulted if you forget to use the proper title when addressing them. There are engineering degrees which are conferred by an employer and "diploma engineering degrees" which are academically earned. 

I have never learned exactly what a "Hofrat" does to get this title. It is a bit like the "Sir" title conferred in England. The landlady in our first apartment had a polished brass plate on her door upon which the title "Frau Hofrat" was engraved in bold letters before her name. We noticed another polished brass name plate on another door in our apartment house which read "Wirklicher Hofrat." We made the mistake of asking our landlady what the difference was. She seemed offended and simply said, "Some people just like to show off!" A fellow missionary later explained that "Frau Hofrat" simply means that the lady was married to a Hofrat, but it is no crime to use the title. "Wirklicher Hofrat" means "genuine Hofrat."
BEUROCRACY

I translated the following article from the Upper Austrian daily newspaper from February 7, 1997. 

Beurocracy in the small country of Austria is surpassed by no other western nation. Anyone who desires to start a business must go through certain governmental channels and procedures for the necessary permits. Zoning laws and official regulations cover most areas of interest to assure that the new business meets environmental, safety and other standards. Occasionally, there is a need for a court ruling on variances. While Germany's courts deal with 6,000 and France has 3,000 such variance cases per year, the tiny republic of Austria has over 15,000! 

Real estate offices, lending libraries and eye doctors in Austria must prove in court that they do not pollute the environment, cause excessive noise etc. According to the exact wording of the law, even installing a new coffee machine in the office (or replacing the old one) requires a permit, involving legal forms and expenses. Most businesses ignore the ordinances on trivialities because they know that the public officials would not take them to court for the misdemeanor. It is different with the acquisition or replacement of a lawn mower. Although private persons can use any mower they like without bureaucracy, Austrian businesses must file a legal report on the type, power and noise decibel rating and other details. A recent example: A request to open a hot dog stand on commercial property was turned down because a neighbor claimed that the smell of cooking food would activate glands which produce saliva, potentially causing the formation of stomach ulcers. 
(OÖN Feb. 7, 1997)  

I was not at all surprised to learn in a Salem Sunbeam newspaper article, that "Red Tape" was an Austrian invention. 

Two hundred years ago, when more than half of Europe belonged to Austria, Emperor Josef II introduced red tape. "Create a bureaucracy," an advisor is reputed to have told him. "Give all the bureaucrats little offices, big desks, quill pens and stamps and they will keep your subjects too busy filling out forms to revolt."

Today, Austria is a tiny neutral nation known mainly for lederhosen, schlag (Whipped cream) and strudel. The rebellious 50 million population of 200 years ago has shrunk to a peaceful 7.5 million, but they and foreign residents are still cursed by red tape. "Paperwork is necessary to keep things in order," said a city official, scratching his chin with the pen he prefers to a typewriter. Foreigners are particularly plagued by bureaucracy. Austrians get their share, but consider it as natural as Gemuetlichkeit.

"Ordnung muss sein" (order must be kept) is a pet phrase. Sooner or later everyone in Austria gets a dose of bureaucracy. Out shopping one afternoon, a Vienna housewife found a camera and took it to a police station. "By the time I got out after filling in dozens of forms all the stores had closed," she said. It pays to be honest in Austria. Finders get a 10 per cent reward after filling in more forms.

A Viennese lady who lost her purse was asked to list all its contents. The lady dutifully filled out the forms and handed over the list to police. But she forgot one or two items and the police refused to hand those things over. A couple of items she thought were in the purse actually were not and police demanded she file a robbery report.

Foreign students cannot enroll in an Austrian university without having a residence permit. But they cannot get a residence permit without being enrolled at the university. An Englishman applying for a residence permit was told by a police clerk: "You have to buy some stamps for the forms at the tobacco store." When the Englishman returned, the clerk had closed his office and gone on vacation. His relief said he was not authorized to accept applications. During the clerk's vacation the Enlishman got two post cards from the police reminding him he had to get a residence permit.

A columnist in a Vienna tabloid reported that Austria was producing coins that are hardly used nowadays at a minting cost of 400 percent more than the coin's value. Is such a thing possible?" asked the columnist. "It is here," was the reply.

There is, however, one advantage to Austria's old world bureaucracy. With 180,000 bureaucrats in the country, almost every Austrian has a brother who is the chief of some department or other who knows the head of... who can put you in touch with etc. 

(UPI, November 9, 1972)  

The Eleventh Hour, Day and Month

In Europe, November 11 is Armisitce Day and in America, it is Veterans Day, but more people world-wide celebrate November 11 for a reason totally unrealated to these celebrations. It is the beginning of the carneval season, also called Marde Gras. In Austria it is called Fasching. 

The carnival season had religious beginnings stemming from Roman Catholic Easter traditions. On Ash Wednesday, Catholics are called upon to confess their sins, have ashes rubbed on their forehead and to fast throughout Lent. 

At some point, the idea emerged that one must do all his or her sinning prior to Ash Wednesday. Of course there had to be a beginning for the frivolry, so it was said to begin at 11:11 o'clock on the 11th day of the 11th month. In Europe, a Carnival king and queen are usually chosen at this time to reign throughout the carneval season. On Rose Monday or Fasching Tuesday, there is usually a parade and many dances are held throughout the "Ball Season." 

It should come as no surprise that these affairs are usually accompanied by vulgarity, crude jokes and sexual excess. Lampooning political figues is also popular, and US politicians are favorite topics. A mother from the church we started in Frankenburg once wrote a letter to the local newspaper complaining that the Fasching Parade had not only overstepped all bounds of human dignity, but flagrantly transgressed Austrian laws. Considering the fact that most children attend and even participate in these events, she demanded police intervention. Her letter was published and caused a cascade of responses from both sides of the debate that lasted for months! 

Now that America has a godless and lawless government, we can expect the carnival season to become popular here too, but lampooning high-ranking politicians may be forbidden. Only bullying or mocking of Christians would be permitted. I would hope that November 11 would not be chosen for the beginning of an American carnival season, for that would desecrate our Veterans Day, (formerly called Armistice Day). Armistice Day commemorated the official end of World War I, which was called "the war to end all wars." The Armistice took effect at 11:00 a.m. on the eleventh day of the eleventh month, 1918. After WW II, it was decided to rename the day to commemorate the sacrifices of all our veterans. 

In November, 2000, a good Christian friend of ours, who was Director of Public Functions in the city of Vöcklabruck, passed away and his funeral was unintentionally set for November 11 at 11:00. Other friends from the church also attended the funeral. We were chatting before the funeral when someone interrupted to say that Austrian news had just reported a horrible train accident on Kaprun Mountain. Scores of skiiers were feared dead. A couple from the church that we had been talking to turned pale and the wife almost fainted. They explained that their son had traveled to Kaprun with a school group for a day of skiing. He had left very early and was likely on that ill-fated train!

Most mountains used for skiing have cable cars to get people to the top, but Kaprun was a favorite ski paradies, so engineers built a steep mountain (funicular) railroad with a 2-mile tunnel that could transport 200 passengers at a time to the Kitzsteinhorn ski area. 

About 9:15 on Saturday, November 11, 2000, a crowd was waiting for the train to the top of the mountain. Some had fireworks with them to celebrate the beginning of Fasching (carneval season).  It was a great day and snow conditions were ideal. Our friends' teenage son was standing in the crowd. Suddenly firetrucks and police cars began to converge on the scene and the news spread that there was a fire on the last train that departed the station. It was stuck in the tunnel. 

By 10 AM, Austrian radio and TV spread the news that many or perhaps most passengers on that train had died in the inferno. Our friends' son realized that his parents would be worried, so he found someone with a cell phone and called his parents to say that he was okay. It was just before 11 AM and the funeral that we were attending was about to begin. 

All the doors automatically locked when the train left the station. When smoke began to fill the cars, the train automatically stopped, but doors remained locked and passengers broke windows to escape. Most of them ran towards an illuminated Emergency Exit sign just ahead of the train, which proved to be a fatal decision. When the door was opened, it created a funnel effect, fanning the fire to an intense heat that literally welded the railroad cars to the tracks. All but twelve persons were killed in the fire or asphixiated from smoke inhalation. The engineer of a descending empty train also died from smoke inhalation. Those who escaped, climbed out windows in the rear of the train and walked a mile downhill to the tunnel entrance. There was a strong wind blowing against them, but they were safe! If they had seen the exit sign, they too would have headed uphill and died. 

The Kaprun disaster claimed the lives of 159 persons.

AGRICULTURE

I discovered that fruit trees are pruned differently in Austria. Back in New Jersey, orchard owners wanted leaves at the top of the trees to protect fruit from the hot sun. Austria has lots of rain, but very little sunshine, so the trees are "opened" up to get as much sun as possible. 

During our years in Ampflwang, we invited a gardening specialist from England, who was also a Christian, to conduct a public seminar on compost gardening. He had received an honorary doctorate from the Agricultural College of Vienna for his research on this subject, so we were not surprised when a good number of visitors showed up. Our expert explained to his listeners that it is unwise to dig over the garden in the fall. "The worms do this throughout the winter quite naturally," he said, "We should instead; assist the worms by spreading a layer of compost on the soil." 

As hosts of this seminar, we decided that we should be careful to follow his instructions. Austrians whose gardens are not dug over by November are considered to be lazy, however. So on the last day of October, one of the church women came by to remind us that we must dig over the garden. We explained that we were following the doctor's orders and just spreading compost. She was insistent and when we didn't give in, she dug up our garden herself. "The garden is on church property," she argued, "We can't have people saying that we are lazy!"

AUSTRIA AS A MISSION FIELD

In 1997, Austria passed a law regarding the recognition of religious groups which was considered one of the strictest and most discriminatory in the western world.  One observer stated, "In the past, it was the Roman Catholic Church which declared all other religions to be sects. Now it is the official government position." *

It is becoming increasingly evident that not only Austria, but most of Western Europe is a neglected continent in terms of missions.  Although many Europeans are nominal Christians (an oxymoron if there ever was one!) only about 0.5% of the populations of Austria, Belgium, Italy and France could be considered Christians by New Testament definition. Compared to Africa, Asia and South America, Western Europe is clearly a major mission field and can be placed in the same spiritual spectrum as Muslim countries of the Middle East. 

* Prior to 1997 only 12 religious groups had any kind of legal status in Austria. Some of these obtained legal status by dubious or unusual means. The Methodists obtained it after a wealthy member donated a valuable center-city property to the ruling political party. The Mormons obtained legal status during the Allied Occupation thanks to an influential American General who happened to be a Mormon. Under pressure from the European Union, Austria passed a law in 1997 which allowed religious bodies to appeal for recognition as legal entities, but they were required to show a membership of around 17,000 (2% of the population). Of course none of the free churches could meet that requirement. 

Although the Jehovahs Witnesses refuse to vote, salute the flag or sing the national anthym because they claim that worldly government is evil, they had enough members and applied for legal status. They were turned down for other reasons and appealed to the European Court of Human Relations and were finally granted legal recognition.  

On August 26, 2013, five free church groups including the Baptists appealed to the Austrian government for legal recognition as churches. They were granted a few rights and privileges, but these were in no way equal to those of religious instutions already recognized by the state.
Much has been said about the "unreached people in the 10/40 window,“ yet Europe is hardly deemed a mission field. Most assume that all western industrial nations are Christian. Missiologists seem to consider the biological descendants of Christians who lived during reformation times as "reached people groups."  Using the same logic, one could write off the entire world as a mission field, for we all descended from Adam and Eve! 

Any gardener knows that the only really effective way to combat weeds is to pull them out by their roots. Fire-fighters aim their hoses at the base of a fire. But do we apply this principle to the spiritual condition of our nation and the world? Unfortunately not. Most Christians are primarily engaged in activities which treat symptoms rather than directing their attention toward the root or prevention of evil. Many pastors, for example, spend more time counseling divorcees than striving to produce healthy marriages in their churches. Few of those churches which claim to be gospel-preaching and Bible-teaching ministries give even a tithe of their income for missions and evangelism. 

FAMOUS AUSTRIANS

Austria has produced many men and women who have greatly influenced this world of ours. Many of the world's greatest musicians were Austrians. Joseph Haydn composed over 100 symphonies and Mozart, who died at the tender age of 35, is one of the all-time favorites. Then there are Beethoven, Mahler, Bruckner, Schubert, Wolf, Strauss (Junior and Senior) to name just a few. Silent Night is the most published, most translated and most sung piece of music in the world, written in Austria by two Austrians. I wrote a history of "Silent Night" and included it as an appendix to my book "Rabban Gamaliel." The book can be downloaded free from our website, www.rvharvey.org.

More than a dozen Austrians have won Nobel Prizes and others have attained equal fame. Who has not heard of the "Father of modern psychology," Sigmund Freud, or Arnold Schwarzenegger, "The Terminator" who became Governor of California? Ferdinand Porsche built the first People's Car (Volkswagon) in Austria, long before it was manufactured in Germany. His genius served Hitler's military purposes before the "Volk" got their wagons!

The Austrian-born physicist, Fritjof Capra and his mentor, the Austrian biologist, Ludwig von Bertalanffy, are credited with kicking off the modern New Age movement. The latter promoted a concept he called General Systems Theory (GST) in the late thirties. Bertalanffy strongly influenced Capra, who further developed those ideas in his books, The Tao of Physics (1975), The Turning Point: Science, Society and the Rising Culture (1982) and Green Politics: The Global Promise. These are recognized as manifestos of New Age ideology.

The Sound of Music was filmed in Austria and is still one of the most watched films ever made. Few Austrians have seen the musical, and those who have, were not very impressed. The breathtaking scenery that most people rave about is Austria's every-day wallpaper. Another reason for their disinterest is the fact that Austrians do not wish to be reminded of the war and Nazi atrocities. 

ADOLF HITLER

Adolf Hitler is likely the most notorious and best known Austrian. 

Hitler was born on April 20, 1889 in Braunau, Upper Austria. The Hitler family soon moved to Lambach, where Adolf spent much of his boyhood. Here he served as an Altar Boy in the local Catholic Church. It was also in this church that he found a fascinating ancient symbol which he later adopted, the Swastika. When Adolf Hitler was in his early teens, the family moved once again, this time to Leonding. The Hitler house stands across the street from the Catholic Church and cemetery where his parents are buried. We served nearly four decades as missionaries just a short drive from the three cities where Hitler lived with his parents.

Hitler received many years of Roman Catholic religious instruction and remained a church member all his life. He was familiar with Christian terminology and many of his political paroles were patterned after Bible sayings. "Ein Volk, ein Reich, ein Fuehrer!“ means," One people, one Kingdom, one Leader" (Compare with Eph. 4:3: "One Lord, one faith, one baptism"). The common salute, "Sieg-Heil" means "victory-salvation" the same as the Hebrew "Hosanna!"

Hitler's reference to a "third Reich" was explained differently to western powers, but insiders soon discovered what it meant to Hitler. For him, the Old Testament pertained to the Jewish kingdom and the New Testament was for Christians. In Hitler's opinion, both of these religious systems had failed. Certainly, the Habsburger lineage, which ruled much of the Holy Roman Empire for six centuries, had done little to benefit the common people or "Volk." Political unrest and widespread disenchantment with the present government helped to prepare Austrians for the "Fuehrer" (means "leader" but had messianic implications for many) and his radical political program for a "third kingdom." 
WITHOUT THE SHEDDING OF BLOOD
The Old Testament demanded the blood of animal sacrifices and the New Testament is sealed with the blood of our Lord Jesus Christ. Hitler's annexation of Austria took place without bloodshed on March 11, 1938. I was just three days old. When Hitler crossed the border near Braunau, the city of his birth, to annex the country of his birth to Germany, enthusiastic crowds lined the streets, straining to get a glimpse of their "Fuehrer.“ Many were waving flags bearing the occult symbol of a broken cross.  Bells in church steeples tolled above the din of crowds. Many were waving "Swastika"-flags and others flags hung from houses and church steeples. The scene was repeated in all the cities and towns along the entire 300-mile motorcade route to the capital city of Vienna. 

Newspapers printed after the annexation show millions of Austrians lining streets and highways, calling, "Heil Hitler" as his motorcade rolled past. When he arrived in the capital city of Vienna, the largest crowd in Austrian history turned out to greet him. Unlike other countries occupied by the Nazis during World War II, Austria embraced the "invasion" with enthusiasm and viewed it as "Home Coming Day." Their "favorite son," who had made it big in Germany, had come home. 

The National Socialist Party organized a referendum and called on the people to affirm the Anschluss. All Roman Catholic Cardinals and Bishops signed a public declaration encouraging the people to vote  "JA!" and 99.7% of them did.

Only a few "Neo Nazis" speak favorably of Adolf Hitler today. Austrians claim that they were victimized when he annexed Austria. Yet many older citizens, who fiercely deny having supported Hitler, eagerly point out his good qualities. Hitler gave the people work, built the first super highways (Autobahn) and opened the way for common people to become involved in social, cultural and sporting events. These had previously been the exclusive privilege of the elite, many of whom were Jews. 

Yes, Austria was "conquered" without the shedding of blood, but we know about the bloodshed and devastation which World War II brought upon civilization. At least twenty million lives were lost, including six million Jews. 
If someone should ask me what catapulted Hitler to such a height of infamy, I would give four reasons:
1. His egoistic self image and humanistic vision of a super race;
2. His contempt for religion in general and for Jews in particular;
3. Hitler's recognition and extensive use of oratory and printed propaganda as an effective means to influence the masses.
4. Occult influences in his life.
If I should ask whose name comes to mind when we think of the New Testament church, most would reply "The Apostle Paul." What is it about Paul that gives him such a prominent place in church history? Again, I would give four reasons:
1. Paul's recognition of a holy and sovereign God and the depravity of man apart from God;
2. His thorough knowledge and understanding of the Word;
3. Paul's determination to propagate the gospel both orally and in written form, on every occasion and under all circumstances regardless of personal consequences.
4. The priority given to the Holy Spirit in his life.
Suppose someone had shared the Gospel of Jesus Christ with the boy, Adolf Hitler. He might have become a great evangelist, leading many Austrians and Germans to Christ instead of to the grave. Yet, 125 years after his birth, the three cities where he was born and raised still have no Evangelical church! 

Supposing Sigmund Freud, Fritjof Capra or Ludwig von Bertalanffy, had heard a clear presentation of the Gospel and accepted Christ? We will never know because it didn’t happen. 

Satan makes every attempt to thwart the proclamation of the gospel. He has always campaigned viciously against the Word of God and all who would faithfully proclaim it. Paul suffered immeasurably for his faith (I Cor.11) as have Christian martyrs down through the centuries. 

Austrian soil is saturated with the blood of martyrs. During the l3th through 16th centuries, it was the Waldensian Christians who were persecuted. The 17th century brought the bloody Counter Reformation and persecution of Anabaptist groups. An estimated 30,000 Austrians were killed for their faith in Upper Austria where we served! In the city of Steyr, ten wagon-loads of Protestant books and Bibles were confiscated and publicly burned. Thousands of Austrians were forced to leave their possessions and homeland or pay with their lives. Descendants of these refugees can be found today in Russia, Eastern Europe and America. 

Church historians estimate that more Christians have died for their faith during the 20th century in Russia and China alone, than in all preceding centuries combined! Godless men and governments still spend enormous amounts of energy and money in their efforts to fight a God whom they claim does not exist and to discredit God's Word, which they claim only a fool would believe!
Hitler's influence is still felt many years after his death. The Austrian, Kurt Waldheim, was named General Secretary of the United Nations in 1972. After the exposure of his Nazi affiliations during the war by the World Jewish Congress, the US government placed him on its "Watch List" in March of 1986. In retaliation, Austrians elected him President three months later!

A good-looking, dynamic and eloquent politician named Jörg Haider began making headlines in the seventies. He dressed casually, ran marathons and drove a Porsche Cabriolet. There were more similarities between Haider and Hitler than the first and last letters of their names. Haider's parents were members of the Nazi Party before Hitler annexed Austria and remained dedicated Nazis all their lives. The younger Haider openly shared many of their views. He got a law degree and joined the Austrian Freedom Party. He won a seat in Parliament in 1979 at 29 years of age. He won favor with the younger generation and made headlines for his positive statements about the Nazi regime. Like Hitler, he preferred to conduct political rallies in beer halls. He soon advanced to leader of the Freedom Party.

Much like Hitler, Jörg Haider effectively used the weaknesses of powerful opponents and the dissatisfaction of voters to gain support. After a million Belgians took to the streets to protest their government's cover-up of a pedophile ring involving politicians and police, Haider called the Belgium government corrupt and a protectorate of pedophiles. The EU retaliated by accusing him of being undiplomatic and using vulgar terms, but no one accused him of lying. Haider was equally critical of the Austrian Socialists, Greens and Liberal Forum, when they attempted to have the age of consent for homosexual partnerships lowered to age fourteen. It was only through a combined vote of the People's Party and Freedom Party that this did not become law. 

His popularity was rising and he was fast becoming a potent force in the European Union when he died. Haider was killed in October, 2008 when his car left the road and overturned while traveling at twice the legal speed limit. He was intoxicated after drinking in a gay bar with another young male! 

On the "Today Show," January 27, 1998, Hillary Clinton spoke of a "vast right wing conspiracy" in America that was trying to destroy her husband. It was different in Europe. Only Haider seemed to be opposing the powerful and liberal left in Europe. 

AUSTRIA TODAY

What is Hitler's homeland like a century after his birth and half a century after the war? Austria is a member of the European Union and enjoys economic stability. In spite of colorful traditions, beautiful scenery and material wealth, however, a shroud of spiritual darkness hovers over this nation. Alcoholism, spiritism and occult practices abound. There is at least one legal abortion for every child that is born. With over 40 suicides per 100,000, Austria has Europe's highest suicide rate, and Braunau, where Hitler was born, has the highest rate in Austria! 

PREJUDICE

Austrians claim that they have no racial prejudices, and are outspoken in their criticism of Americans, who bought and sold black slaves and confined native American Indians to reservations. 

On occasion, Austrians discover that I am an American and begin a diatribe about the slave and Indian issues. I usually let them ramble for a while and when they pause, I say, "Yes those Europeans were not very nice to the blacks and Indians." There is usually a brief silence, after which they ask for an explanation. I remind them that the people, who bought, sold and kept slaves, and who mistreated the Native Americans were mostly Europeans. It is a fact, that Americans fought a war to free the slaves at a time when peasants in Europe were still enslaved. More Americans lost ther lives in the Civil War than any other war.
There are few blacks in Austria, most of them living in refugee camps. The United Nations pays for housing and feeding political refugees until they can return to their country of origin or migrate to friendly host countries. Few blacks remain in Austria. During the occupation after WW II, many Austrian women had affairs with black American servicemen which resulted in offspring. Few of these children remained in Austria. A missionary couple of our acquaintance took in about twenty half-black Austrian children, who had been abandoned by their mothers. They had a difficult time in school and after graduation, and it was almost impossible to get employment. No one wanted to hire these youth. The missionaries legally adopted all of the children and took them to America where they were integrated into the culture with few problems.

One of Austria's most embarrassing moments came back in the seventies. The popular singer, Harry Bellafonte was in Linz for a concert and someone informed him that blacks were not allowed in a certain high society night club. He decided to see for himself. A sign at the entrance in German and English read, "NO BLACKS ALLOWED!" He walked through the door and was promptly ushered to an exit by the club's muscular bouncer! Newspaper headlines around the world reported on the incident.

Austrians consider the Baptist minister, Martin Luther King, to be a martyr and hero, yet the Baptist Church is still considered a religious sect.

RELIGION IN MODERN AUSTRIA

From the seventeenth until the turn of the twentieth century, Austria was nearly 100% Roman Catholic. As late as 1975, 92,3% of all Austrians still claimed the Roman Catholic faith and 6% were Lutheran, but 20 years later, in 1995, Catholics were down to 75,3%. Small towns had a considerably higher percentage but only about half the Viennese claimed the Roman Catholic faith. Of those who belonged to the church, only 18,6% attended mass. There were 10% fewer baptisms and 30% fewer church weddings in 1995 compared to 1985. 

Statistics on religion in Austria show that the second largest group is no longer, the Lutherans, but those who claim no religious affiliation whatsoever! This group makes up 25% of the population of the capital city, Vienna. In fact, the Lutherans are not even in third place today. That honor belongs to the Muslims. 

These statistics certainly do not sound favorable, but they may not be quite as bad as they at first appear. Non state churches (religious groups not recognized by the Austrian government) do not show up in the census. Many who are recorded as having no religious faith are actually members of non recognized groups. Some of this number of course, belong to sects such as the Jehovah's Witnesses (the Mormons are a recognized state church), but many are active members of evangelical churches.  

In 1988 "World Evangelism Magazine" listed Austria along with Mongolia, Nepal and the Muslim countries of North Africa as having less than 1% evangelical Christians. "Operation World Handbook for World Missions" reported that only 0.62% of Austrians were considered "evangelical Christians.“ There were four times as many Mormons as Baptists and more Jehovah's Witnesses than evangelicals. 

Reinhold Eichinger, of the "Bund Evangelikaler Gemeinden in Österreich" prepared a folder of information in 1900 that gives a more encouraging overview of evangelical growth in Austria. The first non-state, evangelical church of modern Austria was established in 1869. This church, the Mollardgasse Baptist Church in Vienna, still exists. Until the end of World War II (70 years) six additional evangelical churches were founded. During the 25 years following WW II, intensified efforts of foreign missionaries resulted in the founding of 18 more churches. It only took one decade to found the next 18 churches and 46 were founded in the eighties! In just five years, 1994-1999, 27 new evangelical churches were started, more than in the first 100 years following 1869! 

There is still much to accomplish in giving Austrians the Gospel, but foreign missionaries are no longer the driving force in church growth. Since the European Union was founded, it has become much more difficult for foreigners to get visas. Because member nations no longer have borders between them, the outer periphery is controlled by the EU. 

Of Austria's 60 cities with more than 10,000 inhabitants, 25 are still without an evangelical "free" (non-state) church. Only 75 of the 186 towns between 5,000 and 9,999 population have a non-state evangelical church and there are only four such churches in the thousands of communities with less than 5,000 people. According to Eichinger, there are 87,209 Austrians for each non-state evangelical church in the country. The capital city of Vienna has the most (14), yet the ratio of 1 : 115,345, is one of the lowest -- and evangelical churches with more than 200 members can be counted on one hand!
Tourists stand in awe before the magnificant monastery library and church in St. Florian, but we see an institution and religious order that was largely responsible for the confiscation and destruction of thousands of Bibles and for the imprisonment, persecution and death of thousands of anabaptists during the counter Reformation. 

WEATHER IN AUSTRIA

Other countries have weather but Austria has "wet-here." Most days are "D-days": damp, drippy, drizzly, dreary, dull, dark, dismal, depressing, deplorable, dreadful, demoralizing, despicable and disgusting! Morning rains only last until noon, which is when the afternoon rains begin. On the average, it rains twice a week lasting from three to four days. Austria has only three seasons, the fog, rain and snow seasons. They can come all at once and any of them can last from three months to a year. 
There is no sunny season, but if the sun does shine, photographers quickly shoot a roll of 36 exposure film to make three year's worth of lovely picture calendars! Many Americans, enchanted by the scenery in "The Sound of Music" film, come to Austria to see it for themselves. Our friends, Bruce and Nancy Burchard, came to visit and spent 20 days of their three-week vacation under umbrellas. 
In 1974, we wrote in a letter:

We took a long anticipated camping vacation in July, but spent most of the ten days sitting in a leaky tent listening to the rain.  When the sun finally did shine a few hours we didn't waste any of it... and really got blistered!  That kind of vacation makes one happy to get back to work!
There is not a month of the year in which we have not seen it snow. Of course there is always snow on the mountain tops and one can ski all year on the glaciers. We had at least some snowfall every day for the first two weeks of April in 1994. On the 13th, over a foot fell and cars needed tire chains. From November 1, 1995 until April 6, 1996 (Easter), we had snow on the ground every day except Christmas day! No joking! It got warm enough on Christmas Eve to melt all the snow, but on Christmas night it started snowing again! Austrians were happy NOT to have a white Christmas!

There were only four days from November 1 through January 30, 1995 on which we saw any sunshine at all! If it wasn't snowing or raining, it was overcast or foggy! Because of the cold, fog froze on trees, causing them to fall on roads, railways, power lines and houses. The black-outs were frustrating when trying to prepare sermons or working with a computer! Imagine dealing with that for three straight months!
In April, 1997, Verna flew to California to be on hand for our fourth grandchild's birth. She called on the first day of spring, saying she was enjoying 90-degree weather! I had just shoveled 8 inches of fresh snow and it was still coming down. Her gloating about the warm weather was likely her way of getting revenge. The baby was born while she was still in the air and I saw a digital photo of Debra before Verna knew she had been born! 

Index

CHAPTER 14  -  LINZ

HOW DOES GOD LEAD?

As a child I envied adults who could take a cookie and it wasn't considered stealing; who got what they wanted without having to tell a lie; who could drive cars, operate machines, paint and do so many wonderful things which were forbidden to me. Independence seemed like a paradise!

Now that I was married, living in a strange land, driving and having to make important decisions, I began to yearn for clear direction. Missionary life seemed so different from "Acts of the Apostles." 

Verna had declared her willingness to serve the Lord wherever he led us, but it had always been up to me to make final determinations. We prayed together about everything, but in the final analysis, I was the one who made crucial decisions. God had blessed our relationship and given clear leading when it was needed in our marriage and in choosing a mission affiliation. Our faith was stretched almost to the breaking point when we decided to resign from one mission and join another, but the Lord helped us through and we were of one mind and heart.
Our crisis was somehow different at the beginning of 1969. As I wrote at the end of Chapter 12, we had been praying and searching for the place where God wanted us to serve for more than three months, yet were no closer to a solution than in the beginning. 

We spent a month with co-workers in their tiny apartment, several days with another couple and about a week in a hotel. The Linz Baptist Church offered us their youth room which was not very private or convenient. The stench of the oil stove gave us constant headaches and nausea. Three months of fruitless searching for housing, fussy children on rainy days plus Verna being seven months pregnant with our third child, made life almost unbearable. But we knew that God had a purpose. 

As I was praying one morning, it occurred to me that I might not be looking for God's leading, but just determined to do what I thought we should do. 

I began to question the stipulation I had made in regards to our place of future service. "It must be a city or town where there is no existing evangelical church."  Was that really from the Lord? True, I had shared this with supporters during furlough and explained it to our fellow missionaries. The main policy of our mission was "Pioneer missions and planting churches where the gospel was not known." Underscoring that objective was the well-known saying of the respected pastor of the People's Church in Toronto, Dr. Oswald Smith. “Why should someone hear the gospel twice when there are others who have never heard?” 

A thought hit me like a ton of bricks: How often had God allowed me to hear the gospel before I gave my life to Christ? It occurred to me that Dr. Smith had merely posed a question. His slogan certainly deserves consideration, but it is not Scripture! 

Kneeling before the Lord, I repeated the promise that I had made in 1956 when I gave my life to Christ. I promised to follow his leading anywhere at all. I added another promise: I would serve Him wherever He provided housing! 

I shared this information with Verna, but before we had an opportunity to share it with anyone else, God provided! 

THE POWER OF PRAYER

Because we were living in their meeting room, the youth group met where the church services were held. I had begun attending youth meetings, but a good-looking young man named Gerald was leading the youth and seemed to be doing a good job. He was the son of a deacon and had a charisma seldom found among young people. I offered to help as long as we were living there.

The Lord was obviously beginning to work in wonderful ways among these young people who displayed a genuine burden for the lost youth of Linz. They went out into the streets witnessing and inviting others to their youth center which was intended for evangelism.  Many responded to the Gospel, but needed much love, patience and correction. The youth even conducted weekly all-night prayer meetings, calling upon the Lord to send revival. Not aware of the commitment we had just made, the youth also prayed that we would find housing. 

I penned the following letter in February, 1969. It was published in the April GOSPEL MESSAGE. 

SHOULD WE GIVE UP? 

I am writing from the Baptist Church in Linz, Austria, where we are staying just now. The church has graciously permitted us to make living quarters out of the tiny youth room. It is about twelve by fourteen feet, has an oil heater and one window. Still, we are thankful for this, the roomiest living quarters we have had since before Christmas.

Until February 12th, we were living with fellow missionaries Mr. and Mrs. Frank Wiebe. There were nine of us living together in their three room apartment. We and Ricky slept on the floor of their kitchen; Van on the office floor, and all five of the Wiebes in the only bedroom. That setup lasted six weeks! 

When we came here, we expected to move into a house within the week. We had even moved some of our belongings into a house that we found, but the owner was so deep in debt, his house would soon be auctioned off. Evidently, he hoped we would move in, clean and fix it up so he could get a better price. The Lord preserved us from that trap!

Most of our belongings are now stored in another city. Austrians call the USA the "Land of unlimited possibility." We are beginning to think of Austria as the "land of unlimited impossibilities."

There are houses for sale, but they are very high priced. Some apartments and houses are standing vacant, but not available due to Austrian red tape. In view of the housing shortage, the few landlords who have places available demand high rent. They ask money from each inquirer to hold the vacant apartment. When the would-be renters finally realize that they have been cheated, they find themselves in the midst of a long and expensive legal battle which they usually lose.

We have searched through town after town in vain, hoping to find a place to live. We have answered newspaper ads, placed ads in the paper, asked people in stores, on the streets, and knocked on doors to inquire when we saw a place with no curtains, unshoveled snow or other clues of a vacant house. We have asked mailmen -- if any place is available, they should know.

We are seeing firsthand why so many Austrians migrate to other countries, and why so many of the missionaries who come to Austria give up and go home.

CAN WE GIVE UP?

Austria, with seven million people squeezed into a small, mountainous area, has fewer than three thousand evangelical Christians in the entire country. Most of these are adults, but there has been a revival among several youth groups recently.

Just a few years ago, the Baptist church in Linz, where we are staying, did not have a youth group. When the children of some of the members were converted, things began to happen. The breakthrough they longed for came last summer - through European believers, rather than the result of missionary endeavor. When we arrived in Linz, we were asked to try to encourage the young people. The pastor told us about the awakening the church had experienced and about last summer's fruitful evangelistic efforts in the suburbs of this city of 200,000. 

The youth group meets Wednesday evening for Bible study. Friday evening they meet for prayer. Sunday afternoon they have another get-together. On a recent Friday night about twenty young people gathered at 7:30 for their prayer meeting. There was no time for idle talk -- those kids meant business for the Lord. With an occasional break to sing a chorus, they continued in prayer until after midnight. Never have I experienced such a spirit of prayer anywhere, among young or old. 

Nor is all of their time spent in meetings. All of the Christian young people are eager to serve the Lord in any way they can. Two of them write Gospel songs- really excellent songs! Two others bought a Volkswagen bus and haul people to and from services. All are actively witnessing for Christ. 

But the pastor was concerned about the group being at a "spiritual low"!  Some of the young people had dropped away. One fell into sin and was in prison. Another stole money from the church office and vanished. Still another, a drug addict who had professed conversion and evidenced growth in the faith, stole money from another youth and disappeared - he probably bought more drugs with the money.

There is plenty to do for the Lord right here. And, of course, there are the many outlying villages and towns without churches. 

NO, WE CAN'T GIVE UP!

PETER

A recently-converted youth named Peter became very active in the youth group. He had belonged to a motorcycle gang and played lead guitar in a rock band before he was saved. The change in his life was radical. He destroyed his entire LP collection, claiming that the records had been his god. 

Peter was also looking for a place to live. A colleague who worked with him in the local steel mill offered to rent him a nice apartment, but it was too large and expensive for a single guy. Peter asked us if we would be interested.  

Within 24 hours, we had prayed, looked and signed a contract! We rented three rooms and Peter rented the fourth. He often ate with us, and we had ample opportunity to encourage him in his Christian life. Oh yes, the apartment was located in Ansfelden, a few blocks from the house we almost rented.

Peter later received Bible-school training in Germany and returned to become a Baptist pastor. He served on the Board of the Austrian Bible Institute, which we founded fifteen years later, even serving as Chairman for several years!

UNSPIRITUAL LEADERS

When we moved to the Linz area in December, 1968, the Baptist Church was meeting in a small barracks type building, but they were building a new edifice on the same property.

Having had plenty of experience in church construction, I was naturally interested in this project. I noticed that the architect had made some serious blunders and the builder even more. For one thing, the front wall of the balcony was so high you couldn't see over it when seated. I mentioned this to the builder and he showed me that this was according to the architect's plans. I brought the matter to the attention of the Chairman of the Building Committee, but that was like striking a hornets' nest! My comments were not at all welcome and it was made clear that he knew what he was doing and did not need my two cents worth! I mentioned the incident to the Pastor and he confirmed that there was serious dissention between certain members of the Building Committee. The following day, construction workers were knocking off about a foot of the balcony wall. Because it was of cement, they had to use a jackhammer.

The Chairman of the Building Committee wielded much influence in the church. He was not only an Elder, but also had a degree in theology and was a lay preacher. He had a good-paying job and let it be known that he tithed. His wife was church organist and his son-in-law directed the choir. 

Another Elder of the church and member of the Building Committee had an engineering degree, an equally impressive salary, plus a wife and eleven children in the church! Neither of these men knew much about building but they were not inclined to admit it. The Pastor and another very humble and spiritual man who served on the committee found it extremely difficult to keep the peace.

One day, the Pastor confided with me that tension in the Building Committee was so bad, he was contemplating his resignation as pastor. He asked me to pray with him about the matter. 

Two days later, the Chairman of the Building Committee had a heart attack and died. He was only 55 and it came as a shock to the family and church. It was definitely the most difficult funeral of the pastor's career!

The other elder who served on the Building Committee now assumed the role of Chairman and problems persisted. 

The new church was dedicated on March 30, 1969 and it didn't take members long to discover problems. 

The seats were second hand from an abandoned motion picture theatre. They were not cushioned and in poor condition, so a member of the church sanded and spray-painted them. It was a gigantic task and the seats looked like new. But it was soon discovered that the varnish loosened in hot, sticky weather, ruining clothes. They had to be sanded and refinished with a different type of varnish.

Everyone was joyously anticipating the first baptismal service in the new church. Most Austrians are Roman Catholic and baptism by immersion is practically unknown. The architect and builder made the baptistery far too shallow and there was no cover, wall or railing around the edges to keep children from falling in.

Three young people who had been recently saved were to be baptized. One of them was Franz, who was 6' 2" and tipped the scales at about 200 pounds. I wondered how the pastor would get the candidates all the way under, but he did. The baptistery was filled to the top with water, and when Franz went under, a tidal wave erupted and spread across the platform, cascading down the steps into the sanctuary. A couple of dear sisters scrambled to get towels and mopped up the deluge. 

No one fell into our baptistery, but the choir director of a Pentecostal church with a similar pool took a step backward while leading the choir and fell in! Our church members decided that something had to be done.

The interior of the church was about as attractive as the inside of a shoebox. The ceiling was twenty feet high, eighteen feet above the platform. The gray vinyl tile floor hardly contrasted with the cream colored walls. The pulpit stood to the far left and an old pump organ on the right. The baptistery was in the center of the platform with a plain wooden cross on the wall above it. Two changing rooms with flat roofs had been built to the right and left of the baptistery, looking much like a pair of outhouses. It was discovered that the Pastor and choir members didn't have enough light, so lights were installed along the upper edge of the changing rooms with a sort of bridge connecting them in the center over the baptistery. 

Once, the youth were in charge of a church service and they taped two large posters on the front wall about half way to the ceiling. Someone thought that these broke up the monotony of the wall and suggested leaving them there. If you stared at the front of the church long enough, it seemed like a giant jack-o'-lantern was staring back with the lights looking like a gleaming row of teeth.

An elderly member of the church had an ivy plant which had outgrown her living room, so she had her husband place the plant on the connecting bridge over the baptistery, its vines stretching six feet to the right and left. No one had the heart to tell these dear saints what they thought of the idea, so the plant remained. The Jack-o'lantern now had a mustache.

The walls, ceiling and floor were all hard surfaces and there were no carpets or curtains. The acoustics were so poor that even those in the front row couldn't understand the sermon.  Hymns had to be announced with the help of fingers so the congregation knew where to look in their song books. We tried using an amplifier and various constellations of loudspeaker boxes, but nothing helped. The Pastor and I worked hard, preparing sermons, but for the first 18 months, no one understood them. 

REMODELING THE NEW CHURCH

I kept pleading with the church to do something about the acoustics. The answer was always the same: "No money." I argued that we could do the work ourselves, but they replied that this would be impossible for novices to accomplish. 

Hoping to convince the church, I drew up plans for a suggested renovation of the sanctuary. The plans included a suspended acoustical tile ceiling and wood covering for the front wall with an opening for the baptistery. The vertical break in the wall above the baptistery displayed an illuminated cross. The plan called for the entire floor of the platform and sanctuary to be carpeted. The hideous platform steps, which ran the full width of the room, were reduced to a minimum and the platform widened to allow more room for the choir. The upright edges of the platform and front wall of the balcony were paneled with the same wood as the front. A marble-tiled wall around the baptistery would allow it to be filled without causing a flood and keep people from falling in. I drew sketches of what it would look like when finished and compiled a list of materials with calculated costs. I then presented the package to the church at a Business Meeting. The members began their arguments about competence, but this time, I was prepared. I passed an album around the room, containing photographs of churches which I had helped to build and remodel in America. That sold them! Only the cost of materials needed to be resolved.

The Lord helped us to get materials for unusually low prices. A new firm which sold suspended acoustical ceilings offered us materials at cost because we were a church and the amount of material would place them in a lower purchasing bracket with the factory. When the job was finished, it looked so nice, that the firm sent prospective customers to look at it for years afterward. 

We showed the manager of a lumber yard what we planned to do and asked what their longest boards would cost. His eyes lit up. "I have just the right wood for you," he exclaimed. He then led us to a pile of boards which had obviously been lying around for a couple of years. "These boards are solid redwood tongue & groove, imported from California. They are all over twenty feet long and don't have a single knot in them!" I could just imagine what they would cost. The manager continued, "This is expensive wood, but I can sell it to you for the same price as pine." 

We began sanding the boards before varnishing them and one of the men soon had second thoughts about our bargain wood. The boards had been piled with narrow separator strips for ventilation and some kind of black soot had soaked into the grain except where the strips had been. The member sanded one place nearly half way through, but the stripe was still very much visible. Only half a dozen boards were usable. We loaded the rest onto a truck and headed back to the lumber yard. The manager was away on business but his salesman took care of us. He studied the bill and saw that there was no mention of the wood being defective or second quality. Then he said that we were in luck. They had just received a new shipment of the same kind of wood. 

A few days later, we received a bill for the wood, which was already sanded, varnished and fastened to the wall. It came to three times the original quote. The church treasurer called the lumber yard and drew this to the attention of the owner. He was told, "That price was for the defective wood. You returned it in exchange for first quality boards." A lengthy argument ensued, and after fifteen minutes, the manager said, "Okay, I confess. I tried to unload that wood on you, hoping you wouldn't notice. You can consider the money you saved my penitence!"  

The job was completed in November, 1972 and it was impressive! There had been no accident and nearly every member had worked on the renovations in some way, even if just cleaning or making meals. Because the remodeling job was not under the supervision of the Building Committee, the work bound us together instead of causing friction. The dedication sermon for the newly renovated church was the first message anyone understood since the church was "finished" 18 months earlier! I was presented with a Seiko wristwatch as a token of the church’s appreciation.

SUPER SPIRITUAL YOUTH

I accepted the leadership of the youth work in Linz with reservations. For one thing, I felt uneasy about leading these dedicated young believers who even held all-night prayer meetings! Also, the young man who had been leading the group was not happy about my appointment. He was the son af a deacon, the one who also served on the Building Committee. 

I soon sensed that there were serious problems in the youth group, but couldn't seem to put my finger on the problem. I discovered that youth meetings were being attended by several drug addicts, and kept a close eye on theim. I discovered that a dealer was selling hard drugs in the church rest rooms! I threw out the dealer, warning him that I would inform the police if he returned. 

Gerald was violently opposed to the way I handled the drug dealer. He said we would lose the opportunity to reach these people for Christ. "Instead of threats," he stated, "we should show them the love of Christ, preach the Gospel and pray for their salvation."  

Gerald preached convincingly in street meetings, prayed fervently in all-night prayer meetings, and had led a number of young people to Christ. But it seemed that his converts were more followers of Gerald than of the Lord; this concerned me. As Verna and I prayed, several of the young people approached us independently and shared the same concerns. They said it was "high time someone kicked out the drug dealers."  According to them, several youth had gotten their first taste of drugs on the church premises! 

Although it seemed impossible to find any fault in Gerald, he found many faults in the way I handled things. His criticism surfaced with increasing frequency; sometimes speaking behind my back, but more often in front of everyone.  He could make cleverly-formulated statements, designed to discredit me without actually mentioning my name. Once I tried to close the youth meeting saying, "It is well after midnight and tomorrow is Sunday."  Gerald objected, "Reaching the lost is more important than sleep." If we had a long season of prayer, he said that we should spend more time in the Word; and when we spent more time in the Word, Gerald claimed that we were not praying enough. If both Bible study and prayer time were lengthy, Gerald would exclaim, "We are becoming like the Dead Sea, all inlet and no outlet! We need to get out and reach the lost!" If I suggested we go out to witness or invite people to youth meetings, Gerald argued, "We need to spend some quality time with the Lord. God can't use us if our hearts are not prepared." 

I was beginning to get very discouraged and considered giving up the youth work. Perhaps Gerald was right and I was wrong?  Could it be that I was not filled with the Holy Spirit?  Other youth and members of the church seemed to notice my frustration, however, and encouraged me to continue.

ENLIGHTENMENT

The Lord brought matters to the surface in a most unusual way. Our youth group had become well-known in all of Austria, partly due to Gerald's charisma and the all-night prayer meetings. We were invited to put on a program in a Salzburg youth center on March 16th, 1969.  Our choir was to sing and Gerald was asked to preach.  As expected, the program was well-received. I overheard several teenage girls raving about Gerald afterwards, saying that it was too bad he already had a girlfriend. Gerald had recently announced his plans to marry a tall, attractive girl he had been dating, named Sylvia. 

During the meeting in Salzburg, I noticed that Sylvia and a girlfriend who had come along from Linz were acting erratically.  After studying them, I recognized the cause of their strange behavior -- they were high on LSD! Hoping that no one else had noticed, I somehow got the girls out of the hall. After explaining to the Salzburg youth leader, I packed them into my car and taxied them back to Linz and their homes. Two hours later, I was back in Salzburg, just in time to pick up the other youth. Gerald said nothing about the episode, but several of the youth told me that Gerald knew Sylvia was taking drugs.  

Later, Gerald came to Silvia's defense, claiming that she was tricked into taking the LSD. When I discovered that his younger brother was addicted to opiates and that Gerald had given him money for drugs, I called him to task about it. Gerald had a ready explanation: his brother would have committed criminal offenses to get hard drugs. 

The Lord was not finished with the de-masking process, however. Two weeks after that fateful trip to Salzburg, one of the girls in our youth group went to visit a friend in Salzburg.  When she returned, she told me a horror story. Sylvia had left her diary in Salzburg. Her notes were written in shorthand, but the girl who found it worked as a secretary and understood the entries. The diary contained explicit detailed accounts of her experiences, not only with drugs, but also of sexual relationships with Gerald!  She even wrote of attending all-night prayer meetings with Gerald after which they spent the morning in bed together!  Unfortunately, the girl who found the diary shared these "juicy morsels" with other youth before giving the book to her pastor. 

Overnight, Gerald lost his credibility and most of his following. There were wounds and scars, of course, but now that the "secret sin had been removed from the camp," God began to pour out his blessing on our youth ministry more than we ever could have imagined.

Having lost his credibility in Linz, Gerald decided to enroll in a German Bible College. Our church was asked to send a recommendation, but refused. Gerald still moved to Germany and we saw very little of him after that. 

PENTECOST
Pentecost ranks as the third most important holiday in Austria, and it is always celebrated as a three-day weekend. Schools, banks and many other institutions remain closed from Saturday through Monday. Trees are turning green and flowers are blooming after the long, cold winter months, but it is still too early for the annual onslaught of tourists. These factors make Pentecost a favorite time to schedule national conferences and retreats. Because Pentecost is the official birthday of the Christian church, this is especially suitable for Bible conferences and church functions.

It is a shame that American Christians don't celebrate the birthday of the church, but they celebrate Memorial Day at this time of year and there is apparently no room on the calendar to squeeze in another holiday. Protestants should also celebrate Reformation Day on October 31, but that would interfere with Halloween! 

Every year, Christian youth from all over Austria meet for a national youth retreat on Pentecost weekend. The retreat is held in a different major city each year and is the highlight of the year for many teens. Because most Austrians are Roman Catholic, evangelical congregations are generally small and their youth groups even smaller. This is the only time when many youth get to know other believers outside their own small circle of friends.
PENTECOST WEEKEND YOUTH RETREAT, 1969

It was March, 1969, when I assumed the role of youth leader for the Linz Baptist Church, but I was not officially appointed until May 23! The pastor informed me immediately that Linz was to host the annual Pentecost Youth Retreat in May. Since the Baptist Church was the largest evangelical church in this city of a quarter million inhabitants, we were being asked to provide sleeping quarters and meals for about 150 youth. Fortunately, our youth were willing helpers and before long, everything was arranged. 

A week before the big occasion, the city of Linz made headlines. An ice cream vendor who set up his stand in a public park was washing his dishes in the contaminated Danube River. Some of his customers contracted salmonella and a typhoid epidemic broke out. National media jumped on the report, warning people to avoid the city. Those who lived in Linz were advised to stay in their homes and to avoid all contact with anyone outside the immediate family. Sporting events and concerts scheduled for Pentecost weekend were cancelled. The large industrial center was virtually shut down!


I consulted with local officials and medical experts about what we should do. I explained that our visitors would be staying in private homes and we would be eating in the church. No one would be traveling by public transportation or have contact with the outside world. The epidemic was contained within a few days and all those infected were quarantined, so city authorities saw no reason why we should cancel our event.

Because everything had been prepared, we decided to go ahead with the retreat, but informed parents and youth leaders in other parts of Austria about the situation. They should decide if their youth should attend. 
 
The retreat was well-attended even though some cancelled. The typhoid fever epidemic ended as abruptly as it started. When the retreat was over and we had cleaned up the church, I drove home, thanking and praising God for his blessings and protection. 
When I got to our apartment, I began to share with Verna how everything had gone, but she suggested that it might be better to drive her to the hospital. A few hours later our third child, Becky, was born!

BECKY

Becky was smuggled to Europe as a stowaway in her mother's womb. We got her through all the borders from the Port of LeHavre, France to Austria without having to show her birth certificate or passport. Although a glance at Verna's tummy should have convinced the police and customs officers that we were smuggling someone, they didn't seem a bit concerned. 

After Becky was born, all that indifference suddenly changed. 

Now that Becky was no longer in hiding, she had to be documented. We had been through the complicated paper work after Richard was born in Vienna and knew what to do. We had to obtain papers from the hospital verifying that Becky had been born and take them to an office in downtown Linz, which would provide us an Austrian birth certificate. We would then have to go to the American Consulate in Vienna and exchange it for an American birth certificate. Finally, I would need to have our daughter's name and photo entered into her mother's passport. The final step was registering Becky with the police. 

The doctors were very cooperative in giving me the hospital documents, but at the office where they hand out birth certificates, things were not so simple. I had to drive around the block several times before I found a parking place. Another car had just driven away after several futile attempts to fit his car into an empty slot. My VW bus was a larger vehicle, but with only inches to spare on both ends, I managed to get into the space without touching the other cars' bumpers. 

Once inside the office, I had to wait in line. As stated earlier, public officials in Austria measure their importance by two criteria: 1) The number of rubber stamps on their desks, and 2) the number of people waiting at their office doors. This official was obviously a VIP! When I finally got into the office foyer, a secretary swept up my papers and told me to take a seat in the waiting room. By the time my name was finally called -- or should I say murdered -- I was almost suffocating from the stale air.  

The official motioned me to a seat across from him and began to leaf casually through my papers. After what seemed like an eternity, he informed me that the registration permit from the police was missing. I explained that I needed a birth certificate before I could register our daughter. He replied that it was OUR registration permit which was missing. He needed proof from the police that the parents actually lived in his district. Realizing there wouldn't be time to get back that day, I asked when his office would open the following day. As an afterthought, I asked if there was anything else I might need. He said that office hours were posted next to the door and negated my second question.

I returned to the car and found a parking ticket under the windshield wiper. No, it wasn't for overtime or for parking too close to the next vehicles. It was for parking in a forbidden zone! Other cars had also been ticketed. I had carefully studied the signs before parking there, so I went back to take a second look. There was a "No Parking" sign much further back, but then a second sign which clearly said, "End of No Parking." Certain that I had a good case, I trudged on foot to the nearest police station and explained "their mistake" in as polite a manner as possible.  The officer was not impressed and simply told me that I could either pay the fine immediately or take the matter to court. "But," I exclaimed, "There was a sign there which reads 'End of No Parking'."  It was clear that the officer was accustomed to such argumentation. With a shrug, he turned towards a door as though he was about to leave and said, Austrian law prohibits parking under any bridge or underpass." I returned to the car in defeat. I looked up and could see the edge of a large suspension bridge which spanned the Danube River at least 100 feet above me. There were signs on either side of the bridge which said “End of No Parking” but they only referred to another law. My car and many others were ticketed for parking under the bridge. The "end of no parking" signs were an unnecessary expense, but a good investment that brought lots of money into the city's treasury.   

The next morning bright and early, I drove back to the office. I noted that many cars were parked beneath the bridge again. It would be another good day for the police. After several trips around the block, I found a legal parking spot. There was a 90-minute time limit, so I knew that if the line in front of that office was long, another parking ticket would be in the works. Once inside the office, the official again leafed through my papers. Finally, he said that he needed our marriage certificate. I attempted to protest, saying that the hospital officials had already checked this. I had asked the previous day if there was anything else I needed and he had said "no."  He simply repeated what he had already said, "I need your marriage certificate." Once more, I asked if there was anything else I needed. He said that was all. It was a 40 minute drive each way through city traffic, but I figured that I could make it back before the office closed. At least there was no parking ticket under the windshield wiper! 

I soon returned with the marriage certificate in hand, found a parking spot and got into the line. It had become somewhat shorter. The official examined our marriage certificate briefly and said that I needed a State authorized translation of the document. He then gave me the address of a government translation office. 

An Austrian marriage certificate is an impressive document with ornate script, several important-looking stamps, illegible signatures and a fancy border. Our certificate was a simple typed form which stated, "This is to certify that Ralph VanMeter Harvey and Verna Marie Morse were married this 9th day of March, 1963." Then followed signatures, including our own, the witnesses, the court clerk and the Pastor who married us. The addresses of the Meadville, Pennsylvania courthouse and First Baptist Church completed the document. 

I argued that there was little to translate. Dates, places, names and addresses could hardly be translated. He insisted that the law requires a translation of any legal document issued in a foreign language. 

By this time I had had enough. I thanked the official politely, stood up and said that I wouldn't bother him any more. He was obviously not accustomed to that kind of response and asked what I meant by that. I explained that I really didn't need a birth certificate after all. I already had one and anyone could see that our daughter was born. He retorted, "But everyone needs a birth certificate." I asked why and he nearly exploded, "Without a birth certificate, she won't be able to drive a car, get a job, buy a house or even attend school." I simply turned to leave and said, "School is six years down the road; perhaps I will have more time then." He stood up and tried to dissuade me from leaving as though his career was in jeopardy. "No! You need to get the birth certificate so the child can be registered with the police. Don’t you understand?" I looked him in the eyes and said, "Really?" "Yes," he affirmed, "really!"  "Oh, in that case, I guess I can wait a few minutes," I said and sat down. He was obviously frustrated and muttered something about a translation. But then he reached for the rubber stamps, stamped my papers and sent me to the receptionist to get the birth certificate. I thanked him cordially and left. It was time for him to close the office and get home to his family.

In retrospect and after several similar incidents, I came to realize that the official was simply hoping that I would “grease the gears of bureaucracy” as Austrians say.

Because we were American citizens, we still couldn't get Becky registered with the police. Next, we had to drive to Vienna and exchange Becky's Austrian birth certificate for an American one, and have her picture and name included in her mother's passport. Today, every person is required to have his or her own passport, but Becky was born before that requirement. 

The three-hour trip to Vienna via Autobahn was uneventful, but once we arrived in the city, we had to be very alert and expect the worst. We were familiar with the streets from our time of language study, but our car now had Upper Austrian tags. Because the beginning letter was an "O", the Viennese called us "Potato Austrians." We could expect to be cut off, cursed or ignored as though we didn't exist.  

I need to briefly describe Vienna before continuing. The "old city" was once surrounded by a wall, but as the city grew, another wall was built farther from the center, called the "Gürtel." The original wall was torn down and replaced by a street, which was named "Ringstrasse" (Ring Street). After the invention of automobiles, airplanes and bombs, streets became more important than walls. Like the original wall, the "Gürtel," which means "Girdle," also became a major traffic artery of Vienna. 

I tell visitors that Vienna is definitely feminine, and her traffic system reflects her growth. As a child, she was surrounded by a wall of protection, but after she became an attractive young lady, the wall was broken down and Vienna got her "Ring." She then began to spread out and got a "Girdle." In the Middle Ages Vienna gained a reputation for courting and marrying her way to power and wealth. Today she is an old lady plagued with clogged arteries and constipation.

Important buildings such as airline offices, central banks and consulates are located in the center of Vienna. Finding a parking space in Vienna is always difficult, and usually a costly experience. Finding a spot within a mile of center city is nothing short of a miracle. We believe in miracles, but not in Vienna. 

For the above reasons, we normally park on the periphery and take public transportation to our destination.

We have done business with the American Consulate or Embassy on a number of occasions. Some of the lower employees we dealt with were Austrians but the main officials were Americans. We soon learned that one should never attempt to speak German to an Austrian employee. It is smarter to speak English and express surprise if they reveal their national identity. Our business was pleasant and there were no waiting times. In short order, we had Becky's US birth certificate and her baby photo was pasted into Verna's passport. We were soon on our way back to Linz. The next stop would be registration with the police.

In America, millions of illegal aliens live, work, drive, vote and collect government handouts, with no requirement of registration or identification papers. Instead, they are given special privileges and exempted from certain obligations. 

In Austria, foreigners have many extra obligations but no privileges. Every person must be registered with the police. Without a registration, one cannot rent housing, own a car or send children to school. They can open a bank account, but I will explain that later. When we moved from Ampflwang, we had to unregister every member of the family in Ampflwang and re-register in Enns while living temporarily with the Wiebes. Then we went through this process again when we found an apartment in Ansfelden. 

Becky was a vivacious baby and a bundle of perpetual motion. If she wasn't running, jumping or bouncing, she was rocking and rolling. That could probably be attributed to the turbulence she experienced while in her mother's womb. She traveled from the Northwoods of Michigan to Pennsylvania and New Jersey, rocked and rolled with us across the stormy Atlantic and rode 650 miles from Bremen to Ampflwang in a Volkswagen bus. She endured all the stress of her parent's uncertain future from September through February, moving seven times before finally settling in our little apartment in March, 1969. 

And there was "Sorry Verna Bridge.“  This was a small bridge on the road leading from our apartment to Linz, which had quite a hump. If you drove over the bridge too fast, the VW bus would momentarily lose contact with mother earth and belly-flop back onto the asphalt. This would cause nausea for any healthy person, but consider what that was like for a woman who was 7-9 months pregnant! Each time I drove too fast, I apologized to Verna and promised never to do it again. Peter (more about him later) was riding with us once and gave the bridge it's name. To this day, he and we still talk about "Sorry Verna Bridge."

Even after Becky was born, the turbulence continued. When she was only 3 months old, we traveled 3,000 miles from Austria to Scotland and back, and she was struck by a car when only five. Those stories are coming too! 

ANOTHER CAR

During our furlough in 1968, my brother, Bob, loaned us his economical new Renault R-10 for the trip to the Northwoods of Michigan. We fell in love with the little French car and told the Lord that it would be nice to have a car like that someday. In July, 1969, we decided to sell our VW van and get a more economical vehicle. Two of the youth had gone together to purchase a van, so there was no longer a need for us to have one. I asked the owner of a service station if he would allow me to put our van on his parking lot with a "For Sale" sign in the window. He agreed. The following day, there was a nearly new Renault R-10 sitting next to it. It had less than 12,000 miles on the tachometer - but had been sideswiped. I asked about it and the garage owner said he was going to fix it up to sell. I expressed an interest and he named an unbelievably low price! The contract was soon signed and within a week we were the proud owners of our dream car. After selling the van, we even had money left over!

TRIP TO SCOTLAND

In August, 1969, Becky was three months old. Experience had taught us that babies are less trouble traveling than older children, so we decided to visit our friends, Ken and Kathy Bender, in Scotland. 

We met Ken and Kathy Bender while students at Bob Jones University. Our friendship grew as God began to burden them and us for Europe. After graduation, we headed for Austria and they went to Scotland. Soon after their arrival, it was discovered that Ken had muscular dystrophy, but Ken and Kathy remained faithful to their calling for many years. 

We packed our little Renault and drove more than 2,000 kilometers to Eyemouth, Scotland, where the Benders had established a small church. 

We also looked forward to visiting our only other friends in England, Len and Sylvia Muggeridge. Len was the son of the late Malcolm Muggeridge, a well-known British foreign correspondent, author and television personality. Len was converted as a youth and much to the chagrin of his famous father, enrolled in London Bible College. After graduation, he became a German teacher in the public school system. In order to keep his German polished, he came to Austria and helped with youth and children's camps. After his marriage to Silvia, both of them came to help.

Shortly before our trip to Scotland, Malcolm Muggeridge startled the British nation with the announcement of his conversion to Christ! He was the keynote speaker at the Edinburgh Festival and gave a clear testimony of his faith, blasting the rampant immorality in Great Britain. We heard the speech on our car radio and were eager to discover what Len would have to say about his father's conversion (Malcolm Muggeridge wrote several books after his conversion, including, Jesus Rediscovered, Christ and the Media, Something Beautiful for God and his multi-volume autobiography, Chronicles of Wasted Time). 

After crossing the English Channel and arriving in Dover, we realized with dismay, that we had not brought Len and Sylvia's address with us. We couldn't even recall the name of their town, so planned to call missionary colleagues in Austria to get the information. We could still visit them on the return trip.

We had a lovely time with the Benders and rejoiced to see first hand, how God was working in their young church. They showed us around where they lived, viewing the spiritual decay in a region which had once experienced great revivals. Large stone churches with ornate stained-glass windows had been converted into truck garages and chicken coops. It was a sad sight to behold, and it encouraged us to pray even more for Scotland.

We also visited the Edinburgh zoo, where we had a memorable experience. A workman was attaching a sign to the bars of the monkey cage which read, "Keep your Distance!" While the worker was thus occupied, a monkey sneaked up and stole his eyeglasses! It quickly climbed to the top of the cage and began taunting the workman! For nearly half an hour, hundreds of exuberant spectators alternately cheered the monkey and then the keeper until the worker finally retrieved his undamaged eyeglasses. 

We visited the Scottish Highlands, Edinburgh Castle and watched colorful fishing boats dock in the harbor to auction off their day's catch. We even witnessed a storm on the North Sea, which whipped up gigantic waves like nothing I had ever seen on the Atlantic coast of New Jersey. 

The Benders told us that this area had experienced a great revival many years before. For centuries before the revival meetings, fishermen had always lowered their nets on the left side of the ships. After reading John 21, where Jesus told the disciples to lower their nets on the right side, they decided to do the same. Few fishermen darken the door of a church today, but their boats have biblical names and they still lower their nets on the right side!

SURPRISE MEETING!

When Sunday came, we attended the morning worship service in Benders' church. They had not yet begun evening services in Eyemouth, so they took us to a church about twenty miles distant. Ken introduced us to the Pastor, who greeted us from the pulpit.

Following the service, a young man and woman walked up behind us and tapped us on the shoulder; I turned and could scarcely believe my eyes!  There stood Len and Sylvia! "What on earth are you doing here?" we exclaimed in unison. 

We told them about the purpose of our trip and how we forgot their address. They would not have been home if we had stopped to see them on the trip north or the return trip. Len and Silvia explained that they had seen much of Europe, but had never been to Scotland. With no definite plans or reservations, they found someone to care for their children and simply drove until they were tired. They found a bed & breakfast and decided to take an evening stroll through the town. They saw a lady carrying a Bible and followed her to the church.  The big surprise came when the pastor introduced special guests from Austria!

Before we parted company, Len and Silvia insisted that we stay in their apartment on the return trip to save motel costs. They gave us the keys and told us where to find clean bed-sheets! We could give the keys to their neighbor when we left. 

"KATAKOMBE"

We were privileged to have a part in what a German reporter for Trans World Radio described as "the most exciting and spiritually fruitful youth center in German-speaking Europe."  The "Katakombe" (Catacomb) Youth Center, as we named it, was opened in April, 1971. 

The Linz Baptist Church dedicated its new church on March 30, 1969 and offered us the use of a large room located next to the kitchen and rest rooms in the basement. There was even a separate entrance to the room by way of a spiral staircase.  Church members and young people alike, spent many hours helping to build furniture and decorate the youth center. 

An interior decorator who belonged to the church offered to paint the walls and another member, who was a professional artist added murals copied from wall drawings found in Egyptian pyramids. They depicted slave laborers that some believe were Jews. A Christian electrician mounted indirect lighting to show off the murals and a welder made rustic light fixtures out of metal. He burned unevenly-shaped holes in the shades with a torch and glued pieces of colored glass over the holes. To suspend the lamps from rustic wood beams on the ceiling, he even fabricated original metal chains. The effect of the lighting, with multi-colored spots reflecting off the walls, was very pleasing to the eyes. 

We also made a dozen tables and two dozen benches. I drove to a sawmill and bought a large log, which was cut up into sections for the bases of the tables. We then found wide boards in the basement of an old house for the table tops. They were full of worms, but we treated them to kill the creatures and then hand-planed the boards. After staining and varnishing, the worm holes actually enhanced the rustic appearance of the tables. I designed the benches and cut out the curved pieces on a bandsaw in Salzburg. The benches were sanded by hand and stained dark brown to match the tables. The youth helped to peg and glue the benches together in our garage.

All helpers were members of the church with the exception of a still unsaved young man who carved a sign for the entrance. Girls and women of the church helped by making curtains, painting, cleaning and getting things for the kitchen. They drove to the world-famous Gmunden Ceramic Factory and purchased bright cherry-red and green ceramic plates, tea cups, saucers, pitchers, creamers and sugar bowls. They were all seconds, but no one ever noticed!

From the same old house where we got the wood for the tables, we also received some throw rugs, an antique sofa, a china closet and an ancient encyclopedia set. The son of a Lutheran minister donated an inherited rectangular piano that must have been 200 years old! We provided a stereo tape recorder and several reels of tapes with good background music. 

Soon after the grand opening, word began to spread to churches and youth groups all over Austria about the "Katakombe" Youth Center in Linz. Our center was soon the most used room in the church; social functions, pastors’ conferences, ladies' and senior citizens' meetings, deacons' meetings and anything else took place in our cozy youth center. The "Katakombe" was often copied, but never quite equaled. 

NEW YOUTH LEADER'S BACKGROUND EXPOSED!

One evening, a couple of the young people came into the youth center with a copy of the local daily newspaper. "Didn't you say that you are from New Jersey?" they asked. I nodded affirmatively. "There is a map of New Jersey in today's paper; could you point to the place where you lived?" Obligingly and without bothering to look at the accompanying article, I pointed to my hometown. Spontaneously all began to laugh. Then they let me read the article, which described the New Jersey Pine Barrens.

My home town was well within a shaded area representing the Pine Barrens. The article was entitled "Backwoods Area Between Super Cities." The first paragraph read:

"Nestled between a string of super cities that stretches from Boston to Washington, DC, lie 600,000,000 acres of wooded land known as the "New Jersey Pine Barrens." This sparsely populated tract of woodland seems to have been forgotten by the 20th century. The few people who live here, far from civilization and progress, subsist mainly from berry picking and poaching wild animals. Some of them are descendants of pirates, smugglers and fugitives who sought refuge here. In the shaded area of the above map, live the "backwoods people of the USA," with whom time stands still."

The article was based upon facts gleaned from older sources and the shaded area representing the pine barrens was a bit exaggerated. The reader was led to believe that there were no civilized communities whatsoever in this area! In actuality, there are many modern towns and cities in this region which have hospitals, schools and businesses similar to those in other parts of America. Even America’s first mall, the modern "Cherry Hill Mall," was well within the shaded area. 

FRANZ

Franz was born and reared in Ampflwang, but followed us to Linz. Our first meeting with Franz two years earlier was not very promising to say the least. His father was a heavy drinker who worked in the coal mines. There were ten children in the family, all of whom were notorious for their misbehavior. One snowy morning, Franz's mother knocked on our door and wanted to know if we had given her son money to shovel snow. I simply pointed at our yet unshoveled driveway. She explained that Franz suddenly had spending money and claimed to have earned it shoveling our driveway. She was missing money from her purse and Franz was going to get the licking of his life! I tried to calm the irate woman and asked to speak with Franz first. He looked scared when he showed up at our door a few minutes later, apologizing for causing us trouble. I handed him a shovel and said that he could make his lie into truth and pay his mother what he owed her. When he finished, I invited him to our boys club. He attended faithfully for a year before we moved to Linz.

One day, Franz showed up on our doorstep in Linz. He had become a baker's apprentice, but said that his colleagues were a bad influence on him. Could I help him find a job in Linz where he could attend our youth meetings? He soon became one of our most faithful workers, but his ornery streak didn't vanish overnight! His mind worked overtime thinking of crazy things to do and I couldn't help thinking that I had not been much different. 

I bought a bike at an auction and gave it to him to ride to work. He kept getting fined for riding the wrong way on one-way streets, on sidewalks and in other forbidden places. The big city was nothing like Ampflwang! I suggested that riding the tram might be cheaper. His first trip proved to be quite expensive! The tram slowed and Franz jumped out before it came to a stop. His 6'2,“ 200 lb frame knocked over a light pole that cost him two month's salary! 

Once, Franz was stopped by the police at 4:00 AM while riding his bike to work. The officer asked for identification and Franz handed the policeman his baptismal certificate! He studied it for a while, handed it back and said, "Now I've seen it all!" 

Franz's size and mannerisms impressed young people in Linz and he was always bringing new youth to our meetings. He often rode with me in the van, scanning the streets for youth. When we spotted a group, Franz simply told them to climb aboard and come to the "Katakombe" with him. Often, they thought that one of their friends knew Franz and jumped in. If they asked what the "Katakombe" was, he simply replied, "Come and see for yourselves!" 

Franz became our cook and head waiter. He did the shopping, organized the kitchen, put others to work and made everyone feel at home. His humor was contagious and when he was around, there was never a dull moment. Once he told me that he was going to serve everyone soup and needed my help. He served me a bowl of soup with a sock in it. I lifted the dripping sock so that everyone could see it and called for Franz. "What is this sock doing in my soup?" I asked. The 40 or 50 guests roared. Franz said, "I've been looking all over for that sock!" As he reached for it, I said, "Hey, not so fast!" I then wrung out the sock with both hands into my bowl. Franz carried his sock back into the kitchen and I finished my soup with obvious relish.  

Krapfen and Schaumrollen are two popular Austrian pastries. The Krapfen is similar to our cream-filled donut, but filled with apricot jam. Once, Franz brought a hundred of these pastries to give to guests. He made certain that I got one that was filled with mustard! The Schaumrolle is an elongated flaky cream-filled pastry. They are normally about six inches long, but Franz bought a piece of rain gutter and fabricated a special pan to bake a giant Schaumrolle three feet long! His boss in the bakery saw it and demanded that he bake another for the show window. The giant Schaumrolle became a hit in the city with people planning parties, and Franz could hardly keep up with demand. 

Such pranks were common and the youth loved it. I discovered that kids who were having fun didn't mind listening to the gospel. If it was made interesting and understandable, they actually looked forward to it with anticipation. Later on, this spawned a unique course for the Bible Institute and youth organization which we would help to establish. I will describe this in the appropriate chapters.

Franz fell in love with Elsa, one of the girls in our youth group. She came from a fine Christian family and many objected to her friendship with Franz. Even the Pastor tried to persuade her to call off the relationship. An elderly member of the church sized up the situation and said, "They'll make it okay." 

They celebrated their engagement at our home on April 1. Franz wanted home-made ice cream for the occasion and insisted that he come over early to crank the machine. He wanted several batches of different flavors, and our ice cream maker had no motor. I had all the ice cream finished and in our freezer when Franz arrived. But I had filled the canister with plain water and told him that he could make the last mix. A batch was normally finished after 15-20 minutes of cranking but Franz was still turning the crank an hour later, wondering why it didn't get hard. 

Most invited guests arrived and Elsa came in and declared that her car wouldn't start. Would the guys please come out and push her car? She had one of few European cars with an automatic transmission, and I nearly told her that pushing would do no good. But then I correctly guessed that she might have meant it as an April Fool joke. I just said that there were enough guys to push her small car. I would stay inside. 

Franz was still turning the ice machine and started to laugh. I asked him what was so funny. He replied, "Do you know what day today is?" I said, of course; do you?" Franz replied, "Sure, it's April Fool's Day." He continued turning the crank until he saw me laughing at him. He finally opened the canister and saw the half frozen water. 

He should have suspected something, because a year earlier, I sent him to the hardware store for a left handed monkey wrench.
Franz got us good on April 1st after they were married. They had a small apartment in the inner city. We were shopping most of the morning, but around noon I suggested to Verna that we play a trick on them. We would stop by with our three kids and say we had almost forgotten that they had invited us for lunch. Franz came to the door. With a serious face, I made my statement. Instead of acting surprised, Franz simply said, "Come on in; it's almost ready." Then he turned and walked into the kitchen where Elsa was busy preparing a meal. Verna and I looked at each other and asked if they might really have invited us. I went into the kitchen and said that it was just a joke. We needed to get home. Franz and Elsa both gave us a disappointed look and said, "But who will eat all that food we prepared for you?" They pointed to the table which was set for seven persons and a pile of "Wienerschnitzel" on the counter top. I gave Verna another inquisitive look and she just shrugged. We couldn't remember them inviting us, but they seemed so serious and all the evidence was there. I tried once more to excuse ourselves, but they seemed very offended, so we gave in. 

What we didn't know, was that Elsa's brother and family were coming to visit. While we waited in the living room, Frank quickly peeled more potatoes while Elsa fried another package of "Schnitzel." Everything was ready when the door bell rang. Franz quickly set 5 more places and twelve of us got an excellent meal! I pledged to never try that trick again.

Franz and Elsa discovered that they could have no children of their own. After much prayer, they applied for an adoption. When they were finally informed that a newborn baby girl was available, they were overjoyed and named her Regina. It was discovered after several days that the infant was seriously handicapped, both mentally and physically. The adoption agency apologized and said that they could return the baby and be first in line for the next one. Without hesitation, both Franz and Elsa exclaimed, "No! We are keeping Regina. We prayed long for our child and this is God's provision." 

Forty years later, Regina was still in diapers. She still cannot talk and needs constant care. The love and patience of her "parents" never ceases to amaze doctors, neighbors and even us!

After the new church was dedicated, the old church building was renovated and rented to a business. There was an apartment on the upper level, and the first job was remodeling the bathroom. In order to replace the bathroom floor all fixtures were removed and placed in the parking lot. While Verna and I were busy in the youth center, Franz got a couple of the youth to help fasten the bathtub to the roof rack of our Renault. 
Around 11:00 PM, I went looking for Verna but couldn't find her. One of the youth grinned and asked, "Are you looking for your wife?" I nodded affirmatively. "A bunch of the youth kidnapped her and took her to a restaurant. They said if you want her back, you will have to find her. 

When I saw the bathtub on our car, I returned and asked several guys to help me unload it. They refused, saying that I would have to drive through the city with the bathtub on top. It was obvious that they would never cooperate, so I just shrugged and left.

Linz was a city of over a quarter million people, but I was familiar with all the places our youth went to eat. I suspected that they were in our favorite restaurant, which turned out to be true. But I first drove to Franz and Elsa's apartment. I found some boards and carefully slid the bathtub to the ground and propped it against the entry door. I then drove to the restaurant and found everyone eating ice cream sundaes. 

It was midnight when we left the restaurant. Franz looked at our car and asked what happened to the bathtub. I said, "I didn't want to drive through the city with a bathtub on top. There is a junkyard on Schubert Street and the fence is just about the height of our car. I had no trouble unloading it." 

It was all technically true, but intentionally misleading! Franz said, "Oh no! That belonged to the church! I have to get it back!" He drove to the junk yard, climbed over the fence and looked all over, but found nothing. Finally he drove home to find the tub propped against his apartment door.

MR. BORISOV

One of the church members was a Russian born artist named Borisov. He directed the choir and painted the decorative murals on the walls of our youth center, but he couldn't sell enough of his artwork to earn a living, so worked at various jobs. He showed off his nice gun collection at every opportunity, but in reality, he was quite a fearful soul. 

One balmy Sunday, a Dutch truck driver came into the youth center. He had received an invitation to the Katakombe and decided to check it out. His truck was parked at a tire factory in Linz, and could not be unloaded until Monday morning. He had walked over a mile through city traffic to get to the Katakombe, so I offered to take him back to his truck after we closed. Franz also came along because he was staying overnight at our house. The truck driver slept in his "rig." 

When we arrived at the factory, I complimented him on his new Volvo truck. It was after midnight, but the truck driver invited us to take a closer look and we gladly obliged. He showed us the motor, the spacious sleeper and even started the engine for us. Suddenly, two police cars with flashing emergency lights roared into the factory entrance. Within seconds they had us surrounded with guns drawn. We had to stand with our hands up facing a wall while they frisked us for concealed weapons. 

After showing our personal credentials and doing a lot of explaining, we were able to convince the police officers that we were not criminals. One of the policemen walked over to the guard house and called to a night watchman, who had been hiding under a table. When the watchman got nearer, he suddenly blurted out, "Ralph! Franz! What are you doing here?" "Borisov!,“ I explained, "I didn't know you worked here!" The policemen looked at each other and then at us, "Do you two know each other?!"  I probably shouldn't have said it, but it just came out. I told them that he was our church choir director and I was the youth leader! Those policemen had something to talk about for a while!

DRUG ADDICTS

The beginning of our youth work in the industrial city of Linz coincided with the rise of the drug culture in that city. During the sixties, a few youth from wealthy families gained access to marijuana and opiates and held drug parties for the exclusive few. It wasn’t long, however, before these youth had become hopelessly addicted and their rich parents would or could not supply them with money to support their habits. Some traveled to the Far East where they could get cheap drugs and were never heard from again. A few others returned with quantities of drugs which they sold for an immense profit. As more and more youth became addicted, the drug trade increased accordingly. Kids on drugs could only support their habit by dealing, which resulted in more addicted kids. 

City authorities became alarmed as the drug trade took on epidemic proportions. Soon tons of drugs were being transported through Austria, destined for other European cities. When the police set up checkpoints, word spread and the hot ware was simply dumped in Austria for bargain prices. During the seventies, our street evangelism brought us into direct contact with many of these addicts.

FIRST CONVERT FROM THE DRUG SCENE 

Bruno's father was supervisor in a large nitrogen plant. After his parents' divorced, Bruno lived with his mother until she remarried, but by this time Bruno had begun taking drugs and couldn't keep a job. His stepfather kicked him out of the house and Bruno went to live with his grandmother. He spent most of his time on the streets, but during the harsh winters, he hitchhiked to Italy where it was warmer. He worked at odd jobs just long enough to support his habit. Bruno didn't use hard drugs, but injected a readily available cough medicine directly into his veins. Austria had socialized medicine and it was fairly easy at the time to find a corrupt doctor who would prescribe large quantities of the stuff. 

Bruno was exceptionally good-looking, had a winsome personality and a muscular body. He had a reputation as a street fighter and few dared to tangle with him. He had also become adept at trickery and deceit, using his charm to get whatever he wanted. 

In August, 1971, we held tent meetings in the heart of Linz with a special emphasis on youth. At least 40 youth attended besides our own. On the second to last night, three rough-looking characters disrupted the service with loud talk while staggering around the tent. They were obviously "high." I tried to persuade them to be quiet or leave and two finally left. The third was Bruno. He was carrying a bottle of beer and occasionally brandished it like a weapon. After a while, he sat down and listened. During the meeting, he suddenly dumped his beer onto the ground and said out loud, "I want to be free!" We counseled with him until 2:00 AM before he prayed to God for forgiveness and deliverance.

Bruno had occasionally come into the "Katakombe" for free food, and we were familiar with his deceitful ways. He was still high and half drunk when we prayed with him, so I didn't take his "conversion" too seriously. The following evening Bruno came into the youth center sober and asked if he would be allowed to get up and say something. I hesitated, but then gave him permission to speak. Bruno informed the startled crowd that he had become a Christian. The manner in which he made this statement and the language he used was certainly not good “Christianese,” but to guests familiar with Linzer street jargon and who knew Bruno, there was no doubt that something had happened to him!

We spent the next week helping him through withdrawl while the youth formed a round-the-clock prayer vigil. He had been using drugs for over five years and gone through the tortuous withdrawl and de-tox procedures eight times. The Linz hospital specializing in drug addiction had a thick file on him. 

Bruno was an eager learner and was constantly asking questions about what he read in his Bible. After four weeks without drugs, he wanted to get a job.

Then, one evening he disappeared from the youth center. The following is an edited account of that incident which was published in our mission magazine.

GOSPEL MESSAGE, Nov.-Dec., 1971

" . . . for Jesus, there is no such thing as a hopeless case!"

My words rebounded from the seemingly impenetrable wall which separated us in nearly every way except sight. As I gazed into their expressionless faces, framed by unruly, shoulder-length hair, I wondered if there was anything left in this evil world that could shock them, or melt the stone casing of their hearts.

A flurry of motion on the far side of the room diverted my attention for a moment. One of our young men was placing extra chairs at a table to accommodate some late visitors. One of them I recognized, and we exchanged greetings before they seated themselves. I thought, "This is great! Erwin is not even a believer, but he has brought at least a half dozen strangers to our youth center. One of them has even been saved." Franz, our chef, appeared to take their orders: "Burenwurst and Cola."

A quick glance around the room generated a prayer of thanksgiving within me for what God had done in the city of Linz. Just five months ago, this room had been wasted basement space. Situated two floors beneath the sanctuary of the Baptist church, it had served merely as a storage room. Our youth had, with the help of some of the church members, converted the room into one of the most delightful youth centers I have ever seen. Nearly everything in the room was either a donation or built by loving hands. The eight tables and sixteen rustic, cushioned benches were all occupied and many extra chairs were already full. This has become a common sight. Tonight was "open evening," which meant no special program, yet there they were: dozens of young people who had found their way to our youth center. Members of our witnessing team were leading discussions at several tables: discussions which centered around an open Bible, flanked by half-empty pop bottles, Frankfurters, and brilliant red ceramic tea service.

I turned my attention to the two young men seated opposite me. Horst had done most of the talking up until now. Karl had been silent, his eyes unconsciously following the endlessly revolving reels on a tape recorder, which no one seemed to be hearing. Still watching, Karl's lips now moved, "No hopeless case?" Then, turning his eyes for the first time, he looked directly at me with a cynical look on his face. There was no mistaking the challenge in his voice: "How about fixers?"

How thankful I was to be able to show him an example of what God can do for a "fixer"! I smiled as I tried to anticipate his reaction, and then asked, "Do you know Bruno?" Cautiously, he queried, "Bruno who?" I gave him the family name and without pausing, I continued, "He hasn't had any 'Stoff' for several weeks now, and will tell you himself that it was all Jesus' doings." His face showed expression for the first time as he muttered, "I don't believe it - not Bruno!" I continued, "If you want, I'll go get him. He's upstairs playing table tennis." Horst and Karl looked curiously at each other as I rose to leave.

As I climbed the spiral staircase to the table tennis room, a strange feeling overcame me. "How will Bruno react when he faces a couple of his old friends?" Bruno had never feared any one before. His police record, oversized knuckles and scar-covered body were evidence of that. But how much courage would he have in telling a friend about his new-found Savior? Would he resent my "using him" in this manner?

Upon entering the room, I was met by several friendly greetings, but Bruno was not there. I asked, "Has anyone seen Bruno?" Peter, a convert from last year, spoke up, "He left a half-hour ago -- said he was going for a walk." Trying to conceal some doubts, I went out into the moonlit night and looked up and down the street. Bruno was nowhere in sight. Suddenly, I began to tremble as I recalled past experiences with addicts. I remembered the words of a local nerve specialist who stated, "The rate of relapse among addicts who go through withdrawal is 99.9%." Bruno's own words returned to me with full force: "I've been through withdrawal eight times in clinics, and as soon as I was released, went back to the needle." 

When we promised to see him through the torturous withdrawal for the ninth time, Bruno warned us, "You will have to get tough with me." Our youth had formed a prayer chain. We watched him sweat and pace and fight it out. He could not sleep for more than a half hour without being awakened by horrible nightmares. We prayed. We put a good tape on the recorder and hooked up earphones to help him forget the visions and horrors of withdrawal during those long, sleepless nights. That was now in the past. Bruno had been sleeping well for nearly two weeks. He wanted to return to work. Had we been careless? Could it be that Bruno was gone? "Oh, no Lord!" I prayed, "Please protect Bruno!" I was to pray that prayer many times during the next half hour.

Perspiring, I returned to the "Catacomb" to excuse myself. Upon entering, one of our youth approached me to ask if I could drive four student nurses back to the hospital. They had to be in by 10 p.m. and had lost all track of time. Grateful for an excuse to leave, I drove the station wagon out across the city toward the Children's Hospital, my eyes constantly scanning the side streets and pavements, hoping for a glimpse of Bruno. After letting the girls out, I aimed the car into the now deserted business district. Here and there a neon oasis in the darkness illuminated small gatherings of youthful pretenders. The smoke from their cigarettes hung like clouds of incense over their glittering motorcycle gods parked at the curb. Without so much as a glance, I drove on. I knew Bruno would not be there. 

The "Rosen Stuberl" was the only possibility. The victims who have been seduced and reduced to human vegetables within the portals of this sophisticated queen of Linz nightlife are many. As I entered the bar, a sudden hush spread across the room leaving a dance band in the rear momentarily without competition. The male patrons cast cold stares in my direction as I searched in vain for Bruno. The girls, on the other hand, began making cynical remarks to impress their escorts with their contempt for this intruder from the establishment, and all that he represented.

In the car once more, I drove down the street to Shillerpark. About a hundred kids were scattered about; some of them "high" but no Bruno. Not knowing if I should be worried or relieved, I aimed the station wagon in the direction of the "Catacombs." Was I being too pessimistic? Could it be that he was simply visiting an old friend? But who? Where could he have gone without even telling anyone?

I set the blinker for a left turn. It was nearly 11 o'clock and the "Catacomb" still had to be straightened up and readied for the next evening.

Suddenly, my heart leaped at the sight of two figures in the soft glow of a street light just ahead. There was no mistaking it. One was Bruno! As I brought the car to a halt, I found myself choking back tears of joy. Bruno's left arm was draped across the shoulders of a longhaired boy of about nineteen. In his extended right hand was an open Bible, the one we had given him. Bruno's face brightened when he saw me. He brought his friend over to the car to be introduced.

The boy's name was Christian, but he had never heard the Gospel of Christ. He had been "fixing" since he was fourteen. Just a year before, he and Bruno had planned to leave for Istanbul, but Bruno remained in Linz after being denied a passport. When they parted company, Bruno had said: "I know I will never see you again."

The road to the Orient is a one-way street for most addicts, but Christian had returned! On this Saturday evening, wanting to be alone, and perhaps even tempted to return to his old habitats, Bruno went for a walk and ran right into his old friend. He had been back for several weeks, but no one seemed to know where Bruno was hiding. He had been living with us.

Christian was showing the first signs of withdrawal. His supply of opium was exhausted, and he had put off the last injection as long as possible. He was on his way to inject the last fix and then take his own life. But he gave his life instead to Jesus! As a symbol of his earnestness, he shaved his hair off down to the scalp!

Today, Bruno is living with the local Baptist pastor. He has a responsible job, and in spite of his public debts, two illegitimate children to support, and a pending court case for a past offense, he is radiantly facing the future with Christ. Christian has even greater obstacles to overcome, due to his past life, but he is a changed person. He now lives with us and works in a nearby tombstone factory. With hammer and chisel, he forms grave markers, any one of which could have been his own!

CHRISTIAN

We experienced much joy working with drug addicts, but there was also plenty of heartbreak. Christian's story is a good illustration of this. His father was a prominent businessman in the city and his mother was deeply involved in occult practices. He was artistically gifted and had studied ceramics and sculpturing. Hardly in his teens, Christian began trying drugs and had been on opiates for over seven years when we met him. He spent two years in jail and went through forced withdrawl six times before he came to us. 

After returning from Istanbul and professing to accept Christ as his Lord, Christian came to live with us. It seemed like he was making an honest attempt to get clean. He had one relapse, but started again with the "cold turkey" therapy. 

One morning, however, I noticed that familiar starry-eyed gaze and realized that he had returned to the needle. When I vocalized my observation, he denied vehemently, claiming that he merely had a head cold. With no way of proving anything, we vowed to watch him more closely.

Christian had gotten a job carving tombstones, but I discovered that he was often missing from work. When I questioned him, he denied it or would give a lame excuse. Verna discovered one of her spoons under his bed while cleaning his room; it had obviously been used to "torch" heroin. When he returned from work that evening, I held up the charred spoon and asked what it was doing in his room. Again he claimed to know nothing about it. I then informed him that if he had been honest with us, we would have given him another chance, but now he would have to find another place to live. 

Verna and I felt extremely dejected as Christian departed. He found a room and called to ask if I could deliver his belongings. One of his bags had a broken zipper, and I noticed that there were several bottles of Coca Cola inside. I didn't think too much about it until I read in the newspaper weeks later that Christian had been arrested for dealing with heroin. According to the report, he had smuggled liquefied heroin from Istanbul in Coca Cola bottles! His story about "taking one last fix and killing himself," the withdrawl, and even his conversion had been faked! He had tricked us into letting him live with us, and using our home as a safe storage place for his precious heroin! 

BRUNO'S TRAGIC END

Unlike Christian, Bruno remained "clean." He stayed out of trouble, got a job and paid off his debts. He also began to pay child support for the children he had fathered out of wedlock. He attended church faithfully and was active in the youth work. 

About a year after his conversion, Bruno was hospitalized and told by doctors that his liver was so severely damaged from drug abuse that he could not live long. They said that it was a wonder he was still alive! The youth and church prayed and Bruno recovered, but the doctors were still right. A few days later, Bruno was found dead.

According to the police report, the cause of death was an overdose of heroin, a drug that Bruno had never used as an addict. I found it difficult to believe and started my own investigation. One of the most notorious drug dealers in Linz was seen leaving Bruno's apartment the day he died. He was also the last person to see a sixteen-year-old girl who died of a heroin overdose. She and Bruno knew too much and had to be eliminated. The police recorded the incident as just one more drug death in the city, but I knew better. 

A CITY-WIDE REPUTATION 

The city of Linz and government of Austria spent considerable sums of money attempting to help drug addicts.  A modern clinic was opened solely for treating addicts but, according to their own admission, the success rate was practically zero. 

One of the doctors was granted money to travel and research the drug problem in other lands.  He traveled throughout Europe and America and discovered that few medical clinics had achieved much success, but a number of church-operated youth organizations were having some measure of success. Most of these were operated by Baptist or Pentecostal churches. He had never heard of these denominations in Austria, but decided to check the telephone book after his return to Linz. He found no Pentecostal groups (they use a different name) but was elated to see a Baptist church listed. He was even more excited when the pastor said that the church had a youth center and worked with drug addicts. He came into the "Katakombe" that same evening with another doctor. 

The tearoom was crowded and noisy when the two doctors arrived. Most youth were engaged in table conversation and never noticed the newcomers, but Bruno happened to see them come in and called out, "Dr. Bengerser, what brings you here?" Several guests recognized the name and turned to look; the doctor stood transfixed for a moment and then began to greet them by name, "Bruno! Wilfried! Herman! Christian! I can't believe it!" For two solid hours, he listened to his former patients, some of whom had been in and out of the clinic several times, as they shared how God had changed their lives and freed them from drugs. Before parting, the doctor asked if we could take in a 15-year-old girl named Elvira. Our mission co-workers volunteered. It was the first time we took in someone who had neither requested help nor made a decision to accept Christ. Unfortunately, she was soon back in her old crowd and lifestyle.

From a letter dated February 15, 1971:

Greetings from embarrassed Austria! ...the Alps hide their heads in shame under a very thin layer of snow. The winter sports paradise stands disgraced. For the first time... they are measuring snow accumulation in centimeters instead of meters. The greatest embarrassment was having to cancel a major ski event for lack of snow. Those proud Alps were forced to concede to the American Rockies! 

· The climate of our missionary activities has been equally erratic in recent months...:

· Pastor Kurti left the church in mid-August

· At the beginning of September, a couple which has helped with services in Steyr moved to Vienna

· Several of our finest youth departed - for Bible School, work with Operation Mobilisation, other jobs...

· By mid- September, we were responsible for nine meetings per week in three Austrian cities and one in Germany

· Elsa, who has six weekly children's meetings, got a kidney infection. We took her classes for two weeks

· End of November, we began preparations for Christmas programs

· Five believers under our charge are seriously ill in November - many sick calls to make! 

· We noticed a strange looking bump on Ricky's leg end of November. December 9th, our 4-year-old entered the hospital for removal of a tumor. Tuberculoses, caught just in time...

· December 17th, GMU co-workers, the Wiebes returned from furlough. We helped them get a car, rented housing and moved…

· December 18th, the new pastor arrived in Linz. We helped them get moved in and settled

· December 20th, Christmas program and installation service; Ralph in charge

· Many meetings and guests; 16 for turkey dinner on Christmas

· Between Christmas and New Years, a GMU couple moved to Enns. We helped the Meiers get moved and settled

· Mission appointed Ralph as Field Coordinator for Austria

· New Years Eve service well attended

· The first week of January was "Prayer Week" in Linz. Sixty believers met nightly to pray for Linz and Upper Austria... among them, a poorly dressed migrant laborer and the recently converted Director of the VOEST Steel Mills (largest business in Austria, employing over 50,000). 

· Planning of two evangelistic campaigns in Linz and Enns

· Purchased a mimeograph machine for $300 and plan a monthly evangelistic youth magazine

· We are soon beginning an "Evening Bible Institute" in the Linz Baptist Church

From a letter to my Grandmother, dated June 23, 1971:

“....during May and June we had many guests, about 50 overnight. Verna probably served 200 extra meals.... hundreds of strangers, mostly male and Roman Catholic, have visited our youth center since its opening at Easter.... all visitors are confronted with the gospel... long haired hippies, drug addicts, criminals, drunks, rowdies, educated and cultivated students and workers. Here is a sampling: a 26-year-old engineer in the steel mills, a Yugoslavian migrant laborer, son of the General Director of the Electric Company, a drunken ex-convict, a young man deeply involved in spiritism, a young car dealer with his Muslim wife (also came for Sunday dinner at our house), a "mainliner" on heroin, now in jail for robbery after a police chase in which 40 bullets were shot at the get-away car, the Austrian Judo Champion and all-Europe runner-up. Most of the youth are just ordinary kids off the street, who know all the sports, film and music idols, but have never been introduced to the King of Kings.

From a letter to my parents, dated August 3, 1971

Last night I was thrilled to look into the Catacombe... about 50 people there (Monday!) and there was an open Bible on nearly every table with our youth earnestly discussing spiritual matters with strangers... 

...an interesting sidelight (to the tent meetings): When we set up the tent, city authorities came by and asked who was responsible. I said that I was and they gave me papers to sign. After they left, I read the papers and realized that I had gotten myself into a dirty job! It read: "Notice has been taken that there are no rest rooms in or near the tent. The undersigned is therefore responsible to remove all excrement from the premises upon conclusion of the meetings."

From a letter to my parents, September 8, 1971:

People questioned our estimate of 200 visitors in June, so we kept track last month. Since I was gone five days camping with the youth, these figures are for a 25-day month: We had 148 guests in our home, 51 of whom stayed overnight. We served 115 extra meals not counting family.

From Easter until the tent campaign in Linz, we had hundreds of strangers coming to youth meetings, at least 20 regularly; but there were only a couple of conversions. The tent meetings were so good, that we are now perplexed as to what to do. We haven't done any inviting and advertising for about two months (since the tent meetings), yet we are over full each evening. A number have been saved, two of them hard-core drug addicts. 

From a letter dated November 10, 1972

...we have had a very full summer. Autumn has thus far proven to be no less eventful.  Attendance in the Katakombe has remained high-- 50 to 60 youth on weekends, but has dropped back somewhat on weeknights. We praise the Lord that at least 20 of the 30 or more converts this year are still faithful... If all goes as planned, five young couples, who met in the youth center will begin a Christian marriage during the coming months... There have been three baptismal services this year, and a fourth is scheduled...

CINDY

Not all the drug users who came into the center were male. Cindy was only sixteen and a beautiful girl, but hopelessly hung up on heroin. She had been in and out of rehab clinics and juvenile detention centers, and we had tried on several occasions to encourage her to give her life to Jesus and allow him to change her, but all to no avail.

One evening a well-dressed, middle-aged couple entered the "Katakombe" and asked to see "the manager." I introduced myself and ushered them to a table where a youth brought them tea. The husband stated the purpose of their visit:  they had only one daughter, who was hopelessly addicted to drugs. The hospitals had given her up as a lost cause, but someone had told them about our center. Was there anything that we could do to help?

I asked for their daughter's name, but it was not familiar to me. Then the mother said, "Her friends call her Cindy." 

I swallowed hard and prayed inwardly, “Lord, should I tell them? “  The woman must have seen by the expression on my face that I knew her daughter and said, "Everything we have worked for all our lives is worthless. We did it all for her and now have no further purpose in life. We have even contemplated committing suicide together!"

This was my cue. I looked them in the eyes and replied, "I believe it is you who need help, perhaps more so than Cindy." In a hushed voice in order not to be overheard, I continued, "Cindy told me exactly what you just told me; that both of you have worked long and hard and been materially successful (he held a high position in a large chemical factory and she operated her own boutique). She said that when she really needed you, you were always too busy. When she mentioned this, you told her that you were doing this just for her and that someday she would be grateful." 

There was silence for a while and tears began to trickle down the mother's cheeks. Cindy's father cleared his throat as if to speak, but remained silent. “Would you like to hear what your daughter said to me about that statement?“ I asked.  Receiving no response, I reached across the table and laid my hand on their entwined hands as I continued, "Cindy said that if you were really working so hard to get money just for her, then why didn't you just give it to her?"

I shared God's plan of salvation with them and tried to encourage them to trust their lives and Cindy's life into the Lord's care, but they said they had much to think about and excused themselves. I never saw them again.

In September, 1971, Cindy came to the Catacombe with a blue nose. She had returned home high and had a fight with her father. He slammed some object into her face and broke her nose! She was afraid her friends would poke fun at her nose and called Bruno. I did a Chalk Talk and a guy was saved (the second Helmut). We counseled with Cindy until midnight, but she didn't make a decision. She did ask for a Bible though, and I gave her a New Testament.

Cindy came to the center once or twice more. Bruno was determined to lead her to Christ and we feared she could pull him back into drugs, but she suddenly disappeared. An addict told me that he had seen Cindy in Nepal and she appeared to have aged ten years since he had last seen her. He was one of very few addicts who went to Nepal and returned; most simply vanish without a trace.

From a letter dated October 20, 1971:

...our home is a favorite attraction for youth who don't need much of an excuse to visit.  All have blessings or problems to share, but no one else seems to be interested. Peter came by yesterday to show us a second-hand motor bike he had just bought. Then Franz came and announced that he had been laid off from his job. He was planning to loaf for two weeks on unemployment until Verna gave him a motherly lecture. He left this morning to look for work and called at noon, to say that he had landed a job!

AT THE TRAIN STATION

I was getting into my car at the railway station when I saw a young man sitting in a car next to me reading a pornographic magazine. He had an "SOS" sticker in the rear window of the car, so I approached his open window and said, "Excuse me sir, but I have often seen these "SOS" stickers on car windows. Could you please explain what they mean?" He was friendly to explain. "In event of a serious accident, the sticker tells police and rescue workers to call a priest to administer last rites.

I replied, "Oh are you a Christian?" He replied affirmatively. I continued, "Do you think a Christian should read that kind of magazine?" He stammered that he was really not very religious. I gave him an invitation to our youth center and a Gospel of John to read.

REHABILITATION CENTER NEEDED

As the number of addicts who had given their lives to Christ increased, it was no longer possible to take them into our home. We began to search for a building large enough for us to live in and run a rehabilitation program. 

In 1972, a man murdered his recently-divorced wife and buried her body in the basement of a house they had been building. He poured a concrete floor to "cover up" his evil deed, but police became suspicious. They had the floor broken up and found the body. The murderer was given life imprisonment, and the unfinished house was put up for auction.

Since many Austrians are superstitious, no one even offered the opening bid at the auction. I could envision the place as a great rehabilitation and youth training center and began to pray that the Lord would somehow provide the building for that purpose. I even went to the house one night after closing the youth center and, kneeling on the street, claimed the house in prayer. The building was sold to a man who finished the construction work and rented it to migrant laborers from Yugoslavia. 

I thought that this was the end of the story, but two years later, the house became the home of a Bible Institute! I will share more about this answer to my prayers in "The History of Bible Schools in Austria." 

EXTRA MILE DOMICILE

Shortly after this, we were able to rent ten rooms from the Salvation Army in Linz for our rehabilitation program. Several youths who were relatively strong Christians agreed to room here with others who needed help. We could never fill more than five rooms because we couldn’t find enough Christian youth who were willing to make the necessary sacrifices to live there to help converted drug addicts come clean and strong.

WILFRIED

One Friday night, an addict named Wilfried came into the youth center holding a blood-soaked handkerchief over his wrist. He was obviously high, and I quickly took him aside to inspect his wound. The moment he released pressure on the wound, blood began pulsating down his hand and onto the floor. I realized that he had slashed an artery and rushed him to the hospital. We, as well as the hospital personnel, assumed that he had attempted suicide, but when I visited him the following day, I discovered that he had smashed a store window with his fist while high on heroin.

Wilfried had quite a colorful criminal record. On one occasion, he entered a church in Hamburg, Germany and destroyed the altar and other furnishings. The German police sent him back to Austria where he served time for the offense. Once released, he was again arrested for robbery and received an eight month sentence. I visited him in jail and gave him a New Testament to read. 

Wilfried was not an avid reader and decided to "read the last chapter first, to see how the story ended.“ He began reading in Revelation, but the first chapter didn't make much sense. He turned the page and began reading in the third chapter, "I know your works. You profess to be alive, but you are dead. Wake up and rescue the rest, which is close to death..." 

There in prison, he recognized the warning voice of God and promised God that he would "go straight." After his release, Wilfried looked up the "Katakombe" and tried to copy the lives of other Christians, but he soon reverted to drinking and "fixing" again.

After Wilfried was released from the hospital, he committed his life wholly to Jesus and was fortunate to find a place in our rehabilitation center. A few months later, Wilfried again came into the youth center with a bandaged arm, but this time there was another reason. He had spent his hard-earned money to have a large tattoo of a hypodermic needle and the word "HEROIN" surgically removed!

I learned an important lesson from Wilfried. I was sitting at a table in our youth center one evening, engaged in a debate with a notorious, but intelligent youth of the city about spiritual matters. He kept firing questions at me, which I was usually able to field at least to my own satisfaction. The youth, however, would simply ask a new question and I was again thumbing through my Bible for a suitable answer. Wilfried was waiting on tables and overheard our discussion. He interrupted, saying that he too wanted to ask a question. Instead of asking me something, he turned to the youth and asked, "Hey man, if Ralph answers your next question, are you prepared to give your life to God?" The other youth hesitated to answer and Wilfried repeated the question. The young man tried to change the subject and wouldn’t answer the question, so Wilfried turned to me and said, "You're wasting your time with this guy! He just wants to argue!" Wilfried later married a nice girl and they had several children.

HERMANN

His long, black hair was his only possession, and Hermann spent hours each day brushing and combing it until it had a shiny luster. When he came into the Katakombe one day with extra short hair, everyone gasped, "What happened to Hermann?"

In actuality, nothing much had happened to Hermann to cause him to have his hair cut. He had been reading his Bible and praying, as was his custom, when he realized that he actually worshipped his hair. According to the Bible, a Christian was to have "no other gods" and Hermann decided to be consequent! He was elated that the barber didn’t even charge him for the haircut! I didn’t have the heart to tell him that the barber probably sold his hair for a bunch of money!

Much had happened to Hermann before his ears saw daylight however! His mother had given birth to at least ten children by several different men, and Hermann never knew who his father was. Being one of the older children, he often cared for his younger siblings when his mother was drunk or staying somewhere with a strange man. When Hermann turned sixteen, he left home and began an apprenticeship in a music store, repairing musical instruments. A colleague recognized Hermann's musical gift and offered to teach him how to play the drums. He learned so well that he was given a position as drummer in a local rock band. It was there that he first came into contact with drugs. Before long, he could no longer support his habit from what he earned and turned to illegal methods of procuring money. Hermann soon lost his job and became one of over 4,000 drug statistics in Linz, sleeping in freight cars, under bridges and in abandoned houses.

Like many addicts in Linz, Hermann discovered that he could usually get a free bite to eat in the "Katacombe" youth center. After several visits for food, we noticed that Hermann was staying longer and asking questions. One Saturday evening in the summer of 1972, he committed his life to Jesus and prayed for God's help to get free of drugs. When he asked if he could stay in the rehabilitation center, we declined, saying that there was no one to stay with him. Inwardly, I wondered if Hermann had simply gone through the motions of a conversion in hopes of getting free room and board.

Sunday mornings, we offered the homeless a free "Katakombe Breakfast" in the youth center. We hoped that some might stay for the church service and occasionally, some did. Hermann seldom missed these breakfasts and once he had even attended church. The experience was entirely new to him and he tried to adapt as well as was possible. He noticed that church people called each other "Brother" and "Sister" and attempted to comply. After the service, he made the rounds, greeting "brothers and sisters" with the customary handshake!

The morning after Hermann's conversion, he was missing at breakfast. Sunday evening, however, he was back in the youth center wanting to share his "miracle experience" with everyone. During a wild party among drug addicts the evening before, someone had been killed. Early Sunday morning, police raided an abandoned house where Hermann and other homeless youth had been sleeping. They took everyone they found into custody for questioning. During interrogation, Hermann repeatedly denied attending the party, claiming that he was in church! The police officers just laughed and asked if he had gone to confession. Hermann tried to explain, but the officers concluded that he was still under drug influence and led him to a cell. 

A few hours later, Hermann was again interrogated, and this time he persuaded the police to call the Baptist Church. "The pastor will verify that I was in the "Katacombe" until midnight.” At the mention of "Katacombe" the policeman reacted. He was familiar with the youth center, but had never heard of a Baptist church! Hermann's claims were soon confirmed and he was released. 

That evening, one of our faithful youth helpers offered to move into the “Extra Mile” with Hermann.

Hermann stayed "clean," married a fine Christian girl and they had three girls. He started his own business making and repairing stringed instruments and custom furniture. 

Hermann never got a driver's license but rode his bike almost everywhere, even into Yugoslavia for a vacation. After returning to Ampflwang in 1980, I sent him an invitation to evangelistic tent meetings that we were holding. He rode his bike 40 miles each way in the rain to attend. I asked if he would share his testimony and he agreed. When I introduced him, I said, "If you had known Hermann 8 years ago, you would find it difficult to believe that this is the same person." Hermann got up and said, "What I used to be is not worth mentioning. I want to tell you about Jesus." His was one of the most powerful testimonies I have heard.

OTHER YOUTH

Not all of the youth with whom we worked were addicts. Some had dabbled a bit with drugs, but not enough to become addicted, and most were just ordinary young people. Our original core of youth workers was composed of youth who grew up in the church, but later, new converts became involved in the music, serving guests and working in the kitchen. As they grew spiritually, we integrated them into program committees and evangelistic teams. 

Michaela was a vivacious girl of about 5' 2” who loved to talk. I once jested that Michi’s favorite hymn was probably “Oh for a Thousand Tongues.“ The youth loved that joke, but on Sunday, I regretted having said it. When the Pastor announced that we should turn in our hymnals to “Oh for a Thousand Tongues,“ nearly all the youth started laughing. 

Michi evened the score that summer when she helped me earn my nickname. We took the youth camping next to a lovely lake within sight of the majestic Alps. Michi and a girl named Leoni were sleeping in a tent next to an old farm house. The first night, the girls giggled and talked all night. In the morning, the farmer came out and angrily demanded to speak with the "traurige Aufsichtsperson" (the literal translation is "sad supervisor," but the meaning was more like “lousy leader”). From that time on I was the “traurige Aufsichtsperson.”

Walter and Leoni were brother and sister who grew up in the church. Their mother was a Christian, but their father claimed to be an atheist and made no secret about his high regard for Adolf Hitler.  Both Walter and Leoni were musically gifted and loved the Lord. They married Christian partners, but their Father refused to attend their weddings. I was asked to fill in for him and gladly accepted the invitation.  

A couple of the youths who were converted in our center came from Lutheran backgrounds, but their own church had little to offer them. Each year, the few protestant churches in Linz began the year with a week of prayer meetings. I was placed in charge of a youth night, which was to be held in the Lutheran Church. I delegated different responsibilities to young people, trying to ascertain that all the churches had some representation. When I announced that a young man from the Lutheran Church would read the Scripture, the Lutheran Pastor looked startled. The church had no youth! After the service, he asked me who the boy was and I told him. The Pastor had baptized him as an infant and never seen him again, but he was still listed as a member of his church!

Since most Austrians are Roman Catholic, many of those who were converted in the "Katacombe" were Catholics. One of these was Manfred, who soon became an active witness everywhere he went. Once, Manfred and several other youth were out on the streets, inviting strangers to the youth center. When passing by the large "Heart of Jesus Catholic Church," Manfred paused to read a poster displayed in a showcase. Turning to the other youth, he said, "There is a mistake on this poster -- let's go tell the priest!" 

It was the month of May, when Mary is honored in Catholic Churches. When the priest responded to a knock on his office door, Manfred pointed to the showcase and stated, “There is an error on that poster.” The priest walked over and read it out loud, “Mary is our special mediator in approaching God.” “Where is the mistake?” he asked. Manfred replied, "The Bible says that Jesus Christ is the only Mediator between God and man." The priest was obviously upset and asked what kind of religious sect the boys represented. Manfred and the two boys accompanying him replied that they were Catholic. Manfred opened his Bible and read the verse he had quoted. The priest was at first speechless, but then insisted that church tradition is just as important as the Bible; he was not about to remove the poster!

Soon after Manfred was baptized, he enrolled in a German Bible College. Upon graduation, he accepted a pastorate in Germany and later he became a Bible professor in his Alma Mater. 

One evening, the 13-year-old daughter of a church member showed up in the youth center wearing the shortest Mini Skirt I had ever seen. While I was pondering how I should handle this, one of the young men, a recently converted drug addict, walked over to where she was standing, bent forward and stared at her legs. She became very indignant and called him some uncomplimentary names. He just looked at her in obvious surprise and said, "I'm sorry, but I thought you wear those things so guys would admire your legs!" She ran away in tears, but returned the next night wearing modest clothing.

Once, a student was debating with one of our youth about the existence of God. The believer asked him, "If God should answer a prayer, would you believe?" With a smirk, he replied, "Sure, I'll pray that I win the lottery!"  

"Oh no, that wouldn't work;" the Christian youth responded, "God only answers the prayer of faith and you don't believe. I'll pray for you!"  

The student thought for a moment and then said, "Okay, but it has to be something really convincing."  

The Christian youth began to pray, "Lord, you heard this guy. He's going to be a tough one to convince, so I'm asking you to do something really strong, like a bad accident on the way home tonight..." 

The student suddenly interrupted, “No, stop that! You don't have to pray for that!” 

The Christian youth bowed his head again and said, "You don't need to do anything Lord; he already believes you are for real." 

ORTWIN

One evening three strangers came into the youth center together. I greeted them and invited them to a table. I asked if they would like something to eat or drink. While they were waiting for their order, I handed them each a program for the month's activities and asked if they were from Linz. One of them, named Ortwin, said that he was from Linz, but the other two were from Enns, about six miles away. They were members of a Yoga Club and had heard of the Katakombe from another member of their group.

The program was about Heaven. I passed out cards to each person, telling them not to show anyone what was on it. Each card had the name of an animal, insect, plant or a person on it. I said that they should pretend to be whatever or whoever was written on their cards and describe to others how they pictured their paradise or heaven. The others were to guess who or what that person represented. It was a fun discussion, but also educational. One girl's card read, "FROG." Her idea of heaven was a lake, lily pad and lots of flies. Ortwin's card said "THIEF". When it was his turn, I expected something like “lots of rich people and no policemen or jails,“ but Ortwin's response was totally unexpected. He said, “There is no paradise or heaven for me. If there was even one other person like me, it would be hell, yet if people were different from me, I couldn't be happy or satisfied. If I was all alone, I would be terribly lonely and miserable. There is no paradise for me!” 

No one could guess what he was, but afterwards we had a good discussion about what he wrote.

After the program, Ortwin told me that he was leaving the next day for India and Nepal. He had heard that the really great Yogis were in that area and he wanted to learn from them. We talked until about 2:00 AM, and before he left, Ortwin prayed and asked God to forgive him and help him begin a new life with Christ. I encouraged him to cancel his planned trip even though it had cost a lot of money. But he said that he still wanted to go. Seeing that I was not going to convince him, I finally took one of the unused cards and wrote several questions on it. Handing him the card, I said, "I will pray every day for you and want you to read that card every day and ask yourself these questions." 

The first question on the card I had given was, "When you see deeply religious people, ask yourself, 'Are they really happy?'" 

My second question was, "What kind of an influence do the most devout and advanced members of this religion have upon their environment?" 

The third question was, "What kind of an influence do they have on other people? Do they show a love and concern for the poor and needy? Do they encourage others to abhor evil and espouse that which is good?" 

Ortwin promised.

A week later, I received a postcard from Ortwin. He wrote how thankful he was for that card and the questions. He could hardly wait to get back and tell me about his experiences. He had planned to stay at least three months, but returned in two weeks. He came into the Katakombe on his first night back and told me all about his trip and what he had learned. 

Ortwin said that the more religious the people were, the less happiness they showed. At best, the people seemed to be in a state of unconsciousness. Everywhere he went, there was dirt and filth. The worst situations were in the temple areas and around the altars. Monkeys and other animals left their excrement everywhere and no one felt the need to clean it up. The stench was often almost unbearable. Ortwin said that he was shocked by what he saw. There was extreme wealth on the one hand, and great poverty on the other, yet no sign of sympathy or concern. This was the most depressing part of his trip.

Soon afterwards, Ortwin was baptized and joined the church. He had a very keen mind and a journalistic gift. When we started to mimeograph a youth magazine, he was a great help and continued to write and edit for printing. Ortwin fell in love with Franciska, one of our most faithful youth, and they were married the following year. 

I wish I could say that this was a story with a happy ending, but am sorry to say that Ortwin and his wife later fell away from the Lord and the church. He is now using his time and talents to prepare and perform cabaret shows. This was probably my biggest disappointment from our ten years of ministry in Linz. We still pray that "He which hath begun a good work" will somehow cause them to realize how foolish they have been and return to the Lord. 

On a visit to Austria in 2011, we got together with many of our old youth. I should underscore the word "old!" Most were now retired grandparents! What a blessing to hear how God has used many of these “old youth” who had once been written off by society and even  many believers as “lost causes” Ortwin and Franzi invited everyone to their home for desserts and fellowship. I shared my testimony of how the Lord was still using us even in retirement and encouraged them all to be faithful to the Lord and follow his Word. 

MOVING AGAIN

Our three-room apartment in Ansfelden was small, even for a family of four, but after Becky was born, it became apparent that we would need to find a larger place. There were other drawbacks to the apartment. Our oldest son would begin school and have to walk two miles each way or be delivered and picked up personally. We had applied for a telephone, but were told that the normal waiting period was at least two years in that area. 

The biggest problems were created by our landlord, who lived with his family in the apartment beneath us. He had been quite reasonable at first, offering to loan us money for a new washing machine and giving us some furniture he didn't need. But we were constantly entertaining visitors and he didn't like that at all. There was a nice lawn, sandbox and even a small swimming pool in the yard, but our children were not allowed to use them. Our boys liked to ride the tricycles they had gotten from their grandparents, but the only possibility was in the street. 

The house was centrally heated, but the landlord refused to turn on the circulation pump “because it used too much electricity.“ The hot water heated his apartment, but any water that reached the upper floor was hardly warm enough to melt butter. We had to use expensive electric heaters to keep from freezing. We were allowed to use part of the attic to dry clothes, but the light was on our landlord's meter. One day, the 25 watt bulb burned out and I replaced it with a 40 watt bulb. He soon noticed and was furious! His wife must have had a difficult time living with such a tightwad! When I once complained that our heating and electric bills were so high, he suggested that Verna do like his wife did. She always washed, ironed and baked after ten o'clock at night. I asked what difference that would make and he said that the electric rate was only half as much after ten. Many Austrian homes have a second meter installed for cheaper nighttime electric, but this is only for hot water or electric heat. I explained this to him and said that the rest of the house is still on the regular rate. He checked with the electric company and discovered that I was right! His wife had been "burning midnight oil" for fifteen years to save electric - all for nothing! 

The proverbial straw that broke the camel's back came in June, 1970, shortly after I left with the boys. Verna was home alone with the baby when the doorbell rang. She opened, and the landlord was standing there with only his undershorts on! He told her that she needed to open the windows for ventilation, but his breath smelled of alcohol and Verna quickly closed the door and locked it. We decided to look for another place to live! Bracing ourselves for another long and difficult ordeal of house hunting, we placed an ad in the next weekend paper.

The first response to our ad sounded promising, so I went immediately to check it out. It turned out to be a repeat performance of Verna's experience with our landlord, only this time it happened to me! When I knocked on the door, a woman of about 30 opened and invited me inside. She was dressed only in her panties and a bra! I excused myself and left. After that episode, we decided it would be better for the two of us to do house hunting together even though it meant taking three kids along. 

Someone else had advertised a house to rent in the same paper that contained our ad, but there was no phone number. In Austria ads often include a chiffre number and you have to send your response to the newspaper, which passes the message on to the advertiser. We responded to the ad, but, from past experience, we had low expectations of receiving an answer. Fortunately, the owners had seen our ad and contacted us too. They lived in Steyr, about 40 miles away, but the house was located in Traun, near Linz. We decided to drive to Steyr immediately, but just as we were about to leave the house, the door bell rang. I was asked to attend the funeral of someone related to a church member - in Steyr! Verna thought it would not be good to take the three children to a funeral and opted to stay home. I attended the funeral and then went to visit the owners of the house. The owner met me at the door and said that if I had knocked five minutes earlier, no one would have been home! 

He was a dentist and had built a brand new home for his retirement in the Linz suburb of Traun. He wouldn't be retiring for three more years and didn't want to leave the house empty. I made a date to look at the house the following day.

We arrived promptly at the appointed time, but when the home owners saw that we had three small children, they let us know that the door was closed. They didn't want children in their house and many others had responded! I said that after seeing what a nice home they had, I could fully understand. I apologized for not telling him that we had children but was thinking inwardly, “How many couples our age are childless? 

They were obviously proud of their future home and offered to show us around if we were interested. As we walked, the dentist asked why an American family would be living in Austria. I replied honestly and also asked a few questions about his work and family. They said that they never had children themselves, which helped to explain their reluctance to have children in the house. When he found that I was quite familiar with the history of Steyr and Austria, he seemed to warm up to us. We must have been there an hour when we excused ourselves, saying that it had been a pleasure to meet them. We hoped our paths would cross again. The wife turned to her husband and said, "Dear, I have never seen such well-behaved children. Don't you think it would be okay to rent them the house?" He replied, "I was just thinking the same thing myself!" 

We moved on February 25, 1970 and within two weeks we even had a telephone! 

SUCCESS STORY

Word was getting around that there was a great thing going in Linz. Christian youth from churches in other cities came to take notes and then opened youth centers of their own. A couple of them did well, but others soon floundered. The secret to our success was not the fixtures, program or leadership. We had a fantastic group of dedicated kids, who were not only ready to work hard, but sought every opportunity to share their faith with others. In addition, we had very supportive church members, who helped in many practical ways as well as praying for us.

In a Church business meeting, an elderly lady complained about the cigarette butts in front of the church on Sunday mornings.  I explained that I seldom got away before midnight and it was too dark to sweep them up. Another lady spoke up and offered to come early Sunday morning to sweep them up herself.

In another church meeting, one of our girls complained that a couple of our nice ceramic cups had been broken when the "Seniors" had held their social time in the Katakombe (nearly every group in the church used the center when available -- "It is so cozy!"). One of the trustees said that we should always inform the church of our needs; they would be delighted to help! 

DEACON'S SECRET

One of the church deacons was an engineer who worked in a factory which manufactured railroad building equipment. He was tall, good looking, had a deep, impressive voice and knew his Bible. Both he and his wife attended every Sunday service and Wednesday night prayer meeting. They had ten children, so their influence was felt in just about every department of the church, including the youth ministry. Deacon S. served as Chairman of the Building Committee after the first Chairman died. Now that the pastor was in a sanatorium with pleurisy, I became responsible for the church. The former young youth leader was was his son, Gerald. 

A member approached me and divulged in passing, that Brother S needed our prayers, but she didn’t wish to divulge any more information. A second person made a similar statement without elaborating. When a third person told me that “Something should be done about Brother S,“ I asked what she meant by that statement. She responded, “You haven't heard about her?" 

Human nature is the same the world over and Christians are also very human. Of course, Christians don’t gossip, but it is important that we are able to “pray intelligently for the spiritual needs of others.” 

I had entertained misgivings about Brother S's spirituality for quite a while. For one thing, he had a warped idea of God's grace, as though it were some sort of sponge that is used to erase sin. He once argued that God’s forgiveness eliminated both the sin and its consequences. Still, there had been no real evidence of wrong doing that would warrant counseling. I asked God to make it clear to me, if I was to say anything to Brother S. I further resolved that if anyone else broached the subject to me, I would suggest that they speak with Brother S themselves or accompany me.

I had been leading a series of Bible Studies on Ezekiel. In the eighth chapter, the prophet of God is shown the horrible hidden sin of religious leaders. I noticed that Brother Schmidt was becoming uneasy as I read. After I read the last verse, which says that God would not listen to the prayers of such wicked men, he interrupted me to make a lengthy statement about the "vast difference between the Old and New Testament when it comes to God's grace." He concluded, "The cross makes all the difference in the world!"

While he was speaking, my eyes fell on Ezekiel 9:4. The word "Kreuz“ (German word for “cross”) seemed to leap right out of the page (The King James Bible translates “mark” rather than “cross”). I read verses 4-7:  
And the LORD said unto him, Go through the midst of the city, through the midst of Jerusalem, and set a mark [German: cross] upon the foreheads of the men that sigh and that cry for all the abominations that be done in the midst thereof. And to the others he said in mine hearing, Go ye after him through the city, and smite: let not your eye spare, neither have ye pity:  Slay utterly old and young, both maids, and little children, and women: but come not near any man upon whom is the mark ["cross"]; and begin at my sanctuary. Then they began at the ancient men [“elders”] which were before the house.  And he said unto them, Defile the house, and fill the courts with the slain: go ye forth. And they went forth, and slew in the city.
Encouraged by these words, I said that the cross makes the difference between life and death, between blessings and judgment. But men of the cross are those who sigh and groan about all the wickedness in the land and in God's temple. Then I said that, according to verse 6, God's judgment begins with the elders of God's house." The statement was followed by absolute silence. 

I stopped there and said that we would take a closer look at the passage the following week. Brother S. chose not to attend the following week and soon resigned as Deacon and Elder “for personal reasons.” Everyone present was probably certain that I knew all about his secret affair with another woman and he probably wondered how I had found out. In fact, I knew nothing, but God knew -- and so did others!

IMPOSSIBLE EXPECTATIONS

We moved to the Linz area at Christmas time in 1968 and found a rented apartment in March, 1969. We assumed responsibility for the youth work, which was a big enough task, but in April, the Baptist Pastor started to complain about chest pains. He finally went to a doctor in May -- he had pleurisy! He was moved into isolation in a sanatorium for tuberculosis patients for four months. Soon after he was released, he was hospitalized with yellow jaundice. Altogether, he was out of commission nine months. We inherited responsibility for the church in addition to our other duties. 

The church had three small satellite stations in Steyr, Enns and Passau. Our co-workers, Frank and Gwen Wiebe, had been responsible for the work in Steyr since 1965. They were unable to find housing in Steyr, so settled in Enns and commuted about 15 miles to Steyr. They also had a weekly Home Bible Study and children's meeting in Enns. We took turns preaching in Passau.

In December, 1969, the Wiebes left for a year of furlough and we were asked to assume responsibility for their work in Steyr and Enns during their absence. It was clear that we could not do all that ourselves, so we shared this fact with the elders and asked for help. Three men agreed to take one Bible study or sermon per month. 

A NORMAL WEEK OF MISSIONARY WORK

From a letter dated September 16, 1969:

We have been asked what a typical day is like. Actually, there is none! So, we decided to keep a diary at the beginning of this week, not knowing how it would look at the end of the week. Here is the result:

Sunday, Sept. 7, 1969

Ricky was sick Saturday and no better on Sunday. He had an upset stomach and a slight fever. Ralph Sr. had a bad cold, (the kind that makes you wish you were really sick so you could stay in bed!) Ralph went to church alone, leaving Verna at home with one sick child and two very healthy ones! Ralph preached from the text in Luke 17:37b (Amplified Version) "Wherever the dead body is, there will the vultures be gathered together" (Compare with II Thess. 2:7)

Ralph brought one of the young people home to dinner, so Verna re-divided the Schnitzel to go around. Verna held a Sunday School class with our children. Van liked it so much, he wanted to stay home again next Sunday!

At 1:30, Ralph took a team of young people to Passau, just aver the German border. The tiny chapel was packed with about 40 persons. Before this summer's Campaign with the “Church on Wheels,“ a good third of those present had never heard the Gospel. The youth team took charge of the song service, giving testimonies, and singing a couple of special numbers as well. Ralph preached on “The Woman at the Well.“ Actually, one of the youth was scheduled to preach; but he had to go to London for a "Leadership Training Seminar" sponsored by "Operation Mobilization.'' Two of our youth will be part of a "Youth Evangelistic Team" in the Linz area during the coming year.

After the service, which lasted two hours, we visited a shut-in member of the church and held another informal service in her home." This, the only Gospel preaching church in Passau (40,000), is a prime example of how the Lord is building HIS church. There is no pastor. Two businessmen in the congregation preach once a month. On alternate weekends, someone from Linz travels 65 miles to fill the pulpit. Our young people have taken the responsibility for youth and children's meetings, and two youths also take church services at times.

On the German-Austrian border, the guards heard our car full of singing youth and waved us on with a grin. On a previous trip, one of our group had forgotten his passport and had to remain in the guard station until we returned. During his stay, he witnessed to all six German and Austrian guards, and serenaded them with Gospel songs to the accompaniment of his guitar.

Monday, Sept. 8

Ralph remained longer in bed due to his cold, which didn't seem much worse for all of the previous day's activity. Verna did the washing and had trouble with the wringer as usual. Our relic of a washing machine (3rd handed when given to us nearly 4 years ago) is overdue for replacement. A week ago, our landlord saw it and shook his head despairingly. "Why don't you buy a new machine? I'll loan you the money for it interest-free, and you can pay it back any way you like.” We turned down his offer, but could not help but wonder how many Christians show that much concern for their neighbors.

Tuesday Sept. 9

 Ralph left early for the market place to buy fresh vegetables and fruit. Tomatoes were only 6 cents a pound, so we bought 20 pounds for canning. Verna' s work was thus cut out for her. Ralph took four of the Linz youth along to Steyr, about 40 miles away, for a youth meeting in the evening. Since the evangelistic campaign in August, there are a dozen new faces. It was refreshing to hear the simple prayers of several new converts. 

On the way to Steyr, we had a flat tire. A defective retread. Shortly before we reached home, the recap also flew off the spare tire. Ralph made a mental note, to be careful about buying retreads.

Wednesday, Sept. 10

Ralph mounted snow tires on the car. It was a bit early perhaps, but we couldn't afford to buy new tires just yet. Visitors came! [Unfortunately, I didn’t note who the visitors were.] Ralph picked up some ladies in Enns for the Women's Fellowship at church. Verna couldn't attend this time. She had to take Becky to the doctor for her shots. No one could be found to take the Bible Study in Enns in the evening, so Ralph went. The subject was Christ's Temptation. Ordinarily, he would have been at the Wednesday evening youth meeting. Ironically, the youth, who are presently studying Romans, do better on their own than adults! 

Our landlord was unusually open today. He told Ralph nearly his whole life story. Such openness is very unusual for an Austrian, and reveals a very lonely person. He does not have one friend with whom he can talk or fellowship. Pray for this contact and for the salvation of the entire family.

Thursday, Sept. 11

Ralph went to the Bible study in Linz in the evening, but a deacon led it this week This gave us some free time for writing during the day. We wrote a prayer letter and an article in German for the Baptist newsletter. Ralph had to go to the post office to call Ampflwang. We made application for a telephone several weeks ago but were informed that the minimum waiting period is two years. The mission in Ampflwang finally got a phone after waiting five years! Ralph had been asked to preach in Ampflwang on Sunday if no one else could be found, but they found another, which was an answer to our prayers. 

Friday, Sept. 12

Today was house cleaning day. Ralph cleaned the desk and worked on correspondence. Verna announced that we have 12 shillings (48 cents) left for weekend shopping. Our check should arrive Monday (it did!). It is marvelous to see how the Lord stretches money when we live in faith. Ralph asked Verna if she thought there would be 12 baskets left over on Monday. Verna answered, "Only if the Lord sends us a multitude to feed." Ralph went to prayer meeting in the evening. It only lasted until 11:30 PM this time, but the Spirit was very much present.

Saturday, Sept. l3

Verna put the finishing touches on our prayer letter, typed and mailed it. Ralph washed the car and got games together. The youth from Passau and Linz met with the youth from Steyr for an afternoon of fellowship, concluding with a devotional and eats. In spite of the distance (Steyr and Passau are 75 miles apart), we encourage these monthly get-togethers. We believe it is nearly as important for young people to find Christian partners as to find the Lord. Ralph managed to get home by 9:00 PM, which was good. Tomorrow is another full day! Verna had visitors during the afternoon again! 

Our life is exciting and we enjoy it much. We challenge American youth: Come over and help us!

After being on health leave for nine months, the pastor of the Linz Baptist Church resumed his pastoral duties once again on March 1, 1970. A couple of months later, he received a call from a church in Germany and announced his resignation in August, 1970. I expected members to plan a farewell service for him, but they were so accustomed to the pastor doing everything, that no one took the initiative. Perhaps I should have planned a farewell service, but I was busy enough and in no mood to do that. The departing pastor planned and led his own farewell service! Because the organist was late, he even sat down and played accompaniment to the opening hymn! 
From August through December, 1970, it seemed like I was getting more and more involved in other activities without even being asked. Besides the youth work, I was regularly filling pulpits in Linz and its three preaching stations in Steyr, Enns and Passau. On top of that, I was conducting home Bible studies in three cities, teaching Sunday School, singing in the choir, doing visitation, involved in inter-church activities and serving on committees of various Austrian organizations. I was also Field Director for GMU-Austria.

There were enormous expenses involved in our many ministries, but few were covered by the church. Many Sundays I drove over 200 kilometers, but no one felt obligated to pay for gas. Our little Renault soon needed tires, shock absorbers and brakes, but we had no money to make repairs. I explained my dilemma to the church leaders and asked them for a loan to fix the car. They turned me down, saying that they had to pay their sick pastor's salary and utilities for their new church. That was all they could afford. Soon afterwards, a deacon called us aside and offered to counter-sign if we needed a bank loan. There was another problem however: we couldn't do without a car long enough to take it in for repairs, and renting a car was out of the question. 

In 1970, the first Japanese cars were introduced in Austria. Toyota attempted to crack the market a year earlier, but failed due to the lack of available parts and service. Mazda did its homework and built up a network of dealers with trained service personnel and a central parts depot. 

Out of curiosity, I stopped to look at the new Mazdas on September 23, 1970 and fell in love with a little white Mazda station wagon in the showroom. The young salesman didn't want to miss his chance and started to bargain with me. Most Austrians were hesitant to buy a Japanese car, so dealers were offering unbelievable deals. While the salesman talked, I was figuring in my head. Our Renault was only three years old, looked and ran great, but needed $600 worth of repairs. I was being offered a great trade-in price and with a bank loan, we would have a new car instead of an older repaired one. "I'll go home and pray with my wife about this," I told the salesman. Thinking he had heard incorrectly, the salesman asked me to repeat that statement. "You mean you pray to God about buying cars?" he asked. I assured him that this was our practice. 

When I returned the next day to make the purchase, the salesman was more interested in my prayer life than in selling a car. I invited him to the youth center and he started to attend regularly. We became good friends and he once brought his wife to our home for Sunday dinner. I encouraged him to accept Christ, but he said his staunch Catholic family had all but severed relationships with him because he married a Muslim. He met her while working for a diamond mining company in Africa. If he became a Baptist, he said he would lose his wife. No, he couldn't make that sacrifice. The last time I saw him, he was selling BMWs and confided that he had cancer of the lymph nodes. Again I tried to encourage him to give his life to Christ, but to my knowledge, he never did.

The on-going stress of my work schedule and problems we faced was taking its toll on me. I prayed, asking the Lord to either send help or remove some of the workload. I was incapable of making decisions as to what I could or should do and when I should say "no." At one point, I begged the elders for help with some of the meetings, but they said they couldn't help. I should find someone else. In desperation, I assigned Franz a Home Bible Study in Steyr, realizing that he could possibly bungle it. But Elsa was a Bible school graduate and offered to accompany him. When the elders heard about that, they started to tear me apart for such foolishness. I just said that they had told me to find someone else and I did. The believers in Steyr told me that Franz did great!

SUDDEN RELIEF

On December 15, 1970, a new pastor arrived in Linz and two days later, the Wiebes returned from their one-year furlough. Gospel Missionary Union had a young couple working in Germany that was thinking of a change in assignment, so I suggested that they come to help us. The church and mission were in agreement, so Rudi and Linda Meier moved to Enns, where they took charge of that station. They moved on December 30, 1970. In less than two weeks, there were four couples to do what I had been doing myself. The pressure was off and we even had an economical new car! If we had anything at all to do with setting priorities, it was through prayer!

AN UNWELCOME GREETING

The new pastor and his family arrived in Linz ahead of the truck with their belongings on December 15, 1970. Knowing that they would come late at night and be very tired, members prepared beds for them and left food in event they were hungry. They arrived shortly after midnight. 

Without much thought, one of our youth, Franz, decided to give them a special welcome. He positioned a plastic bucket of water over the living room door, so it would fall on whoever opened the door. The pastor got wet and went to the bathroom for a towel. There was a second bucket over the bathroom door! When the members heard what happened, they were understandably furious. It didn't take them long to figure out who was responsible and they threatened to exercise church discipline of the most extreme sort - lynching! 
I was devastated and wondered how I should handle the matter. An elderly lady came to the rescue and defended Franz. She argued that Franz probably felt terrible about what he had done. Then she made a statement that was often repeated afterward, "Franz is really a diamond in the rough."

The new Pastor soon felt more at home working with youth than preparing sermons. Although I was the official youth leader, he would spend Saturday evenings in the tearoom until it closed after midnight. I suspected that he seldom prepared a sermon, digging old notes out of his files in the last minute. My suspicions were verified one Sunday when he started to preach what was obviously intended for a communion service. He was well into the sermon when this fact dawned upon him, but it was too late to stop. I could see several members looking at each other questioningly. The pastor tried desperately to bend and twist the message to fit a non-communion service, but it was a futile attempt.  

A MOTOR BIKE FOR THE POPE'S YOUTH LEADER

When Gerald moved to Germany, I noticed that his old 150cc Vespa scooter was still chained to a light post along the street. When he came home for a visit, I asked about it. He handed me the title and said that I could have the motor bike in reparation for an incident that occurred earlier. 

When the Wiebes left for furlough, they left their car with me to sell. It was the Fiat Multipla that the woman in Texas had purchased from Graham Lange. Gerald asked to borrow the car to pick up someone for the youth meeting and I grudgingly condescended. When he didn't return the car, I asked about it. Gerald apologized and said that he would bring it back right away. The next day, the car was back at the church with a puddle of oil under the engine. It had a blown piston. Upon questioning, Gerald insisted that the car was running fine when he returned it. I had to repair the car before I could sell it.  

I hauled the old Vespa home, tuned the engine until it purred like a kitten and repainted it a cherry red. In order to sell the scooter, I needed to transfer the title to my own name, but it wasn't necessary to get tags. 

At the Motor Vehicle Agency, I was handed a pile of forms to fill out. I filled out my name and address, VIN and statistics of the vehicle and handed it back to the official. He glanced at the papers and handed them back, saying that they were incomplete. Dutifully, I filled in the missing details, giving my place and date of birth, occupation, citizenship, education, degree earned and religious affiliation (no kidding!).

The official first took issue with my religious beliefs. Misreading the word Baptist, he asked, "What is a Papstist?" (The German word for Pope is "Papst). I explained that there was a Baptist Church in Linz; he merely needed to look in the phone book if he didn't believe me. When he came to “occupation,“ he nearly exploded. "Are you trying to play games with me or something? Who ever heard of a migrant laborer from America?" This term would have been readily accepted if I had come from any other country in the world. I explained that Austrian law prevented me from giving my occupation as carpenter if I had not learned the trade in the country. I explained that I was working as a youth leader in the Baptist Church. He finally wrote into the blank, "Papstist Jungendleiter" (Papal youth leader!) 

MOVING NEXT DOOR

We had lived two years in the dentist's row house in Traun when we learned that the owner was retiring early due to an eye disease which had made him nearly blind. He and his wife only had a small apartment in Steyr and we knew that they had purchased this house for their retirement. Our contract was good for another year and we were very happy with the neighborhood, school and of course our house. It was the nicest we had ever lived in. After 27 years of feeding wood and coal fires, oil central heat was a special blessing!  After praying about the matter, we told the landlord that we would look for another place to live so they could move in. They could hardly believe their ears and quickly accepted our offer.

Our home was one of a dozen identical houses separated only by garages. Just at that time, the house next door to us was vacated when the renter and his family unexpectedly left. Neither the owner, who was supervising the construction of a steel plant in India, nor other neighbors had any foreknowledge. Our neighbor left unpaid bills and no forwarding address. We learned that he had embezzled a lot of money in his place of employment and the company had started an investigation into the matter. 

A lady who lived nearby was asked to look after the house and we struck up a conversation with her. It turned out that she was a Christian and a member of the Methodist Church. We told her about our situation and asked if she thought the owner would rent his house to us for just one year (until furlough). She said that he was returning for a short visit that very weekend. She would ask him.

The owner readily agreed and on April 29th, 1972, we had the easiest move of our lives! No truck, no packing or rebuilding! We took down our curtains in one house and hung them in the next. Dresser drawers were simply removed from the dresser, transported next door and placed back in the same order. Carpets, furniture, light fixtures and even the kitchen cabinets and sink fit perfectly. If you recall, rented houses seldom include any fixtures. I had put paneling on the kitchen wall behind counter tops and the dinette to keep the walls from getting spotted. The paneling fit the new house perfectly. Even the cut-outs for receptacles and switches fit to the millimeter! 

After the move, we only had to get used to our new house number, 13 instead of 11, and our former landlord was now a grateful neighbor! 

UNEXPECTED PR

The phone rang one summer day and a voice on the other end asked if we would be kind enough to give an interview for the German arm of Trans World Radio. They were visiting youth centers across Europe and had heard much about ours. I arranged a meeting for the reporter with the church Pastor and several of the youth. We answered questions as best as possible, but it soon became apparent, that the Pastor had recognized his chance for some free publicity. He was talking as though the youth center was all his idea. I was inwardly upset about this, but didn't know how to correct the picture without giving the impression that I wanted the credit myself. 

Walter, one of the youth, showed amazing insight as he spoke up, "We are so thankful for the way God answered our prayers. The entire church prayed much and worked hard to build the youth center. God gave us a youth leader who loved the Lord, had a heart for young people and could work well together with the Pastor. The Lord has really answered those prayers."  The reporter began asking questions of the youth and soon got things into a proper perspective. He experienced an evening in the Katakombe and was excited with what he saw: a warm and friendly atmosphere, colorful lighting, attractive table service, easy listening music in the background, the aroma of fresh frankfurters and rolls and a good program. All this played an important part in the success of the center, but what really turned the reporter on, were the dozen or so Christian youth, enthusiastically sharing their faith with a score of unsaved kids who came in off the streets. 

When TWR aired the series of programs about youth centers in Europe, the reporter described the Katakombe as the finest youth center in German-speaking Europe, "an encouraging example of what God is doing among youth today."  

One evening guests in the Catacombe had left early and there was little chance of others coming, so our youth workers suggested that we close the center and go to a nice restaurant for refreshments. The Pastor and his wife came along, since their children were sleeping soundly. 
She was very attractive and it was difficult to believe that she was the mother of three boys.  The Pastor, however, had lost much of his hair and appeared to be considerably older.  Several young men were seated in the next booth and started to flirt openly with the Pastor's wife. Instead of discouraging them, she played along for a while until one of them asked her for a date. She replied jokingly that the young man would have to ask her husband's permission. He was obviously not very happy about the incident. 

That summer, three Italians rang the door bell of the pastor's apartment. They said that their car was in a repair shop and asked if they could spend the night. They claimed in their limited English to be Baptists and the pastor fell for the pitch, allowing them to stay. The car repairs showed no sign of being finished after a week. The men were gone all day and much of the night, but always returned for supper and to sleep. We never did learn what they did in the city, but discovered that they didn't even own a car and were definitely not Baptists.  The Pastor finally kicked them out after one of them began to flirt with his wife. 
After serving the church in Linz for several years, the pastor and his family transferred to a church in Germany. When I learned that they were divorced, I was not very surprised. She remarried, but he became a school teacher and devoted father to his three children. Only after the children were grown did he remarry.

HAMBURG 

Excerpts from a letter I wrote dated November 10, 1972

In September, we were invited to participate in a conference of youth workers in the German city of Hamburg. Four of us decided to attend, hoping to get a few good ideas for our own outreach. We soon discovered that everyone attending had the same idea. The leader had planned this to be a sharing time, when we could all learn from each other. He first had us give our names, tell where we were from and give a brief description of what we were doing. Then we could ask each other questions. 

We were surprised that our youth center seemed to be the only one that was experiencing genuine conversions. The other participants were quite surprised that our youth center didn't permit smoking (that is why there were always cigarette butts outside the door!). 
They wanted to know how we managed to enforce this rule. I had a file of materials with me and showed them the place cards we had on each table and a humorous sign we posted on the wall.

ATTENTION GUESTS!

Sometimes people get sick and have to throw up. We are sympathetic and understanding, therefore

VOMITING IS ALLOWED

Although there are many people who believe that picking one's nose is obnoxious, this is basically a matter of opinion. 

Because we don't want to be considered narrow minded,

NOSE PICKING WILL BE TOLERATED

Burning of incense is often involved in heathen worship forms.

Medical science has proven that smoking is harmful to a person's health.

Some of our guests are allergic to smoke.

If we allow smoking in our buildings, we would need to purchase ash trays, wash curtains more often, repair holes burned in our carpets and suffer energy loss while airing out rooms. We like to avoid stress. 

We want all our guests to be thrifty, healthy and happy.

For the above reasons, we have determined that

SMOKING IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN!
Our delegation was the only one from Austria, and we felt like we had little to offer, but soon nearly all the questions were being fired in our direction. They wanted copies of our youth magazine and asked about activities and program themes. During the first pause, our Austrian team had a quick huddle. "How can we learn anything if the questions are all directed toward us?" We determined to respond to questions only after one of the other groups had made a contribution.  That almost killed the seminar! The other participants really had little to offer!

The leader of the seminar suggested that we take a tour of three Christian youth centers in Hamburg. One of them, called Quo Vadis, was operated by a large Baptist Church. The center was closed when we arrived, but it was being used for a meeting of the Board of Elders. They weren't quite finished with the meeting and we had to wait. We decided to take a look inside the church. I couldn't believe what I saw. A rock band was using the church for practice, and they were all smoking in the sanctuary! When we went back to the youth center, we discovered that nearly all the church Elders were also smoking.  I guess there are worse things to do in a church, but at the time, I couldn't think of any. I felt like the Catholics of Mondsee must feel, when young American tourists use their church confession booths for making love (the church where Julie Andrews got married in The Sound of Music)!

PENTECOST YOUTH RETREAT, 1972
The 1972 Pentecost Youth Retreat was planned well in advance - not by us, but by God himself!

The date, May 22-24, was provided by the calendar and the place had been determined long ago. In 1969, Linz hosted the retreat, in 1970 it was Vienna and 1971 in Graz. Now it was Salzburg's turn. City authorities offered to organize meals and accommodations for us. They gave us nearly every room in a public youth hostel and  arranged for us to eat in the Airport Restaurant at special reduced prices - to stimulate off-season business. The Police Department readily granted us permission to conduct a street rally in the heart of the city on Saturday afternoon. We wanted to sing, share testimonies and invite people to an evangelistic service that evening. 

Saturday morning, 180 young people from all corners of Austria converged on Salzburg, arriving in trains, busses and cars, but the city was already buzzing with excitement. U.S. President Richard Nixon was coming to Salzburg on his way to a summit conference in Russia!

All hotel rooms were booked. Policemen and secret service agents were everywhere! Shiny black limousines carrying diplomats and high ranking public officials cruised in the streets. Prime Minister Bruno Kreisky and Minister of Finance, Hannes Androsch, were among them.

Word had gotten out and hundreds of young Vietnam-war protestors came to Salzburg from all parts of Europe to greet Nixon with posters and chants. TV and news teams converged on the city, prepared to share whatever happened with the rest of the world.

Across the street from the Baptist Church, which was hosting the youth retreat, 20,000 soccer fans gathered to cheer their teams  to victory. Saturday was an important game between Salzburg and Linz. The police were out in force, knowing that a victory for either side could easily provide an excuse for rowdies to stage a fight in the city streets. Added to this, chanting radicals stalked Salzburg streets, angry that authorities had forbidden them to stage public demonstrations. They bore posters which declared, "NIXON IS A MURDERER!" and "AMIS OUT OF VIETNAM!" Several youth attempted to burn an American flag, but were stopped by the police.

Even before the Presidential Jet landed, police cordoned off the airport and allowed no one to get near unless they had valid airline tickets. But 180 youth participants of the Pentecost Youth Retreat had special permission to enter! We had a clear view of "Air Force One" from the windows of the Airport Restaurant.

When we gathered for the planned street rally, policemen immediately surrounded us. We showed them our permit and they stared in disbelief. While we sang gospel songs and invited listeners to the evangelistic evening, several radicals attempted to grab our microphone. I was able to engage a couple of young radicals in a discussion about their spiritual needs. They belonged to the Baader-Meinhof group which later made headlines by kidnappings and staging attacks on public personalities.
One girl from our group recognized the Austrian Minister of Finance with his wife and offered them an invitation to the evangelistic meeting. They declined, but when she looked dejected, they smiled and showed her invitations which they had already received from other youth. Many strangers attended that evening and about twenty committed their lives to Christ.

The Pentecost Weekend Youth Retreat closed with the noon meal on Monday. President Nixon had flown to Moscow. Demonstrators returned to Germany, Holland and France. Participants of the 1972 Youth Retreat will likely never forget the occasion!

This experience and many others, during our four decades of missionary service taught us that we should expect the unexpected as part of God's networking with us.  We should never consider any meeting incidental. God may have orchestrated it for some important eternal purpose. This is especially true in a land where true followers of Christ are a small minority. Our testimony - or silence, can have far-reaching influence.

Just three months later, another experience underscored that truth.


UNUSUAL VISITORS
In August, 1972, we had a team of young people from "Operation Mobilization" to help us with youth outreach. One girl on the team was a Jewish Christian whose family name was "Israel" or perhaps "Israeli", but unfortunately, I don't recall her first name.

We regularly went out into the streets of Linz, inviting young people that we met to visit the "Katakombe" Youth Center. We often sang a song or two and always left invitations, never knowing who might respond.

One evening a group of Arabs, perhaps 9-12 of them, walked into the youth center and sat down. Few of them spoke English and even fewer German, but we served them soft drinks and hot dogs and tried our best to make light conversation with them. They claimed to be Egyptians visiting Linz and seemed happy to have found an inexpensive place for recreation and refreshments. We made them feel welcome, and they returned every night for about a week.

The Jewish girl was gifted in linguistics and translated testimonies and evangelistic messages into English and what Arabic she knew. Several of the men flirted with her, and I pondered what their reaction might be if they discovered that she was Jewish.

About the third evening, Israel gave her testimony in English, telling how she had discovered the true Messiah as a Jew.  I glanced over to watch the Arabs’ reactions, but most showed no response. One young man who seemed to have been more interested in the Gospel than the others stared in obvious disbelief. Later, I saw him again discussing the claims of Christ with several youth, including the Jewish girl. I was disappointed to notice that he was missing the following night and asked about him. The men said that he had become ill and returned home. The Arabs came one more night and then were gone. We prayed that the Word of God would somehow produce fruit for eternity.

Several days later, The Olympic Summer Games began in Munich, Germany. On September 5, 1972, heavily-armed terrorists belonging to a group calling itself "Black September," jumped a 6-foot chain link fence and entered the Israeli quarters of the Olympic Village. After a scuffle, in which two Jewish athletes were killed, the terrorists took nine other members of the Israeli team hostage and demanded a plane for a flight to Cairo, Egypt. German police decided to attempt a secret attack, but the media broadcast their plans and the terrorists learned about it on TV. They then demanded and received helicopter transport to an airport. The Germans bungled a second attempt to free the hostages in the same manner. The media gave a running account of police activities and the terrorists realized that their fate was sealed. They killed all of the hostages before police could get to them.

Three of the terrorists survived and were taken into custody. Less than two months later, the German embarrassment was complete. Two members of "Black September" hijacked a plane and threatened to blow it up if their three colleagues were not released. The Germans conceded.

As I followed the news, I could not help but ask if our Arab guests might have been involved in this terrible attack. Munich is only a three-hour drive from Linz. We may never know the whole truth this side of heaven, but God not only makes no mistakes; with him, there are no accidental meetings! 

PENTECOST YOUTH RETREAT, June 2-4, 1979
Every year, it was a challenge to find a good speaker for the annual youth retreat. Speakers were sometimes imported from Germany or Switzerland and others were found in Austria. I was totally taken back when the planning committee asked me to be the main speaker at the 1979 retreat. 

Linz had hosted the youth retreat again in 1978 and I was very much involved, but I declined the invitation to serve on the planning committee for the 1979 retreat. It was being held near Graz and I was not even planning to attend. Our printing and publishing operation was growing rapidly and church ministries in three satellite churches, in Steyr, Enns and Passau, consumed much time. I had turned the leadership of the youth work over to a gifted young Austrian and was less involved myself.

I accepted the invitation and was permitted to choose the theme, which would become the conference theme. I picked one that I felt young people needed to know more about, the Church. I divided the subject into three biblical examples, the Building (Form), the Body (Function) and the Bride (Fellowship).

More than 200 youth registered for the event, but I especially recall one youth named Franz. He came up to me after one of the sessions and introduced himself. I didn't recognize him or his name, so he added, "You led me to Christ three years ago when you had evangelistic meetings in my town." He remembered the chalk talk that I drew and the message that I preached, which impressed me. I encouraged him to follow the Lord faithfully and to consider attending a Bible school.

At that time, there was no Bible training institution in Austria. A number of young people who attended schools in Germany never returned. I had a great burden to open an Austrian Bible training school.

Let's jump ahead six years to 1985. 

We had established the Austrian Bible Institute, which was in its second year. An evangelical Lutheran group also opened a small theological seminary in Austria, so we invited the handful of students to our school just to get acquainted. One of the students was Franz, whom I had led to Christ in 1976. He said that he had taken my suggestion to get Bible training seriously and the Lord had called him to be a pastor. He then repeated the entire outline and major points of the messages I delivered at the Pentecost Youth Retreat six years earlier! He is still serving as Pastor and I hope his congregation can remember all HIS messages!

A HUMOROUS INCIDENT 
Many people cannot imagine God having a sense of humor. I would like to insert a personal experience of ours that took place on Pentecost Sunday, 1998, in order to show that he actually does.

While eating breakfast on Pentecost Sunday in 1998, we heard “the sound of a mighty rushing wind” outside! We ran to the window and looked to see where this noise was coming from. Imagine our astonishment to actually see people with “cloven tongues of fire” above their heads!

You are probably thinking the same thing that witnesses of the New Testament Pentecost thought. We were “full of new wine!” But I am telling the truth! The roaring sound and the tongues of fire came from the gas burners of a large hot air balloon which passed our second story kitchen window and landed in a freshly mowed hay field near the house! And it was all perfectly timed for Pentecost Sunday morning while we were eating breakfast!

THE MUSICAL FAMILY FROM AMERICA 

They had been in the concert business for many years. I had one of their records and even heard them in a live performance years before, so when they wrote, asking if we could arrange a concert for them on their World Tour, we were delighted to give an affirmative reply. They gave us the date of their arrival, saying that they would arrive late, be tired and just need a good night's rest. They would be ready for a concert on the following evening. Oh yes, there were four of them, since their two teenage children were now part of the group. 

On June 2, 1971, everything was ready. We arranged for them to sleep in our beds while we and the children slept on air mattresses in the living room. I had reserved a hall and rented a good sound system as requested. We distributed handbills and pasted posters all over the city. It was not a good time of the year for concerts, but we did what we could to assure a good attendance. The musical family arrived early and all of them were hungry. Austrians eat their main meal at noon, but the musical family let us know that they wanted a hot meal. Verna tried to thaw a chicken as fast as possible (no microwaves then!) while I entertained them in the living room. Mrs. musical family wanted to see the beds. She frowned and said the mattress was too hard. She sent her musical husband to the rented vehicle for a roll of foam rubber, which they always had along when on tour. Both children were allergic to feather pillows, so we gave them the throw pillows from the sofa, which a Women's Missionary Society had given us, stuffed with old nylon stockings. 

Verna performed a near miracle to get a delicious meal prepared and on the table by six o'clock. After thanking the Lord, Mr. musical family asked where and when the concert was to begin. I told him and he said, "Not tomorrow's concert, the one we have tonight." "Oh, there is no concert tonight,“ I said, "You wrote that you didn't want a concert the same night you arrive." His face turned a dark grey and he retorted, "I never wrote anything of the sort! Certainly, you didn't think that we would be sitting around doing nothing when most of the world is on its way to hell!" 

"I'm sorry about the mix up," I said, "but if you really want to sing and play tonight, there are evangelistic tent meetings concluding in Linz tonight, and they would probably be happy to give you part of the program." He gave his assent and I quickly looked at my watch as I headed for the telephone. A moment later, I was back and announced that everything had been arranged. We would need to hurry to get to the tent in time for the meeting. I went to get our car ready while they changed into their concert costumes. When they came out of the house, Mr. musical family saw that it was starting to rain and said, "Oh no, we can't take our instruments into a tent if its raining. The dampness would ruin them!" The rest of the musical family followed their master back into the house. I had to make another quick call and apologize for the change. I am certain that the Lord sent that rain to prevent the last evangelistic meeting in the tent from becoming a disaster.

The musical family toured the "Sound of Music" country all of the next day. After their hot meal, we set up for the evening concert. When it was time to begin, I was disappointed in the turnout. The hall was only half filled, and as far as I could ascertain, they were all Christians from evangelical churches of the city. The musical family went through its well-worn routine, interspersed with stories and testimonies which I translated into German. After a while, Mr. Musical Family began his evangelistic message, followed by an invitation to accept Christ as Savior. Mrs. Musical Family played a soft accompaniment on the piano while he prayed, asking folks to come forward and commit their lives to Christ. No one responded and he kept repeating the offer. He then said that there had been souls saved in every one of their concerts all around the globe. He was certain that God was speaking to someone in that very room and he could wait because all eternity was at stake. I never liked translating, especially prayers. After what seemed like the eternity he spoke of, Mr. Musical Family concluded his prayer and they sang their final number. 

Before they left the next day, I found their letter to me and showed it to them.  There was no apology but simply a shrug of the shoulder. Some time later, I was at a conference and met the missionaries who hosted the Musical Family just before they came to us. They had similar experiences including the pronouncement that souls had been saved in every city around the globe - except theirs!

GOD’S PROTECTION IN TRAVEL

It was June, 1973, and time for a furlough. Normally, we would look for the cheapest charter flight, but we had become friends with the Austrian Director of "Lufthansa," who was a fine Christian and member of a Baptist church in Vienna. When he asked us why we didn't fly with a "good airline," we said we couldn't afford it.  He then explained that the few dollars saved could not compensate for the inconveniences incurred: late arrivals, having to leave or arrive at unearthly hours, limited baggage allowances and poor service. Charter planes cut costs everywhere they can, packing more seats into the same space, purchasing aging planes from airlines like "Lufthansa" and hiring cheap personnel to service and fly them. He finally convinced us by offering to get us tickets at rock-bottom rates.

The pastor of a church in a neighboring town heard that we were flying to America and contacted us. "We want to visit relatives in Canada. Could you get us tickets when you get yours?"  Our friend was happy to cooperate, and we ordered tickets for nine persons. 

We would be flying in a "747 Jumbo Jet," and our children just couldn't wait for the trip to America!  Soon after receiving the tickets, we bought them a toy die-cast "747 Jumbo Jet" that even had "Lufthansa" painted on the side. Within hours, one set of wheels had broken off the toy airplane. As we tried to dry the tears of our six-year-old, he muttered, "I hate Jumbo Jets when their wheels break off!"  We assured him that such things don't happen to real Lufthansa Jets.

The day of our flight finally arrived. Friends in Salzburg had agreed to take us to the Munich Airport, but about halfway there, we found ourselves in a gigantic traffic jam. Nothing was moving, and news soon filtered through that a truck had jackknifed and spilled its cargo across the entire Autobahn. There was nothing we could do but sit, wait, and pray.  We prayed, "Lord, if you want us on that plane, you can hold it for us!" By the time cars began to move, it was already past departure time and it took another hour to get to the terminal. We recalled our friend from Vienna telling us, “Lufthansa is never late!”

We worked our way through throngs of tourists to the check-in counter and asked if there was any possibility that our tickets would be honored for a later flight. Imagine our surprise when the girl at the desk informed us that our plane was still standing on the runway! She explained that the air controllers had called a strike, and no planes were allowed to land or take off. They had no sooner checked our baggage when the announcement was made that the strike had been settled and planes were cleared for takeoff. Right there in the airport, we bowed our heads with our friends and thanked the Lord for answering our prayers.

Once in the air, the friendly voice of our pilot greeted his passengers in German and English, apologizing for the delay. He then explained that we would be making an unscheduled stop in Cologne to pick up passengers who had been stranded due to the same strike. He went on to explain that winds across the Atlantic were favorable, and we should be able to make up for some of the lost time. The stopover in Cologne was very brief, and we were soon speeding down the runway again. Moments before our fully-loaded plane lifted off, we heard a loud bang, and a stewardess sitting near us unbuckled her seat belt and ran toward the front of the plane. We gained altitude rapidly, and after a few minutes, we heard the pilot's voice once again. He explained that there had been a "technical problem" during take-off. He was sorry to announce, that there would be another delay; we had to make another landing in Frankfurt for repairs.

Verna and I began to pray. We soon saw the city of Frankfurt below us and our plane began to circle as though preparing for a landing. Everyone around us looked nervous, wondering what kind of a technical problem had occurred. Then the pilot spoke again, with a calm and almost too reassuring tone of voice. "I have good news to report," he began. "We have gotten clearance to fly on to New York after all."  There was a pause, and then he continued, "It appears that we lost a wheel during take-off from Cologne. I explained to the ground personnel that if there should be any trouble landing, it wouldn't make a difference whether we are in Frankfurt or New York. Besides, we would have to jettison our fuel in order to land in Frankfurt."  He then wished us a good flight.

I looked down at our six-year-old, clutching his toy 747 with the broken wheels! The children had apparently failed to comprehend what the pilot was saying. We looked around and could see panic written on many faces. We bowed our heads and prayed, leaving ourselves in God's hands. Suddenly, I was filled with a feeling of deep peace. It occurred to me that we had from the very beginning prayed about this flight. It would have been an easy matter for the Lord to allow us to miss the plane. There was the accident, and then the strike and answered prayers. Certainly there was a purpose in our being on board this particular flight! I shared these thoughts with Verna. When the seat-belt lights were turned off, I walked back to our friend with his family and shared the same thoughts with them. They too had received peace from the Lord and had already had an opportunity to share Christ and pray with someone. 

We had opportunity to witness to passengers around us. A couple from the Midwest, who had been visiting their daughter and her military husband, were seated just behind us.  They confessed to be Christians, but that they had strayed from the Lord. Before we landed, they rededicated their lives to Christ. Once Verna had to visit the rest room, and another passenger stopped her in the aisle and asked if she was a Christian. There were more of God's children on board!

The flight across the Atlantic was uneventful, but everyone seemed quite aware that our landing in New York could bring disaster. It was interesting to note how unbelievers reacted in the face of possible death: alcoholic beverages were offered free of charge, so many drank heavily; others tried to sleep or distract themselves in some way. Some were soking in the no smoking zone, but no one complained. As we descended for the landing, the crew took their positions by the emergency exits. There was no need for the pilot to comment on the situation. As the huge plane approached the runway at JFK, we beheld a scary sight below.  Everywhere were the flashing red and blue lights of emergency vehicles. The ground came nearer and nearer. We could hear the pilot lowering the landing wheels -- or what was left of them. 

The landing was the softest we have ever experienced. We never knew when the plane touched the ground. At first, there was a deathly silence on board, but as the plane began to roll down the runway with no signs of problems, the passengers released their pent-up emotions with long and loud applause. The danger was not yet past however. The pilot could not apply the brakes and we rolled for what seemed an eternity before the plane came to a stop. Firemen, mechanics and special inspectors converged upon the plane to check it thoroughly before we were allowed to taxi into the terminal. As we left the plane, the captain greeted each passenger personally. We thanked him for his masterful job, but he responded by saying: "It was a computer landing. I had nothing to do with it." We said that we were praying and he responded, "This is the first time I have landed at JFK when there was absolutely no wind!"  

We had to walk from the plane to a bus and could see clearly what had happened. One entire outer tandem with four wheels had broken off. Probably because it would have put the plane off balance, the pilot didn’t lower the wheels under either wing. Eight wheels under the wings of our 747 Jumbo were not useable and we landed on the two tandems under the belly plus a pair of nose wheels!

About 40 friends of the church and relatives were waiting in the airport to greet us. They had been waiting quite some time due to the delays and were very relieved to see us coming through the gate with three little kids and baggage in tow. There was much embracing and my parents were especially eager to get their arms around their three grandchildren, one of which they had never seen. My brother Bob had just been released from military service in Vietnam. He said, "Some plane must have been having trouble out there. I never saw so many emergency vehicles in all my life! I was a little concerned that it might be yours."

JUST ANOTHER MIRACLE?

Missionaries seem to experience miracles so often, that we begin to take them for granted. Only the exceptional situations seem to grab our attention. The following is an excerpt from a letter I wrote to Walter Jenkins, of our home church five years earlier than our experience aboard the Lufthansa 747.

May 4, 1968,
We experienced the mighty working of the Lord here at GMU yesterday. The Directors and office workers wrapped up their work for the weekend and left for home. After supper in the Mission Home, most of us had retired to our rooms when the telephone rang and someone answered. It was a long distance call from Dallas, Texas. A distraught voice on the other end reported, "Keith Austin was to arrive in Dallas at 4:58 PM aboard Braniff International Flight 352. He was enroute to Kansas City for the GMU General Council Meeting (Keith is Field Director for Ecuador). The voice faltered for a moment and then continued with emotion, "A report has just come in that Flight 352 exploded in the air and crashed. Of the 79 passengers and 5 crew members, none are believed to have survived." Radio reports confirmed the news. Braniff had 16 daily flights between Houston and Dallas. The pilot of Flight 352, a 4-engine turboprop Electra, radioed in at 4:14 and estimated his arrival time at 5:03 (five minutes late), but the plane never arrived. There were no survivors.

The Mission Directors were hastily notified and within minutes they were back at the mission for special prayer together with staff members and missionaries (including ourselves). About an hour later, the phone rang again. The caller said, "This is Keith Austin, calling from Dallas."

Keith had been overcome by hunger while waiting for his flight in Houston. When he discovered that he could take the next flight and still make his connection for Kansas City, he asked an attendant if this would be possible. 

The May Gospel Message had already been mailed and contained an article by Doris Austin, Keith’s wife. She wrote about God’s protection in travel. 
Gospel Message, May 1968

WITHOUT INCIDENT

by Doris Austin, Ecuador

If you would ask Mr. and Mrs. Average Ecuadorian about how they fared on a recent trip, they would most likely answer, "Oh, it was `sin novedad' (without incident )."

What to them is a very routine, ordinary, run-of-the-mill trip, to one of us seems quite replete with close shaves, nagging delays, overworked drivers and neglected equipment.

Take my recent return trip from Colombia, for instance. We left Tulcan in a bright orange bus that shimmied altogether too much to suit me. Before I had too much chance to worry about it · we had already sideswiped a truck that appeared to be parked on the right side of the road. Just as we were about to pass, the truck moved toward the left. Our bus and the truck were sandwiched together without room enough in between even for butter!

The irate drivers of both vehicles, aided and abetted by the passengers, jumped down and began the customary shouting and arm waving. Someone suggested trying to separate the bus from the truck and some, at least, closed their mouths long enough to "heave to." We were on our way only to resume the battle at the traffic control station a few blocks down the road. When we finally were permitted to continue the trip, the driver was minus his license. On the plus side he had one ragged disposition!

As we weaved along over roads "under construction" things seemed to be settling down to uneasy normalcy when the conductor, who rides hanging on to the outside of the bus, banged frantically on the roof to signal the driver to stop.

"Now what?" I sighed. A piece of baggage had fallen off and he had to run back to retrieve it. On the way again.

"Nothing but delays," grumbled the man beside me. Suddenly the driver was all excited.

"Leave it alone, don't touch it!" he yelled at the man seated at his right. ('There was a passenger to his left, too.) Someone had placed a car battery to the right of the chauffeur's feet and the acid was oozing out and running down the aisle of the bus. Without slowing down noticeably, the offending passenger was duly cursed. Some of the acid was wiped up. Ten hours and four customs checks later we arrived in Quito “without incident."

I pondered this trip and the many others that are made yearly by missionaries here in Ecuador. They add up to thousands of miles. I marveled at the Lord's mercy and protection on the land, on the sea and in the air. There have been narrow escapes and minor injuries, but no fatalities that I know of. "To God be the glory; great things He hath done."
==== * ====

Editor Stenbock had just finished editing another article by Doris Austin for the November 1968 Gospel Message. It was titled "Vehicles." 

VEHICLES

by Doris Austin--- Ecuador

The Bible says that Elijah ascended into heaven in a chariot of fire, drawn by horses of fire in the midst of a whirlwind ( II Kings 2:11 ).

I have often wondered if Elijah hesitated to seat himself in that blazing buggy or if his trust in God was so complete that he immediately surrendered himself to his flaming UFO. The Scripture points out that the prophets were subject to like passions as we are (James 5:17), so I wouldn't be too surprised if Elijah had turned his head the other way as he drew his robes about him, objecting all the while in just about the same manner as you and I would have done.

"Look, Lord, it's sizzling! I'll be a cinder before I pass the third heaven! How about it, Lord, wouldn't it be just as easy to fix me a cooler car- like a cloud coach, maybe?!"

God didn't allow Elijah to choose the vehicle that would convey him to celestial heights. He expected his servant to accept with joy and confidence the vehicle of his choice - and the whirlwind that went with it!

Life's trials and testings are vehicles. Too often too many of us look upon our testings as crosses to be borne with dignity and resignation instead of recognizing them as the vehicles that God intends them to be. Vehicles designed to bear us (not be borne by us) closer to God, nearer to his heart that we “..may know him, and the power of his resurrection, and the fellowship of his sufferings..." (Phil. 3:10)

Although these vehicles come in all shapes, sizes and colors, they have but one Designer-God, and one design-to lift us to Him that He may reveal himself to us in all His fullness.

A few years ago I attended a meeting where a friend, a missionary for many years here in Ecuador, was to give her testimony. Delores' death sentence had already been written. Cancer. Her face was radiant and her spirit triumphant. She testified that it was worth all her suffering to come to know her Lord as He revealed Himself to her during her illness. She had mounted the fiery vehicle that the Lord, in His wisdom, had prepared for her, and the victory that shone on her face was confirmed in her smile.

After the meeting was over she came up to me to inquire about Michael, my retarded son. "And how is Mikey?" she asked.

"Oh, he's just fine," I assured her. Her next statement shook me.

I'd so much rather have cancer than to have a retarded child," she said. "Your trial is so much more difficult than mine."

"Oh, no!" I objected, "I'd much rather have Mikey than cancer." On the way home I pondered her words and thought of another missionary friend whose vehicle came twice in the form of a small coffin. Two precious children died in infancy here in Ecuador where she and her husband are serving. Not long before, she had remarked to me,  "You know, Doris, I'd much rather have buried two children than to have a retarded one."

Again my heart rebelled. "Never!" I cried. "I'd a thousand times rather have Mikey than to have twice buried my heart beneath the cold mountain soil!" 

Slowly the truth seeped into my heart and brain. God chooses the right vehicle for each of His children. Cancer for Delores, two dead babies for Marion, years of widowhood for the wives of Auca-speared missionaries and a mongoloid son for me. Different vehicles,  carefully chosen by a loving Father, the Master Designer. The one He chooses for me may not be suitable for you at all, nor yours for me. “ . . but God is faithful, who will not suffer you to be tempted above that ye are able. . ." (I Cor. 10:15).

A trial can be a cross or it can be a vehicle. It all depends if it's riding you or if you are riding it! Christ's cross became the vehicle through which He drew all men unto Himself (John 12:32). Don't flinch from the furious flames that surround your chariot or pull against the stubborn stallions that seem to be drawing it. Climb up, get in and let it carry you to the unknown and glorious heights that God, in His love, has prepared for you.

==== * ====

I am inserting the following paragraph on September 11, 2022. You do recall the events of 9-11, 2001, don’t you?
ALPINE ECHO TEAM

During our 1973 furlough, we invited eight musically-gifted young people to the United States for an evangelistic musical tour. We sang, played and preached in many churches, camps, schools and even in restaurants where we ate.  

Because our musical numbers took up most of the time, the message had to be short. One message proved to be quite effective, so I preached it over and over. Even the youth who knew no English had practically memorized the message. 
I would ask the audience what they thought the worst word in the English language was. Death? Sickness? War? Hate? People made many other suggestions, but I just read Psalm 127:1-2 and most people got the phrase that I was thinking of. The words "in vain" appear three times.

No matter what we do or don't do, this dreaded phrase is lurking just around the corner, ready at any moment to disrupt our lives, pounce on us, destroy our plans and rob us of joy. Nothing is safe from that threat, "in vain." We can go to bed in vain; sleep just doesn't come. Or, we can get up in the morning in vain; we should have stayed in bed! We can work, buy, sell, marry, rear children and even live or die in vain!  

If a person is frequently attacked by this unscrupulous villain, he or she may be driven to alcohol, drugs or even suicide. A common reaction is simply to lose interest in life and become despondent. Of course there are also stubborn individuals, who just keep pounding their heads against the wall in hopes that their luck will change.

The Bible gives us the prescription for dealing with this threat in the next chapter: "Except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build it: except the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain. It is vain for you to rise up early, to sit up late, to eat the bread of sorrows: for so he giveth his beloved sleep." (Psalm 127:1-2)

Whether we are still building or have already created a cozy nest for ourselves, we are told that all is in vain if we have not reckoned with God. Investments and overtime, sweat and tears are in vain. We can equip our homes with deadbolts, lightning rods, fire and burglar alarms, but without God's protection, all is in vain. 

A pianist once told me that he worried constantly that something could happen to one of his fingers and ruin his career. All those years of practice would have been in vain. Only after yielding his life to Christ did he find peace.

The Apostle Paul wrote, "Whatsoever is not of faith, is sin." (Romans 14:23) The Greek word for "sin" means "to miss the target". One could also say, "in vain," but life doesn't need to be in vain.

The "Alpine Echo," as we called ourselves, was able to visit many points of interest in the northeastern part of America. They were fascinated with Washington D.C. and enjoyed visiting the Air-Space Museum, Smithsonian Institute, the Mint, Arlington Cemetery and the Washington Monument. While waiting in the lobby for a tour of the White House to begin, I suggested that we sing one of our songs for the people around us. Everyone thought that this was a great idea -- except for FBI Agents! I overheard one of them speaking into his walkie-talkie: "There is a group of foreigners here staging what appears to be another anti-Vietnam war demonstration."  I approached the agent and assured him that everything would be all right; these youth were merely singing so they could tell their friends in Europe that they had sung in the White House!  The FBI Agent then called off the warning and encouraged us to sing some more!

We visited the Amish country around Lancaster and toured the chocolate factory in Hershey, Pennsylvania. There was a long line of tourists waiting to get into the chocolate factory. It was very hot and many were in a bad mood, grumbling about the long wait in the hot sun. We had to walk up a ramp, which had a sort of platform at the top where one could look out over the heads of all those still waiting. When we reached this spot, I suggested singing a song, but after the experience in Washington, the singers couldn't get up the nerve or perhaps they were just shy. I cupped my hands around my mouth and called loud and clear, "May I have your attention please!"  The choir members turned to me and said, "We said that we are NOT going to sing here; are you trying to embarrass us or something?" In the meanwhile, the crowd had grown silent and stood expectantly, waiting to hear some important announcement that was about to be made. I turned towards the crowd and said, "Thank you ladies and gentlemen; I like attention!" The crowd broke into laughter and all grumbling ceased. Now there was something else to talk about.

Often our team was invited to stay in private homes; on one occasion, two girls, who knew very little English, stayed with a couple that knew no German. When the girls showed up at the breakfast table with no shoes on their feet, the man of the house asked if they liked to go barefoot in Austria, but they didn't understand. He borrowed their German-English dictionary and, after taking a few notes, tried again. The girls blushed and said, "You had better let Ralph interpret."  They later told me that he had asked them if they liked to go naked in Austria!

That same couple collected antiques, so they gave us a royal tour of their lovely home, concluding it in the basement. As he opened the door of a small closet, he pointed to his most prized antique: an old toilet with a pull-chain for flushing. The youth were unimpressed. Most of them had toilets like that in their own European homes.

After traveling countless miles and singing in many churches, one of the girls, Michaella, said that she thought she could identify a church's denomination by the outward appearance of its edifice. She went on to explain: "Pentecostal churches are usually made of wood and have small steeples or none at all; Methodist and Presbyterian Churches are generally built of stone; Baptist Churches are of brick or wood and are usually surrounded by a big parking lot containing several school busses." After a pause, she added, "There is one church that I'm not sure about; what kind of church is a Bingo-Church?"

We visited personal friends in Guys Mills, Pennsylvania, who treated the team to home-made ice cream with maple syrup topping. They had three children and a fish aquarium. Seeing the fish, one of the youth said that Walter, our pianist, had eaten raw minnows right out of the lake. Our host said that he would have to see that to believe it and offered to sacrifice a couple of Black Molly fish. Walter agreed to demonstrate his special talent. After filling his mouth with water from the tap, two black molly fish were caught with a net and mercilessly dumped into their death trap. While girls squealed and turned their heads, I took a picture of the doomed creatures taking their last swim before being flushed into Walter's stomach. 

The son of our host was ecstatic at this marvelous feat. He disappeared into the cellar and soon returned with a small toad, which he offered Walter for dessert!

GETTING PRINTING EQUIPMENT

While speaking at a church in Northville, New York, a member looked at a sample copy of our mimeographed youth magazine and asked why we didn't print it.  I replied that it cost too much. He approached the pastor and missions committee and that evening, they announced a special offering for a printing press! The offering netted $386 and that sum was rounded up to $500 by the church. 

I knew absolutely nothing about printing, nor of the cost of printing equipment, but a week later, I found a classified newspaper ad for an offset press. The asking price was $490. A lady answered my call and explained her dilemma.  Her husband had died several years earlier and she had hoped that her two sons would take an interest in printing. They were more interested in motorcycles and wanted "all that junk" cleared out of the garage. She gave me the name of the press, adding that it was old but operational. I visited a local print shop and asked the owner if he was familiar with a "Multilith" offset press. He replied, "I certainly am, you are looking at two of them here."  I then asked if he thought $490 was too much to pay for an older working press. He informed me that he would pay that much sight unseen -- just for spare parts.

I borrowed my father's truck to get the press. After loading the six-hundred-pounds of iron and steel onto the truck, the lady insisted that I take everything else that was in any way associated with printing. I made two trips to pick up everything: over a ton of paper, piles of ink canisters, graphic supplies, a Pitney Bowles postage metering machine, a hand-operated paper cutter and an electric mimeograph machine identical to the one we had been using in Austria. I gave many reams of paper to the church and sold the other paper and ink at a local auction for $250! 

Since I knew nothing about offset printing, I asked the above mentioned printer for a few tips. He graciously explained the basics and burned a couple of plates for me so that I could try out my new acquisition.  As I turned to leave, he grinned mysteriously and wished me good luck.

With childlike faith and youthful optimism, I inked up the press and embarked upon my printing career. In less than an hour, I was actually able to print 500 bulletins for our church mission conference, and a newsletter to boot! There was really nothing to it! 

I was in for a rude awakening!

A GOOD FURLOUGH

That was the only furlough we ever took that lasted a whole year; it was a good furlough in every respect. We were able to purchase the printing press, an electric typewriter and a plate-maker for the new print shop. The Lord even provided enough money to buy a brand new Ford Pinto station wagon for $2,782 and a used fold-out camping trailer for $125. 

As our furlough came to an end, I built shipping crates for the printing equipment and our personal belongings. Travel by air had become less expensive than by ship, but there was so much to take back, that we opted for the latter. It would be our third and final passage by sea.

From past trips, we knew that our crates must be banded with steel strapping. Dock workers had done this before, but we had to pay $1 per band, so I decided to purchase a strapping tool and do the job myself. The tool would also benefit other missionaries and be useful in my father's construction business. The strapping tool was purchased for $125 on the way to New York City. Once on the pier, I proceeded to band the crates -- but not for long! A tough-looking dock worker saw what I was doing and yelled that no one was allowed to band crates on the pier except dock workers! I apologized and said that I would be more than happy to drive off the pier to finish the job. The dock worker gave a whistle, and in seconds I was surrounded by a dozen muscular men who made their intentions clear. I was not leaving, nor was I going to band my own crates! We are happy that other missionaries received some benefit from the strapping tool before it was stolen several years later! 

We had traveled to Europe twice aboard the SS United States, the fastest ship in the world. Our last trip was its final crossing to Europe. Ironically, we were sailing this time on the largest passenger ship in the world, the SS France. And it was making its final trip to Europe before being sold to Norway! 

On June 27, 1974, our family of five climbed into our Pinto station wagon, pulling a fold-out camper, and headed for New York City. We left the vehicles with dock workers and boarded the ship. After storing suitcases in the stateroom, we went out on deck to watch dock workers load containers, crates, cars, boats and campers into the hold. After fifteen minutes, we still hadn't seen them load our car. A lady standing next to us was already there when we arrived on deck. Casually, I asked if she had seen them load a metallic bronze station wagon. "Oh no!" she responded, "Was that your car?" They were loading a metallic brown station wagon when a cable snapped and it fell four decks down to the bottom of the ship! It was totally demolished! Our heats sank. "Are you sure it was a metallic bronze station wagon -- was it a Ford Pinto?" She said that she didn't know what make the car was, but it was definitely a metallic bronze station wagon!
I ran down to the purser's office and tried to get information, but there had been no report of a damaged car. It wasn't until we were several hours out to sea that we received word on our car. The wrecked car was indeed a bronze station wagon; but it was an American Motors "Ambassador," registered in Canada. Our car was undamaged. When we picked up our Pinto after arrival in France, we saw the wrecked vehicle on the pier. We also watched a dock worker drive a luxury car over a large wooden chock; the car got jammed and would move neither forward nor backward. The worker continued his attempt to free the car until he ripped a hole in the automatic transmission housing and oil gushed out onto the pier. We thanked the Lord once again for His care of us and our car. 

"HOME" AGAIN! 

Upon arrival in Austria, we stayed with co-workers until we could locate housing. We found a small house in Ansfelden and began moving our belongings out of storage and into our new abode. Becky kept asking when she would get her big stuffed bunny. She had been asking this question for the past year and we breathed a sigh of relief when it finally emerged from a steamer trunk. Verna removed the treasured bunny and ceremoniously handed it to our four-year-old. Instead of the expected cry of delight, however, she looked at the animal with disdain and stated matter-of-factly, "That is NOT my bunny; MY bunny is much bigger!" It took some persuading to convince her that the rabbit had not shrunk but she had grown!

Index

CHAPTER 15  -  OUR FAMILY

OUR CHILDREN

Verna insisted that our oldest child be named after me, so he received the very un-German name, Ralph Van Meter Harvey Jr.. It wasn't long before we and everyone else called him Van. After landing in Austria, we discovered that Van was even less German than Ralph, but the name stuck until he started school.

Van seemed to have the capability of reading our minds. When we were planning something special, he would quite often come out and suggest exactly what we were thinking. There was nothing occult or evil in this ability. His child-like faith amazed us at times. He would ask questions about life, God and other matters that even we had never considered. Once, we were kneeling with the boys by their beds to say their prayers and Van had his head buried in a pillow. I suggested that he not pray into his pillow, because we couldn't understand what he was saying. His response was typical for Van. He looked at me with surprise and said, "I wasn't talking to you!"

According to Austrian tradition, bonfires are lit on the shortest night of the year. Van and Ricky gathered sticks for a bonfire and asked their Daddy to set them on fire. I replied, "It's too windy." Van said, "If you ask Jesus, He can make the wind stop blowing."  I said, "Perhaps someone else is praying that Jesus will make the wind blow." With a glum face, Van said, "It must be the devil!"

Van started First Grade in 1970 and his name was changed to Ralph Jr.. We wondered how he would take to his new name and surroundings, but everything went quite well. The only problem we ran into had to do with transportation. Austria has excellent public transportation systems, so there are no school busses. Other children received passes that enabled them to ride the public bus, but because we were foeigners, Ralph Jr. always had to pay. Other passengers noticed and asked if he had forgotten or lost his bus pass. Rather than give a long explanation, he usually just ignored the questioner. That bothered him, so we decided to try buying a bus pass. Many people travelled daily and used such to save money, but it actually cost us more. The public transportation system had no pass for minors, se we had to buy an adult pass. 

HANSI

Before long, Ralph Jr. had made several friends who loved to play at our house. One day Ralph came home from school all excited. He ran into the house holding a cardboard box and called, "Mommy, Mommy, look what I got for free!" Mommy looked in the box and discovered a black and white guinea pig. "Where on earth did you get that," she asked. Ralph said that one of his friends gave it to him. "His name is Hansi." Seeing his mommy's questioning look, he added, "His Mommy said that it would be just fine with her if he gave me Hansi." Verna didn't doubt that statement at all. In fact, it would have been fine with her if Ralph had refused to accept the generous offer!

Hansi seemed to be delighted with his new surroundings - except for the neighbor's German Shepherd dog. The dog was well-trained, but curious. Ralph Jr. often took Hansi into the yard to play and the dog would watch from the fence. 

One day, our neighbor returned from work and the dog ran out to greet him. The German Shepherd noticed that the gate to our yard was open and Hansi was in plain view. That was too good a chance to miss! With a bound, the dog sprinted to where the little guinea pig was sitting and with one short bark, planted his huge front paws to the right and left of Hansi. The poor creature was terrified and began to squeal like we had never heard before. The dog's owner saw what was happening and gave the command to freeze. The big dog obeyed and so did Hansi. 

Our neighbor walked over, took his dog by the collar and led it away, scolding him for running onto our property. Hansi had ceased its screeching and we soon discovered the reason. While the neighbor was apologizing for the incident, Ralph Jr. stooped to pick up Hansi and comfort him, but the poor critter was dead! It apparently died of a heart attack! 

Our neighbor felt terrible and offered to replace the animal, but Verna assured him that this was the last thing she wanted. He came over later and gave Ralph Jr. a big chocolate bar and a toy. 

A MYSTERIOUS VISITOR

Our children had their share of cuts, bruises and childhood diseases, but we are thankful that they have been relatively healthy. When Rick was four, we noticed a swelling on his leg that seemed to be growing. We took him to a doctor, who diagnosed a tubercular type tumor. It would have to be operated out before it became attached to the bone. This meant that our little boy would spend several days in the hospital and we wondered how Rick would take that. He seemed worried, but Ralph Jr. appeared to be even more concerned about "what they were going to do to Ricky." God allayed their fears in a way which we shall never forget.

On the morning that Ricky was to enter the hospital, we awoke at about five o'clock in the morning to a couple of noisy boys. Fearing that they would also wake up Becky, I went into their room to settle them down. When I entered the door, Ralph Jr. asked, "Who was that man?" Confused, I asked, "What man are you talking about?" This time Rick answered, "That nice man who was talking to us." Still wondering, I asked, "When was he talking to you?" Both boys said that there was a man in their room who had been talking to them. I asked what he had said and they couldn't remember everything, but both boys said that he told them not to be afraid. 

Many would argue with me, but I am convinced to this day that God sent an angel to comfort our boys! 

Richard was placed in the children's ward of the hospital. There were several older children in his room, most of them healthy except for bandages and casts. Rick was placed in a crib with high sides and big rubber wheels. On the day after his operation, we noticed black marks on the floor, but thought nothing of it. The next day, the floor was covered with what appeared to be tire marks. Rick saw us studying the marks and said that they were from his race car. When the nurse entered, she explained the marks in more detail. Another boy in the ward, who had a patch on one eye, had been pushing Rick's "race car" around the room! There were no complications with Richard's operation, but he has always tested positive when given "patch tests" for tuberculosis.  
Our son Richard didn't like string beans, so they "fell" on the floor and became crumbs when we were not looking. Crumbs seldom stayed on the floor in our house. We had a poodle named Bonnie, which was actually a cat disguised as a sheep. Bonnie would eat just about anything, including stuff our children didn't like. We eventually discovered Richard's trick and told him that he had to eat at least one bean. He obligingly put one in his mouth and it was still there the next morning even though he brushed his teeth the night before! Once, Richard put Tabasco sauce on his finger and offered it to Bonnie. That was the last time she licked anyone's finger before sniffing at it first!

THE DAY THE CEILING FELL

That same year, we had a memorable experience which involved our baby, Becky. We were invited to visit a pastor and his family who lived in Linz. Becky was eight months old to the day. Our boys went to play with the pastor's children and Verna was holding Becky in her lap. While we chatted, Becky fell asleep and the Pastor's wife suggested that Verna lay the baby on their bed. Verna declined, saying that she didn't mind holding our daughter. At one time, we were all laughing and Becky awoke. Again the pastor's wife encouraged Verna to lay Becky in their bedroom, but Verna declined.

About ten minutes later, our boys and two of their children burst into the living room all excited. "The house is falling down!" they shouted. The pastor tried to calm them and asked them to explain what they were talking about. They kept repeating the same thing, "Really, the house is falling down! Come and look!" The pastor and I followed the children to see what they were talking about. They led us into the master bedroom, where every thing was a mess and a thick cloud of dust filled the air. Large chunks of plaster and cement had fallen from the ceiling onto the bed where Becky could have been sleeping! For a moment, we stood there speechless, but then we all gathered in the living room to thank the Lord that Becky had not been killed.

BECKY´S "ASK-A-DENT"

When Becky was five, she said "askadent" instead of accident. We thought it was funny until she was personally involved in one that could have taken her life. We lived in Ansfelden near Linz, and our boys had to walk about a mile to get to school. Becky liked to accompany them to the corner of our street each morning. 

One morning, Becky accompanied her brothers to the corner on her little scooter, which had two wheels but no pedals. You just pushed it with one foot. She waited on the corner until they were out of sight and then turned to come home. Verna was watching from the window, but didn't see Becky turn around. Apparently, she ventured into the connecting road, where she was struck by a VW Beetle. She was tossed onto the hood of the car and then fell back onto the street. We both heard the crash and jumped to look. What we saw caused us to run to the corner as fast as our legs could carry us. Becky was lying unconscious on the road, bleeding from a head injury. The scooter was a twisted mass of metal and a hundred yards ahead of her, the driver of the Volkswagen was standing next to his car looking dazed. While Verna stayed with Becky, I ran to the house to call an ambulance and get a blanket. On my way out the door I spotted my camera and grabbed it too. Before the ambulance arrived I took a couple of pictures which later proved to be invaluable. 

Becky was rushed to the hospital in an ambulance, but released the following day. She received only a concussion and open cut on her head. How thankful we were to have our daughter back again! Upon Becky's release, the doctor forbade her to jump and run for a week. She was worried that she would have to pay for the man's damaged car, but the doctor's orders seemed an even harsher punishment for our lively daughter! She later told people about her "ask-a-dent" and ride in an ambulance, but for over a year, she clung to Mommy's skirt whenever she got near cars, even in parking lots. 

The driver of the car that hit Becky was returning home from a night of drinking, was obviously speeding and based on the tire marks which I photographed, the car had defective brakes. Still, he was only fined for "not driving slow enough to stop in time!" 

That same Austrian judicial system, however, didn't feel that Becky's parents had been punished enough. On January 14, 1975, Verna had to appear in court where she was accused of parental negligence. The judge hinted boldly, that if she would claim to have forbidden the child to go out into the street, she could be cleared of any guilt. But we and all the parents in our neighborhood allowed our children to play in the street. It was a dead-end street and only local residents used it. Verna refused to lie to the court and was pronounced guilty of "failing to provide proper supervision for her child"! She was sentenced to two weeks in jail pending two years of probation. This meant that she would not have to serve if no other offence occurred during the two-year probationary period. We wrote about the incident to supporter friends in New Jersey. They had migrated to America from Austria and spoke German, so we didn't bother to translate the verdict for them. Apparently, they were not familiar with legal jargon and told their church that Verna was spending two weeks in jail! The church prayed fervently for their missionary in jail! 

CHILDREN FORBIDDEN!

The "Janz Team" conducted evangelistic meetings in tents and public halls throughout German-speaking Europe. Our mission helped Janz Team found the Black Forest Academy, and I served a number of years on the School Board. When the Janz Team came to Linz to present a Christian concert, we decided to attend. The following day was a school holiday, so we took our three children. 

The concert was held in the large, modern Bruckner Auditorium located on the bank of the Danube River in Linz. We arrived shortly before 8:00 PM and proceeded to the auditorium. At the entrance, a police officer stopped us and told us in an unfriendly manner that children under sixteen were not allowed to attend the concert. Other parents escorting their offspring had been told the same thing and were preparing to leave. I began to argue with the officer and the other parents came closer to hear the outcome. The policeman remained adamant that no children would be permitted. He explained that an Austrian law forbids children from being on the street after ten o'clock. Since a concert beginning at eight would not be out before ten, children were forbidden to attend! I argued that our children were in their parent's company and the next day was a school holiday, but the policeman refused to change his mind. 

I looked at the other parents, gave them a wink and then said in the presence of the policeman, "We are going inside! I want to see the newspaper headlines: "Americans Arrested for Taking their Children to a Christian Concert." I encouraged the other parents to come in with us and several did, but a few left. The policeman made no effort to stop us but just watched us enter the auditorium.

We thoroughly enjoyed the concert and when it was over, there was no paddy wagon waiting at the exit! Driving through Linz shortly after ten, we saw numerous kids under sixteen wandering the streets. Many were smoking cigarettes on their way from a movie or perhaps headed for a discotheque. 

BECKY'S POETRY

Becky was a very sensitive and emotional girl, who cried easily but could also bubble over with contagious joy. She never cared much for dolls, but loved animals, real ones or the stuffed variety. We thought that she might someday become an animal doctor, but should have known better. She would never cause pain to an animal, even for its own good! 

Once we overheard our boys asking Becky to tell them stories. Ralph Jr. said, "Tell us a sad story, Becky!" She thought for a minute and replied, "The lion ate a mouse." Rick then said, "Now, tell us a funny story!" She said, "The mouse ate a lion."  

We used to read bedtime stories and quote nursery rhymes to the children. They had heard some so often, that they knew them by heart. If I changed just one word, they would correct me, so I made a game of changing the story from time to time. They loved it when I occasionally told them a new version like, "Humpty Dumpty sat on the wall; Humpty Dumpty had a great fall; all the kings horses and all the kings men, had scrambled eggs for breakfast." Or, "Mary had a little lamb; its father shot it dead. She takes her lamb to school each day between two slabs of bread."

One day Becky was sitting on the staircase chattering to her stuffed animals. We overheard her imitating Daddy by giving a nursery rhyme a new twist:  "Little Miss Muffit sat on a tuffet, eating her curds and whey. Along came a spider and sat down beside her, so she ate the spider too!"

Both of us burst into laughter. Becky must have been embarrassed or thought that we were laughing at her and burst into tears. It took a while to comfort her and make her realize that we were laughing because her poetry was so cute.

When Van was about four, we were seated around the breakfast table and I was studying my pocket calendar. I casually remarked to Verna, "I just noticed that today is the Fourth of July." The American national holiday is of course no holiday in Austria, so we were surprised when Van's eyes lit up and he shouted, "Whoopee! Today is the Fourth of July!" We just looked at each other in amazement that he knew anything about the holiday. I asked him, "What is so special about the Fourth of July, Van?" He looked at us in disgust and then said, "You know; this is the day the elephant comes back!"  We had taught the children a nursery rhyme that said, "I asked my mother for fifty cents, to watch the elephant jump the fence. It jumped so high, it reached the sky and didn't come back til the Fourth of July."

VACATION IN YUGOSLAVIA

In 1965, we took a three day vacation in Austria with our 1952 VW and two little boys. The trip to Scotland when Becky was only three months old was our second family vacation. Many Austrians vacation on the Mediterranean Sea in Italy or Yugoslavia. Although few Americans went to Yugoslavia due to the Communist government of that country, it was considerably cheaper, so we decided to vacation there. 

Communism under Marshall Tito was really not much different from Austrian socialism, so we didn't think that there would be any problems. Friends loaned us a tent and we headed south in our little Mazda station wagon. The climate became increasingly warmer and we all began to long for a glimpse of that cool Mediterranean Sea! After what seemed like an eternity, we finally reached the coast. We spotted a rock studded beach and pulled over. After changing into our swim suits, we all held hands and sprinted towards the water, eager to get cooled off. 
Suddenly a couple of uniformed soldiers appeared out of nowhere and pointed machine guns at us! We froze as they told us something in a language that we could not understand. Motioning with the muzzles of their guns, they made it clear, that we were to leave the area immediately! I only understood two words: "military area," but that was sufficient. We didn't even bother to change back into our clothes! We hadn't gotten cooled off, but we all had goose bumps!

We drove until we found a camp ground that had been recommended to us. It was nearly dark, so we wasted no time setting up the tent. Exhausted from the trip, we crawled into our sleeping bags and drifted off to sleep, the sound of music from some happy campers nearby lulling us to sleep. At about eleven o'clock, we were awakened by a strong wind that was causing the tent to flap. I went out and drove some more stakes into the hard ground, tying the tent more firmly. The wind picked up and began to blow sand under the flaps and into our faces. The borrowed tent had a small inner tent where we had put the children. They continued to sleep soundly all through the night, but there was no more sleep for us!

Although not a drop of rain fell, the wind kept increasing until we had to hang onto the tent poles in a standing position (Austrian tents have the poles on the inside) to keep the tent from blowing away. Stakes began to pull out of the ground and strings snapped. I finally had to go outside and rope the tent to our car and nearby trees to keep it on the ground! I don't believe we have ever witnessed such a strong wind, and here we were in a tent, hundreds of miles from home!

Our eyes were filled with the fine sand and our arms ached from hanging onto the tent poles. When the first rays of light became visible, I told Verna that I had enough of camping; we were packing and leaving! Her protests were of no avail. I began to take down the tent, which was no small task in high winds. After the outer tent was packed, I let the inner tent flop down on our still sleeping children while Verna helped take down the poles. Only after everything was packed in the car and our children in their cramped seats, did the wind let up a bit. Driving out of the camp ground, we saw several camping trailers lying on their sides and tents which had been blown into the sea! We were more fortunate. Later, someone told us that these high winds are called "Bora" and are not uncommon to that part of the world.

After driving for an hour, we stopped in a restaurant to have brunch. It had become so peaceful, that we even ate on the outside terrace overlooking the blue Mediterranean. We stopped at the next camp ground and set up our tent again. Two zippers were broken but fortunately, we had safety pins with us. For the next eight days we had a delightful time. There was nothing to do but bake in the sun, bathe and be lazy! We did have to eat, of course, but we cooked most of our meals on a little gas cooker or the charcoal grill. When our money began to run low, we reserved enough for gas to get home and told the kids that there would be no more special treats. 

In an attempt to stretch our finances, I put on goggles and took a toy net down to a rock jetty, where I caught some delicious crabs. The German tourists next to us had never heard of such a thing and watched with horror as we relished our meal. Ricky must have layed awake all night trying to figure a way to get another ice cream cone. At breakfast, he asked how many Yugoslavian Dinars he could get for five Austrian Shillings. I told him without thinking. Ricky disappeared for fifteen minutes and then came out with a triumphant toothless grin on his face. He was holding the missing tooth in the palm of his hand! We promised the children five shillings for each tooth. Ricky got his ice cream!

After that first camping experience and in spite of the first night, we decided that camping was fun after all. While on furlough the following year, we purchased a tent, air mattresses and sleeping bags for the entire family. An Austrian pianist, Walter, accompanied us on a cross country trip from New Jersey to California and back. Because he was a foreigner, we were usually charged nothing to use camp grounds in the National Parks. Shortly before our departure by ship, I bought a Ford Pinto station wagon (that story is coming!) and a used folding tent trailer. 

We eagerly anticipated camping in Austria. It was a lovely summer day when we packed our gear into the trailer and headed for Wallersee, a nice lake about 90 miles from our home. Fellow missionaries in Germany joined us and we were happy to have both the tent and trailer. From the minute we set up camp until we left a week later, it rained!  The lake kept rising and we had to move the trailer once and the tent twice. When it rains in Austria, it also gets cold!  That is one reason Austrians vacation on the Mediterranean and not in Austria! 

When we arrived home, the sun came out just to torment us! We washed our muddy clothes and hung them out to dry along with the moldy sleeping bags. Our friends returned to Germany, but we still had a few days of vacation left. The following day, it was again sunny and hot so we decided to pack up our things and return to the lake. This time we drove to Attersee, a lovely turquoise colored lake only an hour's drive from home. We set up the tent trailer and spent the next three days listening to raindrops on the roof while we played endless games of Monopoly with the kids. When we returned home again, the laughing sun was waiting to greet us! 

The following summer, we tried camping once more. We had been told that the weather is much nicer in Austria's easternmost province of Burgenland. We set up the tent camper along the Neusiedler Lake, south of Vienna and near the Hungarian border. It not only rained constantly, we also provided food and drink for a million mosquitoes! 
When we arrived home to greet our "prodigal sun", I placed an ad in the paper for our tent and tent trailer. We had decided that we wouldn't need both even if we were bold enough to try our luck at camping again. If we sold the trailer, we could use the tent and if the tent sold, we still had the trailer. The first prospective customer considered the options and decided to purchase both! Farewell to camping!
VACATION IN THE COUNTRY

A young couple that met in our youth center and got married bought a weekend house in the country. They said we could use it free for a vacation. The house was built around 1750 and had not been altered much since. One large room served as a kitchen, living room and dining room all in one. A woodshed at the rear of the house doubled as a toilet and shower room. A constant flow of water came from an artesian well on the hillside above the house and was piped into the kitchen sink. For a shower, there was a bucket with holes punched in the bottom. Verna fell in love with the ancient ceramic tile oven. To cook, you simply slid the pot or pan to wherever the heat was right and there were three ovens for baking! One oven had lower heat, another upper heat and a larger oven had both. The same oven heated the house in winter, dried clothes and provided hot water from a copper tank built into the chimney. We slept in the hayloft over the living area. With all that luxury, who needed electricity?

We had a delightful vacation, with long hikes through the forest, watching deer and rabbits from the window while eating a breakfast of homemade bread from the wood-fired oven, fresh milk and hand-churned butter from a nearby farmer. Except for an occasional airplane in the sky overhead, there was not a sound to be heard. We joked that it was so quiet; you could hear butterflies flapping their wings!

One day Becky came running to the house with something in her hand. We were sitting next to an open window, so she ran up and showed us her trophy. "Mommy; Daddy!" she said breathlessly, "I found a four-leaf clover!" Verna looked at the clover and exclaimed, "That is a five-leaf clover!" Becky at first looked dejected, but then in her impulsive, carefree manner, she ripped off a leaf and cried triumphantly, "Now it's a four-leaf clover!" 

That same winter, we had another romantic vacation week in the same house. In winter, the fire in the ceramic oven kept us cozy and warm. At night, the trap door to the hayloft would be opened to allow the heat to rise, but it was still plenty cold upstairs! The ground was covered with two feet of fresh snow and we had fun sledding and tubing with the kids. 

Those two vacations were the nicest we had ever had and also the cheapest!

AUSTRIAN SCHOOLS

Some American teachers try to be "buddy-buddy" with their charges and allow students to call them by their first names. Austria is much different!

A student in Austrian schools soon learns the all-important classroom protocol. One of these is that the student must raise his or her hand and wait for recognition before speaking. The student is only to speak when called upon and always to stand before speaking. Because students are often humiliated by the teacher in front of the whole class when they give a wrong answer, students are not eager to raise their hands. More often, the teacher calls on the student by name. When replying to a question, the student must stand, address the teacher properly and not be seated until told to do so. 

When addressing a teacher, the student must include both the name and title of the teacher. "Frau" or "Herr" indicates gender. An unmarried female is normally addressed as "Fräulein", but most single teachers prefer to be called "Frau," especially if students are older. In a restaurant, the opposite is the rule. Even married waitresses are addressed as "Fräulein."  "Herr Lehrer" or "Frau Lehrerin" is the lowest title in the educational hierarchy. Any acquired educational degree or special position must also be included when addressing a teacher. It would be an open affront to address someone with a Masters degree without including "Magister" and a college professor with a doctorate would be called, "Herr Doctor Professor ----." 

This custom spills over into everyday Austrian life. There is a nice sounding title for every occupation and position. Even the woman who cleans public toilets has a title. Making reference to a Doctor in America generally means a medical doctor. In Austria, medical doctors usually have additional titles such as "Medizinalrat,“ "Primarius,“ "Chefarzt,“ "Professor" or a combination of the above. Incidentally, a Professor is one step up from a Doctor. 

Austrians tell the story of a little farm boy, who had the misfortune of being in a class visited by the "Herr Doktor Oberschulinspector" (English equivalent: "Mr. Doctor District School Superintendant") on his first day at school. 

The teacher was new and very nervous about this visitation so early in the school year. Nevertheless, he did his best to instruct the children in proper manners and especially on how to address the School Superintendant. When he entered the classroom, the children stood and greeted him in chorus, "Good morning Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" The Superintendent greeted the teacher and children properly with a friendly smile. He then pointed to a lad in the first row and asked "What is your name?" The boy nervously stammered, "My name is Sepp." The teacher gave Sepp a stern look and he quickly added the mandatory words, "Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer." 

The Superintendent frowned and replied, "Sepp is your nickname. You should always give your proper name when asked. Your Christian name is , JO-seph!" Turning to the next lad, he asked his name. The boy also addressed the Superintendent properly, but he too just gave his nickname, Hans. Impatiently, the Superintendent upbraided him saying, "That is your nickname! Your parents may call you Hans, but your Christian name is JO-hann!" He then turned to little Kurt, who was by this time trembling in his shoes, deathly afraid that he could make the same mistake. "What is your name, young man?" Kurt replied haltingly, "My parents call me Kurt, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer, but my Christian name is JO-kurt." Because that sounded like yogurt, everyone had a good laugh. From that day on, Kurt also had a nickname!

Austrians like to follow that story up with another. I must first explain that the Austrian government pays for the education and salaries of church appointed teachers, whose job is instructing school children in their church's religious doctrines. Only official State recognized churches such as the Roman Catholic and Lutheran Churches have this privilege. Because our children were not members of a recognized "state church", they were classified as "having no religion" on school documents. Now, I will continue with the story. 

The children had just come from their Religious Instruction class, so the Superintendent turned to one of the girls and asked, "What did you learn in Religious Instruction Class, young lady?" Dutifully, the girl replied, "We learned the Ten Commandments,“ completely forgetting to address him as "Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer." With a stern voice, she was reprimanded for this omission. Turning to the class, he asked, "Who can name me one of the Ten Commandments?"  No hands went up for fear of making a mistake, so the Superintendent pointed to the students in the third row and said, "From left to right, I want each of you to name one of the Ten Commandments."  By now, all the students had learned their lesson well and one after the other, they named the commandments. 

"Thou shalt worship God and him only shalt thou serve, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not make any graven images, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not take the Lord's name in vain, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt observe the sabbath and keep it holy, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt honor thy father and mother, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not kill, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not commit adultery, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not steal, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not lie, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!" 

"Thou shalt not covet, Mr. Doctor District School Superintendent Meierhofer!"

Unfortunately, teachers are not held to a similar protocol of politeness when addressing students. When our children started school they all went through a kind of culture shock. For any insignificant reason, the teacher would rant and rave, calling the children all kinds of unflattering names. While most of the children were accustomed to such outbursts in their home situations, this was something totally new for our offspring. The others just sat and waited until the storm passed, but our children broke into tears. Austrians consider this to be a sign of weakness and teachers let our children know what they thought about "cry babies.“

BECKY'S COLLEGE EXPERIENCES

Something had obviously been bothering Becky in the first semester of her 1989-90 school year, but we couldn't figure out what it was. Before Christmas, she asked if her roommate could come to Austria with her from December 4-18, 1989. We of course agreed. 

Her roommate's name was Karin. We were not too impressed with her attitude. She wanted to borrow our car to tour Austria with Becky, but we refused after seeing how she drove with us as passengers. She reacted by arguing, then pouting and finally in anger and retreat to her room. We explained our position to Becky, saying that it was winter and the car was all we owned.  If anything happened, we would feel responsible. Becky then shared that Karen was an orphan who had been through some extremely difficult times. Her father, a pastor, was killed in an automobile accident when she was only two. Her mother remarried, but then she too died when Karin was in her early teens. Her stepfather remarried, but she didn't get along with his new wife. 

After learning this, we determined to make her visit as enjoyable as possible, but we noticed that she was very demanding and treated Becky as though she were a possession. We sighed with relief after she left. Becky immediately became more relaxed and we had a good Christmas with her and Richard (Ralph Jr. was unable to come over for the holidays).

On December 27th, Becky had six impacted wisdom teeth surgically removed. She was in misery and looked like a hamster, but insisted on attending a New Years Eve party sponsored by the Austrians who attended Capernwray Bible Institute in England (Becky attended in 1987, transferring to Columbia Bible College). As the time for her return to college approached, we noticed her getting extremely nervous and spoke to her about it. She burst into tears and said, "I am not allowed to tell anyone!" We asked who gave her that order and she replied, "The School." Not knowing what else to do, but realizing that her situation was desperate, I said, "Well your Father is demanding that you tell us. Now you can choose whom to obey."

Finally it all came tumbling out. We discovered that Karin had inherited a lot of money when she turned 18. When her father was killed, the insurance company placed this money in a trust fund until she was of age. She purchased a car and from what Becky told us, she tried to buy friendships. One after another, her friends had left her. Becky was not to be bought, but Karen soon learned that she had a soft heart, so she began to play on her sympathy by sharing all her problems. Becky fell for it and soon became enslaved by Karen, doing whatever she wanted in fear that she might otherwise commit suicide. 

Sometime during the first semester, Becky returned to her room and found Karen lying unconscious on the floor. She immediately alarmed the school authorities, who called an ambulance. It turned out that Karin had been secretly taking drugs and overdosed. The School Director told Becky that if this leaked out, the school's reputation would be in jeopardy. She was by no means to tell anyone what had happened, not even her parents. We will never understand why Karen was allowed to stay, but it caused Becky no end of frustration and nervousness. Her grades dropped and the dorm monitor recommended her to a psychologist to help her with her nervousness. He asked all sorts of questions, but Becky faithfully refused to tell him what she knew. 

On February 2, Verna accompanied Becky to America to move her things back to New Jersey. I was to join her for a short furlough a month later. Becky was able to get a job working for a wealthy family in the northern part of the state. Her boss gave her a choice of cars to use: a Mercedes, a Porsche or a Jeep Cherokee. Trying to be modest, she chose the Cherokee, but months later discovered that it was worth more than the other vehicles! That autumn, she transferred to Bob Jones University, from which we and Richard had graduated. She had once sworn that she would never attend a school that forbade girls to wear jeans, but this never became a problem.
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CHAPTER 16  -  DEALS ON WHEELS

The following stories (all true) are not in chronological order. During the 38 years my wife and I served as missionaries in Austria, we drove mostly European cars. We had 11 Volkswagens, several German Fords and a couple of Fiats. We also had an Opel, a Mazda and a Mitsubishi van. And we imported an American Ford Pinto. 
FORD PINTO STATION WAGON

Every four years, we returned to America to visit family and supporters. The normal stay was usually three to six months, but in 1973-74, we stayed an entire year in our homeland due to the children's schooling. Due to the high price of cars in Austria, which included 30% sales tax, I decided that we should attempt to buy a small car to take back with us. I was careful to study Austrian laws regarding imports. We would have to be out of the country for at least one year and have owned and driven the vehicle for at least six months prior to reentry. We would not be permitted to sell the vehicle in Austria for two years from the date of entry without paying the sales tax.

With the high cost of gasoline in Europe, a "muscle car" was of course out of the question, but General Motors had come out with an economical Vega and Ford countered with the Pinto. Both had station wagon models.   

In December of 1973, we bought a 1974 Pinto Station Wagon. The new price was only $2,782, but following the Arab oil embargo of 1974, demand for economical cars increased and prices shot up accordingly. 

FUN WITH USA LICENSE PLATES

After returning to Austria, we had three months to get the car registered. We drove with New Jersey tags for a while and had several memorable experiences. 

A friend accompanied me to visit an elderly lady in Steyr. I parked the car in what is called a “short park zone.” There are no parking meters in Austria, but drivers place a plastic or cardboard clock in the windshield showing the time of arrival. If a policeman sees that the hour-and-a-half time limit has expired or that the clock was set wrong (some try cheating), the owner gets a ticket. I had not gotten one of those “parking clocks” yet but since we were only stopping for a minute or two and had New Jersey plates, I thought it wouldn’t matter. When we returned to the car, a policeman had just finished placing a ticket under the windshield wiper. While the policeman watched from across the street, I reached for the ticket, studied it for a minute, and asked my friend in English if he could read it. He shrugged. I took the ticket and speared it onto the radio antenna and drove away. I often wonder if the officer sent our ticket to "Garden State NJ" to collect the $2 fine!

We visited the Austrian equivalent of a county fair, but every parking space within a mile of the fair grounds was filled. There were a few open spaces right next to the entrance, but a sign declared that those spaces were reserved for dignitaries such as important politicians. A policeman was standing next to the spaces to make certain that no one else used them. I drove right into one of the empty spaces, greeted the policeman with a friendly smile, and asked in English if I was allowed to park there. He smiled back and wished me a good day in English. After several hours, we returned to our car. As I unlocked the car, this privileged "dignitary" again exchanged friendly greetings with the friendly policeman still guarding our car.

The city of Linz was in the midst of several ambitious building projects and planning several more. Because these cost a lot of tax money, there are always a good number of critics who argue about the necessity of such ventures. City officials decided to display models of future projects and invite the public to view them, ask questions and express their opinions. The date they chose was a Sunday and I had services in Steyr all day. I really wanted to see this exhibit and decided that if we arrived right at opening time and didn't waste too much time looking, we could still get to Steyr on time. 

I drove up to the main entrance in our Ford Pinto with its American license plates. Several Mercedes and BMW limousines were already parked at the curb and a group of distinguished gentlemen stood near them, chatting and smoking. I got out and opened the door for Verna and the children. All of us were dressed in our Sunday best, and I realized that we had become the focal point of attention as we marched into the building. An important looking man greeted us and gave us a royal tour of the displays, giving detailed explanations and asking if we had any questions. Looking at my watch, I said that we really didn't have much time, and that I was actually interested in the new highway and cloverleaf projects planned for the city. He graciously obliged and began elaborating on the necessity, cost and other details of the project. Much to Verna's chagrin, I examined the model of a cloverleaf and asked where the bicycle path was. He studied the model and then looked at the plans on paper. With an embarrassed look, he admitted that this aspect had apparently been overlooked. He hastily thanked me for my insight and added that he would make note of this for the engineers. When we walked back to the car, I could feel eyes following us and knew what those men were asking each other: "Who on earth are they?" Whenever I drove on that cloverleaf and saw the bicycle path, I was reminded of that Sunday!

Not every experience we had was enjoyable. Verna and I drove into the city one hot day to pick up an item. I ran into the shop while Verna waited in the car. A man of about fifty walked by, stopped, looked at the license plates and muttered, "USA - [expletive deleted]!" Then he took a few steps backward and spit on Verna through the open car window!

GETTING AUSTRIAN TAGS

After all the trouble I had been through getting our daughter's birth certificate, I did my homework well before importing a car. I studied every law relating to imported vehicles and made certain that I had all the necessary papers, translations and documents in my briefcase before driving to the customs office. The car needed to clear customs before I could get it registered.

When it was my turn, I greeted the official using his proper title and explained my errand briefly. I then said that I realized this was a very complicated process and that I was very likely missing some piece of paper, a stamp or permit. Then I laid one document after another on his desk, quoting the laws, rulings and stipulations pertaining to that particular item. When everything was lying in order, I again apologized that I was not experienced at this sort of thing and asked him to let me know what was missing. He was obviously not accustomed to that kind of efficiency and studied everything carefully. Finally, he said that all was in order and stamped "duty free" on my car title.

The next step was to get the car through inspection. At the inspection station, an official saw that all my papers were in order and sent me to a bay where the car was examined in detail. I had already changed the headlights and taillights to conform to Austrian standards. Using a special paint, I painted the inside of the backup light lenses amber and wired the bulbs as signal lights. I then mounted a back-up light on the bumper. Sealed beam headlights were actually better than the simple lamps used in Europe, but they had to be exchanged anyway. A mechanic got in the car to start it, but nothing happened. I explained that he needed to hook up the seat belt before it would start. He muttered something under his breath and obliged. When he unbelted himself with the motor running, a buzzer sounded and he wanted to know what that was for. He shook his head in disbelief when I told him how safety conscious Americans were. After shoving a rod up the exhaust pipe, he checked the emissions gauge on his machine. It didn't move. He pressed down on the gas, but the needle just barely moved. Angrily, he cursed and gave the machine a kick with his foot. I had to explain that Americans were very concerned about their environment. This car had pollution controls!

Once the car passed inspection, I headed for home, elated that everything had gone so well. It was only noon, but the Motor Vehicle Agency was only open mornings. I had to wait until the following day to get tags and registration. 

I was one of the first in line at the agency. When I got to the window, I placed my pile of documents on the counter and explained what I was after in as friendly a tone as possible. The agent leafed through the papers carefully, stopping to study some of them more carefully. Finally satisfied that everything was in order, he pulled out a pair of tags and started to type. I realized that he was going to give me temporary tags, which are normally only given to migrant laborers. I said, "Excuse me Sir, but I live permanently in Austria. I have always been issued regular Austrian plates."  He must have had a spat with his spouse that morning, because he was really gruff. "You are a foreigner!" he said, "You get temporary tags!" I knew what this would mean. I would be stopped repeatedly by the police to see if my papers were in order. The tags cost nearly double and had to be renewed each year. I attempted again to convince the agent, "If you check your file, Sir, you will see that my last car had regular tags. I have lived here for many years." He was not about to change his mind and let me know this in no uncertain terms. Having no recourse, I said nothing more and accepted the tags. 

We also brought a tent camper back with us, but because we hadn't owned it more than six months before arrival in Austria, I knew that we would have to pay import duty. The trailer was twelve years old and only cost $125 dollars, so I wasn't too concerned about the duty. I went through the same process with the trailer as with the car. The customs officer recognized me right away and took care of the matter in short order. Looking in a big book, he wrote down the distance between America and Austria, multiplying this by a sum of Austrian money. Then he calculated the exchange rate for what I had paid and added this to his other figure. I wound up paying $200, but didn't complain. We had saved that much in shipping costs by hauling our own baggage and printing equipment from the ship. 

At the inspection station, the same man who checked out the Pinto, took care of the trailer. I had changed the lights already, but he said that I would have to remove the four jacks from the corners of the trailer. No sharp edges were allowed in Austria! I got out my tools and unbolted the scissor jacks. While I was doing so, the inspector said, "You can remount them when you get home. No one is going to check up on you!"

The following day I was at the Motor Vehicle Agency again. The man at the counter took one look at my papers and asked for my car registration - the one he had just issued two days earlier. He glanced at the document and said with a harsh tone, "I can't issue you tags for the trailer." I wanted to know what papers were missing. He said that nothing was missing. Austrian law requires that a trailer have the same type of tags as the vehicle towing it. There were no temporary tags for trailers. I argued, "But I paid duty for this and it also cost money to get inspected; I must certainly be able to get tags for it!"  He assured me that this was not possible. After considering for a moment, I said, "Well then, you will have to give me regular tags for both vehicles." With a note of finality in his voice, he let me know that no amount of argumentation would be of any benefit. I didn't really need the trailer at that time, so decided to return at a later date. 

I checked with the Austrian Touring Club and a lawyer, but they said there was nothing I could do unless the official changed his mind. I understood. If I bribed him, he would likely change his mind. This was considered a necessary evil in Austria. They call it “greasing the gears of bureaucracy.” An Austrian friend once told me that he paid a bribe to get his marriage license and always feared God would not bless his family! Missionaries living in third world countries once told me that they had to bribe postal workers to get their mail! They considered it a tip, knowing these poor people were paid less for that very reason. I was not about to stoop to bribing, knowing that the agent received a good salary. 

When summer arrived, we wanted to use the trailer for our vacation, so I returned to the Agency and courteously requested regular tags for the car and trailer. The agent recognized me and refused to give me the tags. I was prepared for his response and argued loud enough for others to hear that many other foreigners in Linz had regular tags. Why did he give them preference over me? He answered, "The gods were with them!" I said, "I don't believe in gods; I believe in God." I pulled a list of names and addresses out of my briefcase (important Austrians always carry briefcases), I said, "All the people on this list are foreigners like me, and you have issued them regular tags. Some of them have a Doctor's title in front of their name and others are high ranking officials who work in the VOEST Steel Mill. I don't know and don't care how they got regular tags - perhaps they paid an extra fee. But I promise you that either I get normal tags, or these people will be issued temporary ones like mine. I am prepared to take this to court if necessary." 

The agent glanced at my list and saw that I was not bluffing. He said, "Just a moment while I make a phone call." I was familiar with that trick and knew I had won! He picked up the phone and talked briefly with a fictitious person on the other end. After he hung up, he returned and said that he had obtained permission to make an exception in my case.

Months later, I accompanied Verna to the same office to pick up her driver's license. We had to walk by the window of the same agent and he spotted me from a distance. "Good morning, Mr. Harvey, is there anything I can do for you today?" 

GOOD DEALS

We were able to import our Ford Pinto duty free under the condition that we not sell it for two years. The Pinto was only a four passenger vehicle and our three children were growing. Soon we faced a battle every time we took a longer trip. "I don't want to sit on the hump again!" The Pinto is a pony and not a camel, but it had a "hump" created by the driveshaft tunnel, and it was not the most comfortable seat. Taking turns was not a solution, for the boys were both so tall that they blocked my rear view mirror. We were anxiously awaiting November 1, 1976, the day when we could sell our Pinto without paying import duty. 

In October already, I started scanning newspaper ads for a five passenger station wagon. Having already owned at least forty Fords, this was of course my preference. Near the end of the month, on a Monday morning, I saw a small advertisement for a German Ford Taunus station wagon. Although the ad claimed that the car was a 1976 model, the price given was only half the new price. I assumed that there was a printing error, but called the number given and reached a BMW dealership. The car was indeed a 1976 model and only ten months old. Upon questioning, the salesman said that it had not been in an accident, had only 6,000 miles on the odometer and still had a new-car warranty. The price given in the newspaper was also correct. The dealer had taken it in trade on a new vehicle, but the present owner was still driving it until his new car was ready for delivery. The person on the phone said, "If you come by Wednesday morning, we will have the car cleaned and ready for a test drive."

We started praying the moment we saw the newspaper ad, and although our finances were near zero and there was no prospective buyer in sight for the Pinto, I decided to check out the car. 

Tuesday was a rainy day, and in the afternoon I had to run some errands in town. It was about 4:00 PM when I was finished, so I decided to make a detour to the BMW agency fifteen miles away.  Shortly before I drove into town, I spotted a Ford station wagon traveling several cars ahead, that matched the description of the one advertised. Sure enough, it turned into the dealership and I pulled up right behind him. I politely asked the driver if he was trading the car in for a new one, and he replied affirmatively. I asked if there was anything wrong with the car and he said "no.“  A salesman approached and led him to his new car. After a few minutes, he returned to take the tags off. He saw me looking at the car and asked if I would like to take a test drive. 

After a short drive, the salesman asked if I liked the car. I said that I wanted the car but had no money with me. He replied that it wouldn't matter; I could pay for the vehicle when I picked it up. I probably never bought a car as fast as I bought that one! 

When I got home, I told Verna that I had seen the car and that it was everything the dealer had promised. She was excited and asked if I thought there was any chance of us getting the car. I tried to look dejected and replied, "The car is already sold." Now she looked like she was ready to cry, so I quickly added, “...to us!" I pulled out the sales contract and shoved it under her nose. "The salesman said we don't have to pay for it until we pick it up."  

A businessman and member of the Baptist Church in Linz had recently purchased a car just like this one, except for the color. I called him and told him about my lucky find. He responded in unbelief at first, but when I assured him that I was not joking, he asked, "Did you read the small print on the back?" He continued, "If no down payment has been made, the dealer often reserves the right to sell the car to another paying customer." We quickly examined the contract and found this to be the case. When I told him, he surprised me by saying, "Come to my shop first thing tomorrow. I will stop by the bank and get the money so you can pay for it before someone else gets it. That way, you can take your time and try to get the best price for your other car."

The following morning, I picked up the money and drove to the dealership. The wife of the dealer met me and when I explained my business, she said, "You know you got a good deal, don't you?"  I nodded with a smile. She then told me that after I left, at least ten prospective customers came to look at that car. One was so angry when he heard that it was sold, that he put a large sign on the side of his car and picketed the agency for unfair business practices! He was convinced that the ad was only a trick to entice people to come to the agency. She said that her husband got out his "blue book" which gives the normal selling prices of used cars. He almost fell over when he saw how cheaply he had sold the car. After the paper work was completed and the title was in my hand, I mentioned the small print on the back of the sales contract, saying that I was afraid they would sell to someone else. She answered that they had never done such a thing... but then added, "If you had not come this morning, we might have been tempted!"

I polished our 3-year-old Pinto and parked it along a busy highway near our home. We got $1,200 more for it than we had paid for it new! In fact, it was enough to completely pay for our "almost new" 1976 Ford Taunus Station Wagon including taxes! 
When driving the Taunus home, I noticed a vibration and determined to have the wheels balanced. I took the car to the Ford dealership the following day. The mechanic discovered that the driveshaft was causing the vibrations. It had apparently been out-of-round from the factory. Because the car was under new-car warranty, it cost us nothing to repair. I wondered if that had anything to do with the original owner's decision to sell!
BAD DEALS

When other American missionaries heard about our positive experiences importing a car, several decided to do likewise. They didn't ask me for advice or bother to check with authorities and the results were disastrous! All had to pay duty because they failed to keep within the guidelines. Two missionaries imported American cars and another purchased a Japanese car in Canada, for which parts and service were not available in Austria. One acquaintance decided to put his imported car into storage rather than pay the customs he owed. He hoped to find a loophole in the law or that it would be changed. After four or five years, he gave the car to his son, who paid the import duty.  

A German Pastor who moved to the Linz Baptist Church had an even worse experience. Automobile prices were higher in Austria and since his Fiat was several years old, he decided to buy a new Renault R-16 in Germany before moving. I heard about his plans and immediately sent him a copy of the legal requirements and restrictions for importing cars. Unless he owned the vehicle six months prior to entry, high import duty would be charged. The Pastor figured he could "beat the system" and bought the new Renault anyway. When I saw the shiny new car, I knew he was in for trouble and told him so. He argued that he didn't intend to register the car in Austria until the six months had expired. I said, “It’s not going to work!”

Everyone living in Austria is registered with the police. Without registration papers, one can not rent property, send the kids to school or import personal effects duty free -- including a car. The pastor dutifully had his registration papers in order for importing his furnishings and personal effects. When the customs agent arrived, he watched with Argus eyes as the truck was being unloaded. After we finished unloading the truck, the agent walked over to the Pastor's car, which of course had German tags. "Nice car," he said. He turned and shook hands with the Pastor, picked up his satchel and drove away. I heard the pastor give a sigh of relief, but didn't have the heart to tell him what I knew was coming. I had seen the agent jot down the license number on his little note pad.

A few days before Christmas, I received a phone call from the new pastor. He was very upset and said that the customs department was demanding an exorbitant sum for import duty on his car. He had only 24 hours to pay or the vehicle would be confiscated.  His only recourse was to take the car back across the German border and sell it. He asked me to follow him in my car to bring him home again. It was beginning to snow, but I agreed. 

The Pastor had called the dealership in Hamburg, where he purchased the Renault. His old car had not been sold and the dealer generously agreed to sell it back for the trade-in allowance, but he offered considerably less for the Renault than the purchase price. Reluctantly, the pastor decided to buy back his old car (which could be imported duty free), but opted to sell the Renault in Passau, Germany, just across the border. 

It normally takes less than two hours to drive from Linz to Passau, but snowy conditions made the trip an hour longer. We parked the Renault next to another Baptist Church and headed home again. 

On the return trip, it began to snow hard and we could barely see the edge of the road. Suddenly there were flashing red and yellow lights ahead of us. I was barely able to stop in time to keep from ramming a tow truck that was blocking the road. The driver had hooked his truck to a tree by cable on one side of the road and was attempting to pull a vehicle up a steep embankment on the opposite side using his winch. The car was a brand new Renault R-16, just like the one we had delivered to Germany. Several small saplings had kept it from rolling down the precipice where it would certainly have been totally demolished. Amazingly, it was hardly damaged and the occupants were uninjured!  As we watched and waited, rescue workers told us an unbelievable story. 

Two elderly women from Holland were on their way to visit relatives in Hungary for Christmas. The younger lady had only recently become a widow and her mother of almost 90 years decided that she wanted to visit relatives in Hungary before she died. Normally, a person would have taken the train, but the mother insisted on traveling by car. The daughter argued that she had no drivers license and that her late husband's car was too old to make the trip. The mother was not to be daunted and insisted that her daughter get a driver's license. "I will buy you a new car" she said. The daughter complied and managed to get her license only days before their planned departure. They picked up the new Renault the day before they set out on what should normally have been a three day journey. The car had no winter tires and roads were treacherous, but they were hoping to make it in two days! How they managed to travel 600 miles under such conditions is a mystery. 

We watched as the tow truck's winch brought the car to the top of the cliff and then gasped as the cable snapped! The new Renault slid back down the embankment, careening and throwing clouds of snow into the air. It was stopped by the same small trees that caught it the first time – and again, it was only lightly damaged! It took another hour to finally get the car out and the road cleared. The Dutch women spent the night in a nearby inn. I have no idea whether they continued their journey the following day, but would not be surprised if they did. The police would have made them buy winter tires, however, because Austrian law requires them.

How ironic, that two new Renault R-16s had played such unique roles in the day's events! 

Europeans normally celebrate with their families on Christmas Eve, but the Baptist pastor insisted on taking a train to Hamburg to get his old car on December 23rd. He drove back to Austria on Christmas Eve, arriving home long after the children had gone to bed. I wondered how his wife must have felt, being alone with their three small children in a new home and strange country for Christmas while her husband was more concerned about getting his car.

About a year later, the Pastor collided with a streetcar, demolishing the car. The wreck had to be placed in storage for another year before he could sell it without having to pay duty on the value of the car when imported! This time, however, he bought a car in Austria.

PERSISTENCE PAYS

In early November, 1996, we stopped for a red light in Salzburg and got rear-ended. Our nice station wagon looked a mess, but we consoled ourselves with the fact that no one was injured, the other driver was insured and he admitted to being in the wrong. Everything was reported properly and repair costs were reasonable, but the insurance company said that it would only pay two thirds of the bill. I asked why and the representative explained that it was "normal procedure for rear end collisions."
He said that I could have braked too abruptly and been partly to blame. The very presence of a car on the road represents a certain risk. If my car had not been there, the accident would not have occurred. Furthermore, since our car was over five years old, the new parts installed increased the value of our vehicle!
I could hardly believe my ears, but decided to take the matter to the Austrian Touring Club of which I was a member. I explained the situation in detail, sending photographs of the car, a map of the location and photocopies of all documents. I shared what the insurance company said and that I was traveling well below the speed limit before braking. My vehicle was fully stopped when hit. The other driver and my wife would readily vouch for this fact.
My letter to the Touring Club was not answered after a month, so I wrote another. When this too went unanswered, I wrote a third. This time, I included a long list of grievances against the club, saying that I was about to tender my resignation as a member after 29 years with the club. 
This finally brought a response. I received a letter from the club's lawyer, stating that he was very sorry, but my earlier letters had not been received. He then commenced to comment on matters mentioned only in those first two letters! The lawyer said that, yes, this was normal policy in rear end collisions. Certainly, if I had rear-ended someone, I would be happy to know that the other driver was responsible to pay a third of my damages. The Touring Club lawyer then stated that if I could prove to a court beyond any reasonable doubt, that I had not braked abruptly, the amount I was expected to pay might be reduced. Unfortunately, I would have to pay the lawyer fees and court costs! I also learned that the other driver was entitled to claim one third of his damages from our insurance! That would have placed me in a higher risk category and resulted in higher insurance premiums! Fortunately, he didn't know and I didn't tell him!
In March, after three months of phone calls, repeated visits to the insurance company and half a dozen long letters, I had to borrow money from our bank to pay the repair shop $1,700 or risk being taken to court. 

Touring Club members had to give three month's notice when resigning or the next year's membership fee would be due. Five weeks before the deadline for tendering my resignation, a Touring Club official called to say that their lawyer was sending my papers to Salzburg and hoped to obtain an "out-of-court settlement.“ 
Was this a stalling attempt or an honest effort to help a faithful member of many years?  I decided to hold off with my resignation a little longer. After three days, I called the Salzburg office and asked if my case was being acted upon. The person on the phone checked and said that the papers had not yet arrived. Two days later they were still not there, so I asked to speak with the lawyer. He said that I didn't have a chance to recover my money. I mailed my letter of  resignation just before the deadline.  

It would have been possible to appeal to the European Union Court of Appeals, but they only accept cases which have gone through all local instances, and that costs a lot of money! The biblical method works better! 

And he spake a parable unto them to this end, that men ought always to pray, and not to faint; Saying, There was in a city a judge, which feared not God, neither regarded man: And there was a widow in that city; and she came unto him, saying, Avenge me of mine adversary. And he would not for a while: but afterward he said within himself, Though I fear not God, nor regard man; Yet because this widow troubleth me, I will avenge her, lest by her continual coming she weary me. Luke 18:1-5
A year after the accident, I received a letter from the insurance company. I was asked to kindly provide my bank account number. They had decided to repay the $1,700 plus interest! Around the same time, I received a letter from the touring club accepting my resignation with regrets.
Since we had already paid off the bank loan, I told Verna that this money would pay for her trip to America in Spring. I had too many irons in the fire to get away, but insisted that she go visit our kids and new grandchild. Verna said nothing, but she had other plans for that money. I was turning 60 in March and we would be celebrating our 35th wedding anniversary. She secretly prepared a surprise for me, which I was not to learn about until Christmas.  She sent money to our children in America so they could fly over to visit us!

ONE FINAL DEAL

October, 2001, exactly one year before our retirement from missionary service in Austria, I happened to see a newspaper ad for a low-mileage 1994 Chevrolet Corsica. I had never seen a Corsica in Austria and the seller seemed to be asking very little for the car. We were not looking for a car, so I dismissed it from my mind. A month later, the same car was advertised again, this time with a much lower asking price of only $5,000. I began wondering if one of our friends might be looking for a good car and could be interested. No one came to mind so I dismissed the matter again. Just before Christmas the car was advertised a third time and the price was even lower! I began to get curious. Was it perhaps stolen or had it been in an accident? There was a Salzburg telephone number to call and I decided out of curiosity to call. The seller assured me that all was legitimate and the car had been garaged since new, never smoked in, and was in top condition. It had only been driven 29,000 miles in seven years! I thanked him for the information and said that I was only curious, but would get back to him if I could think of anyone who needed a good car. Now the man had our phone number and he kept calling. He said he had to sell three cars before the beginning of the year because he was leaving the country. I kept telling him the same thing. Then one day he called and said that he was going to be in the area where we lived (according to our telephone area code) and wanted me to at least come and look at the car. I finally agreed to meet him in an Autobahn parking place. When Verna heard that, she said, “Are you out of your mind?” 

2002 would be a difficult year and we didn’t relish the thought of saying goodbye to all our friends and our son with his family. Austria had become home to us and there were many neighbors who still needed Christ. Then there was our scheduled trip to visit places in Turkey mentioned in the Bible. We still had many ministries and invitations to speak came rapidly once people heard that we would be retiring to America. 

We began early to make lists. There was a job list, a list of things to pack and a list of stuff to sell. We decided to wait until the last minute to sell our car. We would need transportation up until our departure and since the car was in excellent condition, it should sell quickly. 

When someone who has owned 80 cars, over half of them Fords, sells a 1995 Ford Scorpio made in Germany and buys a 1994 Chevrolet Corsica made in USA, there has to be a good reason. 

Actually, there were at least five good reasons. 

#1, the 1995 Ford had over 100,000 miles on it but the 1994 Chevrolet had only been driven 29,000 miles.

#2, I preferred the burgundy metallic color to the Ford’s silver metallic.

#3, the Corsica had a 3.1 liter V-6 engine with automatic transmission while the Scorpio only had a 2 liter 4-cylinder engine with standard transmission. The Corsica got 26 mpg against the Scorpio’s 22 mpg! 

#4, the Chevrolet Corsica had cruise control, an electric sunroof and even a trailer hitch. 

#5, the ’95 Ford Scorpio sold quickly for $7,600 and we paid $3,000 for the Chevrolet Corsica. 

The previous owner was a businessman who was leaving the country and had to sell three cars. One was a Mercedes, the second a 12-cylinder 360 HP BMW coupe(!) and a Chevrolet Corsica. We were not really interested in the car because we were happy with our Ford, but when he asked me to make any offer, I offered $3,000 and he accepted. He was also selling a Hunter 25 yacht, but I didn’t make him an offer for that! 

I looked on the Internet to see what ’94 Corsicas were selling for in the Philadelphia area. The cheapest I could find was $4,999 with 130,000 miles on it. Amerian cars normally sell for higher prices in Europe. I wrote above about the Ford Pinto that we exported to Austria. After driving it 60,000 miles in three years, we sold it for $1,200 profit over the new price!

I was also planning to sell the Corsica for a handsome profit, but just before we left Austria, missionary friends were looking for a good vehicle for not much money. We sold it to them for what we paid. 

Index

CHAPTER 17  -  LITERATURE

I have always loved to read. Family visits to Grandpa and Grandma Pedicord were a special treat for me. They subscribed to The Saturday Evening Post, Reader's Digest, Life and National Geographic Magazine. Grandma Pedicord was also a direct descendant of the famous Cooper family that founded Cooperstown, New York. I read most of James Fennimore Cooper's books and nearly every other book I got my hands on. I already mentioned breaking the High School record for the number of books read in the library.

I became critical of the secular press early in life. Much of the media thrives on "all the news that is unfit to print" including newspapers which claim to do the opposite. Reporters hover like vultures, buzzards and hawks, waiting to pounce on a "good" BAD story. News must be sensational, bloody, dirty or scandalous. 

Scandals involving well-known personalities are always good sellers. Hollywood stars and rock musicians don’t mind scandals; they depend on the press to keep their names and faces on the front pages of magazines and newspapers and do whatever it takes to make it happen. Just as rotting meat fattens vultures, scandals make stars rich and famous. And they help publishers sell books, newspapers and magazines.

What the media publishes doesn't have to be true; there are many ways to tell lies and get paid for it. It always helps when consumers want to believe the lies. Little children love fairy tales and older people love sensationalism and fantasy. 

CHRISTIAN LITERATURE

I mentioned in the introduction to this autobiography that I am an outspoken critic of Christian literature. I could paint a wonderful and fascinating picture of our literature ministry that would impress readers, but I don't want to give readers half a picture. Someone entering such a ministry might begin to doubt his or her salvation when situations arise that don't fit the picture I painted.  

At some point in my missionary career, I began to suspicion that tricks and trends in secular publishing had infiltrated Christian literature. I am convinced that some of the “sacred press” is little better than its secular counterpart. While sorting through my files before retirement, I found the following note which I had scribbled many years earlier:

"Secular publishing is all gory and no glory." 

"Sacred publishing is all glory and no gory." 

If I am pointing an accusing finger at others, three fingers are pointing back at me and the thumb points heavenward as a solemn reminder that God is my judge. I have been guilty, and I am still sometimes guilty, and shall probably continue to be guilty of publishing hypocracy for the rest of my life. It is a publisher's trap; a bottomless pit; a vicious cycle that is not easily broken. 

What the Scriptures have to say about the unruly tongue can also be applied to writing, and if what you write is published, errors are multiplied! The only apparent way to avoid error is to quit writing and publishing. 

Where no oxen are, the crib is clean: but much increase is by the strength of the ox. (Proverbs 14:4) 
MISSIONARY PRAYER LETTERS

Missions can hardly survive without the "missionary prayer letter" and because communication between missionaries and those who support missions is of supreme importance, I will cover this subject first. 
I was asked to speak at a session of the 1980 GMU Field Directors Conference. Immediately before I was to speak, the editor of the mission magazine gave a short seminar on the "Do's and Don'ts of Writing Prayer Letters.“ When it was my turn to speak, I started out by commenting that the seminar we had just heard was helpful in many ways, but that I had some problems with it. I continued, "I have carried a packet of missionary prayer letters around with me for quite some time. The missionary is now deceased, but his letters have been so helpful that I read them over and over, even quoting from them frequently. Unfortunately, the missionary who wrote these prayer letters broke just about every rule in the handbook!" 

I then listed some of the rules that the missionary broke:


Be sure to include your full name and address, and that of the mission!


Never forget the date! 


Avoid run-on sentences!


Avoid using "Christianese"!


Don’t start or end your letters with Scripture.  


Don't be "preachy"!


Don’t be negative!


Refrain from being specific when referring to problem people.

The Apostle Paul gets an "F" in form, but an "A" for effectiveness!

I feel that honesty is always called for even if it isn't necessary to say or write everything that is true. Normally, I either "tell it like it is" or I don't write on the subject at all, but there are exceptions to this rule. 

Missionaries are expected to write "prayer letters" to keep their "support teams" informed. Both missionaries and supporters know that the main reason for letters is to get money for paying bills, but appeals for money must be carefully and subtly imbedded in reports or disguised as prayer requests. This is the first rule of writing prayer letters. The missionary abides by this rule because the supporter expects it. 

The second rule of Christian journalism is, "Never be negative!" Secular journalism prints what is negative and not fit to print, but Christian journalism must be upbeat and positive. Supporters must feel that their gifts and prayers are effective, bringing eternal dividends! If you are having differences with co-workers, your marriage is breaking up, your son is smoking pot, or the church you founded is ready to split ---, keep it to yourself! Share it with your Field Director perhaps, but never, ever, with your praying and paying constituency! In other words, be a hypocrite!

The third rule of Christian journalism is, “Exaggerate!” In Christian jargon, this is called “evangelistically speaking.” 

As you have probably noticed, I am abiding by the third rule while breaking the second.

It is a generally known fact among missionaries, that the moment something is put into print, it becomes invalid or false. That new convert pictured on the title page of your mission publication is doomed to become a backslider, and the new ministry you announced will never get off the ground. Report great blessings and you are inviting trouble. Of course I'm exaggerating, but I already said that missionaries do that. 

MISSIONARY PRINTERS

Soon after arriving in Europe, I met my first missionary printer. He operated a print shop in Germany and seemed obsessed with statistics. I got the feeling that he was afraid to share the Gospel personally and was relegating the task of evangelism to machines, ink and paper. The second and third missionary printers I met seemed to have been run off the same press.

These negative feelings about Christian literature were strengthened after moving to Ampflwang. Our mission house served as a depot and half-way-house for a missionary enterprise called "Operation Mobilization." As I already mentioned, OM was a very effective ministry, but it had a limited budget in those days. OM accepted any vehicles, food, accommodations or literature that was free or cheap. Dilapidated OM trucks delivered tons of Gospel tracts, books, out-dated calendars and old Decision Magazines to Ampflwang. What the teams could not get rid of was stacked in our attic and began to turn yellow and collect dust. I inherited the ugly task of disposing of this unusable literature. Fearing the reaction of Red Cross officials should I bring them a ton of Christian literature for recycling, I decided instead to burn it. The job took the better part of a week to complete. I mentioned this in an article published in the mission magazine. The editor changed "ton" to "100 pounds" assuming that I was exaggerating -- or perhaps he thought that no one would believe it. 

Ten years later, the Lord decided that He needed someone to produce Christian literature for Austria and Eastern Europe. Now, who do you suppose got the job? You guessed it! I became a publisher of that horrible stuff called "sacred" or "Christian" literature - and my own biggest critic! As you can imagine, that didn’t happen overnight!

HUMBLE BEGINNINGS

In 1972, a year after we opened the "Katakombe" Tearoom and Youth Center in Linz, we began to mimeograph an amateur youth magazine, called "Wegweiser" ("Signpost"). This was during the height of the so-called "Jesus People" movement, and our youth chose the "One Way" sign, a raised forefinger, for the paper's logo. Our magazine was quite original; we used caricatures, short articles and testimonials which were easily understood by unchurched youth. Each issue had a specific theme. 

Fall 1972 GOSPEL MESSAGE

NEWS FROM AUSTRIA

Two student nurses, a hardened drug addict and  an  advanced  "Yogi,"  are  among  the many who have professed to receive Christ through the ministry of the "Catacomb Tearoom" in Linz during the past few weeks. Ralph Harvey, director of this youth center, reports an evening  attendance of 50 to 70 young people.  A popular evangelistic magazine is being published for the youth of Linz. Please pray for this important ministry and its outreach in Austria.

The magazine was well received. We seldom found an issue on the ground or in a trash can. Drug addicts in the parks would make obscene remarks when we gave them copies, but they read every issue and even passed them around.  Demand for the periodical increased, not just in Linz, but from youth groups all over Austria. Soon, we were receiving requests from Germany and Switzerland. Several of our articles were reprinted in other Christian periodicals (often without permission!). One cartoon which I drew, called "Noah," was reprinted with permission and used as an evangelistic poster that appeared all over German-speaking Europe -- in street cars, on billboards and in churches.  

One positive echo of our experiment in publishing came from an unexpected source. An Austrian government agency which keeps tabs on publications puts out an annual listing and evaluation of periodicals printed in Austria. Imagine our surprise to read in a daily national newspaper: "The `Wegweiser' is an amateur underground magazine published in Linz, which is well worth reading."

We were soon mimeographing 5,000 copies of 10 pages each; the mimeograph machine began to show signs of wear, and the cost was becoming prohibitive. Most copies were given to unsaved youth on the streets, or who attended the youth center. It appeared as though we would have to stop publication for lack of finances, but the end of the "Wegweiser" came sooner than expected - and for a different reason.

A FATAL MISTAKE

In an issue on the theme of "hypocrisy," I wrote a satirical article entitled, "Why I Pick My Nose."  The article compared the socially acceptable habit of smoking, with a habit that is generally frowned upon. The article was soon the "talk of the town" and a "hit" among young people. But one elderly lady in the church had a different opinion.  She had picked up the magazine after the morning worship service, and after placing her Sunday meal in the oven, she sat down to read. Later, she told me that she would never read another article I wrote!  After reading the article "Why I Pick My Nose" she lost her appetite and had to put her meal back in the refrigerator! 

We don't know where it started, but someone connected the raised forefinger ("One Way" symbol on the cover) with the "nose-picker" article. That kind of news travels rapidly! Our logo became universally known as the "nose-picker" symbol, and the "Wegweiser" became the "Nosepicker's Magazine!" We ran off one more issue after that, but the nickname stuck. Although this reputation may have increased the circulation, we had no other choice; the "Wegweiser" had to go!

But it was just the beginning of our publishing ministry.

A NEW START

I wrote in Chapter 14 about buying an offset press during our recent furlough. Before taking it apart and packing it in crates for shipping, I wrote a careful desciption, made drawings and labeled all parts, to assure that I could put it back together again. 

Upon our arrival in Austria, we found a small house in Ansfelden for very reasonable rent. We soon discovered why the rent was reasonable, however. A nearby paper factory produced sulphuric emissions that smelled like rotten eggs. When the winds blew in our direction, the stench was overwhelming! A few blocks away there was a large chicken farm that raised thousands of chickens. The chicken houses had no windows and the owner tricked the chickens into eating huge quantities of food by turning the lights on and off repeatedly. Every six weeks, when the chicks reached two pounds, they were slaughtered and frozen for the supermarkets. The stream which ran through our development turned dark red from blood and unwanted chicken innards on slaughtering day. Dried remnants on the banks of the stream added to the putrid smell of the paper factory. Before another batch of baby chicks was started, the farmer cleaned out his chicken houses and the smell of manure was added to the already unpleasant air that we breathed.

Other than the smells, our two years in that house were good years. We established excellent relationships with neighbors, conducted regular children's meetings in our home and Bible studies in the home of another family. One of the highlights of our time there was the conversion of a 96-year-old woman! She said God had allowed her to live until someone shared the gospel with her. Now she was ready to die. Soon after making that statement, she fell and broke her hip. We thought that would be the end, but doctors pinned the bone together and she was soon walking about as though nothing had happened! Although we were very busy with ministry in Linz, Enns and Steyr, we could easily have spent all our time and energy reaching that neighborhood for Christ.

LEARNING ANOTHER TRADE

It seemed like I had learned every trade there was to learn. I was familiar with most aspects of the construction trade from carpentry to electrical installation and plumbing. I had taken many cars apart and put them back together again. I learned to weld, painted about ten cars, built three small boats and worked several years on farms. My college education was to prepare me for ministry and public speaking, but I also sang in various musical ensembles and operas. I learned photographic skills and developing techniques in a photo studio. In the Art Gallery, I mastered the skills of hand-carving ornate picture frames and applying gold-leaf. I even learned to restore art masterpieces. 

Now, at 35 years of age, I was to learn the graphics, printing and publishing trades! But had I not already demonstrated that I could operate a press back in New Jersey?

After unpacking the offset press and putting it back together, I inked it up and flipped the switch. The cylinders turned smoothly and everything seemed perfect. I then turned on the compressor which fed the paper, but the paper wasn't feeding. I tried various adjustment knobs unsuccessfully - for weeks! I had been very careful to label all parts, electrical connections and settings. I studied the manual, experimented, tried different settings, went to print shops for advice and even installed new parts, but nothing helped. The paper would simply not feed properly. I recalled that smirk on the face of the printer in Elmer who wished me good luck. Now I knew what he was thinking!

Totally frustrated, I came to the supper table one evening and informed Verna that my printing career was over! There was no power on earth that could induce me to even look at that press again unless it was to sell it or cart it to a junkyard! As usual, Verna remained calm and suggested that I just forget it and enjoy my meal. 

After supper, I wondered out loud if I could at least get the purchase price back. Verna stopped me and asked me to pray with her first. We would make one more appeal to our heavenly Father for help. I argued that I had been doing this all along and with increasing intensity. Nothing was working! Nevertheless, we prayed together and asked the Lord to show me what I was doing wrong. I added, "…and this is final, Lord! Amen!"

I returned to the offset press and flipped the main switch. The cylinders rotated smoothly as usual. I turned on the compressor as I had done a thousand times before. The paper started feeding and I waited for the usual jamming, skipping and double sheeting that I was so accustomed to. I stared in disbelief as it just kept feeding like it was supposed to do. I kept watching in amazement as the press continued to feed the paper in perfect rhythm, never missing a sheet! Verna stepped up and put her arms around me. Tears streamed down our faces as we watched ream after ream of paper feed through the press. 

That press churned out a million impressions without a single breakdown after that humble - better, humbling beginning! And in the next 15 years, our printing operation produced many more tons of Christian literature! 

From an Alpine Echo in 1974:

Have you ever had the feeling that you are getting nothing done?

Have you ever found yourself frustrated with a tangle of bureaucratic "red tape"?

Have you ever had an unwanted job dumped into your lap which you could not escape?

Have you ever felt like your efforts were all in vain so that you wanted to quit?

If you have, then you are well qualified to pray for missions!

We are by no means depressed or discouraged; in fact, we rejoice in the privilege of serving the Lord here in Austria.  From the 23rd Psalm, however, we learn that the valley of shadow" precedes the recognition of God's "goodness and mercy.“  Paul's experience taught him that tribulation comes before patience.  When Paul and Silas could sing praises to God in their darkest midnight hour, we know that God's people were praying.  This has also been our experience.

There was a time this summer, when we were tempted to conduct Austria's first yard sale and buy one-way tickets to America, but the Lord led one of His own to write us an encouraging letter which caused us to sing praises at midnight.  

On another occasion Ralph was ready to throw the offset machine (all 600 lbs of it) into the nearest dump, because it simply refused to function properly.  But someone prayed and the machine suddenly began to function like a new one; and it has done so ever since. 

Even after checking with a lawyer and studying Austrian laws regarding printed literature, we were fined $30 for omitting one required word in the publisher's declaration (ignorance is no excuse). As the Austrians say, "we were seeing black,“ but some of the Lord's people sent extra gifts that month which inspired some midnight singing.  

We gradually added equipment until we had a fully-equipped print shop with several presses that could print up to 16 x 24 inches. We had a large litho camera, plate burner, folding machine, collator, stapler and cutting machine. Our printing operation provided millions of pieces of literature for evangelical churches and missionary organizations in Austria. We also produced much literature that was smuggled behind the Iron Curtain, but this aspect of our operation had to be kept secret until the Iron Curtain fell in 1989.

You perhaps noticed the change to a plural pronoun in the above paragraph. This was necessary, because the printing and publishing operation soon became a family affair. Our children did much of the collating and folding. When printing for other missionaries or churches, I padded the bills so our kids would get a little spending money for their efforts. One summer they bought a nice inflatable boat with their earnings.

"SALZSTREUER"

Our own publications were the youth magazine and a Christian workers manual called KANN. The youth magazine got a new name: SALZSTREUER. It is literally translated "salt spreader" but it is the word Germans use for both a salt shaker and a truck that spreads salt on icy winter roads.  

From the Spring 1976 GOSPEL MESSAGE

ARE THEY READING YOU?

by Ralph Harvey

Several years ago we inherited 100 pounds [it was actually a ton but the editor reduced the amount!] of Gospel tracts, cheaply printed on yellowed paper, out of date and tastelessly written in classical "Christianese." Our "inheritance" only served to underscore a growing disillusionment with Christian literature. Most attempts to use literature in our missionary work had failed to produce noticeable fruit. Little did we imagine that we would someday be involved in a literature ministry! 

It all began very innocently when we started mimeographing a youth paper called "WEGWEISER" in connection with KATAKOMBE youth center in Linz, Upper Austria. We had discovered we could get the names and addresses of newcomers in the center by offering a free subscription to our amateur enterprise. We also found that a local publication like the WEGWEISER was seldom tossed in the trash can as were handbills and tracts. Our bi-monthly paper contained satirical articles and caricatures which zeroed in on the evils of the local environment and pointed to the Gospel of Jesus Christ as the only answer. Although our first effort involved only 2000 copies for local distribution, the response was overwhelming. The youth were soon mailing copies to hundreds of unsaved young people in the area. "Operation Mobilization" used one of our ideas for a nation-wide tract and poster campaign, and a German youth paper in Berlin reprinted several of our articles and caricatures (without permission ) . Requests for the paper came from all over, some even from Northern Germany and Canada. It soon became obvious that we could never fill all the requests if we continued mimeographing the paper. 

After one year of the WEGWEISER, we had to discontinue due to our furlough. However, we mentioned the possibility of printing the magazine to a small congregation in New York [actually, printing was their idea, not mine!]. This small group of believers responded spontaneously with a gift of $500 toward an offset machine. Having had no experience in printing, I was anxious to find out all I could. The first revelation was the astronomical cost of good equipment. We discovered that an offset machine would cost several thousand dollars for a cheap model, and that we would also need a plate maker, litho camera, paper folder and paper cutter for a beginning. 

The Lord led, however, through a newspaper clipping, to an excellent buy in an offset press. For $450 we were able to get an offset in excellent condition which costs over $6000 new. In addition we had about a ton of paper, a good supply of inks, a paper cutter and an electric mimeograph thrown in on the deal! With other gifts, we were able to purchase an IBM typewriter and plate making equipment. After returning to Austria, the Lord provided an almost new litho camera in a manner and for a price which we could only call miraculous. 

During the first year of our involvement in literature work, we printed an average of only 10,000 to 15,000 pieces of literature a month, ranging from handbills to 32-page booklets. However, the main thrust is our evangelistic magazine, SALZSTREUER (Saltspreader-a German word for salt shaker), and a lay-worker's manual, KANN. 

The purpose of our magazine is not to lead others to Christ. This is certainly our desire; however, we believe that the task of leading others to Christ is the responsibility of every Christian which cannot be delegated to the printed page. The purpose of the SALZSTREUER is threefold: 

1. To establish a direct contact between unsaved readers and a local group of believers. 

2. To arouse an interest in the Gospel among those who are "fed up" with the hypocritical condition of many institutional churches. 

3. As a means of obtaining the names and addresses of strangers (for follow-up) by offering to mail free copies. 

In response to many requests, we have agreed to reprint the first issues of SALZSTREUER undated and to number all future issues instead of dating them. 

Although the preparation of publications demands a tremendous amount of time, we are still only in a part-time literature work. We are still busy with weekly Bible Study groups, children's' meetings, preaching and various youth and evangelistic activities. It would be an answer to prayer if the Lord would send a printer to take over that part of the work. We could keep the press going full time if we accepted all the requests for printed material which various Christian groups bring to us, but there is just not enough time. 

"KANN"

At the funeral of a gifted and dedicated Austrian Pastor (the one who was so helpful and had a VW like ours), I contemplated the effectiveness of this individual's ministry and found it difficult to accept the fact, that all his knowledge and experience was now being lowered into a grave. If only he had left us a legacy on paper! That could have been a help and encouragement to many others long after his death! 

I began to consider what I could do to leave a spiritual legacy and came upon the idea of printing a quarterly loose-leaf Christian workers manual designed for lay-workers. It's goal was to encourage and equip national believers, providing ideas and aids for those who were attempting to serve their church or involved in evangelistic outreach.  

I decided on the name "KANN,“ the German word for "can.“ We used the slogan, "If you can't, try KANN!"  We included three categories of insert sheets: 

1. DYNAMO-Bible Study and sermon outlines 

2. IDEEN FABRIK (Idea Factory) -games, activities, crafts, visual aids, special programs, etc. 

3. DACHBODEN (Attic)- listings of available material, films, literature, evangelists, books, etc. 

PRINTING QUIRKS

The many interesting experiences we had with the printing operation couldn't possibly find space in this book. Two or three examples should suffice. 

In April, 1975, an evangelist from "Word of Life," Germany, was to conduct a week of meetings in Steyr. By this time I was becoming quite confident of my printing abilities. Since we worked in Steyr and were participants in the campaign, it was only natural that I would be asked to print the invitations. I took special pains to do my best on this job! Printing 30,000 attractive, two-color invitations took about ten hours. When the job was finished, I cleaned up the press and began to package the invitations for delivery. Before I was finished, our fourth grade son came home from school, took one glance at an invitation and said in his matter-of-fact tone of voice, "The S is missing!" He had barely gotten the words out of his mouth, when I saw it too. Right on the front, in big, bold letters, was the German word "MENSCH" (man); and the "S" was missing! I had no other recourse but to spend the following day doing the job all over again!

A few weeks later, a missionary from Vienna asked me to print 20,000 Evangelistic invitations. Like most print jobs, this one was also a rush job, "to be finished yesterday at the very latest!" I explained that I had much to do, and that other jobs were just as urgent, but the missionary was desperate, trying every ploy to gain my consent. He promised that the layout would be camera-ready. He would even deliver the copy, help me print and take the finished product back to Vienna with him. I softened and finally agreed to do the job if the colors could be black and red (I had other jobs to do in these colors). 

When he arrived, I began to proof-read the copy, but he insisted that three persons had already done so - there were absolutely NO mistakes! Precious time was wasting! After the printing, I was preparing to cut and fold the invitations, when our fourth grader, Ralph Jr., walked into the print shop -- again. He had such an uncanny way of killing elephants with pea shooters! "Why are you printing these? Those meetings were last month," he stated matter-of-factly. The missionary from Vienna looked and gasped. Until that moment, I thought I was the only grown man who cried. Seven days of meetings; seven interesting topics; seven wrong dates! 

Fortunately the month was printed as a single digit number. I was able to save the job by running the invitations through one more time and printing black "emphasis dots" over the wrong month numbers. 

Soon after Gutenberg invented the printing press, the Austrian government recognized the potentially powerful political value of literature. The Hapsburgers passed laws making it extremely difficult for private individuals to print or sell literature. Those laws are still in effect. For ten years, I printed millions of pieces of Christian literature in Austria, completely oblivious to some of these laws. I took the trouble to investigate the laws of commerce and kept good records to prove that we made no profit with our printing operation. I always sent the required sample copy of periodicals to the designated public office. Every piece of literature for distribution contained an "Impressum" (public declaration of producer, printer and person responsible for contents). Once, I paid a fine of $30 because I left out a required word in the declaration, yet not even then, did anyone question my right to produce literature.

After ten years of publishing, I farmed out a poster job to a commercial print shop because our large press had broken down and parts were on back order. I picked up the finished posters and sent them to the missionary who had ordered them. A few weeks later, the police summoned me for questioning. The officer showed me a copy of the poster and said, "The public declaration is missing!" The missionary who posted them had been interrogated and informed the police that the posters came from me. And now, this police officer wanted to see my "Publisher's Permit." I replied that I had not printed those posters. I showed him the paid bill and he was satisfied, asking no further questions.

This discovery sent chills up and down my spine! For ten years, I had been unknowingly breaking the law! Only once had I farmed out a print job to a commercial printer, and this was the only occasion on which I was asked about a certain required permit! Thank You Lord! 

The Austrians have a saying: "For every law, there is a loophole!" I did some more investigation and discovered that I am not allowed to print for other people or organizations; not even for free! However, I am permitted to print my own literature, or for any organization of which I am a member! 

I was a member of our mission, of course. I also belonged to the "Fellowship of Evangelical Churches in Austria," the "Christian Workers Conference" and several other Christian organizations. And as a member, I could print OUR literature! 

It was occasionally cheaper and less trouble to use a commercial printer's services. If I prepared the copy and provided the paper, I was only charged for actual press time. We did the folding, collating, stapling, cutting, binding and shipping ourselves.

From the summer, 1978 GOSPEL MESSAGE

Expanding the print shop also seemed to bring an increase in new problems. Two lamps burned out in the new plate maker. It took the movers a week to deliver the new press and delivery of a processor dragged out for two weeks. Another package was held up a month in customs. After an hour of use, the paper cutter motor burned out. Then Ralph got the flu. When he recovered, a technician who was to train Ralph on the new equipment got sick! However, things are moving now, and the Harveys are gradually working at the backlog of printing which has accumulated.

AN OFFSET PRESS THAT GOT CONVERTED

Once I got onto printing, it didn't take long before I became quite infatuated with the little Multilith press. In reality the "Multi" was merely a duplicating machine that worked on the principle of an offset press. There were probably a million of these little Multis operating all around the world at the time. Mine churned out several tons of literature without a major repair. You could get parts nearly everywhere.

The gears on my 30-year-old Multi eventually got too sloppy for two color jobs that required relatively close registration. I decided that it would be better to get a newer press and use the old one for spare parts. I placed an ad in the largest Vienna newspaper and got an immediate response from a man who had one for sale for only two grand. I grabbed my coat and drove 100 miles to Vienna.

The address led me to a shabby looking basement room on a back street of Vienna's most notorious district. There was no name on the door, but the house number told me that I was at the right place. A young man met me at the door and led me into a room filled with piles of paper. In the center of the room was a small table-top offset machine. A single light bulb hanging from the ceiling provided barely enough light to see. I was led into a hallway where a late model Multilith press was standing. It was a fully automated, computerized offset machine which must have cost twenty thousand dollars. One needed merely to stack a set of plates in the loading tray, ink the rollers and fill containers with etching and dampening fluid. Then, after telling the computer how many copies to print from each plate, you simply hit the start button. The paper was even automatically collated as it left the machine.  

The price he quoted was much too low for a machine like this, but I explained that I needed a press for publishing Christian literature. I printed materials at cost for churches and Christian organizations. Instead of sympathy, I reaped scorn. He showed complete disdain for anything religious. "The church is rich, let them pay!" he said. I asked the man if he would kindly demonstrate how the press worked, but he said, "It's too complicated for me. That is why I want to sell it. I paid much more, but am willing to sacrifice it for $2000. You can operate it yourself if you want." 

By now, my curiosity was aroused and I asked what he printed. He saw me eyeing a pile of brochures and showed me one. "I print address lists of businesses," he said. 

Suddenly, it occurred to me, who I was dealing with. Only a few days earlier, I had heard a news report on the radio about someone who was getting rich by publishing a clone of the official Austrian business registry. Each year, the government published a thick book with pertinent information on commercial establishments in Austria. People would purchase this book and use it much like we use the Yellow Pages in America. No business could afford not to be listed or to have the latest copy. The government made handsome profits from both the sale of this book and by charging businesses for listing their services. According to the radio report, a private printer in Vienna was soliciting money from businesses for advertisements in the annual registry, but it was not the official government version. Many had responded without checking and received a cheap paperback listing of only those businesses which had been tricked into paying! The Radio announcer said that there was nothing illegal about the operation, but warned businesses to be sure they paid for the genuine government registry rather than the clone.  

Realizing that I was dealing with a slick operator, I began to examine the press more carefully. He showed me a receipt for what he paid, so I at least knew he wasn't selling me a stolen machine. The original owner was Austrian Radio. A close examination disclosed a slight indentation on both the blanket and master cylinder where a screw had apparently fallen into the moving press. It was on the outer edge and I was certain that it would make no difference, but I drew his attention to it. He seemed genuinely surprised by my discovery and said that it must have been there all along, for he hadn't printed anything. I went into a long narration on what replacing cylinders involved and what those things cost. I added that the first owner must have been delighted to find someone to buy the press for what he had paid. I then offered to give him $1000 for the press “as is.“ After a few moments of hesitation, he agreed. While disassembling and loading the press, I again attempted to share the gospel with him, but he was not interested. 

It was after midnight when I finally headed for home with my treasure. For a while, I had to fight a guilty conscience, wondering if I was not the bigger crook. I pulled into a parking area and prayed, asking the Lord to forgive me, if this was the case. Either I was not a crook or the Lord forgave me, because I was able to continue the trip home singing praises to God. I removed some of the automatic features that I didn’t need. That press churned out millions of pieces of literature during the next ten years without a single breakdown or repair.

WINTER OLYMPIC EVENT

When it became known that the 1975 Winter Olympics were going to be held in Innsbruck, Austria, Christians began looking for ways to use this opportunity for missionary outreach. First contacts with Olympic officials to gain permits for various evangelistic activities fell on deaf ears. There were many religions represented by participants and they didn't want anyone to be offended. Athletes competing in the events asked that a chapel for worship be available in the Olympic Village. A number of the teams had official chaplains. In cooperation with the chaplains and athletes, Austrian evangelical churches were able to get their foot in the door. Many religious sects were also seeking ways of using the games for missionary purposes, but most resorted to illegal or unethical means. 

Many of our own youth had signed up as volunteer workers and we were asked to print 50,000 copies of the testimony of a Canadian Skier. I agreed, but added that I didn't have a folding machine yet. There was a missionary working near Innsbruck, however, who had a new folding machine. I suggested that they take the printed tracts to him for folding. Although, like me, he was a graduate of Bob Jones University and we didn’t differ theologically, the missionary refused to fold the tracts. He argued that because some of the youth who distributed the tracts were from Lutheran Churches, "the effort was ecumenical and thus of the devil." He would have nothing to do with the project. A dozen youth stayed up until the wee hours of the morning, folding 50,000 tracts by hand until their fingers were blistered.

TELEVISION

We had no television during the first 8 years of missionary service and I can't recall our children ever asking for one. They enjoyed playing table games, going for walks or riding their bikes. One reason was because there were only two channels to choose from, and most of the films were old American classics with German sound tracks. 

I decided to buy a TV so we could watch the Olympic Games. It was a 12-inch, black and white TV, but our children were elated with the acquisition. We watched a number of the Olympic events and for a while afterwards, we occasionally sat down to watch a nature film. Within a few months I realized that we were hardly watching it at all. Austrian TV tax cost around $20 per month (more if you were hooked into a cable), I calculated that we were probably paying $5 per hour for our TV. When I said something about this to the family, our kids surprised us by suggesting that we get rid of it. I decided to put it in the attic to see how long that would last. After several months passed with no one asking about the television, I sold it. We never owned another until our retirement from Austria in 2002.

GOOD NEIGHBORS

Frau Enzengraber was an elderly widow who lived next door to us in Ansfelden. She was a dear soul and we fell in love with her immediately. I once saw her cutting firewood with a handsaw that had obviously not been sharpened since her husband died many years earlier. I had an electric hand saw and went over to cut the wood for her. She was elated and wanted to pay me, but I of course refused. She kept bringing us fresh eggs for quite a while afterwards and still had a bad conscience. That was the beginning of a close friendship. She was a staunch Catholic and went to church several times a week to pray her rosary and place a fresh candle on her husband's grave. She kept reminding us that she was Catholic, but told everyone in the neighborhood that her neighbors were “very nice protestants.”

Like most Austrians, she took notice of our every activity. When we had visitors, she wanted to know who they were, where they lived and what they did for a living. She soon realized that many of the visitors were pastors and missionaries who wanted printed materials, so she began a guessing game with us. "Was that a Pastor?" she would ask. 

One morning, a beat up Volkswagen beetle pulled up in front of our house and a plump fellow in his mid thirties got out. He was dressed in old jeans and a T-shirt with "Jesus Loves You" emblazoned across the back. His car was plastered with stickers and decals that advertised his faith. When I answered the door, he asked to speak with Ralph Harvey. I invited him inside, supposing he would be asking me to print something, but instead, he introduced himself as the assistant Catholic Priest from the next town. He had been given one of our Salzstreuer Magazines and was enthusiastic about its contents. When he saw that it was published nearby, he decided to come and meet me. It turned out that he was leader of a Catholic charismatic movement which was rapidly gaining in popularity. He wanted to buy copies of our magazine to give to parishioners but got them free. 

After he left, Frau Enzenberger came out and said, "Now that young man was NOT a pastor! Was he from your youth group?" I smiled and said, "No that gentleman was a Catholic Priest." Her eyes twinkled as she replied, "Sure, sure! He was definitely a priest. Now tell me the truth!" I insisted that this was the case and even gave her his name and address. She got on the phone and called an acquaintance who lived in that town. The friend confirmed everything that I had said about him. After that incident, Frau Enzenberger lost some of her apprehension about us being protestant and we were able to share our faith with her on many occasions. She was still confused by many Catholic teachings, but I am convinced that she became a true believer. She certainly loved the Lord and us!

THE FIRST BOOK

At one of the Austrian Christian Workers Conferences, an ex-priest gave a series of lectures on the Roman Catholic Church that were very informative and helpful. His lectures were recorded on tape, but someone said that they should be printed in a book. The speaker was not opposed to the idea but had no money for such a project. I said that if someone would volunteer to type the recorded lectures on my composer, I would be happy to print the book at cost. A young man volunteered and the project was completed in a few weeks. I took orders for about 250 books, but printed extra copies in event someone else would want one. 

Word got out and the demand was much greater than expected, so a Christian book publisher in Germany printed the lectures to sell in book stores.  Soon after that, I received a letter from the publisher threatening to take me to court for illegally publishing their book and selling it for less!  After a couple of letters back and forth, the publisher realized that I could possibly take him to court, so he dropped the charges. Incidentally, the person who typed the lectures for me had mistakenly given the ex-priest an unearned Doctorate -- right on the front cover!

THE LAST SALZSTREUER

Most Christian literature, even gospel tracts and evangelistic invitations are written and designed to appeal to the Christians who pay for them. Our magazine was designed and carefully worded to reach unchurched youth. Although there was a great demand for our magazine among the unsaved, few gifts were coming in to help with the cost of materials. Our own financial situation was getting desperate. Although I had collected enough information for several future issues, I was forced to stop printing the Salzstreuer. I shared this with local churches and our supporting constituency, hoping that believers would respond with gifts, but it didn't happen. I decided to print a series of undated Salzstreuer tracts instead.

On November 18, 1978, newspapers broke with the chilling report of the mass suicide of some 600 followers of the American sect leader, Jim Jones. The Roman Catholic Church saw its golden opportunity to use this as propaganda to warn against the influx of “dangerous American sects” in Austria. Newspapers quickly recognized the public interest in this subject and began a campaign to brand any and all religious groups that were not Catholic or Lutheran as foreign religious sects, out to win Austrian youth to their beliefs. They said that sects used literature with cartoons aimed at young people. The news media published photos of US President Jimmy Carter posing with Jim Jones, adding that Carter was a “lay preacher of the Baptist sect.” 

While getting a haircut, my barber asked why we Americans would elect a member of such a dangerous sect to be our President! I claimed that there was no relationship whatsoever between Jim Jones and the Baptists, and that that there were millions of Baptists world wide, who were upright and law-abiding Christians -- I was one of them! He didn't seem convinced, so I asked if he had heard of Martin Luther King. He said, "Now there was a good man!" I said that King was a Baptist Pastor. The barber concluded that there must be some good Baptists after all!

MEETING AT TRANS WORLD RADIO, SLOVAKIA 

Pastor Richard Jones (no relation to Jim Jones mentioned above) and his wife, from our home church, visited us in 2001 and we drove them to visit Jim and Roberta Hill of our church, who worked with Trans World Radio in Slovakia. There, we met an elderly man who told us that he had smuggled much Christian literature through the Iron Curtain during the Communist era. He was head mechanic in a garage that serviced and repaired luxury cars belonging to the Communist bosses. In case one of the dignitary's  cars should break down they wanted immediate assistance, so this man had credentials that permitted him to cross borders speedily and without the customary searches. 
After sharing many of his experiences during the TWR’s devotional time, he said, "When I get to heaven I want to look up the people who supplied that literature and give them a big hug." I asked him to describe some of the literature. When he was half way through, I interrupted and continued to describe it to him, saying that I had printed it! We didn't have to wait until we got to heaven for our hugs. And many present were shedding tears!

Index

CHAPTER 18  -  STEYR AND ENNS

STEYR

During the Protestant reformation of the 16th century, only a handful of families in Steyr had remained true to the Roman Catholic Church, but the counter reformation changed all that. Many Anabaptists were arrested, persecuted or driven out of the country. More than ten thousand were killed by drowning or burned at the stake. In the second wave of the counter reformation, also called "Thity Years War", nearly all Lutherans were "reconverted" or driven out of the country.

Roughly between 1960 and 1980, the Baptist satellite church in Steyr met in a rented room located in the historic Berggasse just behind the “Bummlerhaus.” The latter building is one of the most remarkable examples of middle age architecture in Austria. Anabaptists reportedly met here in the 16th century. A large fortress surrounded by a moat was located at the end of the street. Our meeting room was built between 1000 and 1200 AD as a stable for horses. It had a domed brick ceiling and a shed had been added to the rear several centuries later that served as a Sunday School room for children. 

In better years 15-20 people attended services and the room was much too small. Frank and Gwen Wiebe worked hard to build up this work for several years, but growth was hardly possible in the cramped quarters. Converts usually wound up in other churches. 

When the Wiebes were on furlough, December 1969 through December 1970, we were made responsible for the work in Steyr. It was immediately clear that a larger meeting hall should have high priority and we encouraged the people to start saving. 

The faithful few believers began to give generously in hopes of purchasing an adequate facility. By 1973, they had saved over $6,000 for this purpose. In February, 1973, we were planning our furlough when we saw an ad for a large commercial building in Steyr. We decided to check it out. 

The property was owned by a wealthy architect, who also owned many other properties including the above mentioned "Bummlerhaus." He was curious about why an American was living in Austria and we explained that we worked with a small Baptist Church in the Berggasse. He asked if it was related to the Anabaptist movement of the Middle Ages. A conversation about church history ensued that didn't seem to want an end. He was well informed and quite surprised that an American knew more about the history of Steyr and Austria than most Austrians. In the end, he offered us the property for only 700,000 Austrian Shillings, the equivalent of about $35,000. 

The location, size and price were ideal, but $6,000 was not enough for a down payment. The bank required at least one third of the purchase price. The property was on a sizable choice lot next to where a new school was to be built. The building included a large hall and several rooms that could be used by the church plus an apartment large enough for a family. If we moved to Steyr and helped Wiebes, we could put our rent money into the project. The church could likely come up with more money, that would bring the project close to reality. We only needed to find another $5,000. 

We approached the Austrian Baptist Union with our vision for the church in Steyr and requested financial help with the down payment. Since the building would legally belong to the Baptist denomination, we argued that an investment of only $5,000 to purchase such a valuable property would not be asking too much. We explained that our rent money would go towards the monthly payments and that we and the church would commit to pay for all running expenses including repairs and renovations. 

One of the leading Baptists spoke up, saying that there weren't enough believers in Steyr to warrant investing in real estate. I argued that the church had already grown since the Wiebes began working there. This industrial city of 44,000 was ripe for the Gospel, and surely, with the two of us working together, the church would grow more rapidly. I also showed that the church could not possibly grow in the present rented rooms. The Baptist leaders turned down our request, saying that we should look for a place to rent.

The owner of the property found it difficult to understand why the Baptist Union would sneer at such a bargain. The property was sold for nearly twice the amount that we could have gotten it for.

We left for a furlough in August, 1973, hoping to raise money to help the church purchase property. A California couple that we had met while they were touring Austria, said that they were selling a vacation property and would loan us $15,000 to be paid back within six years. We readily agreed and said that we would calculate the payments either in Dollars or Austrian Shillings, whichever would be more to their benefit. 

For the rest of our furlough, we worked to raise money for printing equipment. As time approached  for our return trip, our friends in California wrote to say that they had decided not to sell their property after all. They wanted to wait until real estate prices went up. 

Thirteen years later, we paid the couple an unexpected visit after our daughter moved to California. They confessed that they had actually sold the property and invested the proceeds in the Stock Market. On "Black Friday" of October, 1987, they lost every bit of interest gained and then some. Had they invested in missions, their money would have more than doubled due to Dollar devaluations!  

When we returned from furlough in July, 1974, we could not find a place to rent in Steyr and wound up renting a house in Ansfelden, not far from the apartment we had rented five years earlier. 

The Wiebes grew discouraged and decided to help the small struggling Baptist Church in Passau, Bavaria. This had been one of three preaching stations of the Linz Baptist Church, but was now a station of a German Baptist Church. During the Wiebe’s six years in Passau, the church outgrew two buildings and then called a national pastor. In 1985, a Christian periodical, Die Gemeinde, recognized the Passau Baptist Church as the fastest growing evangelical church in Europe! From Passau, Wiebes moved to Straubing and helped that church become autonomous before returning to Austria to serve a church in Liezen. 

Although I and others conducted weekly services and home Bible studies in Steyr, the church was virtually "orphaned" from 1974 until 1977. 

ENNS

Another GMU couple, Rudy and Linda Meier came to Austria in December, 1970 to work in Enns. They began working in Enns after Wiebes moved to Steyr. Work progressed slowly, but there were good signs of potential growth in this, Austria's oldest city. 

During the Allied Occupation, the World Council of Churches financed construction of apartment houses for war refugees who had settled in Austria. With money left over, a chapel seating about 100 persons was built and made available to any groups who wanted to use it. The Catholics and Lutherans already had church buildings, and there were no other churches in the city, so it was mostly used for social and civic affairs. When we began children's classes in Enns, we were allowed to use the church for free. 

In 1976, we and Meiers decided that it was time to begin church services. We approached the Baptist leadership about this and got a green light. Soon twenty or more adults were attending regularly, but the heating system was insufficient in cold weather. When I spoke with the caretaker, he suggested that we purchase the church. He said that we could get it for a real bargain price if it was to be used as a church. I again approached the Baptist leaders, and they said that they would consider this only if we moved to Enns to help Meiers. 

ANOTHER MOVE

We began immediately to seek housing in the Enns area and soon found a house for a very reasonable rent. When we went to look at it, we were taken back at what we saw. It was a fairly new single story home with a park-like lawn nestled on the edge of a wooded area just a hundred yards from the Enns River. A woman of about 35 met us at the door and showed us through the house. It was absolutely gorgeous! There were two tile baths, a lovely covered terrace and luxurious carpeting throughout the house. Everything was freshly painted and papered. There just had to be a catch! The lady said that she was not the owner, but just the tenant. We would have to make a contract with the owner. She added that she would like the next renters to pay $2000 for carpets, draperies and light fixtures which they had only recently purchased for four times that amount. 

We told her that we would pray about our decision (quizzical look!) and drove back home to what seemed a chicken coop in comparison. After praying, we decided that even if there were no strings attached, and the price she told us was authentic, we could never live in a house like that! It was just too nice for missionaries! What would people say? We were already being criticized because of our American car! It was a 4-passenger, 4-cylinder Pinto station wagon that cost only $2,782 new, yet Austrians considered every American vehicle a luxury car. 

We decided to continue our search, but found nothing. The following week, the church in Linz held its annual church picnic. They chartered a large bus and drove to a lovely secluded spot next to a lake in the Alps. The bus passed right by the house we had looked at and I mentioned this to one of the church Elders. He asked, "Well, what was it like?" We told him the story and our conclusion about it being too nice for missionaries. He looked at us in bewilderment. "What? You've got to be kidding! You ask God for housing and even ask the church to pray, but when God offers you something, you say it's too nice!" He insisted that we go see the owner first thing in the morning.

LUXURY 

House hunting was always a very difficult task that took a lot of time and prayer. In fact, we had learned that it is easier to allow the location of available housing to determine the place of service! This time, we had found a wonderful house where we wanted to be for a very reasonable rent immediately! 

We were uneasy and took steps that I had decided on many years earlier when making such decisions. I had promised the Lord, that if it was something I really liked or enjoyed, that I would say "no" unless God gave a special sign to go ahead. If it was something that I didn't particularly enjoy, I would accept it as his will unless he showed clearly that it wasn't. In other words, I wanted to be certain that my decision was not based on personal desires or preferences. We had followed this philosophy in Vienna when looking at apartments and God honored it. There were other situations where we followed this manner of making decisions. 

We decided to ask God for a special confirmation if this was his will. The house was probably already gone, but if not, we would ask for several signs from the Lord that it was his will. 
1) We needed a telephone
2) There could be no unreasonable caution fee, or other hidden costs.

3) We would let the owner know that we are missionaries and want to hold Bible studies or children's classes in the house. 
4) We wanted to put an offset press in the basement. 
5) The owner must be willing to make a legal contract for at least three years.

We contacted the owner and he said that the house was still available. We arranged to meet him at his place of business the following morning. When we arrived, we found ourselves at the entrance of a well-known bar and night club! We had not considered anything like that in our conditions!

The night club was closed in the mornings and the door was locked, but the house owner came out a back door and invited us in. We silently prayed that we would at least have an opportunity to witness to the man. 
We first told him of our mission work. He had no problem with us conducting meetings or installing an offset press in the house. 
There was no caution fee whatsoever! That was most unusual, especially for such a nice home. 
Many Austrians balk at a legal contract, because the tax authorities have a record of the income. If there is no legal contract, however, the tenant is at the owner's mercy and has no rights. The house owner had no problem with making a legal three-year contract. 
Nervously, I looked at Verna and she knew what I was thinking. We had named one more condition. Only one of the six homes we had lived in had a telephone and we had already been on waiting lists for a telephone a total of seven years! 

Before I could muster up courage to ask, the house owner pulled a slip of paper from a folder and said, "The former occupants signed up for a phone two years ago. I just received a notice from the company that they are installing the phone this week. If you want the house, you will have to pay the installation fee." 

We had a difficult time suppressing our emotions! God did it again -- it was another miracle! Could God's answer have been any clearer? 

But having a night club owner as landlord was a difficult pill to swallow. 

The man turned out to be the best landlord we had ever had. He was unmarried and had purchased the house as a financial investment. We had many opportunities to share the gospel with him and he often asked about our work. He didn't drink or smoke and was honest and generous. He even brought us a Christmas gift every year. To our knowledge, he never accepted Christ, but he did give up the night club and open a pizzeria. We believe in God's networking and hope to see him in heaven someday. 
He told us that the previous renters had expensive tastes and liked to party. Both had good-paying jobs and owned nice cars. They were involved in all kinds of social clubs and liked to throw and attend parties which included much drinking and sexual escapades. After spending three years fixing up their dream house, they got a divorce and we got the bargain of a lifetime! 

July 1, 1976 was moving day for us. I shall not soon forget reading a very appropriate verse in my devotions. 

"...the wealth of the sinner is laid up for the just."
Proverbs 13:22
We borrowed money from the church member who told us to take the place, and drove to the house to settle up for the carpets, drapes and other items. The lady had one spoiled brat of a little girl around Becky's age and they were soon playing happily. Verna gently asked Becky not to be so noisy while we were talking. We continued our conversation, but soon realized that the woman was not listening. 

"How do you do that?" she wanted to know. 

"Do what?" Verna asked. 

"How do you get your daughter to obey you like that?"

It was the nicest home we ever lived in and we enjoyed it to the fullest. After we moved in, the neighbors on one side of us walked over to the fence and welcomed us in perfect English. They were American citizens! They had been born in Yugoslavia, but as German speaking persons, they were run out of the country by the Communists after World War II. They migrated to Chicago, where he worked as a butcher until retirement. They then moved to Austria where they had friends and relatives. They were like Grandparents for our children and we had many good opportunities to share our faith with them. She was Lutheran and claimed to be a believer. He was Catholic and not very interested in spiritual things, but we really grew to love them both. 

Our house had a full basement and was ideally suited for the print shop. I set up three offset machines in one basement room, the folding, stapling and cutting equipment in another. A small "wine cellar" which had no windows was ideally suited for a darkroom. There was even an additional basement room which we insulated and carpeted for the kids. I was especially elated that there was a grease pit in the garage! 

THE SALZSTREUER TEAM

One week after our move, a team of seven students from Brieircrest Bible College arrived for five weeks of evangelistic outreach. We had been publishing a youth magazine called "Salzstreuer" (literal translation: "salt spreader", which is the German word for salt shaker), so we decided to use this name for our team as well. We had meetings of several days each scattered throughout five Austrian provinces. The team provided musical accompaniment and I did "chalk talk" evangelism.  

Chalk talks are largely unknown in Europe and people were spellbound to see a picture unfold and come alive before their very eyes! Because I had no training or previous experience other than watching others, I had to make my own messages and appropriate drawings. I also made my own easel with special effects. Not knowing how others did things was often a blessing in disguise and chalk talks were no exception. 

I built my easel with the customary colored and ultra violet or "black" lights, but I also made the board with two sheets of Plexiglass in order to use what I called "backlighting" effects. The rear sheet of Plexiglass was thicker and milky in order to diffuse light. The front sheet was thin and clear so as not to distort. I cut images or shapes out of black paper and sandwiched the paper between the two sheets of Plexiglass. I would cut a full or crescent moon out of a sheet of black paper. The moon appeared by activating a dimmer switch. Using the same idea, I could use a "flicker lamp" behind a cut-out of flames for a fireplace. With fluorescent chalk, black light and the flickering light, the effect was dramatic! 

I had at least a dozen pictures and messages which could be used for just about any group and occasion. One of two pictures that I drew at Christmas time was based on Hans Christian Anderson's "Tannenbaum" and it soon became a favorite. Another favorite showed New York City. Just when people could recognize the familiar skyline with a lovely sunset in the back, I made a broad, diagonal black stripe across the entire picture. Everyone gasped, thinking the picture was ruined. With a few quick chalk strokes, that ugly black streak was transformed into Brooklyn Bridge. After the auditorium lights were turned down, and while the choir was singing, I operated the lights. With rheostat switches I created a spectacular sunset and had the moon appear using backlighting. As it got dark, I turned on the "black light" (ultra violet). Suddenly there were lights in the windows of skyscrapers, neon lights, streetlights on the bridge and even small red lights at the top of towers, all made possible with fluorescent chalk. Finally, the sun would come back up and a new day would dawn. 

Another drawing was of a seascape with a lighthouse. I cut a wedge-shape out of black paper for the beam of light from the lighthouse. In preparing the board, I strung a thread across the board behind the paper where the horizon would be. After creating a sunset and turning on the ship's lights, I let it get really dark with a slight blue tinge to simulate foggy conditions. A dimmer switch gradually turned on a beam of light from the lighthouse that shone through from behind through the plexiglass and paper. Finally, I pulled on a second thread that had a cardboard ship tied to it. I made the ship sail across the sea towards the lighthouse. It was all very effective and many people came to the front afterwards to see how it was done. This provided more opportunmity to talk to people about the gospel and their relationship with God. 

The meetings followed a fairly uniform pattern. The team would first sing while I drew a black and white caricature and brief application. During the next musical numbers, I removed the caricature and began the main picture. Evangelistic messages were brief, but direct and to the point. I kept them Bible centered, yet carefully worded so that people who were not familiar with Scriptures could understand. A majority of those attending had never darkened the door of an evangelical church. Because we could not do follow-up, this type of evangelism was always done in cooperation with a local church. For years after these meetings, I kept hearing from people who had first heard the Gospel during our campaign. At least one young man went on to receive Bible training and is now in a pastorate.

GOSPEL MESSAGE, winter 1976

This has certainly been the busiest summer of our lives! We moved during the first week of July, school let out on the 9th, and the summer team from Briercrest Bible Institute arrived on the 10th. Our "Salzstreuer Team" presented the Gospel in 34 meetings... in churches, a tent, in city halls, restaurants, youth centers, open air, a funeral and a vocational school for the handicapped. 

VOLKSWAGEN VAN

The story of how we got the van for our team is worth mentioning. I owned a total of eight VW vans during nearly four decades of missionary work and considered myself to be an expert on these vehicles. I had replaced and rebuilt the engines, done welding on rusted frames and was familiar with all their quirks. For this reason, I was not too concerned about finding the right bus. 

About two months before the team was to arrive, I saw an ad in the paper for a 9-passenger VW van. I called the number given and asked "intelligent" questions. The seller should know that I was an expert! The price was reasonable and it was a 1967 model, my favorite. That was the last year Volkswagen produced the older style van, but it had a 12-volt electrical system. The older vans had less weight for the tiny boxer motors to push around and used less gas. The owner said that the vehicle only needed paint. I had painted many cars, so this was no hindrance. I could even choose my favorite color, burgundy.

Verna asked me if I would drive to the store to get bread and milk for the weekend. Stores closed at noon on Saturday and didn’t reopen until Monday morning. After leaving the house, I decided to check out that van, which was in a gas station not too far from our home. The engine started immediately and because there were no tags on it, I just drove the van around the gas pumps a couple of times. There were a few scratches and small dents, but nothing that couldn't be easily fixed with fiberglass putty and elbow grease. The underbody struts where the jack fit needed welding (nearly always the case with older vans), but otherwise it seemed a good buy.  After getting the owner down on the price, I signed the papers and gave him the money. It never occurred to me that I had forgotten to pray about the purchase.

When I arrived home, I proudly announced my acquisition to Verna, elaborating on all the technical details to a woman who couldn't have cared less. When I paused, she asked, "Where is the milk and bread?" I had forgotten, and now the stores were closed! 

On Monday, Verna helped me bring the van home and a few days later, she helped me tow it to a junkyard! A closer investigation revealed that there was no reverse gear. The operator of the gas station had apparently given the battery a fresh charge before I arrived, for it held out for only one start and then died. The generator was also defective, but the indicator light was disconnected so I wouldn't notice. When I discovered that the heat exchangers were leaking, the fate of that van was sealed. Leaky exchangers can be deadly, pumping lethal exhaust gas into the interior of the vehicle, but they cost over $300 to replace!

My ego was badly deflated, but I learned a valuable lesson. There were people out there who knew more about selling than I knew about buying! That occurrence has since become a family joke. Every once in a while Verna or one of the children would say, "Never send HIM to the store for milk and bread! He will return with a Volkswagen bus!" It was a humbling experience and reminds me to trust in prayer more than in my own expertise. 

GOD'S PROVISION

Shortly before we moved to Kronstorf, our GMU co-workers, the Meiers, left for furlough. Before departing, they asked me to sell their car for them. As an afterthought, Rudy added, "We won't need the money from the sale until we return. Perhaps you could use it to buy a van for the team."   Soon afterwards - it could have been the same day, a pastor called to ask for my "expert" assistance. The church had decided to get rid of their van and buy an economical station wagon. The problem was, they hoped to pay less for the station wagon than their van was worth. To make a long story short, the church agreed to sell us the van for exactly the price we received for Meier's car! Incidentally, the van was my favorite burgundy color and like new! It even had a trailer hitch! We used it for moving and when the campaign was over, we sold it for what had paid!

THE FORGOTTEN BIRTHDAY

The morning news on August 1, 1976 reported on the biggest Austrian post-war catastrophe. The Reichsbruecke, a famous suspension bridge in Vienna, built in 1937, had collapsed at 5:00 AM. At that time of day there was very little traffic and only one person died, but it took six years to build a new bridge. 

August 1 was also the day I learned of another catastrophe. I had completely forgotten Verna's birthday, which was July 28.

We were married the day after my birthday, so I could hardly forget our anniversary unless Verna forgot my birthday. She never has, but during the evangelistic tour with the "Salzstreuer Team," I forgot hers!

I was with the team in Styria, Austria's eastern most province while Verna stayed home with the children. July 28th happened to be the team's only day off and we decided to visit the farm in Piber, where the famous Lippizzaner horses are bred and raised. I even purchased a book about the Lipizzaner as a gift for Verna, not realizing that it was her birthday. 

When we got back to the youth hostel, I called to see how things were going at home. Verna candidly said that a few people from church were visiting. They were eating cake and home-made ice cream. Still clueless, I told her to give everyone my greetings and I hoped they enjoyed the refreshments. Verna kept waiting for the "Happy Birthday", but it never came. I told her how much I loved and missed her and then hung up. 

The next three days were busy with meetings. We traveled north to the province of Burgenland where we were to have meetings near the large Neusiedler lake. I arranged for Verna to bring the kids and camping gear for the final weekend. We stayed in a camp ground while the team slept in a private home. We were of course happy to see each other, but there was much work to be done setting up camp in addition to preparation and conducting meetings. The first morning at the camp, I got up early to buy fresh bread and milk for breakfast. Our boys were up and went with me. As I approached the cash register, I reached over and picked up a large bar of chocolate as a treat for the family. Ralph Jr. asked innocently, "Is that for Mommy's birthday?"

My mind was racing -- when was her birthday? What day was today? Aaaaaaagh! What I had deemed impossible had happened! When I apologized to Verna, she just laughed and said that she could understand. I couldn't do either! She had already received her book about the Lippizanners - unwrapped and without the expected card. What could I say?

DISAPPOINTMENT

Our first campaign with the team was in Enns and we were very encouraged with attendance and the results.  After the team left, I approached the Baptists about buying the church building in Enns. I wanted to do something about the poor heating before winter. We had kept our part of the agreement and moved to Enns. Now it was their turn to get things moving on a purchase. 

The response was as cool as their reaction three years earlier, when we asked them to help purchase property in Steyr. "Why should we buy the church if we can use it for free?" they asked. All further argumentation fell on deaf ears. The Baptists were pouring money into church buildings in Linz, Salzburg and Graz, churches that were already well established, but the Baptist Union had no money to invest in starting new churches. Within five months, the church building was sold to the city for a ridiculously low sum. From that day on, we had to pay to use it.

As the oldest evangelical group in Austria, the Baptists should have been growing and multiplying. When we arrived in Austria, there were reportedly 700 Baptists in about ten churches and preaching stations. During our first year, 1965, they lost over 40 members and gained only 13 new ones. Nearly all members of the largest church in Vienna were over 60 years of age. We helped with the Sunday School during language study and there were only about 15 children of members.  

It was a similar situation in Linz. A majority of the members of the church in Linz were foreign born ("displaced persons"), and this was true of many of the Baptist Churches. 

Thirty years later, there were still only ten Baptist Churches and preaching stations in Austria and, although the total membership had increased, much of that increase was due to the establishment of Romanian Baptist Churches composed of refugee Christians.

A THIRD PASTOR

Two months after we moved, the Linz church called another pastor. This was to be the third under which I served and it would be the pastor's final pastorate before retiring.  He was clearly not interested in an expanding ministry and I began to wonder how this would affect our work.

After the installation service, there was a reception with refreshments in the church Social Hall. While we ate cake and drank coffee, members and visitors were invited to give a word of greeting or encouragement. One member made mention of us indirectly in his word of greeting, after which the new Pastor boldly shared his opinion of foreign missionaries. He said, "Missionaries come and go, but the national Pastor is always there to clean up the mess they leave behind." 

When it was my turn to say something, I began by saying that I was overjoyed to hear that the new Pastor planned to stay longer than the missionaries. We would try hard not to leave a mess for him to clean up. One of the deacons then interjected, "In Linz, the pastors have come and gone, and it was the missionary who stayed to clean up the mess!"  The entire church burst into thunderous applause.  

We tried our best to keep good relationships with the new Pastor, but theological differences surfaced which made cooperation difficult. Most of the members disagreed with him, but they were not courageous enough to confront. 

One day he announced to the church, that a young seminary graduate was coming to serve his vicariate year with the church in Linz. He would be taking responsibility for the station in Enns and Harveys would be assuming responsibility for the work in Steyr. 

There had been no previous discussion about this, neither with us nor with church Elders. I approached the pastor and when that brought no satisfaction, I took the matter before church leaders. The latter tried in vain to block the move, but the Pastor claimed that the decision had been made by leaders of the Baptist Union; there was nothing that the church could do about it. 

We were devastated. We had moved to Enns at the request of the Linz church and the Baptist Union to build up this work. An average 20 adults were already attending when I encouraged the church leaders to consider purchasing the chapel. Since the evangelistic meetings, several new converts were added and we were praying for a larger meeting place. Now, five months later, we were being pushed out of Enns and sent back to Steyr, where the Baptist leadership had already left us hanging. 

We faced two unpleasant options: either we would quit working with the Baptists altogether and begin a new work somewhere on our own; or we would accept the challenge and make the best of it. Verna said that there was a third option: "When we moved here, I told the Lord that if we have to move again within three years, it will be back to America!" 

I was very much in sympathy with this, but our children were well adjusted in school and enjoying the new friendships they had made in our neighborhood. We had weekly children and youth meetings in our home which were attended by nearly all the neighborhood kids. 

After years of neglect, the handful of believers in Steyr rejoiced at the Pastor's announcement and begged us to accept. We had many contacts to visit in Enns and Steyr, and many of these were near salvation. After much prayer, secretly hoping that something might happen to reverse the decision, we agreed to take charge of the work in Steyr. It meant more traveling, but we poured ourselves into this work and God again began to bless. 

In January, 1977, we assumed responsibility for the small group of ten baptized members, including four who were no longer attending and several over 65. During the first five months of our ministry, attendance increased to 35 and believers began to pray and save for a church or meeting hall of their own. 

The new pastor was at least happy that we had a fully equipped print shop. Soon after his installation service, he visited us to discuss a printing job. He looked at our home and said, "You do realize that this will be deducted from your reward in heaven!" He was perhaps jesting, but there seemed to be a twinge of envy in his words. I do know that he never showed much empathy for missionaries. 

Some people have a cheap concept of our great God! We aren't working for rewards, nor would we have perceived this nice house to be compensation for all the inferior homes we had lived in. Some evaluate the worth of people according to their salary or possessions, yet missionaries are normally assessed according to how much they do without! If that were true, the mafia boss would be a great businessman and a hermit monk a great missionary. 

We enjoyed some of our best years in homes that were far below average. The three years God allowed us to live in that house were among the most troubled years we experienced. In serving the Lord, there are neither bad years nor good years. The story of Joseph speaks of seven good years and seven bad years. But Joseph had already experienced good and bad years. God's grace was sufficient in every situation, and it still is!

Index

CHAPTER 19  -  TROUBLED YEARS
After we left Ampflwang at Christmas, 1968, the church really struggled to accept the missionaries that the mission in England had sent to take responsibility of “their" mission station. 

We had always held the church prayer meetings and Bible Studies in our large living room. The Bible studies were held on Tuesday evenings and the prayer meetings on Thursdays. The new missionaries didn’t like the idea, but followed this tradition for the rest of the winter, because they didn’t like to heat the chapel. On the first warm spring evening (not frequent in Austria), one of the ladies opened a window. The missionary promptly stood up and closed it. After half an hour, a member who had come after the first incident, got up and opened the window. Again, the missionary closed it and announced, "This is our house and we will open and close the windows as needed." He might just as well have closed the prayer meeting, for no one prayed afterwards. The church met in the chapel after that incident.

We had kept an open home in Ampflwang. Church members and even strangers knew that they were always welcome. Most entered without knocking, but they usually yelled up the stairs to let us know that they were coming. 

One visitor failed to give us fair warning, however, and caught us in an embarrassing situation. We had just applied for the renewal of our residence visas and a local policeman was sent to ask us a few basic questions. We had just finished breakfast and while Verna was clearing the table, I grabbed her and pulled her into my lap, kissing her affectionately. Suddenly I heard someone say, "Oh excuse me, am I disturbing you folks?" Looking up, there stood a uniformed police officer with a broad grin on his face!

The missionaries who followed us were almost opposites. They kept their doors locked at all times. Visitors had to knock and say what they wanted before the door was opened. They asked the church to build an iron gate across the driveway with a lock, but the elders said "No way!"

The believers had difficulty adjusting to the situation, but we encouraged them to try accepting the new missionaries. The church gradually warmed up to them, but resentment towards the mission and missionaries remained. Six years later, in 1974, the couple resigned and moved to Carinthia to assume responsibility for a Christian camp. 

Being once more without a pastor, the church sent an emissary to visit us, pleading with us to return, but we said there was no way we could do that. 

After a year without a shepherd, the mission in England sent another couple, but the situation only worsened. This time, the husband was German and his wife British. He came from a charismatic background and insisted that the elders receive the "gift of tongues." They showed no interest in receiving such a gift, arguing that there were plenty of babies around that talked incoherently. Relationships cooled immediately and the missionary began preaching about the unspiritual elders who were preventing God from blessing the church. Church leaders wrote letters of complaint to the mission leadership, but the missionary denied all charges and claimed that he was a victim of unspiritual elders who wanted control of the mission's church. 

It wasn’t long before they had also made themselves unloved by local citizens. When digging in the garden along the fence, the missionary threw stones and weeds onto a neighbor's pampered yard. They also incurred heavy debts with local businesses, buying furniture and appliances without paying for them. At first, the church paid these bills rather than have a bad testimony in town. The already poor relationships soured even more when the missionary dug up the church's hedge without asking. A man who was building a house nearby, rescued the bushes and planted them on his own property. 

When protests to the mission in England failed to bring a reaction, a delegation of the church came to visit us on a Sunday afternoon in December, 1976. They said that the missionary’s sermons were often heretical and included more than questionable illustrations. On that Sunday morning, he had preached on sacrificial giving (again). He told of a teenage Christian girl in Eastern Europe (likely a fictive story) whose parents had been imprisoned for their faith. In order to care for her younger brothers and sisters, she had become a prostitute. He called this a "noble Christian sacrifice."

We decided to drive to Ampflwang and spend New Year's Eve with the church. I noticed that neither the pastor nor his wife were present and asked if one of them was ill. I was told that the wife always stayed upstairs with the children during evening services. No one seemed to know where the pastor was. Shortly before midnight, I went upstairs to use the bathroom and heard boisterous laughter coming from the living room. I checked, and found the missionary in a smoke-filled room, drinking beer with several unsaved men from the town while the church was downstairs praying! 

I wrote a letter to the Miners’ Mission after that experience and they finally dismissed him in early 1977. Another incident may have been a factor in this decision. The missionary engaged an architect to draw up grandiose plans for remodeling the church. When the bill for over a thousand dollars was presented to the church, the elders refused to pay, saying that the building belonged to the mission in England. The architect sent the bill to the mission! 

The missionaries did not give up that easily and refused to vacate the house. The elders changed the locks while they were away and would only open the doors when they were prepared to leave. The missionaries then filed suit against the mission, but because they had not been paying income tax, the court told them that they could be liable for back payment of taxes. After that they found another apartment and tried to start another church with a small group of followers. He kept demanding money of this group and it wasn’t long before even these few wanted no part of him. They finally left Ampflwang to work with a mission in Vienna that smuggled Bibles behind the Iron Curtain. A few months later, we learned that he left his pregnant wife with two small children and ran off with a 19-year-old Austrian girl! 

The Miners’ Mission had no one available to send to Ampflwang, so we agreed to travel to Ampflwang one weekend per month to conduct services. This continued for two more years. 

While the church in Ampflwang was having its difficulties, we were having problems of our own in Steyr.

In 1977, there were about 400 protestants in this city of 44,000, most of them Lutherans. There was plenty of opportunity for evangelism and potential for growth, but our rented cubicle of a room was packed to capacity every Sunday, even when regulars were missing. Finding adequate facilities became a high priority and we kept praying, saving and looking.

We looked at a dozen buildings that were for sale, three of which were suitable and reasonably priced. One was a commercial building with three truck garages which could have been made into a large meeting hall. Above the garages were smaller rooms that could have made Sunday School rooms. There was a sizable apartment on one end of the structure. Best of all, it was located directly across from the city ice skating rink with plenty of public parking. The price of $35,000 was right, but the church couldn't scrape up enough money for a down payment.  

In August, 1978, we found an even nicer building in a central location. It was perfect in every way, including the price and central location in the city. It had served as a Doctor's office and residence until the physician died. The Doctor's daughter inherited the property and leased it for a restaurant and banquet hall. There was an apartment upstairs. The tenant also owned a taxi concession and built a large asphalt parking lot for his customers and vehicles. Parking was a rarity in that part of the city and a neighboring grocery store offered a third of the asking price just for the parking lot. The owner rejected the offer, correctly deducting that the property would be easier to sell with that feature. We especially liked the spacious yard with lovely shrubbery and trees.

The owner lived in Graz and wanted to sell because the tenant had left and she didn't want to look after the place. I called and made an appointment to look at the property. The following day, she called back and said that she needed to set a different date. She hadn't realized that the date she gave us was a Friday the 13th! I tried to convince her that it didn't matter to us; we were not superstitious. But she insisted and we agreed on August 21, 1978. 

We were impressed with the property and a friendly relationship developed. We shared the gospel openly with her and instead of reacting negatively, as was so often the case, she even came down on the price. 

I wrote a letter to the Baptist Union, explaining our situation and described the property in detail. This time, I felt that we would get a positive response. The church had grown, believers were giving generously and we now had a sizable portion of the down payment. The amount we still needed was minimal in relation to the value of the property. If they could just help with the down payment, even as a loan, we would be extremely grateful. How could they refuse?

My letter was not even acknowledged. I felt embarrassed to have to tell the owner that we couldn't come up with enough money for a down payment.

We became quite discouraged after that and seriously contemplated taking the "third option" that Verna had named. We could return to America for good. At 40 years of age I could easily find employment with a church, in construction or even as a printer. Many days, I was so discouraged that Verna suggested taking a long walk. I took many long walks that year, praying all the time. 

Autumn arrived, the leaves changed, and the Lord gave us a fourth option!

Index

CHAPTER 20  -  SAME CHURCH, SECOND TIME!

On October 15, 1978, we traveled to Ampflwang for our regular monthly Sunday services. They always had a fellowship dinner when we came, and after we ate, the church begged us a third time to reconsider our decision not to return. 

We told the church that we had prayed much about the matter and were certainly willing to follow the Lord’s leading, but could not conceive of returning to Ampflwang under the present circumstances and conditions. One person asked what would need to happen or change in order for us to reconsider. 

I had carefully and prayerfully considered their previous requests and the reasons for declining were still fresh on my mind. Very little had changed since we were "thrown out" on Christmas Eve, 1968. The Miners’ Mission still owned the church and had the same President with the same attitude towards "their" mission station. Returning to that messy situation would violate every rule of mission strategy! 

The printing ministry had grown and with all the materials we were producing for Eastern Europe, it was a full-time job in itself. But building the Lord's church was our primary passion.  Some might have shown reluctance to leave such a nice home, neighbors and surroundings, which we certainly enjoyed. But we loved the church in Ampflwang and swapping present luxuries for the problem-plagued apartment would not have held us back.

I promised to give them the conditions in writing and also promised that we would pray earnestly for God's solution. We were convinced that it was definitely not God's will for us to move back to Ampflwang!
In early November, I gave them five conditions for accepting a call: 

1) The church must be unanimously in favor of our coming. Those members who were no longer attending would also be asked.

2) The church must unanimously decide to become independent of foreign support as soon as possible, and be fully committed to work toward this goal. The first step would be purchasing the present building or some other facility. As soon as that was accomplished, the church should prayerfully seek, call and support their own pastor. 

3) The believers must agree to a program of personal discipleship. Each and every member of the church must be willing to serve according to his or her gifts and abilities. 

4) I would only be able to give about half my time to the church because we were not prepared to give up the print shop.

5) The fifth and final condition was the real clincher. The Miners' Mission must agree to our coming and all the above named conditions. 

I was convinced without a doubt that those conditions could never be met, especially the last one. The faithful believers in Ampflwang discussed our conditions at length and spent much time in prayer about God’s will. They then contacted  those who were no longer attending, asking them to attend a special meeting about the future of the church. After much discussion and prayer, they met on November 19, voting unanimously to accept all four conditions which pertained to themselves. They also committed to fast and pray that the mission leadership in England would also accept them, thus fulfilling the fifth condition!

The church heard nothing from the mission for three months but continued to plead with the Lord. To our amazement, the mission in England accepted all our conditions on February 21, 1979!  The mission was in desperate need of funds for other projects and saw the sale of property in Ampflwang as a viable way to cover those needs. Mission leaders also realized that they could not send anyone to care for the church in the foreseeable future. Most importantly, the mission had recently appointed a new General Secretary who had a burning desire to see mission stations become indigenous churches. 

We had not expected this reaction and now began to doubt our own commitment! As we prayed, it occurred to us that two of our children would be changing schools in the Fall anyway. Richard would finish elementary school and begin the “Hauptschule” (equivalent to Junior High), and Ralph was finishing Hauptschule and would begin High School in the Black Forest Academy. Becky would have to change schools, but she had not been through that ordeal as often as the boys. Moving would not be such a big deal for them after all! We discussed the situation with our children and Becky was at first quite hesitant. After some deep contemplation, however, she decided she would like to live in Ampflwang. She said, "They have so many horses!" 

We broke the news to the church in Steyr and the mother church in Linz. The pastor in Linz seemed unperturbed, but the believers in Steyr were heart broken. They fully understood our decision after all the disappointments trying to help them get adequate facilities, but they found it difficult to believe that we were actually leaving.

After serving 11 years in Linz, with it’s 250,000 people, and Steyr, with 40,000, moving back to the relatively small town of Ampflwang (5,000) should have been less stressful. But work in Ampflwang was definitely not easier! The print shop had become a full-time job and mentoring church members to serve the church was more difficult than doing it myself. 

R & R 

This acronym normally stands for "rest and relaxation," but in this case it means "repairs and renovations." 

We had been spoiled for three years in our lovely home and the thought of moving back into the apartment in Ampflwang gave us nightmares. The mission had purchased the building with only the walls and roof construction complete. A few coal miners and Graham Lange did most of the work on the house with whatever materials they could find cheap or free. Little had been upgraded in the church's 20-year history and after years of neglect, many repairs were necessary. 

I decided to do renovations before we moved, so we wouldn't have to live in the dirt and dust of a construction site. The kitchen was of primary importance for Verna's sake. The first week of July, I worked on the apartment 18 hours a day and made my own meals. One day, I only had breakfast cereal in the morning and worked straight through until well after dark. I was really hungry and decided to eat in a nearby restaurant. I ordered a "healthy goulash" because it was cheap, but the cook added hot spices. On my empty stomach, that did not sit well! I spent half the night bending over the toilet. The following morning, I was really hungry, but had learned my lesson. I made oatmeal for breakfast!

PLUMBING

The plumbing was a catastrophe! As in most Austrian homes, there were separate rooms for the toilet and bath, but instead of placing them next to each other, they were located in opposite corners of the house. The kitchen was in a third corner and the main water supply entered the house in the fourth corner. This meant a lot of clumsy and unnecessary plumbing. 

When we lived in the apartment ten years earlier, we had problems with a constantly stopped up drain pipe in the kitchen sink. Upon questioning, church members said that the situation had not changed. 

I decided to tackle the drain problem first, but didn't know what I was getting myself in for! A lead drain pipe led from the kitchen sink diagonally through two bedroom floors to the bathroom, where it was connected to a downpipe in the outside wall. Large two-inch holes had been drilled on an angle through about 20 floor joists. Threading 26 feet of lead pipe through those holes must have been quite a task! There was virtually no pitch whatsoever and I wondered how water had passed through that "roller coaster" drain pipe! The smallest kitchen scraps or even coffee grounds would plug the pipe until nothing passed through. The only way to clear the drain was to shove a garden hose into the sink drain as far as it would go and turn the water on full force. This usually worked, but the kitchen got flooded in the process. 

I pinched both ends of the lead pipe to assure that no unpleasant odors could escape and left it in the floor. I carefully chiseled a slot half way through a 4" brick partition and cemented a 1-1/4" PVC drain pipe into the slot. Thankfully, the wall didn't collapse, but whenever anyone used water in the kitchen, you could hear it rushing through the wall in our bedroom. 

That solved the drainage problem in the kitchen, but many other problems cropped up after we moved in. Ampflwang lies about 2000 feet above sea level and winters can be long and frigid. I believe it was in 1981 that the main drain pipe from the bathroom froze up. The drain pipe was imbedded in the cement block outside wall. Someone had left the faucet dripping over night and sub zero temperatures froze the pipe solid. I tried to thaw the pipe by aiming an electric heater at the wall. When that failed to get results, I tried a propane torch. Because the toilet room was so far removed from the bathroom, the builders had made a separate drain for it, which led directly to the septic system. I warned everyone not to use water in the kitchen or bathroom, but said that it would be all right to use the toilet. 

Verna wanted to do some washing, so I connected a long hose to the washing machine so it would empty into the toilet. I then returned to the task of thawing out the bathroom drain. Fifteen minutes later, I smelled a putrid stench and soon discovered the source. The floor of the church sanctuary was literally covered with the liquid and solid contents of our septic tank! The lower end of the toilet drainpipe must have frozen. Hot water from the washing machine filled the four inch drain pipe and when it thawed, a sudden burst of water emptied into the septic tank, pushing the contents of the tank through the downstairs toilet and overflowing onto the floor of the church. I spent the next few hours cleaning up the mess and sterilizing everything with Lysol disinfectant. 

When people arrived for the Bible Study that evening, I was poorly prepared. When the wife of one of the elders complained about the strong Lysol smell, I reminded her that it was her turn to clean the church that week. I told the people what had happened and she nearly fainted!

CREAKING FLOOR

The floor in the kitchen made loud creaking noises with every step, and when you walked past the gas stove, it wobbled so much, that anything cooking on it spilled over. I ripped out the old flooring and discovered that the floor joists were at least three feet apart! Workers used secondhand lumber and apparently didn't have enough, so they simply laid the joists farther apart.  Not willing to tear out the entire floor and install more joists, I found two U-shaped iron rails that had once been the base of an offset press and imbedded them crossways on the joists. When I was finished, there was no more spilled soup, but the floor continued to creak.

HEATING WITH COAL

When I was growing up in America we had a coal furnace. I was fascinated when the coal was delivered by a dump truck with a scissors-type lift. The driver would raise it to its highest point, fasten a metal chute to an opening in the tailgate or side panel, and tilt the dump body.  The coal would rush through a cellar window into the coal bin, creating a cloud of dust and making a deafening roar. The process took only a few minutes and except for the dust, it was an effortless task.

For most of our time in Austria, we heated with coal. In many homes there was a small coal heater in each room and it kept us busy feeding fires and emptying ashes. Even when we had central heating, it was normally fired by coal. Coal deliveries in Austria were much different. A truck dumped the coal in the driveway or on the lawn. If that was inconvenient, it was simply dumped in the street. It was the home owner’s duty to warn motorists and remove the traffic hazard as quickly as possible. In order to get a discount, we always ordered our coal in the summer, and it always seemed to arrive on the hottest day of the year. 

Austrians in smaller towns or in the country kept the coal in their cellars, but in the cities, many were forced to purchase coal in smaller quantities and store it in their living quarters near the stove. The coal could be delivered in burlap bags or in plastic drums. Some preferred coke from the steel mill, while others bought bricks made of pressed coal dust which were transported in bundles. Because there were normally shops on the street level, apartments were above these. The coal had to be carried up several flights of stairs! No matter what form it took, the coal was usually handled several times from the time it arrived until it was carried out in the form of ashes. 

The central heating furnace of the parsonage in Ampflwang was located in the kitchen and coal was stored in the garage, a total distance of about 120 feet through six doors, two hallways and up a flight of stairs. Having it in the kitchen was sometimes handy for cooking or boiling water, but we still needed a cookstove for when it was not in use. The heater also created much dust. Because Ampflwang had brown coal, we needed about ten buckets a day in cold weather. We liked to keep our car in the garage in winter and garages in Austria are rarely built much wider than the vehicle. The coal bin was just to the left of our Volkswagen van and I had to be very careful not to scratch the car when lugging two heavy buckets of coal past it. Ampflwang coal was of poor quality and three buckets of coal made one bucket of ashes.

The layout of the heating pipes was unique. Hot water from the kitchen furnace first ascended into the attic, where it heated a tank of water. Some of the water in the tank was piped across the attic floor to the outside walls and back downstairs to feed radiators. Because the builders saved money on insulation, the water was usually lukewarm by the time it reached the nearest radiators. Those farthest from the tank stayed cold. The tank also provided hot water for the bathroom and kitchen (if you recall, these were located on opposite ends of the house), so we had our choice of lukewarm rooms and cold baths, or vice versa.

ELECTRIC

The electrical wiring was equally chaotic. No receptacles were grounded and wires originating in the central electric box often took long detours to remote parts of the house before leading to lights and receptacles. I once attempted to draw a wiring plan, but finally conceded in defeat. After the church called a national pastor in 1985, they tore out and replaced all the wiring and much of the plumbing.

One New Years Eve, I wanted to show a 16 mm film as part of the program. When I switched off the lights and turned on the projector, everything went dark. Supposing that a fuse had blown, I headed for the fuse box to replace it. Before I had gone three steps, someone tried the light switch and the lights came on. They were dimmer than normal, but nevertheless on! While I examined the fuses, someone turned on the hall light and the lights got brighter! I could find no blown fuses. Curious, we began turning on all the lights in the house. The more lights were turned on, the brighter they all became. In fact, they were much brighter than they should have been! As we turned lights off, the remaining lights would get dimmer. One church member was an electrician and had a voltage meter in his car. He stuck the probes into a receptacle and measured about 250 volts (Europe has 220 volt service) when all the lights were on and only a few volts when they were all turned off.  To make things even more confusing, he noticed that no matter how much electricity we were using, the electric meter was not registering any usage whatsoever! We got through the evening with enough lights turned on to equal the normal European 220 volts, but I didn't try the projector again, for fear of ruining it. 

The following day, a man from the electric company came to check our house. He discovered that a fuse on the main line coming into the house had blown, but the manner in which the house had been wired enabled us to somehow get electric feedback through the ground wire! He also said that a section of the main feed line was thin wire like that used in light fixtures. On New Years Eve, it was cold outside and hot inside. Windows were dripping with condensation from all the people packed into a small area. Perhaps that played a part in the mystery. I don't understand much about electricity, but if someone reading this can explain what happened, I would be interested to hear from you.  Perhaps we can reconstruct the situation and get free electricity!

MOVING DAY

We moved to Ampflwang on July 10, 1979. Members of the church came to help carry our belongings into the house. One of the deacons carried a heavy wooden box into the garage. It was filled with parts of printing presses, cars, household appliances and other gadgets. I seldom threw anything away. If I did, I first removed screws and other usable parts. The deacon complained that I had brought a lot of junk to Ampflwang. 

Two days later, the same deacon came to our door and said that their washing machine had broken down. He remembered seeing a washing machine pump like the one he needed in that heavy box! I made him apologize for calling it junk before I gave it to him! 

The believers in Ampflwang were easy to love and we enjoyed great fellowship. The next five years were filled with blessing, much different from the past few years! After all the church had been through, the people were eager to get involved in ministry. They gave generously and helped wherever they could.

INSTALLATION SERVICE

The church insisted on throwing a big party for our installation service which was set for September 9, 1979. Many pastors, churches and friends were invited. The mission also sent a representative. Visitors were invited to give greetings and I still have cassette tapes of the two-hour service. 

A pastor from Vienna said he didn't know what Bible verse to give us until that very morning. There was a stranger from Communist Hungary in the morning church service who said that the Lord had burdened him to share a message with that small church. He then read several verses from the prophet Haggai. Two other persons had chosen those exact same Bible verses, and I could hardly consider that a coincidence. I decided to preach from that text the following Sunday. 

Haggai 2:18-19: Consider now from this day and upward, from the four and twentieth day of the ninth month, even from the day that the foundation of the LORD’S temple was laid, consider it. Is the seed yet in the barn? yea, as yet the vine, and the fig tree, and the pomegranate, and the olive tree, hath not brought forth: from this day will I bless you. 

During preparation, I became curious about the exact dates given in Haggai's prophecies. I did some research and was confounded at what I discovered! The first prophecy is dated the second year of Darius the king, in the sixth month, on the first day of the month. According to historians, Darius reigned from 522 to 485 BC, so the second year of the reign of Darius would be 520 BC. Add 1979 years to this and you get 2,499 years. When the present dating system was invented by Dionysius Exiguus in the 6th century, they used Roman numerals which did not have a zero. Therefore 1 BC is the year before AD 1, with no intervening year "zero." The date in Haggai corresponds to autumn on our calendar. If my calculations are correct, this means our installation service on September 9, 1979 took place exactly 2500 years after rebuilding of the temple commenced! 

And that is not all. In the Old Testament, every seventh day was a Sabbath Day and every seventh year a Sabbath Year. The year following the seventh Sabbath Year (50th year) was declared a “Year of Jubilee” and also celebrated as a Sabbath Year. Both the 49th and 50th year would have been considered Sabbath Years. Although there is no inference whatsoever to further celebrations based on this numbering, it would make sense to me to think that the culmination of seven Jubilee years (350 years) would also be worth celebrating, and 50 times 50 (2500 years) would be very special! Perhaps Jesus was referring to just such a celebration in Luke 4:19-21. 

I could get carried away with this numbers game, but it was encouraging to know that the Lord had something special planned for us in Ampflwang and he certainly did! Three years later, the church purchased the mission property and on October 5, 1984, the Austrian Bible Institute opened next door to the church in the building that Graham Lange and we had prayed for over a period of 17 years! 

HOMECOMING!

We expected that our most difficult job would be to regain a measure of respect in the community after all the bad relationships that had been made by the last pastor. We were pleasantly surprised, however. Nearly everyone seemed to be genuinely friendly toward us, treating our return to Ampflwang as a sort of "Homecoming." 

Businessmen said that they were very impressed with the church, which had paid most of the debts incurred by their pastor. Neighbors told us how happy they were that we had returned to the town and church. A complete stranger stopped me one day, as I was walking through town. He gave me a warm welcome and was full of praise for the leaders of the church. He declared that the local priest was more of a scoundrel than our predecessor, but there was nothing they could do about it. Two of the elders of our church were elected to the City Council and one of them was also selected to serve on the Board of a local bank which was closely connected to the opposing party! Nothing like that had ever happened in the town – and perhaps not in all Austria!
DISCIPLESHIP

The church kept its part of the agreement and soon several men were helping with the preaching, while others led the services.  Every member was given a specific job or responsibility. These included tending the church literature table, cleaning the church, keeping up bulletin boards and the church showcase, visitation, picking up people for meetings, teaching Sunday School, helping with youth and children's meetings, and much more. I insisted that one of the men preach at least once a month. I never once had to lead a church service or weeknight service unless the person in charge had suddenly become ill. 

UNRULY CHILDREN

Several members agreed to teach Sunday School classes, but before long, the lady who taught the pre-teen class complained that the kids were unmanageable. She was moved to a younger group and a man took the pre-teens class. There were only four boys and a couple of girls in the class, but he too came begging to be relieved of his duties. I said that I would try my hand for a while. 

On the first Sunday, it was obvious that several boys had agreed to make life miserable for me. I stopped in the middle of my lesson and asked if they wanted out early to play games. They quickly agreed. I then laid down the rules. My lesson would only last ten minutes, but for every minute I had to pause because they were being unruly, the lesson would be extended two minutes. That helped for two weeks, but then the boys began hitting each other and causing disturbances again. I threatened to bring boxing gloves and make them fight according to official rules. They just laughed and said, "That will be the day!"

Someone else had to teach the following two Sundays because I flew to Kansas City for a Field Director Conference. While there, I asked the mission CFO if I could write off boxing gloves as a ministry expense. He looked at me as if I was nuts and said, "No way!"

I went out and bought two pair of kid's boxing gloves to take to Austria, and just for the fun of it, I included the purchase on our next ministry expense report. Sure enough, the treasurer noticed it! Incidentally, in 2013, the CFO was named Mission President and he never forgot that incident.  

I had my teaching job back the following Sunday, and it wasn't long before two boys were at each other's throats and other parts of the anatomy. I stopped and said, "Didn't I warn you about that?" One of the boys replied, "Yeah but I don't see any boxing gloves." I reached behind a door and pulled out a bag with the gloves. In the next five minutes, I read them the basic rules. I then led them outdoors and told them to put on their gloves. The rest of the class watched with great interest as the match began. I had to break them up a couple of times to reinforce rules, but they were soon boxing like little pros. After ten minutes or so, I let the class declare a winner and we went back inside to finish the lesson. The kids actually cooperated and paid attention after that. When class was over, other boys wanted to try the gloves. I said, "Next week!" From that time on the boys behaved. Those kids are all grown and married now, but they still talk about that class. Two of the boys are youth leaders in their churches! 

PROPER ADORNMENT

Another experience with the youth is worth sharing here. Several teenagers sat in the back row of church causing disturbances. Two guys had their ears pierced and a deacon approached me and said that I should preach a sermon about guys wearing jewelry. 

I replied, "Did you know that the children of Israel wore earrings -- including men?" I opened my Bible and read from Exodus 35:22:

 And they came, both men and women, as many as were willing hearted, and brought bracelets, and earrings, and rings, and tablets, all jewels of gold: and every man that offered an offering of gold unto the LORD. 

Speaking of Israel, God says in Ezekiel 16:11:

I decked thee also with ornaments, and I put bracelets upon thy hands, and a chain on thy neck. And I put a jewel on thy forehead, and earrings in thine ears, and a beautiful crown upon thine head. 
In the German Bible, it says "put a ring in thy nose" instead of "jewel on thy forehead." I'll let the Hebrew scholars determine which translation is correct.
Not long after that, I did bring up the subject in a sermon. I said, "I am wearing a necktie for the same reason those youth seated in the rear are wearing earrings. I got the reaction that I was expecting. Everyone was listening intently. 

I then explained that I didn't wear a necktie because it made me comfortable, and guys don't have their ears pierced because it feels good; the Bible neither commands nor forbids these fashons. It is all a matter of peer pressure. Both young and old were suddenly paying no attention to the sermon! 

MOST IMPORTANT ASPECT OF THE CHURCH 

I was once preaching on the subject of fellowship. I opened the sermon with a question. "What is the most important aspect of a church service?“ I explained that the main purpose of the church was missions, but what aspect of our church service was most important? Answers came from all over the congregation. "The sermon," "prayer," "singing" "scripture reading." 

I asked why no one said, "offering"? Then I gave my opinion and explained why I felt that it was of highest importance. 

"My answer would be "fellowship," I said. "God's Word is very important, but we can read or study it at home, or listen to sermons on tapes. We don't have to go to church for that. The same is true of prayer and music. But fellowship is different. One can only have fellowship in a group. That is one thing we can't do at home alone." 

I used the example of family mealtimes to make my point, "People can eat and keep healthy eating alone. The real value of family meal times is the fellowship." 

It was our monthly Fellowship Sunday, when everyone was invited to stay for a hot meal and fellowship. In fact, that is why I preached on the subject. 

After church the ladies set the tables and soon everyone was called for dinner. As Pastor, I was given a seat at the head of the main table. I thanked God for the food and the ladies began serving everyone a large plate of delicious food. After all others were served, the women sat down at their places. I had silverware, an empty glass and a plate but no food. Puzzled, I asked where my food was. The ladies were waiting for that question and answered in chorus, "But you said in your sermon that the important thing about mealtime is the fellowship. You get what's important and we get the trivialities."

"SPIRITUAL INSIGHTS"

People who hear my sermons seldom comment on them. They may greet me at the door with the customary "I enjoyed the message." I found that visitors made the most interesting remarks. 

I once spoke on the importance of dealing with sin immediately and not putting it off. In order to illustrate this, I said that I had been suffering with an ingrown toenail for quite some time, but kept putting off the inevitable. I was finally going to the doctor the next day to have it removed. When the service concluded, a visiting woman said that she wanted to speak with me. She and her husband were what the commentator Paul Harvey called “church hoppers” or “church shoppers.” They could never seem to find a church good enough for them and had only attended our church twice. 

The woman asked if I had approached the church Elders to have them pray over my sore toe and anoint it with oil according to Scripture. I admitted that I hadn't. She admonished me for neglecting to obey scripture and suggested that I call the deacons instead of going to see a doctor. 

I asked if she had ever cut her finger while peeling potatoes or gotten burned on a hot pan. She had of course, so I asked if she called the church Elders for prayer and anointing. She admitted that she hadn’t but tried to explain that these injuries were not serious enough for that. I agreed with that statement and then explained that the sermon was actually about dealing with sin. Some sins could probably be confessed personally to the Lord, but there are sins which need to be dealt with by public confession. 

"Are you trying to tell me that I am harboring some serious sin?" she asked with indignation. I said that I had indicated nothing of the kind, but if the Holy Spirit was speaking to her, she should listen. She turned on her heels and departed, never to be seen again.

On another occasion, I mentioned that my sermon had been especially difficult to prepare due to several interruptions. After the service a man said that if I was filled with the Holy Spirit, I wouldn't need to prepare my sermons. I asked if he was filled with the Holy Spirit and he said, "Yes, of course!" I then invited him to take the devotions for our midweek prayer meeting. He said that he would need more time to prepare!

I won’t forget the first time Herman attended our church. He had obviously been influenced by some other Christian group, for he approached me after the service and asked if I preached the "full gospel." I glanced at the big Bible in his hand and asked if I could look at it. After a close examination, I noted that it looked almost new except for a small part of the New Testament. I showed him the worn pages and asked, "Is this what you mean by full gospel?" Before he had time to reply, I showed him my Bible, which was worn from cover to cover and said, "This is what I believe and preach. Does that answer your question?" He looked a bit embarrassed and nodded. From that time on, he seldom missed a service.

PARENTAL GUIDANCE

Preachers’ and missionaries’ kids have the notorious reputation of being ornery if not downright evil. It is not the children's fault, for they are subject to tremendous pressures that "normal" kids never experience. For some reason, our children were spared such tendencies, or perhaps they were successful in concealing their sins.

Our daughter once washed a little boy's face. You might think that the kid's mother would be delighted, but Becky washed it with snow. It was winter and snowing heavily during the church service. After Sunday School, the children swarmed into our back yard and began building large snow forts while simultaneously pelting each other with snowballs. A six-year-old boy thought it more fun to tear down the forts. The boy was warned a couple of times, but persisted in his work of destruction, obviously elated that he could destroy in seconds what several big kids built with great effort. Our twelve-year-old Becky grabbed a handful of snow and washed the kid's face. 

I was chatting with someone when the irate mother with her screaming child interrupted. "Your daughter washed my son's face with snow. Can't you teach her not to pick on kids half her size?" Not knowing what happened, I went outside to investigate. The children all came to Becky’s defense and explained what had happened. I went back inside and found the mother who was sharing the story with her husband. I tried to explain what their son had done to warrant such treatment and that it was only snow, but they remained indignant. It was quite obvious that their little darling could do no wrong. They took their still crying child and departed in a huff. That afternoon, Verna and I went to visit them and tried to make amends. Becky accompanied us and apologized for her action, but neither parent seemed ready to forgive her.

The father rode to work each day on a public bus. On Monday morning, a mother boarded the bus with a boy about the same age as their son. The boy walked around the bus making a nuisance of himself. He opened a ladies purse and ripped another passenger's newspaper. One man finally had enough and told the kid to go sit with his mother. The boy responded by spitting in his face!

The man told his mother in no uncertain terms to control her child, adding that he deserved a good spanking. She answered, "My husband and I don't believe in spanking children. We are raising our children with love instead of authoritarianism." The kid continued molesting passengers and the mother did nothing to stop him. When the bus arrived in the city, she and her child disembarked at the same bus stop as the man who had been spit upon. They were no sooner off the bus when the man turned and spit in the mother's face! Then he said in a voice loud enough for everyone on the bus to hear, "I also had an anti-authoritarian upbringing!" The passengers were delighted with the show and applauded vigorously.

Our young father and church member said that this experience haunted him all day. When he arrived home that evening, he related the experience to his wife and both recognized God's warning message to them. Their son grew up a fine Christian and is at this writing the church youth leader.

NO SECOND GENERATION CHRISTIANS

"God has many children, but no grandchildren." This may sound ambiguous, but there is a certain element of truth in it. We can rear our children according to Christian principles, teach them God's Word, pray for them and hope that they will become children of God, but they must be personally "born again." 

Although members of our church rejected the common practice of infant baptism, many of them failed to recognize the above truth. They seemed to expect that because their children grew up in Christian families and attended church, they would somehow automatically become Christians. As children turned into teenagers, it became obvious that some of them preferred a worldly, godless lifestyle to the Christian way of life. One of the older members scolded the youth for disrupting the service with their misbehavior and added that they represented the future of the church and should learn to behave accordingly. The son of one of the elders spoke up, "What if we aren't interested in becoming Christians?" The church members were shocked by this response, but it was a healthy experience for all. That young man was later saved and is now one of the church leaders.

LORD, I BELIEVE; HELP MY UNBELIEF!

It never ceases to amaze me at how unbelieving believers can be! Sepp Fischer was a young coal miner, who had long hair, tattoos and a formidable appearance. His petite wife, Karin was a redhead who stayed married out of fear, knowing that her husband was capable of violence when something displeased him. 

Rudy, one of the Bible Institute students, played guitar and decided to use his gift evangelistically. He put up posters around town, offering free guitar lessons. Three young people responded; one of them was Sepp Fischer. After several lessons, Rudy and Sepp struck up a friendship and soon Rudy was conducting Bible studies in the Fischer's home. Karin became very interested and soon gave her life to Christ. Sepp was amazed at the change in her attitude and life. Then he too prayed to God, asking Him to help him clean up his life and make him a new person. 

When the church heard of Sepp and Karin’s conversions, they obviously didn't believe it. The couple began attending services regularly, and Karen even helped in the children's work, but Sepp had quite a bad reputation in town and members were not ready to believe that his conversion was genuine. Being a small church, we gave members opportunity to give testimonies and to pray in our services. On one occasion, Sepp unexpectedly prayed, thanking the Lord for his new life. Many eyebrows were raised but the skepticism continued.

I began baptismal classes with a farmer named Toni, Karen, Sepp and our daughter, Becky. The church baptismal pool was outside in the lawn and the service was usually viewed from the street by curious citizens of the town. One of the deacons, named Hubert, remarked, "When the time comes, Sepp will find a good reason to back out at the last minute; just wait and see!" It was clear that most members of the church agreed. On the last prayer meeting night before the baptism, Hubert said with an almost victorious grin on his face, "Well, Sepp has found the ideal excuse why he can't be baptized. He injured his eye at work today and is wearing a big bandage." I discovered that this was true. A large chunk of coal had broken loose in the mine and hit him in the eye. Doctors were not certain that he would retain the sight of that eye. I was dismayed and began praying fervently that at least Karin would have courage to take that important step. 

Baptismal services were always Sunday afternoons following a fellowship dinner. On Sunday morning, neither Karin nor Sepp were in church. I was disappointed but continued to pray that God would somehow turn this situation into victory. We had just finished eating when Sepp and Karin appeared in the doorway. Sepp's bandage was gone and the scar around his eye looked really bad. Not knowing what to say, I floundered for a few minutes and then said that we had missed them in church that morning. Sepp replied, "Karin had to take me to the doctor this morning" (Sepp had lost his license due to drunken driving). Then he added, "It wasn't easy convincing him to take the bandage off, but I told him I couldn't wear it when I was being baptized!"

I am certain that the doctor thought it very unusual for a person of his age to be baptized (most are baptized as infants) and if he had known that Sepp was to be baptized by immersion, he would never have given his consent! Karin and Sepp gave moving testimonies and it was one of the most memorable experiences of our missionary career. 

If I stop here, the story would have a happy ending, but I will be honest enough to continue, in hopes that some reader may learn a lesson that many church members didn’t learn. 

I falsely supposed that Sepp and Karen's baptism would convince church members beyond the shadow of a doubt that their conversions were genuine and that they would embrace them as brother and sister in Christ. I was wrong. Several times, I overheard members wondering out loud how long it would be before Sepp returned to his old life and friends. Instead of showing loving acceptance, most remained distant and just waited for what would obviously come. Sepp and Karen continued faithfully for months, even attending prayer meetings, but after Rudy graduated from the Bible Institute, Sepp attended less and less until he only came on special occasions or when pressured by myself. I visited him often, but it was obvious that Sepp had lost interest in the church even though he claimed to read the Bible and pray daily. Karin, however, remained active in children and youth ministries. About five years later, Sepp left Karin for another woman. I suppose some members of the church were thinking, "I knew all along, that something like this would happen!" They were rewarded according to their faith. But the news just about broke my heart. 

MIRACLE HOSE

One dreary Saturday, Verna was at a ladies meeting while I prepared my sermon. The title of my sermon was "God Answers Prayer.“ I was to preach in the newly founded church in Vocklabruck where most in attendance were young Christians. My sermon was complete, but I needed a good illustration. I could think of many answered prayers, but asked the Lord to help me recall more recent experiences. While I was still praying, the doorbell rang.

A very tall young man said that his car had broken down and asked, "Is there a garage in town?" I replied that there was no garage at all, and those in the next towns were all closed on Saturdays. I looked down the street and saw his car parked in a dangerous curve. I suggested pushing the car into our driveway, and said that I would try to find help or call the touring club. With a silent prayer, I picked up a gospel tract from the table near our door and returned with him to the car.

As we approached the stranded vehicle, a middle aged man stepped out and I immediately recognized him, but I couldn't recall where I had met him before. He glanced my way and his mouth dropped open. The next moment we were embracing each other! A couple of years earlier, the Director of the German branch of International Christian Athletes, Reinald Begelmann, and I had planned a summer camp for horseback riders. The camp was held in the Austrian Bible Institute facilities and led by an ICA worker. We had since moved and both of us had nearly forgotten the occasion. 

Reinhold and two Christian athletes were on their way home from an ICA conference held in Gmunden, Austria. They had hardly begun their 8-hour journey home, when they smelled burnt oil. The oil indicator light of their Volkswagen was on, so they stopped the car and found motor-oil pouring onto the street. The driver, a lanky basketball player, approached the nearest house tp get help. It happened to be ours, 

The three men had given up hope of getting home in time for Sunday services. After pushing the car into our driveway, we opened the hood to make a closer inspection. A rubber hose had fallen off, allowing oil to drain from the engine. It "just happened" that I had a hose of the proper size, hose clamps and a canister of oil in the garage. While I brewed coffee to go with some cookies that Verna had baked that morning, we had a time of prayer and praise. Soon, three athletes were on their merry way and I had a fresh illustration for my sermon!

GROWTH

The church grew in numbers and gave generously. They supported a number of missionaries and were able to purchase the mission property in thee years. The paperwork in England took so long to complete, that by the time the money was transferred, the price had decreased considerably due to currency devaluations! The Miners' Mission was able to open a new missionfield among miners in Zambia with revenue from the house sale.

It was much different in the Steyr church. The pastor of the Linz church persuaded the members to give the money they had saved for a building to "the mother church." When we left Austria for retirement 22 years later, there were only about 20-25 people meeting in a rented room above a store.  

THE BARN BURNER

One cold winter night when I got up to put more coal on the fire, a red glow in the kitchen window caught my attention. I looked closer and saw flames shooting up from a building located several hundred feet from our home. I ran to the phone and dialed the fire department, but there was no answer. Ampflwang had two volunteer fire companies plus a fire company that belonged to the Coal Mining Company. I tried one after the other and let the phone ring many times, but there was no answer. In desperation, I called the fire company in next closest city, Vöcklabruck. Someone answered and asked if it was "a bad fire.“  I told him the flames were already shooting several meters into the air. He said to try the fire company of another town.  I awakened Verna and gave instructions to keep trying while I ran to see if people or animals were in danger.

I quickly dressed and ran across a field to the burning object, which turned out to be an old house-barn combination once popular in Austria. No one was living in the house part, but I had seen animals there. I ran to the home of the owners next door and began ringing the door bell, yelling at the same time. After what seemed like an eternity, a second story window opened and someone asked what I wanted. I quickly explained that their barn was on fire and then ran back to see what I could do. The lower part of the building was of brick and the upper part of wood. On one side, a wooden outhouse had been added which was burning furiously. Flames were now leaping twenty feet into the air. Normally, the upper part of the barn would have been ablaze, but as the outhouse burned, it fell away from the main structure. I grabbed a long board and began prying at the blazing outhouse until it fell onto the grass. I began stomping on it and had the fire nearly extinguished by the time the owner came out.  He looked at the smoldering embers for a while and muttered something about being lucky. Then, without even thanking me, he went back into the house. When I got home, Verna said that she was not able to get through to the fire companies. 

Several days later, two firemen rung our doorbell. They were collecting money for a new fire truck. While I reached for my wallet, I said, "You guys ought to be giving me money. I do your work for you!" They of course wanted to know what that meant and I told them of my experience a few nights earlier. After some recollection, one of them said, "Ach, that was the night we all went to Linz." The provincial government had installed a central computerized fire reporting system in Linz and invited all the regional fire companies to come for the official dedication. The sophisticated electronic equipment cost several million shillings and there would be free beer for all! Austrian firemen don't need a second invitation for that sort of thing! 

A few months later, two men from our mission were visiting us when that same barn burned to the ground. Our guests were first to hear the loud crackling noises which they thought were fireworks. By the time the fire company arrived, there was nothing left to save. Insurance investigators quickly smelled arson and notified police. It didn't take them long to find the culprit. The 21 year old son of the people I had woken from a sound sleep confessed to the dastardly deed. Shortly before the first fire, which I had successfully extinguished, this man had given the barn to his daughter, who happened to be married to a lawyer. The building was in poor condition and had asbestos shingles. It would normally have had to be torn down and the materials disposed of at great expense. The daughter and her lawyer husband wanted to build a new home on the property, so they insured the structure for about $50,000 and the unemployed son/brother burned it down. He told police that he was "jealous that his father gave the house to his sister and not him."  Since he had no money, the youth had to spend a few nights in jail, but soon afterward, his sister and brother-in-law forgave him for burning down their inheritance and even bought him a nice car!

PRINT SHOP EXPANSION 

I assumed responsibility for the church in Ampflwang in autumn of 1979 with the condition that half of my time would be reserved for printing. Unfortunately, I failed to specify how much time that would take! The church work demanded more time than planned even though the members kept their part of the agreement. Discipling believers to serve proved to be more time-consuming than doing it myself. Demands for printing were also steadily increasing and saying “no” was never one of my gifts. Many late nights were spent in the print shop, which was located in the bottom floor of the mission house, next to the church. Verna complained about noise while she was trying to sleep and church members didn’t like the smell of printers ink. I began to pray about closing this ministry altogether.

In December, 1980, our mission informed us that a young couple had applied for service in Austria. The husband was a printer with 10 years experience! Knowing that getting a support team together took time, I was still reluctant to continue the printing operation, but our fellow workers said that quitting now would not be good for anyone. Their primary concern may have been getting their newsletters printed, but I condescended.

Early in 1981, a grocery store just a few houses away was vacated and the owner agreed to rent it for a reasonable amount. That at least solved the noise and smell problems. Besides one large room, the shop had oil heat, two restrooms and a second room that was suited for the paper cutter and storing supplies. One of the restrooms was converted into a darkroom for the litho camera and developing tanks. The plate maker, three offset presses, folder, stapler and collator were installed in the main hall. I put a desk and filing cabinet in a corner near the front entrance for my office. 

We received word in September, 1981, that the printer and his family had all their needed support and would be arriving at the airport in Munich October 25. Their home church had pledged half of their support needs and a wealthy Texan took on the other half. I was elated!

As Field Director, I was responsible for finding them a place to live and getting them enrolled in language school. In mid October, I spotted a newspaper ad for a lovely house with reasonable rent. I called and the owner insisted that he wanted to get to know the renters before signing a contract. We picked up the family in Munich, hoping that the house would still be available. As soon as they had a good night’s sleep, I called again. The man said that we could come over right away to look at the house. 

The owner turned out to be a rather young man who lived with his parents in a luxurious castle. They owned a large factory which manufactured tools and industrial supplies. I could recall using their products as a carpenter in America, but didn’t realize that they were made in Austria. I was a bit nervous about how he would react when he discovered that the potential renters were missionaries. My fears proved to be unfounded. 

We took off our shoes upon entering the house, an important procedure in Austria. The owner and his family were very impressed with this fine, intelligent and attractive family. They agreed right away to sign a rental contract, but explained that a defective pipe in the bathroom had to be fixed before they could move in. 

Our boys were both away at boarding school in the Black Forest, so we had two spare bedrooms where they could stay until the house was ready for occupancy. We were very impressed with the new couple and could readily understand why doors opened for them almost immediately. Best of all, he was a trained and experienced printer, something that I was not! 

The repair job didn’t go as fast as expected and the new missionaries had to stay with us about two weeks. This didn’t bother us, but they seemed to be getting nervous. We tried our best to make them feel at home and spent much time giving orientation on the Austrian way of life. 

He helped some in the print shop during this time and began finding fault with the printing equipment and criticizing how I did things. Over and over, I responded by saying that this was why we were happy he had arrived. On the other hand, I began to wonder about his printing abilities. He definitely knew the vocabulary and he could do some things far better than I, but he seemed to have problems with simple routine procedures as though they were completely new to him. When I saw that he was using lots of new paper for trial runs instead of already used starter sheets, I mentioned that we had an abundance of the latter and needed to save wherever possible. We didn’t print for profit. He said that this is how he always did it and continued using new stock. 

After the missionary printer and his family was moved and settled into their home, I reminded them that the language course was to begin in January. They responded by saying that they needed more time to get adjusted to everything. I reluctantly gave them until the next course began in March. 

TEN MILLION DOLLAR QUESTION!

In that same month, January, 1982, representatives of an Eastern European Mission visited us and said that their mission and several others were about to embark on a monumental cooperative task of publishing ten million theological books in various Eastern European languages. The operation would be spread out over ten years and cost in the neighborhood of ten million dollars! 

I might normally have asked if this was some sort of joke, but I knew these men and their mission. They were much involved in training Christian leaders behind the Iron Curtain. A person risked imprisonment smuggling Bibles and books into these countries, but some people were attracted to this kind of ministry and others gave generously. The mission already had money for the needed printing equipment - half a million Dollars worth! Many of the books had already been translated and typeset. They were prepared to pay for renting buildings, hiring employees and any other expenses involved. I was merely being asked to provide expertise in directing the operation. Due to the secretive nature of this project, they wanted only trustworthy Christians involved. If we would agree to their proposal, the printing equipment would belong to us after the project was completed or in ten years, whichever came first. They would give us a month to pray and consider the matter. 

After the men left, I felt faint. I was not a printer and told them so, yet they only expected me to direct the operation. They felt that I was qualified for this and my experience in printing would make the job feasible. The following day, I shared the news with the new missionary printer and he was ecstatic about the possibility. I also wrote mission leaders back in America, reminding everyone that the matter was to be kept strictly confidential. Verna and I prayed much and we finally decided that we would follow whatever the mission decided. If they left it up to us, however, we would need a definite leading from the Lord. 

Towards the end of February, I reminded the new missionaries that it was time to enroll in language courses. They again argued that they were not ready. When I tried to convince him of the importance of getting registered for language classes, he unexpectedly erupted and accused me of causing them much stress. 

I called the Mission and asked the Director of European Ministries to send me a letter. I told him to write that he had learned that the new workers were not yet enrolled in language school. Why had I not seen to this? He understood my reasoning and agreed, adding that no carbon copy would be placed in the mission’s files! When the letter arrived, I merely had to show it to them and they enrolled in language classes!

On April 5th, 1982, GMU Management responded to the request of the eastern missions. The Management said that the project clearly fit within the mission’s threefold purpose of evangelism, church planting and training nationals. The printing operation was aimed at training nationals to plant and serve in churches. On the other hand, this would represent an entirely new sphere of ministry, equivalent to opening a new field. In addition, we would be working under a dual authority and the mission had negative experiences with such arrangements in the past. The mission was not in favor of entering into such an agreement, but if we felt that the Lord was leading, we should join one of the missions involved. I shared this news with our missionaries and added that we would not be accepting the challenge. 

The new missionary printer was quite disappointed and openly critical of the mission decision. Without our knowledge, he began his own negotiations with one of the Eastern missions. Some months later, they tendered their resignation from GMU and joined the other mission in hopes of assuming responsibility for the project. Instead, the conglomerate of eastern missions negotiated an agreement with a missionary printer in France. Disappointed, he and his family resigned and returned to America. A year later, I learned that the French connection had also fallen through and the materials had to be printed commercially after all.

I need to add a footnote here. If I had accepted the challenge, the project could not have gotten underway before at least a year and probably not until 1984. That was the year we opened the Austrian Bible Institute. In 1989, the Berlin Wall and Iron Curtain were dismantled and most Eastern European countries were freed from the chains of Communism. I often wondered how these events might have affected the project. 

ANSWER TO A THOUSAND PRAYERS!

Just one month after we turned down the ten million dollar project, several well-dressed men knocked on our door. They were from the occupational school next door, who had come to inform us that the school was closing. The buildings were available for lease; might we be interested? 

We had prayed seventeen years for this day, but were we ready?

Index

CHAPTER 21  -  AUSTRIAN BIBLE INSTITUTE

The Austrian Bible Institute is a miracle school. Right from the beginning, miracles happened so frequently that we began to take them for granted and even expect them! 
Probably no other school of its kind was founded in a similar manner. Most people view us as the founders, but although we worked hard to get it started, it was clearly the work of the Lord through many different individuals over a long period of time. 
Few who knew me as a youth would have guessed that I would someday be instrumental in founding a school of any kind, let alone a Bible Institute! My High School grades were not good and neither was I. After High School graduation, I ceremoniously burned all the contents of my school locker while friends looked on and cheered. I then worked in the family construction business three years until I committed my life to Christ. I was accepted as a student at Bob Jones University in 1958 - on probation. I had to work my way through, so my grades were only average.  
HISTORY OF BIBLE TRAINING SCHOOLS IN AUSTRIA

1) Between the two World Wars, there was a Bible school with mainly Yugoslavian students in St. Andrea, Carinthia (southern part of Austria), but little is known of this school. 

2) A Lutheran Deaconess, Sister Lydia, operated a training school in Salzburg for about 20 years, until 1979. The school's main purpose was to train Lutheran teachers for the public school Religious Instruction classes. 

3) The European Evangelistic Crusade began a Bible school in the small town of Maria Ansbach while we were still in language training. Fellow missionaries discovered that I had experience in construction work and engaged me to prepare the house for the “grand opening” in October, 1965. I tiled the bathrooms, built kitchen cabinets and made a cement sidewalk. I wrote about this project in Chapter 9. After all the preparatory work, expense and promotion, only two students registered the first year and the following year one more. The school was closed after two years of operation, but the house was used several years for summer camps and retreats.

4) Soon after our arrival in Austria we met a British missionary couple that started a small church in Ampflwang. In 1966, Graham and Jayne Lange asked us to fill in for them while they spent three months visiting supporters in England. While explaining what our duties would be, Graham pointed to a group of buildings next door that housed a sewing factory. He said that he was praying that the Lord would someday provide those buildings for a Bible School. He had even worked up a provisional curriculum which I still have in my files. My office looked out over the building complex and I too began to pray that it would someday be a Bible training institution. Those prayers would be answered 17 years later in 1984! 

5) We moved to Linz in 1968 and worked with the Baptists until 1979. We opened a youth center in the basement of the Church in April, 1971 and a year later, I helped the Pastor develop a curriculum for Evening Bible School classes. 
6) In 1973, Southern Baptist missionaries opened a Bible School in Salzburg. That school was also closed after two years. 

7) The Linz Mennonite Brethren Churche began a Bible training program in September of 1973. I was asked to teach several classes. Because we had printing equipment, I also printed materials for the school. At first, classes were held in the church, but in 1974, leaders of the school found an ideally suited house for the young school. 

Unknown to them, I had prayed for that house two years earlier thinking it would make a rehabilitation center for drug addicts. I wrote about this in Chapter 14. When I told the school leader about my experience and the murder that had occurred in the house, he begged me not to tell anyone else! During five years of operation, about two dozen young people received training, but the school was closed for financial reasons in 1979.  The Lutheran school in Salzburg also closed in that year. 

8) Between 1979 and 1984, there was no Bible training institution in Austria other than a six-month, English-language program of the "Torch Bearers" in Klaus Castle. We prayed with new urgency, that the Lord would provide a Bible training institution for Austria.

9) Leaders of three evangelical denominations (Mennonite Brethren, Baptists and Open Brethren) met multiple times to discuss the possibility of founding an interdenominational Bible school in Austria. I was present at most of these meetings. The idea was finally abandoned as unworkable due to the complicity of three different denominations having a say in the internal affairs of a Bible School. 

RETURN TO AMPFLWANG

In summer, 1979, the Lord led us back to Ampflwang although he had to perform a few miracles to get us there. But that story was recorded in chapter 20. 

Twelve years had passed since we began praying for the buildings next door. Two Bible schools had been started and three closed in those years. 

While we were serving in Linz, the sewing factory located in the buildings next to the church in Ampflwang, vacated the buildings and moved to a large new factory nearby. A government agency leased the four buildings and converted them into a boarding school with three dormitories -- at taxpayer expense! The objective was to train people with physical handicaps for special occupations. We recognized God's hand in this development and began to pray more intensively. 

In 1980, a year after our return to Ampflwang, I began to talk earnestly to our mission coworkers and Austrian friends about beginning an Austrian Bible Institute. In the summer of 1981, we spent a family vacation on the Adriatic Sea. I took paper and pen with me, vowing to spend as much time as possible writing about my burden for a Bible Institute to share with Austrian church leaders. 

Verna played on the beach with the kids while I wrote, and after they went to bed, I wrote until I could no longer hold my eyes open. In the second night, a violent thunderstorm came up, blowing beach umbrellas and other items all over the place and even out to sea. My precious papers were lying on the table near an open window. In the morning, the papers were nowhere to be found and I enjoyed the remainder of our vacation with the family!

At the end of summer 1981, I finally wrote a letter describing the need for a Bible training institution in Austria to leaders of churches and mission agencies in Austria. The response was disappointing. Oddly enough, many Pastors questioned the necessity of a Bible School for Austria! 
We had opportunities to show Gospel films and counsel with young people studying in the school for handicapped next door. Every time I set foot on that property or just looked at those buildings across our garden fence, I prayed. Several times, rumors circulated that the school was closing, but each time, the they proved to be false. In mid May of 1982, the school actually did close its doors.

WHEN PUSH COMES TO SHOVE…
One might suppose that I would have lept into action at the news, but this was not the case. In addition to my regular church duties, there were a couple of difficult counseling cases with church members. I had agreed to print the Black Forest Academy yearbook, which turned out to be a monster project. Students had done the photography and I received a pile of pictures that needed to be cropped, edited and resized before paste-ups and lithos could be made. The large Rotoprint press seldom functioned properly. On May 16th, I traveled to BFA in Germany for a two-day Board meeting and had hoped to take the yearbooks with me. I promised that they would be ready by graduation. The day after my return, I had a stressful Field Executive Council meeting. The month of May also had two national holidays, our missionaries had their annual picnic and there were two family birthdays to celebrate. 

June brought a church picnic, a national Youth Mission Conference in Salzburg, and a meeting of the Public Relations Committee of the Austrian Association of Evangelical Churches, of which I was Chairman. The normal church work was a full-time job, but I was still working feverishly on the yearbooks, often into the early morning hours. The yearbooks were finally printed and bound on June 23. We delivered them to the Black Forest Academy on the 24th and watched our oldest son graduate on the 25th. 

If possible, July was even more hectic than May and June. The church held evangelistic meetings in Ampflwang and I also had special meetings in two other cities. One of our GMU missionary families returned from furlough and another departed in July. Ralph Jr. flew to California for a "Re-Entry Seminar" with Dr. Clyde Narramore. That meant three round trips to airports. A third missionary family was in the process of moving and I had to help them find housing. Last but definitely not least, the church underwent major exterior renovations in July. 

August promised to be another such month. Our mission was having an All-Europe Conference for 120 missionaries in Friolzheim, Germany. I was responsible for organization, registration and finances. Immediately after the conference, we would be flying to America for a year. We usually took short summer furloughs, but for the second time, we decided to take a year. 

It was the right decision.

A PAINFUL LESSON

I knew that I should be asking about those buildings next door, but from personal experience, I also knew that God might very well answer my prayers of seventeen years. I inwardly dreaded the consequences of such a scenario. It would mean more work, more stress and problems that I would rather avoid. I found it difficult to pray, especially for that building complex, when I was not willing to put feet to my prayers. 

On July 21, 1982, I was helping several men from the church take down scaffolding after putting new siding on the church. While lifting a heavy plank, I somehow lost my balance and the weight of the plank became too much for me to hold. Normally, I would have dropped it, but two men were working just below. I attempted to balance myself while holding onto the plank, when a sharp pain ripped through my body and I fell onto the next level together with the plank. Fortunately, no one else was hurt but I was in agony. With the assistance of others, I was finally able to climb through a window into the house and onto a bed. The doctor told me what I already knew: I had injured my back and would be confined to bed for a while! He said that, hopefully, there would be healing and no permanent damage.

WHAT IS THAT IN YOUR HAND?  

While lying in my bed, I argued with God that I had too much to do for this to happen. I reminded him that we had an upcoming conference and furlough. The Lord didn't bother to answer, but kept turning my mind to the buildings next door and my many prayers for a Bible Institute. I argued that I was not the one to get involved in a Bible School; I was not the academic type; we had no money, no experience, and no one to help with such a gigantic project. My efforts to interest others in the establishment of a Bible Institute had fallen on deaf ears. Even our mission co-workers showed only token support for the idea "because Ralph feels so strongly about it." I didn't have time for another project, especially one of this magnitude! 

But I had to spend much time in bed, and while there, I read in my Bible about Moses arguing with God. His excuses were even better than mine, but God didn't let him off the hook. I came to the verse where God asked Moses, "What is that in your hand?" As I read this, I prayed in protest, "But Lord, Moses at least had a rod in his hand; I have nothing!"  Suddenly, I realized that I WAS holding something in my hand - a ball point pen!  I recalled hearing a sermon back in my college days about a ball point pen. The call was to give whatever we have to God, allowing him to use us and all that we possess! At one point, the guest preacher pulled a pen from his pocket and said, “Everyone has something the Lord can use, even if it is just a ball-point pen!”

Gradually, it began to filter through to me that I was probably more qualified for this task than anyone else in Austria. As Chairman of the Public Relations Committee for the Austrian Christian Workers Conference, I was personally acquainted with the missionaries and pastors. We had served longer than most missionaries and our involvement in evangelism, church planting, publishing and youth work had made us well-known among Austrian Christians. I had been directly or indirectly involved in three Bible School projects. Above all, the fully equipped print shop put me in an ideal position to present such a project!  I had been printing an annual listing of all Christian workers and ministries for years! I had much much more than a ball-point pen at my disposal! 

On the 27th of July, three well-dressed men knocked at our door. One of them was the Director of the school that was now closed. Verna explained that I was in bed with a back injury. They told her what we already knew. The school had closed and the buildings were available for lease. They had heard from someone that we might be interested. They hoped that whoever leased the property would be willing to take at least some of the furnishings off their hands.
Tears of shame filled my eyes as it dawned on me that God really wanted to answer my prayers, but I was rebelling! Right then and there, I promised the Lord that I would check into the property as soon as I could walk. 

Unknown to me, "Oma" (Grandma) Tipple, an elderly member of the church began to pray for me when she learned of my injury. She asked the Lord to take away my sufferings and place them upon herself, so that I could go about the work that God had called me to do.  After just four days, I was able to get up, walk to the bathroom, and sit at the table. I used plastic paddles from our kid's inflatable boat for crutches. At the same time, "Oma" Tipple began to experience great pain; the Lord was answering her prayer!  She knew nothing of my inner struggle and it was only later that she shared this experience with Verna.  

By the first of November, I was able to preach and within two weeks of the accident, I was walking with the canoe paddles as crutches. On November 5th, I called the Mining Company and requested a meeting with the Manager of Buildings and Grounds.   

MAKING AN OFFER

On the sixth of August, 1982, I called as many friends as I could think of, both in Austria and America. I told them what I planned to do and asked them to pray.  

With the help of the paddles, I managed to get into our car and, with great effort, I drove to the headquarters of the Mining Company, which were located in another town. I was too embarrassed to use the paddles, so I hobbled into the office building without them and knocked on the door of Mr. Meier, Manager of Buildings and Grounds.

Mr. Meier was very friendly and asked what kind of an offer I could make. After some hesitation and a silent prayer, I said, "I think we could pay 10,000 Shillings ($465) per month."  

The previous tenants had been paying 18,000 Shillings, which was a very reasonable amount for that property, but they also had the expense of converting the sewing factory into a school. I fully expected some difficult bargaining, for we were talking about a school building and three dormitories with a total of 15,000 square feet of floor space and fifty-five rooms! 

Imagine my surprise when the Buildings Manager responded by saying, "The General Director likes to drive a bargain. I will tell him that you offered 8,000 Shillings."  I was trembling all over as I left his office. Was I dreaming? Was I crazy? I had said "we" to him; who in the world was I referring to? There was no way I could pay even 8,000 Shillings per month!

When I was a teenager, a neighbor's dog often chased my noisy pink convertible. One day, I decided to stop and see how the dog would react. The dog was at first startled, but then ran away, its tail tucked between its legs! 

Walking out of the mining company office, I felt like that dog! The vehicle I had been chasing had stopped and now I wanted to run away! 

ACCIDENT

Driving home again, I came upon a car which was traveling slowly. The road was clear and everything seemed normal, so I decided to pass. As I pulled out, the car ahead swerved to the left. I had no choice but to veer off the road in order to avoid a collision. My car plunged down a steep embankment and during those anguishing moments, a host of terrifying thoughts shot through my head.  We had already sold our car and the new owner (our predecessor, Graham Lange!)  had paid us that very day – this was not our car! I thought of my back injury -- every bump sent pain ripping through my body and I could picture myself in a hospital bed while the rest of the family flew to America. Perhaps I would be a cripple for life!  I wondered what the police would say when they discovered that I had been driving with an injured back!  All the time I was crying out to the Lord for help. Many others were praying as well, and unknown to them, the Lord was answering their prayers! 

When the car came to a halt, it was leaning precariously and I was lying on the seat. Dripping with perspiration, I attempted to sit up, but the pain was unbearable. I tried again, but as I came to an upright position, the car began to tilt! Just shifting my body weight threatened to tip the vehicle over onto its side! I laid back down and waited for help to arrive. Several coal miners in a Volkswagen van came to my rescue. They literally held the car on its wheels while rolling it to a level spot.  I was able to get out and shuffle around the car to inspect the damage. My helpers thought that I had been injured and wanted to call an ambulance, but I insisted that I was okay. The elderly driver of the other car was very apologetic and worried about getting a fine. He was turning right into a narrow farm lane, but never looked back, used no signals and swerved to the left before turning right. I was more concerned about our – rather Graham's car! A fog light was broken and grass was jammed between the tires and rims on one side of the car but otherwise nothing was damaged!  How thankful I was that I had asked people to pray! There was no doubt in my mind that many were!  

A few days afterward, I received a phone call saying that the owners of the Mining Company were prepared to rent us the facilities for 10,000 Austrian Shillings per month; exactly what I had offered! I was invited to come and discuss terms of the contract at my convenience.  

Again, fear began to take control.  Even with a strong exchange rate for the dollar, this was more than we could ever afford! Repairs, alterations, upkeep and utilities would cost even more! How would we ever be able to raise that much money? Other questions began to plague me. How does one go about starting a Bible School? I was already responsible for a church and a printing operation. I was Field Director for our mission and served on the Board of Black Forest Academy. I was involved in numerous national committees, projects and ministries. I prayed, "Lord, how can I possibly add a Bible Institute to all that?" 

ACCEPTING THE CHALLENGE

As I prayed, it occurred to me how alone I felt, like everything depended on me. It seemed no one shared my vision and many pastors and missionaries I talked to thought that a Bible training institution was unneeded or not viable. I prayed to God asking if he really wanted me to go through with this project. 

After retrospectively considering all that had transpired to get me to where I was, it became clear that this was not my project! God wanted to give Austria a Bible Institute and I just happened to be available. I confessed my lack of faith and promised the Lord that I would follow his leading. I only needed his direction and provision. A great peace overcame me, and I began to look forward with anticipation to the next chapter in this exciting adventure. It would not be my last temptation to quit, however!

I began to consider who should sign the lease contract. The coal mining company had promised to send me the lease for signing, but I didn't feel like I should sign the papers because people would consider it my project. If anything happened to me, it would create other problems. If a church, or union of churches signed the lease, other church groups would be hesitant to commit themselves to the school or even send their youth as students. There was not much possibility of that happening anyway, because that would make them legally responsible for financing the project. Ideally, the Bible Institute itself should sign the contract, but this existed only in my mind and heart! A Board of Directors still needed to be selected, a constitution formulated, and a legal incorporation established before it could sign official documents. 

I was a member of the Board of Directors of the Black Forest Academy in Germany, a boarding school for missionary children. The school was a cooperative effort of the Janz Team Evangelistic Association and our mission. The Janz Team had Bible Institutes in Germany and South America, and was well known and respected in Austria for its effective evangelistic campaigns. I shared my vision with the Director and asked if the Janz Team might be interested in the project. On August 13, four members of the Janz Team came to Ampflwang to look at the buildings.  Their response was positive and a few days later, we were informed by phone that the Board of Directors had agreed to sign a lease contract. I gave a sigh of relief. We would soon be attending our mission's All-Europe Conference in Germany, after which we would fly to America for a year's furlough. I passed this request on to the coal mining company and they agreed to send the documents as soon as the lawyer had completed them.

Just prior to our departure for Germany, there was another knock on our door. Two men from the government-run occupational training school that had previously leased the property were standing there. They heard that we were going to lease the property and wondered if we would be interested in purchasing any of the contents of the four buildings. It would save them a lot of work moving things and finding storage if they could just leave the stuff in the buildings. 

I took a quick inventory with the men. There were several completely furnished classrooms with desks, chairs and chalk boards. A dozen long sturdy tables and chairs seated 100 in the dining hall and furnishings for twenty-four dorm rooms included 70 beds complete with mattresses and bedding. The kitchen equipment, table service and cookware was well used, but it would be good enough for a start. There were also other items too numerous to mention. 

I asked what they would want if we took everything, adding that I might need a few weeks to get the money together. After some back and forth bargaining, they settled for $3000 and gave me three months to pay for it. I quickly signed a bill of sale.

Things were moving too fast for comfort and I was getting nervous again. We didn't even have a lease contract, yet I had agreed to purchase the contents of the buildings. But there was little time to contemplate all that. We had to pack our belongings for a one-year furlough in America. And before that could happen, I was responsible for the All-Europe Conference of our mission in Germany. And I was still an invalid! The doctor allowed me to fly with the family to America on August 21, but I was not to carry anything at all, not even a briefcase! 

At our mission conference, fellow missionaries and leaders of the mission peppered me with all kinds of questions about the Bible Institute project. The answer to most questions was, "I don't know." It was good preparation for what I would experience on furlough. Over and over, I could only explain to God's people that our Heavenly Father had been clearly leading in all these things. I could only share what the Lord had done, and that convinced them to get behind us in prayer and giving. 

During our furlough, we began immediately to share our burden for a Bible Institute both verbally and in printed form. When churches and believers heard of the miraculous events that led us in that direction, they caught some of the enthusiasm and wanted to be part of it. I kept careful records of financial transactions, knowing that this is a danger area in Christian ministry.  

The first gift was twenty-five cents from an eleven-year-old girl named Raechelle. After our first deputation meeting in the Baptist Church of Northville, New York, Raechelle said that she had been saving tithes from her allowance and wanted to give it for the Austrian Bible Institute. 

Ten years earlier, the same church had given us the first gift for purchasing printing equipment! My brother-in-law was pastor. There is much more to the story, however. When Raechelle was only 14, she came to Austria to help us with our summer camp ministry. She was able to see first hand what had grown out of her investment. She came to help us again in 1993, and after completing Bible college, she joined our mission and began missionary service in Prague, Czech Republic. I was her Field Diector!
Our home church spontaneously raised $3,000 to purchase the school inventory. Our faithful supporters Ed and Rose Cutler, in Fresno, California gave $1,000 for new table service and cookware. Many others gave generously for the project. I was nervous because we had not received news of the lease being signed, but I had full assurance that this would soon transpire after all that had gone before. But September passed with no news. I began making phone calls and asking questions, but no one seemed to know anything. October passed and every time people asked, doubts and worry increased. My faith seemed stretched to the breaking point and pressures of responsibility for the project were beginning to take their toll in my enthusiasm. But we were in too deep to back out and I kept telling myself that God had forced me into this situation against my objections. He would see us through! 

MAIL FROM EUROPE!

On November 10, 1982, I received a thick orange envelope in the mail from the Janz Team Evangelistic Association! Excitedly, I showed it to Verna and we opened it with great anticipation. But our joy suddenly dissipated when we examined the contents. There was the unsigned lease contract and a letter explaining that, after careful consideration, the Janz Team did not feel that they could handle a project of this magnitude. 

We were devastated! I didn't know whether to be angry with the Janz Team or with God. We couldn't even pray, but just sat there and wept. In that moment of deep despair, the telephone rang. It was one of our most faithful supporters. Oskar and Elsa Lehotsky had migrated to America after World War II and, being from a German background, they were very concerned for the spiritual situation in Austria. I shared our sudden predicament with them and they spontaneously got in their car and drove about 150 miles to our house to pray with us. 

After a time of prayer, our friends told us that they had felt from the beginning, that our mission should be signing the lease and not the Janz Team. 

I had already shared our vision with mission leaders, but they only displayed doubts. GMU was reluctant “to get involved in something that could turn around and bite them.” At one point I asked if the mission could include an article about our project in the mission magazine, but the President felt it was too soon. Too many aspects were indefinite and unresolved. It was probably the same reasoning that caused the Janz Team to back out. No mission wants to be part of a failure. And I might add, "Neither do missionaries!"

The Lehotskys urged us to make another attempt to convince the mission. They would be praying for us. Time was precious and the mining company was waiting for the signed contract to be returned. It had already spent two weeks in the mail and another two weeks at the Janz Team. But because we had several meetings booked, we couldn't fly to Kansas City until November 28th. 

I had to translate many pages of legal jargon into English for mission management and prepare to answer a barrage of appropriate questions. Fortunately, I had a good reputation with mission leaders. After 18 years of fruitful ministry and serving as Field Director for much of that time, they were confident that I had done my homework. After much deliberation and hesitation, they agreed to sign the contract - with one condition:  we would have to assume total responsibility for raising the needed funds and getting the school started. I looked at Verna and started to say something, but she knew what I was thinking and spoke first. 

Verna never says much, but what she says in a few words is often more valuable than entire books that others might write. She knew that the Lord himself had placed this burden upon our shoulders. She had joined with me in prayer for this need, knew of the burden I had been carrying and how important I believed a Bible training institution to be for Austria. This burden had become hers and she now let it be known to me and all who would hear, "With the Lord's help, we can do it!" I turned to the GMU Management and agreed with fear and trembling.  

I was beginning to wonder if we would even get the facilities. Three months had passed since the verbal agreement with the mining company, and it was six weeks since they sent the contract to Janz Team. Nothing had been signed and they could easily have sold or rented the buildings for much more money by putting it on the market. 

A SURPRISE OFFER

An Austrian whom we had never met and who had just graduated from a seminary in Switzerland, shared a plan to found an Austrian Theological Seminary with several church leaders in Austria. He even had a booklet printed, describing his concept in detail. After learning of our interest in starting a Bible Institute and leasing property, he called me in America, hoping to gain my support for his project. Because he was an Austrian, I might normally have seen this as a leading of the Lord and shown more interest in a cooperative effort, but two red flags were waving violently and I opted for caution. The first red flag was the fact that I personally knew almost every Christian in Austria, yet had never heard of this man. The second red flag was his eagerness to move ahead on such a sophisticated plan without any ministry experience whatsoever! I had felt unqualified to start a Bible Institute with 17 years of ministry experience and the backing of the Janz Team. 

I said that I looked forward to meeting him when we returned to Austria, but that this was too important a matter to discuss and decide over the telephone or through letters. 

A MEETING IN LINZ

Most evangelical churches in Austria cooperated in the Association of Evangelical Churches. There were annual conferences and cooperative efforts to operate camps and youth rallies, start new churches, support missionaries and hold regional Bible Conferences. I was involved in this organization from its conception, serving in various committees and work groups. I printed all of its literature as well as for member churches of the association. 

The leaders of the Association of Evangelical Churches were beginning to realize that some form of Bible training would be forthcoming and was even necessary. While we were in America, they decided to meet in Linz to discuss various models of Bible training in Austria. We were informed and prayed much about this special meeting which took place in early December, 1982. 

One of our GMU co-workers attended the meeting and read a letter which I had formulated for the gathering. I shared pretty much what I have described here, particularly emphasizing the Austrian character of the school and the goal of becoming fully autonomous as soon as possible.  

He reported afterwards that the general tone of the meeting did not sound very supportive for establishing a Bible Institute. One person nearly monopolized the meeting with his lengthy proposal for an in-church Bible training program, arguing that this would be considerably cheaper, better and less work than establishing a dormitory style Bible Institute. Finally, he argued that in-church Bible training "was the only scriptural method."

The young seminary graduate that I mentioned above, shared his vision for a Theological Seminary. Unfortunately, he gave others in attendance the impression that he would be working with me. He received no support whatsoever and some who favored founding a Bible Institute began to have second thoughts.

A QUESTIONNAIRE

The attendees of the Linz gathering decided to send a questionnaire to all member churches, seeking their opinions on the different options of Bible training.

The results of the questionnaire became known in February, 1983. Our GMU co-workers sent me a copy, and it was not at all encouraging. Only forty of the sixty churches bothered to return the questionnaire, and less than half of those that did, saw any need or viability for a Bible Institute. 

I was in a near state of shock. Our mission had returned the signed contract to the mining company, but the final legal papers which would make it binding had not yet arrived. I recall wondering if it might be possible to back out at that stage. It was clear that we could never open a Bible Institute without the prayers and support of Austrian churches. 

I became depressed and was strongly tempted to just give up on the idea of a Bible Institute -- again. Our GMU coworkers in Austria had agreed to make this a field project only "because the Harveys were strongly in favor of it."  GMU had signed the lease under the condition that we assume the entire responsibility. The mission had even declined to make mention of the project in its magazine. 

I considered the possibility of using the buildings just for camps, conferences and retreats, but it was clear that Austria desperately needed a Bible Institute. What sense did it make to send missionaries to Austria if their converts were not being trained to serve? Switzerland was smaller than Austria, yet had a dozen Bible training institutions!  We knew of at least twenty Austrian youth who had left their homeland to receive Bible training in Germany, never to return.  Even at this time, a score of young Austrians were studying in foreign schools. Only four or five Austrian churches had national pastors; that fact alone screamed for a Christian training center in Austria!

THE LEASE CONTRACT

On December 23, 1982, the GMU Prayer and Praise leaflet contained a prayer request for the founding of an Austrian Bible Institute.  The leaflet was only mailed to missionaries and their supporters, but it was the first mention of the project by the mission. That same day, we received a phone call from the Mining Company saying that they had agreed to the terms of the contract and were mailing us the papers. They sent it by slow mail and it didn't arrive until my birthday, March 8, 1983. It was the longest three months of my life, and nearly seven months since I had made a verbal agreement with the owners. I didn't know whether to rejoice or cry at this birthday present! 

I should make a few comments here about the terms of the lease contract. We rented many houses in Austria and I had become quite knowledgeable in legal agreements of this kind. Since the lease had to be rewritten in GMU's name anyway, I decided to include three additional paragraphs. At worst, the owners could reject them, but I felt that they were needed. First, I included a paragraph requiring that the contract be subjected to a government seal which prevents either side from trying to get out of any part of the agreement. Secondly, cancellation of the lease would require twelve-month notification by both parties. Thirdly, in event of a sale of the property, the renter would have the first option to buy. This is fairly common and meant that we could match a potential buyer's bid in order to keep the property. 

Several years later, in November, 1988, the Mining Company needed space and informed the Director of the Bible Institute, that we would have to vacate the property. Jack was very upset and shared the news in our weekly staff meeting. The following morning, I read in my devotions about how God told David that he was not to build the temple. His son would build it at a future date (I Chronicles 17). As I read, my eyes filled with tears. I prayed, "Oh Lord, you led us into this work and we have invested so much of your time and money in this property. You have been blessing abundantly; certainly, this cannot be true!"  I wiped the tears from my eyes and continued to read. The last verse leaped right out of the page! "Now therefore let it please thee to bless the house of thy servant, that it may be before thee forever; for thou blessest o Lord, and it shall be blessed forever." 

After Verna and I prayed, I remembered the 12-month clause in our lease contract. I called the Mining Company Director and reminded him of that clause. We were able to keep the property. 

Sometime after that, the mining company was offered a good price for our property and decided to sell. I pointed out the clause in our contract which gave us the first option to buy. The Director said that he couldn't understand how that got into the contract! The company had a policy of NEVER, EVER including such a clause in rental and lease contracts! The company decided not to sell after all. 

HALF WAY MARK

We were half way through our one year furlough before we had a valid contract. Although gifts were coming in, much money would still be needed. Monthly lease payments were the least of the expenses we would have. We needed to make repairs, install kitchen equipment and pay for utilities. Some felt that there was little chance of opening the school in the Fall of 1984, which was our personal target date. We had buildings, but no Board, Director, curriculum, teachers, staff or students. And the buildings needed much work. I began immediately to recruit summer workers for the summer of 1983 to help get the buildings in shape. 

It hardly seemed possible to raise the large sums of money that this project would require among current supporters. We used every imaginable ploy to get into new churches (a frustration most missionaries face on deputation); we traveled thousands of miles, from Florida to New York and into the midwestern States. We shared our burden with ten new churches, but not one pledge resulted from those meetings. We were interviewed on television in Kansas City, and shared details of the project on "Prime Time," a broadcast heard over 80 Christian radio stations of the Moody Network. Since the mission's mailing address was also given, we had high hopes that people would respond with gifts. There were only two responses. A supporter of many years wrote that she was happy and surprised to hear our voices on the radio. The second response came from a young man who was about to get married. He asked if he and his bride could stay with us while on their European honeymoon. We replied, but our letter was returned with the remark, "Moved, left no forwarding address.“

We returned to Austria on July 12, 1983 with mixed feelings. Our own supporters had rallied to the cause and given generously, but funds fell far short of what we had hoped for. We had great anticipation for whatever lay ahead of us, yet knew that we would be facing many challenges. As usual, some of those challenges came from people close to us! 

SUMMER WORKERS

Four summer workers were to arrive on July 16th. We had hoped for more, but were determined to do the best we could with those who had volunteered. 

Once back in Austria, I quickly set about making lists of repairs, needed materials and jobs to get the buildings into usable condition. If we could make them available for camps and retreats, this would serve two purposes. People would get to know our facilities and we could realize a bit of income to help defray costs. When I looked at the lists, my heart sank. There were many broken windows to repair. All the radiators needed paint which entailed removal, sanding, applying two coats of paint and reinstalling them. In one of the dormitories, the radiators had frozen in winter and burst. Some floors were ruined and the entire hot-water heating system would need to be replaced! That house would obviously not be ready for a while, so I placed it on a back burner.

Four days after we arrived, we picked up the four summer workers, three young ladies and one male seminary graduate named Dave. Ralph Jr. stayed in America for school, but Richard was with us and, at 16, he was a good worker. The girls slept in one dorm and Rick lived with us, so Dave had a dorm all to himself. After a good meal and a time of prayer, the workers were dismissed to their rooms to get settled in. I warned them to get a good night's sleep because they had a long, hard day of work ahead of them. 

Verna was preparing breakfast the next morning when a lady from the church who lived across the street burst into the kitchen all excited. She had been running and was out of breath, but stammered, "One of the dormitories is on fire!" I rushed out and saw smoke billowing from an open window of the dorm where Dave was staying. Fearing the worst, I rushed inside. The open window was in the shower room and Dave was taking the longest, hottest shower of his life -- or perhaps as usual? The room was filled with steam and it was pouring out the window! I asked him politely to go easy on the hot water, because electricity was expensive and we had a tight budget. The dorm hot water heaters were gigantic, and he might have used all the water if I hadn't interrupted. He said something under his breath and I could tell that he was not happy about my reaction.  

The following day, was a repeat performance, so I pulled the fuses to the hot water heater. The next day, his shower was normal and on the fourth day, he complained that the water was not hot. After that, I only turned it on an hour each day. 

The buildings were desperately in need of cleaning and paint, and many of the windows were cracked or broken. Local teenagers had broken into the empty buildings and smeared human excrement on the walls of several rooms and shredded pillows, scattering feathers everywhere. 

Dave was an academic type with a Masters degree in theology, but as the Austrians say, "he had two left hands" when it came to practical work. Although we had described the kind of work they would be doing on the request forms, none of them seemed to have read the job description. I asked Dave to remove broken glass and putty from window frames, but he said that he didn't know how. Rick was ten years younger but he at least knew how, so I had him work with Dave while I gave jobs to the girls. Dave later said that he didn't appreciate having a kid showing him how to do everything.  

I gave the girls the job of sanding and painting radiators, but two of the three were allergic to both dust and paint. One was transferred to washing windows while the other was sent to pull weeds out of the crevices of the flagstone terrace. She was also allergic to the sun. Rick came and said that Dave was no help, so I went and asked Dave to help sand radiators. Shortly after that, Dave complained that the girl who was sanding radiators could not be doing a good job because she finished a radiator in half the time. I checked her work and said that it was okay. After that, she needled Dave for being slow! That sort of thing went on for the entire month of their stay!

After a week, Dave asked when he could preach. He stated on his resume' that he spoke German and French fluently, but I soon discovered that no one could understand his German including me. A friend who grew up in France said that his French was no better. I offered to let him preach the following Sunday, but said that I would translate. In his own words, that was the highlight of his summer mission experience.

The youngest girl was an attractive 19-year-old blonde who enjoyed flirting with Austrian guys. Before long, there was a constant flow of hopeful males who wanted to practice their English. One evening, an evangelistic open air concert was being held in a nearby town, so we took the summer workers. The singers gave personal testimonies between musical numbers, but since Miss Flirt didn't understand German, she talked loudly with the young men, keeping them from hearing what was being said. I had to warn her twice to be quiet. 

A second girl was the opposite of Miss Flirt in many ways. She had serious psychological problems, was unhappy with herself, everyone around her, and with the world in general. She seemed convinced that no one loved her. One day, she approached me and said that she had come to Austria hoping that we would encourage her through personal counseling. I apologized, but reminded her that we had recruited helpers, not people who needed help. I added that the physical exercise would be good for her. She burst into tears and declared that I was just like all the others! She was considerably overweight and this definitely contributed to her problems.

I think what she really wanted, was to be attractive to men. That actually happened during her stay, but it didn't make her happy!

Ampflwang set up its traditional carnival attractions, amusement rides and a large beer tent for the annual "Kirtag" celebration. The Catholic Church in town was dedicated to Mary, so the town celebrates the church's dedication on "Mary's Ascension Day" each year. An Austrian musical group was performing in the beer tent, with "um-pah" music, yodeling, and traditional dances with "Dirndl" dresses and "Lederhosen."  Our worker decided to take her little Kodak Instamatic camera and get pictures of the event. 

Dressed in a tightly fitting, broad striped cotton "T" shirt and equally tight jeans, she walked past a thousand partially drunk Austrians (the night was young) to the front stage, in order to get a close-up photo of the musicians. When she returned, she was filled with rage at "those horribly vulgar and impolite Austrians." Since she didn't know German, I asked what they had said to her. She didn't really know, but there was no doubt in her (or my) mind that they were not saying anything nice!

At the end of the summer, I was actually surprised at the amount of work accomplished.

ANALYZING THE SITUATION

After our return to Austria in mid July, I began to carefully and prayerfully assess the situation in Austrian churches. I had studied both secular and church history, read books about the "Austrian Mentality" and tried to put myself in their shoes. I learned the language well and few could guess that I was an American. But I had perhaps missed something important along the way. My nagging question was, "Why would Austrian believers not whole-heartedly embrace the idea of a Bible Institute?" 

As I contemplated the matter, I thought of those Austrian believers whom I knew well. Most were intelligent, industrious and gifted. When it came to the Lord's work, they gave generously and sacrificially. They were bold witnesses, loved the Word and cherished the fellowship of believers. As I pondered the spiritual heartbeat of Austrian Christians, their rejection or at least disinterest in a Bible training center became even more puzzling. 

I knew that these churches could hardly finance the founding of a Bible training school. Our plan was to cover the costs for the first three years of operation, after which a larger student body could make the school financially indigenous. Had I not made this clear enough?

A REVEALING DISCOVERY

Gradually, the solution to the puzzle began to unfold in my mind. Most churches were very small and could not afford to pay a pastor's salary, so they had missionary pastors from Germany, America, England and Switzerland. As I considered this, I came to realize that the tepid responses or lack of responses to my letters and the questionnaire were not of Austrian origin! Letters to small churches are nearly always received by the pastors. Some were very busy and could have just set the papers aside for later. At the very least, they had not sensed the urgent need for a Bible training institution as Austrians might have. 

I began to suspicion that most church members had never seen my letters or the questionnaire. It would be more difficult for a foreign missionary or pastor to identify with my emphasis on an AUSTRIAN school! It was the same problem that we were confronted with in the church of Ampflwang. The British mission leaders had no interest in giving up THEIR mission station. We had observed a tendency towards "ownership" or "proprietorship"  in several Austrian churches. In fact, it was nearly always these same pastors and missionaries who attended conferences and held positions of leadership in inter-church or para-church organizations. Our own missionaries who were striving to begin churches and nurse them to independence sometimes had to be reminded of their goal when they were close to achieving it.

With these thoughts in mind, I went back to the drawing board. I needed to get the message out to Austrian Christians. I would be careful to present my arguments in a manner that Austrians could wholeheartedly embrace and which would be difficult to oppose without admitting to inferiority or helplessness. This time, I would be certain that the information got into the hands of Austrians and not just foreign missionaries. Whenever possible, I would present my case personally.

I took another hard look at the objections I had been hearing and formulated my responses especially for Austrians. One of the most common objections was, "There are not enough prospective students in Austria to warrant a Bible School. The few Austrian students interested could attend one of several Bible Schools in Germany or Switzerland." 

To this argument, few were better qualified than I was to respond. I had spent 18 years working with Austrian youth. I helped plan annual youth retreats attended by hundreds of young people from all parts of the country. About two thousand attended CREDO '81, a special training seminar for Austrian youth. Many participants displayed an interest in formal Bible training. It was quite possible that there were enough Austrians studying in foreign schools to fill an Austrian institution.

Austrians resent Germans who treat them like a kid sister. I pointed out the vast differences between Austria and Germany. In much of Germany, a majority of the population is protestant. Cultural differences are as pronounced as between USA and England. I reminded Austrians that young people who studied in Germany seldom returned to their homeland. Some married German partners, while others accepted German pastorates. Austrians had proven themselves to be very capable pastors and Christian workers, but we were losing them. I also mentioned that some of these foreign schools had weak doctrinal positions, espoused liberal theology, or permitted smoking and drinking on campus.
I further argued that an Austrian Bible School would likely draw students from Germany, especially Bavaria, which, like Austria, is strongly Roman Catholic. Students from the German-speaking parts of Italy and Switzerland would also be attracted to an Austrian school. 

A second argument that I often heard was: "Missions involves evangelism and building the Lord's church, not establishing schools. Teaching and training disciples can be accomplished in the church; we don't need more real estate!" 

I said that even though Jesus came to seek and to save that which is lost, the Lord commanded us  to make disciples. Jesus instructed us to preach the gospel to all people, but he spent more time teaching and making disciples (Romans 10:13-15). During our first 20 years in Austria, we gave ourselves to evangelism and church planting, but it had become increasingly clear, that we must be training disciples. We were here temporarily, but the work needs to carry on after missionaries depart. 

I showed that there were schools of the prophets in the Old Testament and they had buildings (II Kings 6:1-2).  In Matthew 13, the Lord preached to the multitudes outside, but went into a building to teach his disciples. I pointed out that Israel has a warm, dry climate, but preaching a "sermon on the mount" in Austria would hardly draw a crowd in winter, and it would be difficult to concentrate on a message in the frequent summer rains that make Austria so green! 

I also showed that students have historically gotten their education in schools and not at home or in church. This is true from the lower grades through college. The same is true of much occupational training. 

Another common objection was, "It has already been tried but never worked." 

In response, I referred people to the parable of the sower in Matthew 13. I asked, "Supposing the farmer had given up after the first disappointing attempts? He would not have found the good soil that produced 30, 60 and 100 fold."  Many missionaries to Austria return to their homelands discouraged due to the stony ground, the thorns, thistles and scorching sun. Austrians can not afford that luxury! This IS their homeland! The wise sower keeps on sowing until he finds the good soil. I reminded them that the next generation of Austrian youth might be marching under the banner of the antichrist if we don't train this generation to march under the banner of the cross! 
I showed that previous schools were mostly operated by foreign missions and designed to train lay workers. Austrians who enter a secular occupation, demand and receive the best possible training. Should we settle for anything less for young Christians, who desire to serve the Lord? I appealed for a Bible Institute that would have an Austrian Board, mostly Austrian teachers and which would provide highest quality Bible training specifically designed for Austrians. 

Why should other nations send missionaries to Austria, if their converts are not going to be trained according to II Timothy 2:2? Austrians could and should be sending out missionaries rather than just being beneficiaries.

I explained that the curriculum would include a one-year course for lay workers, and three- to four-year programs for full-time workers. We would also offer short courses, seminars and perhaps evening classes for local people. In addition to Bible, we would offer music, church history, cultural studies and practical courses such as youth ministries and personal counseling.
I declared our willingness to serve as a catalyst to get the school started, but made it clear that this was to be an Austrian Bible Institute. I went even further and declared that the goal was for the school to become both financially and organizationally autonomous within three years. I was confident that Austrians could do it! 

I used these arguments when presenting the Bible Institute project at conferences, in evangelistic meetings, when invited to preach in churches, and at the annual "Schulungswoche" and "Reichgottesarbeitertagung." The latter was an annual 3-day conference for missionaries and church workers with good preaching and sharing. Many foreign workers attended this, but the "Schulungswoche" was an annual week of helpful seminars and workshops for Christian workers attended by many Austrians.

I could sense people rapidly warming up to the idea of a Bible Institute and some were even getting excited about making it become reality. 

I spent much time in prayer for the Austrian believers and churches, asking the Lord to impress HIS will on their hearts as he had on mine. I looked for every opportunity to share how the Lord had led us, sharing the many miracles which he had already performed. Only what God wanted was important and it was obvious that God wanted a Bible Institute in Austria! 

WATERGATE POLITICS AND TAPE OMISSIONS

We had expected to receive opposition from secular sources and especially from the Roman Catholic Church, into which 90% of all Austrians were baptized. To our surprise, local and provincial authorities were very cooperative and we experienced little opposition from the Catholic Church until after the school began to grow. Opposition came from more unlikely sources. 

The annual Christian Workers Conference was to be held in Mittersill Castle in October, 1983. I printed a brochure describing our recently leased facilities to share with participants. It said nothing about a Bible Institute, but only promoted the facilities for summer camps. There were excellent possibilities for hiking, horseback riding and swimming close by. Many missions, churches and Christian organizations set up literature tables and I requested permission to do the same. I was surprised when the conference leader turned down my request. He explained that there was an effort to start an in-church Bible training Program and my proposal of a Bible Institute would not be good. I showed him the brochure and argued that there was no mention of a school. I only wanted to offer the buildings for camps and retreats. He replied that many people knew of our desire to start a Bible School and remained astute in his refusal. 

The main speaker was Doyle Classen, Director of Brake Bible Institute in Germany. He had heard from someone (not me!), that there was interest in starting a Bible Institute in Austria. One of the capable teachers in his school was a young Austrian who had been saved through our youth ministry. In the middle of one of his messages, he mentioned this and gave open encouragement to the project.  The messages were taped and many participants purchased copies to share with others. I was elated at this unexpected endorsement, but discovered that the leaders of the conference had ordered the "free commercial" to be deleted from the master tape before duplicating! 

In spite of these developments, many Austrian participants approached me asking about progress and pledging their support.  

When I arrived home again, I addressed envelopes to all evangelical Churches and missionaries in Austria and mailed the printed brochures along with an invitation to come and inspect the facilities at an Open House on November 19th. I included multiple copies of the invitation and asked that they be made available to church members. About fifty persons showed up and they were very impressed with the facilities. 

Although I had written nothing about a school, many knew of my desire and expressed interest in a Bible Institute. We had a meal for the visitors and while seated at the tables, someone stood and spoke to the gathering. He asked if anyone else felt like he did about founding a Bible Institute. Nearly all hands went up and several were quite vocal in their support. The group unanimously urged me to call another meeting very soon to explore this possibility. We agreed on December 3, 1983, two weeks from that date.

We decided to write the same people and churches a second letter stating that a group of us had recognized the need for a Bible Institute and wanted to discuss this possibility with anyone interested. I encouraged those who came to the Open House to personally invite others to join us. 

I was overwhelmed at the turnout on December 3 and pleased that all were eager to move ahead. Some key leaders were missing, but many churches sent delegations and a good number of  recognized and dedicated pastors attended. 

After an open discussion about needs and possibilities, it was decided to form a steering committee, whose job it would be, to prayerfully seek out competent men who would be willing to serve on a charter committee (German= "Proponentenkomitee"). The steering committee would not make decisions or appointments regarding a school. This would be the task of the Charter Committee. 

I explained that any school which would use our facilities must agree with our mission's doctrinal position. I further stated that the school must have a majority of Austrians serving on the Board and that the objective would be complete autonomy. Fifteen men were chosen to form the steering committee, and on January 13, 1984, five Austrians and two missionaries (including me) were selected to form the Charter Committee. 
A provisional school curriculum was worked out and in March, Jakob ("Jack") Baumgartner was chosen to serve as Director. Because our mission was paying most bills, I was named Business Manager. There was still much to do, but we set a tentative date for the school's opening for October, 1984. 

Our first full summer camp season went very well. Because one of the dorms was not usable, we could only offer beds for 50 persons, but one camp pitched tents to accommodate 20 additional campers. A total of about 600 campers and many staff got a taste of Ampflwang and what was about to happen. They took their impressions and photos back to their churches. Excitement was beginning to run high in anticipation of the school’s opening.  

Just weeks before the grand opening of the Bible Institute, our mission finally printed a brief note about the project in its magazine under the rubric, "People and Places." 
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AUSTRIA GETS BIBLE SCHOOL

On January 13 a committee of five Austrians and two missionaries met to make initial plans for a Bible Institute in Austria (Ampflwang). A fully-equipped school complex in Upper Austria has already been leased. The facilities include eight classrooms, an office, dining hall and kitchen. There are also three furnished dormitories for students and staff.

GMU missionaries expect the proposed Bible school to open its doors to a small student body in the fall of 1984. Right now, Austria has no Bible lnstitute. GMU missionaries and Austrian church leaders believe that the time is ripe for such a school. The country is said to be 88 % Roman Catholic, 6 % Lutheran, with the remainder made up of a variety of sects, evangelicals and unchurched. One of the motivating factors for establishing a Bible school at this time is the growing number of Austrian young people who are eager to serve the Lord. It is believed that the Bible school will help the struggling evangelical churches prepare Christian workers.

A number of Austrians have already shown their enthusiasm for the project by donating labor and money. The GMU missionary team in Austria is encouraging Christians in Europe and North America to become involved in readying the school for camps which are scheduled in the facilities during July and August.

That last sentence came at least a year too late to be of any help!
OPENING OF THE AUSTRIAN BIBLE INSTITUTE

The Austrian Bible Institute opened October 7, 1984 with six students, and Sunday, October 10, was the opening celebration and dedication of the school. It was a great day, not only for us, but for many others, who had prayed and given generously to see this day.  Pastor Gerhard Janz had worked hard to help establish the Mennonite school in Linz and when that school closed, he invested much more time and effort in an attempt to found an interdenominational school. When that failed to materialize, he grew despondent. When I approached him about serving on the Charter Committee of our school, he said that one more failed attempt would be too much to take. But he agreed and poured himself into the work. This was a great day for him, but soon afterwards, he was diagnosed as having leukemia. He went home to his eternal reward four months later, rejoicing that his vision had finally been realized. Pastor Graham Lange, who started the church in Ampflwang and shared his vision with us of a Bible school in these very buildings, was also present and rejoicing. 

Hubert was head Deacon of the church in Ampflwang. Like doubting Thomas, he found it difficult to believe that anything significant would happen in Ampflwang. Like many Austrian believers, he was certain that everyone else viewed evangelical Christians as a religious sect. When the mining company agreed to rent us the property, he was convinced that they would back out. Even after attending the meetings on November 19 and December 3, and in spite of the 600 plus campers who came that summer, his pessimism remained unshaken. I had been sharing prayer requests and giving updates to the church week after week, but Hubert still seemed to think that not much would come of our efforts. 

On prayer meeting night prior to the dedication service, I shared details of Sunday's program and asked the ladies to help in the kitchen and serving tables. When I enlisted the youth to direct visitors to parking places, Hubert asked, "How many people are you expecting anyway?" I said that we were planning on at least 150 from all over Austria and a few from other countries. I also said that we had invited the Mayor to give a speech and asked Hubert if he would sit near him. They were from the same political party and Hubert served on the City Council. Hubert just grinned and said, "You have a lot of faith, don't you! I can assure you that the Mayor won't appear for the opening of a Bible school."

An hour before the service was to begin, people began arriving faster than we could direct them to the parking places. Students and staff showed visitors through the rooms and then guided them into the auditorium. Ten minutes before begin, the Mayor arrived, dressed smartly in a dark suit. I greeted him warmly and led him to a reserved seat where other "dignitaries" (pastors and mission leaders) were seated, introducing him to several of them. Hubert was nowhere to be seen, but I found his wife in the kitchen. She said, "Hubert was only wearing an open sport shirt and when he saw the Mayor come in all dressed up, he went home to get changed." 

A modest estimate of the number in attendance was well above three hundred persons. Putting it into perspective, 10% of all 3,000 evangelical Christians in Austria were present, and many of them drove over a hundred miles to get there!  I have often been accused of being an incurable optimist, but I was dumbfounded! The Mayor gave a warm welcome speech and even offered his support should we ever decide to purchase the property! 

THE LORD'S BUSINESS

Christ said, "I will build my church." It has been our experience that He also builds His schools. 
Much work and many expenses were incurred getting the campus ready and making needed repairs. It was our publicly stated goal for the school to become financially independent from the mission after the third year of operation. Most Austrians said that this goal was utopian and unattainable. A representative from an American mission society that founded Bible Schools in several European nations told me that it would not happen in a hundred years! There were numerous times in recent months and weeks in which I also feared that this could be our lot and I could only flee to God for assurance and direction. 
We waited nearly a year for the lease contract and traveled thousands of miles in America trying to find new financial and prayer supporters - with zero results. Coworkers, church leaders and even mission leaders seemed convinced that the project would “turn around and bite us.” All these things only served to drive me closer to the Lord. Again and again, I cried out to him and asked for assurance that I was following his will, and not some selfish delusion. My wife’s words to our mission leaders, reverberated repeatedly in my mind: “With the Lord’s help, we can do it!” John 7:17 became an important promise that I clung to. When the Jews questioned his authority, Jesus claimed that his teaching was from God and not of man, Jesus then gave a simple formula: My own paraphrase is, “IF A MAN DESIRES TO DO GOD’S WILL, HE CAN KNOW IT!” It is not enough to want to know God’s will. We must commit to do it! I made that commitment when I gave my life to God back in 1956 and a similar commitment when I married Verna. I resolved to remain faithful regardless of the results or consequences. I would rather be a failure trusting and seeking to obey God than to experience all the world’s praise and applause.  
I fully realized from the beginning that founding a Bible School would be a difficult undertaking, but God had impressed on Graham Lange’s and my heart the crucial need of discipling young believers to follow and serve God. The sceptics were right when they warned that expenses would be insurmountable. My human nature and experience told me the same. In addition to making lease payments, I had committed to paying for utilities. The cost of heating a school and three dormitories was extremely high. The buildings were poorly insulated and heated with propane gas. There was a giant propane tank behind the school that had to be filled three times every winter. We may well have been the gas company's best customer! With four large hot water heaters, the cost of electricity also exceeded our expectations. Ampflwang had public water but private septic systems. After the school opened, the town decided to install a public sewage system “and it came to pass in those days, that there went out a decree from the political powers, that all should be taxed.” That took us completely by surprise, but a similar decree by the Roman EmporerAugustus made life difficult for Joseph and Mary who had just given birth to God’s gift to the world, Jesus. The Bible Institute was God’s gift to Austria, so why should we be spared? 
That which we and others deemed impossible, however, was taken care of by God without any help from us other than prayers. When we arrived in Europe in 1964, the Dollar was worth 26 Austrian Schillings, but by the end of 1979, it was only worth about half as much or 12.7 Schillings. That represented a massive cut in our monthly support. A Hollywood movie star and former Governor of California became the 40th President of the United States in 1981 and introduced his Reaganomics program. Soon, the US Dollar, which had experienced a downward trend on the international money markets for over twenty years reversed direction and began to climb again. When I signed the lease papers, it was back up to 20 Schillings for a Dollar and it stayed there for the first three years of the Bible Institute – when we were paying most of the bills! By 1987, the Dollar was back down to 12.5 Schillings. 
I like to tell people that Ronald Reagan helped the Bible Institute to survive, but it was obviously God’s amazing grace. Our monthly lease payment of 10,000 Austrian Schillings amounted to only $465 in 1983 and even less in 1985! The school became financially independent in 1987 -- just in time! During those crucial first years, God provided over $70,000 for this project, nearly all of which was from the increased exchange value of the US Dollar! 

MORE THAN JUST A SCHOOL

Good stewardship demanded that our school facilities be used year round, and Ampflwang was an ideal setting for summer camps. Some 50,000 overnight guests were booked annually in the town. Most of them were attracted by 600 riding horses. There were seeming endless miles of trails through the "Hausruck Forest,“ Austria's equivalent of Germany’s Black Forest. The close proximity of the Salzkammergut, the lovely mountain & lake region of Austria made famous by the Sound of Music film, was another drawing card. A large outdoor swimming pool with three basins was only a five-minute walk from our school, and if it rained, there were two indoor pools in town. 

The summer camps on the Bible Institute campus raised Ampflwang's guest rate a full 10% the first summer. Contrary to the practice of many tourist operations, we purchased as much as possible from local businesses and we didn’t cheat on the daily “head tax” for guests. Our students became involved in community needs and programs that they could support with a good conscience. 

When school was not in session, that didn't mean teachers and students had a vacation. What did Jesus do when "school was out"? In Matthew 11:1 we read: When Jesus had made an end of instructing his twelve disciples, he departed thence to teach and to preach in their cities. The disciples accompanied him. That sounds like summer evangelism with the students, wouldn't you say? The summer ministry of students became part of their graduation requirements, which is why our graduation exercises were held in the Fall rather than Spring. Our students served in churches, with missionaries, in camps and other Christian ministries. Several served in Africa and Eastern Europe.

CUTTING THE UMBILICAL CORD

When we started the Austrian Bible Institute in 1984, we informed the church that our time as shepherd of the flock in Ampflwang would soon come to a conclusion. We encouraged them to begin looking for a national Pastor. In November, 1985, I officially resigned as Pastor in order to give undivided attention to the Bible Institute. I was still printing, but the volume had decreased significantly with the proliferation of computers and photo copiers. 

The church members said they hoped we would continue living in the pastor's apartment until a pastor could be found and we condescended. We soon discovered that this was a mistake, however. We were paying rent and they were in no hurry to find a pastor. Expectations of us remained virtually unchanged. 

We attended our mission’s All Europe Conference in August, 1986 and when we returned, church members had opened six personal letters and harvested the apples off our tree. When we asked about this, the members said that the tree was on church property, therefore it belonged to the church. I explained that I planted and nourished it for years and we were still paying rent. We had addressed this matter before when members harvested our garden and threw personal items into the trash. It was obvious that we needed to move soon, so we began looking for another place to live. 

When we heard of a house on the opposite side of town that was for rent, we checked it out. The owner agreed to rent it to us for a very reasonable price. Only after signing the contract, did we discover the reason for the low rent. Two years earlier, a man had murdered his wife there and Austrians are very superstitious. He must have felt fortunate to find anyone willing to live there. Before we moved, we invited the Bible Institute Director and a visiting professor to come and pray with us. We dedicated the house to the Lord and asked God to make us a testimony in the neighborhood. God answered our prayers and we lived there for six years.

We moved in October, 1986 and the church began in earnest to seek a pastor. Church members began to make needed repairs and renovations on the church and pastor's apartment. They installed all new windows and doors, new tile restrooms downstairs and a tile bath upstairs. Separate oil heating systems and all new electric wiring and plumbing were installed in the church and apartment. All rooms in the apartment were redecorated with carpeting and a new kitchen was installed. 

Bible Institute staff and even students helped to fill the pulpit for two years, but in the Fall of 1988, the church called a pastor. He was Swiss and agreed to a half-time job as pastor and half time as a teacher in the Bible Institute. Although this seemed like a good arrangement to some, we were not that excited about the arrangement. We rented the apartment from the church to help them purchase the property from the mission in England. The rent we paid went a long way towards attaining that goal. Now that this was accomplished, we felt that the church should have fully supported their pastor and made him available to teach in the Bible Institute. Under the arrangement with the school, however, the church only provided living quarters and a small part of his salary.

A LATE FAREWELL

Two years after we resigned as pastor of the church in Ampflwang and shortly before the church called a pastor, a teacher in the Bible Institute asked about our farewell service. I replied that there was none. He said, "They certainly must have given you a nice vacation or a gift." I was embarrassed to admit that there had been no recognition whatsoever. I said that I could understand, because we didn't move out of town and were still members of the church. Like the Apostle John, "we had no greater joy than to see and hear that our children were walking in the truth."
The teacher must have said something to one of the elders, because the following Sunday, they brought a large fruit basket to the church to present to us. We were speaking in another church that week, so they had to wait until prayer meeting night to present it to us.

It was interesting to note the difference in the church members' attitudes once they were paying at least some of their pastor’s salary. They were eager to do everything in their power to show appreciation for the paid pastor! When we had served as pastor, we volunteered to pay rent, but they also expected us to pay utilities, make repairs and keep up the yard. And they didn’t hesitate to harvest our garden and open our personal mail when we were away for a day or two!

STUDENTS
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Mechthild is a registered nurse. Franz left his career as an official in the Austrian Department for Alpine Flood and Avalanche Controls to go into the ministry.

Like many Austrians his age back in the 70's, Franz Laschan spent most of his energy looking for a good time. Then he met a group of short-term mission workers who led him to Christ. Soon he began digging into the Bible as if he had been starved for it all his life. The more he realized how much there was to it, the more he wanted to learn.

Later he was married and began working for the government. The pay was great and social benefits would have taken care of the future. But Franz knew God was calling him to something else. And his thirst for Bible knowledge and desire to serve God had to be satisfied.

So he applied and was accepted at a Bible school in Germany. However, their two children would have had to begin school there, only to be uprooted again when the family moved back to minister in Austria. Deep down, they didn't want to leave. Besides, funds were short. 

But it was the only way. As everyone knew, there were no Bible schools in Austria…
Franz's story sounds all too familiar. Austrian evangelicals, comprising only 0.1 percent of the population, struggle just to maintain their tiny toehold. According to GMU missionary Ralph Harvey, probably over half who attend Bible school outside the country never return.

Why? Jobs are more plentiful and better paying outside Austria. When students have been away for three to five years, they tend to adapt to the immediate surroundings and let their national traits and bonds loosen. Especially when an Austrian marries someone from another country. This, said Harvey, "often causes problems in identity which affect their ministries."

There's another problem connected with the flow of Bible students migrating from Austria for schooling: the evangelism training in other schools may have been geared toward a different theological mindset. So, after having gone outside Austria to learn how to communicate their faith to other Europeans and then coming back to Austria, the students still may not be as effective as they could be.

Vocabulary dealing with one's relationship to God, even when correctly and literally translated, means one thing to many Europeans and quite another to most Austrians. In Germany, for example, almost half have protestant backgrounds. For them, the term, "accepting Christ," usually conveys the idea of trusting Christ to forgive sin in order to have a meaningful relationship with God.

On the other hand, in Austria, almost 90 percent have Catholic backgrounds. And most European Catholics think more in terms of rituals and sacraments than a personal faith in Christ. "Yesterday," Harvey told us during a phone interview, "I was speaking with a man here, and all he knew about the church was that they baptize and bury you."  To men like this, the term "accepting Christ" means participating in Mass. 

Textbooks on working among European Catholics are scarce. "Almost everything comes from the protestant part of Germany. I just printed 500 books on Roman Catholicism and evangelism," Harvey said. "All of them were gone almost overnight. Now I have been asked to print that many more. There's a real need for this."

The same hunger for this knowledge which produced the rapid book sales also brought the Austrian Bible Institute into realization. Many prayers got it going, but last October, it all came together.

The role of GMU in the establishment of the Austrian Bible School is unusual, if not a precedent in modern missions. When GMU signed the lease for the school property, which includes a small campus complete with three dormitories, it was understood that GMU was only to act as a catalyst.

Usually a mission agency provides the leadership, teachers, staff, property and money for a school then gradually allows nationals to replace the missionary. However, the Austrian Bible School is a national institution with strong local support from the outset.

How did they manage this in a country almost barren of evangelical leaders? With the cooperation of Austrian pastors, first of all. These men come from a distance then stay part of the week to teach.

The rest of the instructors and staff come from Switzerland, Germany, and America. Director Jakob Baumgaurtner, a Swiss, worked in Austria 11 years. "There aren't that many Austrians here qualified to be teachers, and there are very few Austrian pastors," Harvey said. "That's one reason we need the Austrian Bible School!"

Second, there's been support from the mayor himself. At the opening ceremony he said, "I welcome the Bible School to Ampflwang.... If in the future you want to purchase this property, I will be pleased to vote in your favor and do all I can as mayor to expedite matters."

A third form of local support has been financial. Over one half of the income has come from Europeans. And many have been donating books for the library.

The school has a scholarship fund. A full scholarship, which applies only in rare cases, is $750 and includes room, board and tuition. The teachers receive no remuneration for their services and most even pay for their own transportation to and from the school.

Finally, the students have been supportive. The school's training program was designed to prepare students for future ministries. "They have required practical work every day except Thursday. They're also required to do weekend extension work," Harvey explained. "And, during the summer, they do one month of practical work in a church somewhere."

For example, they plan to travel to a nearby town with a "tea bus:' They'll invite young people to this specially equipped bus to tell them about Christ. At night, they'll have evangelistic meetings. In between, they'll visit various homes, giving gospel booklets to people.

At this pace, Austrians will soon know that there is a Bible school in their country. And young people in search of Bible training won't have to look elsewhere.

But will the school provide the seeds for Austria's churches? During the first semester, there were 20-40 students attending seminars and evening sessions and six fulltime students.  One short-term student  from a Bible college in London said "the college he attended had no teachers who could excel ours," Harvey told us.

Remember Franz? He learned about the Austria Bible Institute before leaving for Germany. Today he's is a top student, satisfying his thirst for the Word at the Austria Bible Institute.

llse Reinprecht was a summer worker with Open Air Campaigners. When she found even the simple questions from the children challenging, she decided to attend the Austrian Bible Institute. The studies are preparing her for service in Bavaria. 

Klaus Schobesberger is 21 and from near Linz, Upper Austria. He was an electrician for a large company when he met the Lord; soon he dove into the Bible and became an active witness for Christ. His father was an alcoholic and didn't know the Lord. Then the students and teachers began praying with Klaus and not long after, his father became a Christian. 

In the first school year we had only six students, a married couple, two girls and two boys. Due to uncertainty as to whether we could open on time, we had not done much serious recruitment. Our son Richard was one of the male students in the first semester, but he later transferred to Bob Jones University to get a degree in graphic arts. Another young man, Ernst, enrolled in the second semester to take his place. In the second year, the student body tripled to eighteen. 

We had many humorous and unusual experiences working with the Bible Institute. At times, the most trivial of matters would turn out to be either a three ring circus or a miracle. I am certain that God delights in performing in both arenas.

A STOLEN CAR

Ernst owned a dilapidated rust bucket of a car, which he had decorated according to his own personal tastes. On his way to Ampflwang, Ernst got caught in a snow storm and skidded off the road, landing in a ditch a few miles from the school. A friendly farmer offered to pull him out of the ditch with his tractor, so Ernst took one end of the heavy chain and looked for a good place to attach it to his car. The vehicle had no bumpers and was so rusty that this was not an easy task. Crawling under the rear of the car, he finally found a metal object about three inches thick. "That should hold," he thought, and motioned to the farmer to start pulling. The farmer eased out the clutch and pulled, but the car didn't budge. Ernst had hooked the chain to the filler pipe of the gas tank which was now lying in the snow, still hooked to the chain!  The second time, the farmer hooked up the chain himself. The car was soon back on the road, and Ernst was happy to have enough gasoline in his tank to get him to school.

Three days later, Ernst approached me with a worried look on his face: "My car was stolen!"  At first, I suspected a prank by the other students because I couldn't for the life of me figure out why anyone in their right mind would steal his car. But the car was really missing; there was no other recourse than to report it to the police. 

The officer on duty said that in the five years he had worked on the force, there had never been a stolen car in Ampflwang; nonetheless, he took a note pad from his desk and began asking the obligatory questions. 

"Make and model of the car?" I could hardly believe my ears when Ernst said, "I don't know."  "Well, look in the registration papers!"  Sheepishly, Ernst replied, "They are in the car."  The officer was stern, but still friendly and asked, "Where is the title?"  "Also in the car."  "And I suppose you left your drivers' license in the car too?" Ernst nodded affirmatively. By this time, the officer had put clipboard and pen aside; he turned his swivel chair to face Ernst and asked point blank, “and the keys?"  Ernst just dropped his head and muttered beneath his breath, "Yes sir."  The officer continued, "I don't suppose you know the license number; can you at least tell me where it is insured?"  Ernst could not remember, but there were only two insurance agents in the telephone book of his home town and the officer was able to obtain the needed information!

The obviously irritated policeman got up and walked across the room, staring out the window. I was so embarrassed that I could have melted into the floor.  After a silence that seemed an eternity, the officer picked up his pen and demanded, "OK, describe your car for me; what color is it?" Ernst answered, "White..., black..., red..., green..., yellow..."  "That should do," the policeman interrupted. "Are there any special features of this vehicle, which might help to identify it?"  I had been questioning Ernst's sanity, but his reply erased all doubt:  "No, my car is just a normal car."

I could no longer contain myself. "Excuse me sir, if you would allow me to give a brief description." I then described a rusty old car with no bumpers, a large black hand painted on each door and multicolored stripes running down the hood.  The policeman thanked me and said that he would get in touch with us if anything turned up. As we were leaving the room, the officer grumbled to himself in a low, but clearly audible voice, "Bible student!"

The following day, I received a phone call from the police department. "The car reported stolen has been located in a field. It is about five kilometers from town, if you want to go get it."  Thanks to a missing filler spout on the fuel tank, the car had run out of gas. To our amazement, the keys were in the ignition, car papers, title and drivers' license still in the glove compartment. Apparently some kids had taken a short joyride and had to walk home. Ernst got off the hook easy with a fine of 100 Shillings (less than $10) for leaving his keys in the ignition.

A SECOND STOLEN VEHICLE

About a year later, in 1985, a second vehicle was stolen in Ampflwang. Again, it belonged to a Bible Institute student, but this time it was not Ernst (he lasted only one semester). It was Klaus's green bike that was missing. Klaus dutifully went to the police station and reported his loss. As he walked out the door onto the street however, he spotted his bicycle parked in a bike rack at the Post Office. He returned to share this discovery with the policeman, who proceeded to rip up the report.

In the school prayer meeting that night, Klaus shared how the Lord had wonderfully answered prayer.  After explaining where he had found the bike, one of the students, Leo, spoke up with a guilty look on his face, "Klaus, perhaps I am to blame for your missing bike. You remember last week, when I borrowed your bike to go to the Post Office..?" Klaus walked over to Leo, put his hand on his shoulder and said, "That's OK Leo, we all make mistakes. The main thing is, I have my bike again."  But Leo was not to be comforted that easily. "If I left your bike at the Post Office, I wonder whose bike I rode back to school!" Sure enough, there was a strange green bike in the shed.

Now it was Leo's turn to visit the police station. He told his story and asked about the consequences. The officer on duty said that no other bike theft had been reported. Perhaps, if he put the bike back where he found it, the rightful owner might discover it. This he did, and several days later the bike was gone. I wondered if it really did get stolen!

Postscript:

A year later, all three of our children spent Christmas vacation in Austria and we had a wonderful time together.  Rick's friend, Erik, also came over to visit and while seated around the table, I told the stories about Ernst's stolen car and the stolen bike. When I was finished, Erik asked, "Was that a green bike?"  We could hardly believe our ears, but then everyone started laughing. It was Erik's bike that Leo had "borrowed."  He didn't bother to report the theft because he didn't know the serial number; but he was happy to find it again two weeks later!

HOT WATER HEATERS

Under the previous tenants, the heating in one dormitory failed on a cold winter night when no one was around to notice. All the radiators and water pipes froze and burst. After it thawed, the floors flooded, doing quite a bit of damage. We didn't have money to repair the heating system, so used that dormitory only for summer camps the first year. But even for camps, we needed water. I set about replacing all the broken water lines. When I was finished, I discovered that the hot water heater didn't work and was too old to repair. It was Friday and a large camp was to begin on Saturday, so time was precious. I called a local plumber and asked if he could install a new hot water heater for us. He first said that he could do it the following week, but I finally persuaded him to send someone over. 

The employee had obviously not been working at his job very long and I was glad that I had some experience. When I came to check on his progress, I noticed that he had installed the intake and outlet pipes reversed. I drew this to his attention and he argued with me, "If you think you can do it better, why did you call us?" I turned and walked away. While he packed his tools into the truck, I went back to see if he had changed the pipes around. He hadn't. Rather than start an argument, I let him go and did the job myself. 

Plumbers are not electricians however, and the hot water heater was still not hooked up. In Austria, no one works after six on normal work days and they quit early on Fridays. The plumber had graciously consented to work until six o'clock, but there was probably not an electrician in the country who would come to hook up that hot water heater on a Friday evening unless he was paid a small fortune. I had done some electrical work and attacked the job myself. Before long, however, I ran into an impasse. Normal household power in Austria is 220 volts and hot water heaters have 380 volts. The new hot water heater had the normal four color-coded wires that I was familiar with, but there were five black wires protruding from the ancient wall socket. Confused and afraid to experiment for fear of ruining a brand new water heater, I dropped to my knees and began to pray, "Oh Lord, please help me!" I was still on my knees when a voice behind me asked, "How's it going?" I turned to see a Christian friend who had "just happened" to stop by. And he was an electrician! Within minutes, the water was heating.

I got the brilliant idea of making a grass roller out of the old hot water tank. I cut off both ends with a cutting torch and had the students fill the cylinder with rocks, mixed with cement. I ran a water pipe through the center for an axle. After making a handle out of pipe, one of the guys tried to roll it, but soon called for help. It took three husky men to get the thing rolling, but when they reached a slight incline, they discovered that it would take several more to apply the brakes! Fortunately, several of us came to the rescue in time to keep the grass roller from demolishing a pair of parked cars!

A couple of years later, a second hot water heater ceased to function. After paying so much for the first boiler, I decided to look for a used one.  Nothing was available, but I saw a large new one in the show room of a plumbing store, which was marked down 50%. The clerk explained that it had been installed in a new house, but the owner said that it leaked. There was a puddle of water under the water heater every morning. The plumber replaced the hot water heater and sent it back to the factory. The factory put a test on it and could find no leaks, so the store was offering it for half price. I decided to purchase the hot water heater, wondering if it might really have a leak which they couldn't find. 

While I was paying for it, the phone rang. It was the plumber who had replaced the hot water heater. Like Paul Harvey, he told the rest of the story. There was soon a puddle of water under the replacement hot water heater as well! This time, the plumber found the problem. There was a leaky pipe in the concrete floor!

It "just happened" that supporter friends, Oskar and Elsa Lehotsky, came to visit us. And Oskar "just happened" to work in the plumbing department of the Mars Candy Corporation in New Jersey. He volunteered to help install the new heater as a "mission project." The following morning, one of the girls complained that the new water heater acted strange. Oskar and I went to check it out. If only one hot water faucet was on, the water was lukewarm, but if you turned on all the faucets, water came out boiling hot! I was reminded of the New Years Eve when a similar thing happened to our electric! 

Oskar discovered that after the factory had tried to find the leak, the heating elements were reinstalled upside down, with the thermostat on the bottom. The cold water coming into the tank kept the thermostat from shutting off. We turned the unit around and everything worked fine!

PLUMBER'S BLUNDER

The school building had hot water in the kitchen, but none in the rest rooms. Although a camp was in session, I wanted to install hot water pipes there too. I decided to cut all the PVC pipes to length and have materials available, so that I could quickly connect the pipes while the group was meeting in the auditorium. As soon as they closed the door, I shut off the main water valve and went to work unscrewing the single cold water faucets. When the first faucet was nearly unscrewed, I noticed that not all the water pressure had been released and water was squirting out. It must have been on the last thread, for when I tried to screw it back in, it came out like a gunshot and water started spraying all over the ceiling and walls. Thinking that I must have turned off the wrong valve, I ran outside to find the right one. But I had turned off the right valve. It was obviously defective. 

Knowing that there had to be a central valve for all four buildings somewhere, I began a wild search of the property, looking under floors, in closets and just about anywhere else that a water main might be hiding. I could find none at all, and water had already flooded the bathroom and hallway several inches deep! In desperation, I ran back into the school building and attempted to screw the faucet back in while the water was squirting out at terrific pressure. I was of course drenched, but soon realized that there was no way that I could ever perform that feat. I also knew that there was a limitless city water supply. 

Again, I raced around the property looking and praying that somehow I would stumble across the main water valve. After what seemed like an eternity, I recalled seeing a cement slab in the lawn and went looking for it. Then I had to find a hammer and chisel to work the dirt out from the edges in order to open it. As I feverishly hammered, I prayed that this was not a false lead. It wasn't! I was able to turn off the water and get back before people began to exit the auditorium. Soaking wet from the water and just as wet from sweat, I gathered bricks and laid boards across them in the hallway, so that the campers could exit without getting their feet wet. 

ROAD BLOCK

One stormy Sunday, I was driving two elderly ladies home from church when just a hundred yards ahead of our car, a tree fell across the road. Fortunately, I managed to stop the car in time, but the tree was about two feet thick and there was no way to get around it. Because the road was heavily traveled, there were soon numerous vehicles lined up in both directions. 

I got out of the car and tried to decide what to do. As I contemplated, I looked at the first car parked on the other side of the tree and thought that the driver looked familiar. Then I recognized him as a missionary who was on his way to show slides of his mission work to the Bible Institute students. I briefly introduced myself and suggested that we exchange cars. With a nod, the deal was made. He and the four passengers in his car and three of us crawled under the fallen tree and climbed into each other's vehicles. After making U-turns, we drove our merry ways.  It was only after seeing the startled look on the faces of people in the other cars that I realized how funny this must have looked!  Adding to the confusion, our license plates were from different Austrian provinces!  I should have rolled down my window and suggested that the driver of the Mercedes behind me follow suit! After all, there were more cars on the other side!

MISSIONARY IN THE SEWER

As business manager of the Austrian Bible Institute, I was responsible for keeping up the buildings and grounds of the school. In 1987, the town installed a public sewer system, and we were required to hook into the line at our own expense. Most home owners opted to hire someone for the job, but I decided that we could save $2,000 by doing it ourselves. After purchasing the pipes, I had students dig the necessary trenches. I then proceeded to cut a hole in the side of a concrete manhole for hooking into the main sewage line. I first tried to accomplish the task using a hammer and chisel, but the concrete was too hard. I then tried drilling a circle of small holes with an electric drill and masonry bits. After burning up three bits, I went and got my grinder and a masonry cutting blade. Someone from the church had borrowed the grinder and when it was returned, the protective shield was missing. In desperation, I decided to use it anyway but I soon regretted that decision!

With the grinder, I seemed to be making more headway, but cement dust soon covered me from head to toe; I had to repeatedly wipe dust from my goggles in order to see. It was the first of July and extremely hot in the trench. I would normally have asked one of the students to help, but without the protective shield on the grinder, I determined to get the job done myself. 

When the hole was nearly finished, the grinding blade jammed and before I could release the trigger, the powerful motor jerked the machine nearly out of my hand. The blade snapped and the jagged edge of what remained slashed into my left wrist, laying the bone bare. 

Holding the wound with my right hand, I climbed from the ditch just as the mailman came to deliver the mail. He at first didn't see my injury and gave a friendly greeting. Seeing my dust covered body, he jovially asked who this snowman was on the first of July. Then, he saw my badly gashed wrist and ran into the school to get help. One of the students drove me to the hospital in our car, worried all the way that I might die. I was more concerned about getting blood on the seats of our car!

If you ever visit Austria, don't ever get injured on July first! That is Orientation Day for the new interns. All morning, freshly graduated medical students are indoctrinated for their first real-life experience at saving lives and mending the bodies of real human beings. Right after lunch, they officially begin their medical career, which is precisely when I arrived at the emergency ward.

A veteran doctor of many years examined the wound and turned me over to a chic young nurse, dressed in spotless whites from her head to her toes. "I want you to clean the wound," he instructed, "Be sure to get all the dirt out."  

I really felt sorry for the poor girl; she certainly deserved more appropriate initiation rites than this! She was concerned not to cause me any pain and while gingerly picking pieces of grinder blade and cement from the wound, kept asking if it hurt. A senior nurse was overseeing and decided to give her a few tips, at first verbal ones. "You are taking too long;" she said, "get some cotton swabs and alcohol and wash the dirt out!"  Having assured her that my arm was so numb, that I couldn't feel a thing, the young nurse began the washing procedure with a bit more vigor. The head nurse however, was still not satisfied with the progress she was making. She took a swab of alcohol-drenched cotton and with rapid, masterful strokes, demonstrated how the job should be done. The intern nurse's face turned whiter than her clothes had been. I say "had been" for obvious reasons --her dress was splattered from top to bottom with my blood!  After the wound was cleaned to the satisfaction of the head nurse, two intern doctors were instructed to sew me up. One of the muscles was cut almost through and they wondered if they should also sew this together. The conversation went something like this: 


"What is this muscle called?" 


"Don't you know?" 


"Sure, but I wanted to see if you knew." 


"Do you think it needs to be stitched?" 


"I don't know; maybe we should ask the Doctor." 


"You ask him."


"Well, OK, which muscle was it now?"

Except for the fact that neither the senior nor junior medics thought to give me a tetanus shot, everything went quite well. I got the shot two weeks later when another doctor took the cast off my arm. "This form gives no indication of you having received a tetanus shot. You certainly received one, didn't you?" It was actually too late for the shot to have done any good, but it is never too late to put it on a hospital bill. 

Three days later was the 4th of July, America's national holiday. I had planned to go sailing. Verna saw me getting the boat ready with one arm and asked, "You are not going sailing with one arm, are you?" I replied, "If I have to work with one arm, I can play with one arm." Since she couldn't convince me, she decided to come along. It was a good idea. I got the boat away from the dock and moving along in a good breeze, but after a hundred meters, the line that held the main sail came loose and got caught in a pully at the top of the mast. I had no control over the direction of the boat, which threatened to collide with other boats and even swimmers. A wind surfer saw my plight and swam over to help. When I got to the beach, Verna began to tell me how foolish I had been not to listen to her. I answered, "You shouldn't kick a wounded soldier when he is down!"

PRACTICAL WORK

Male students were required to help shovel snow, mow lawns, make minor repairs and do other tasks around the school. I was always trying to stress safety with the students, so the above incident was quite an embarrassment. It was not the last time I would be embarrassed however. 

One of the students was an accomplished welder, so I had him weld legs for seven round tables and a dozen folding rectangular tables. While he was working on the tables one day, I asked him to pose as though he were welding so I could take a picture of him at work. He gladly obliged and the slide turned out so well that I used it in our furlough slide presentation. After showing those slides a dozen times, a welder in the congregation asked how I could allow the students to use an electric welder without protective goggles!

Female students were required to wash and iron all the students' clothes. The finished clothes were then placed in a cabinet with compartments labeled for each student. A guest student was helping to iron the clothes once, and was not familiar with all the students' names. She knew there was a girl named Siglinde, but didn't realize that there was also a male student named Leopold Siegl. She decided that "Siegl" was the abbreviation for Siglinde and placed her pretty silk underwear in Leo's compartment. 

Once, a female student said that she was tired of washing and ironing; wasn't there some other job that she could do? I explained that the walls of the dining room needed painting if she wanted to do that. She changed her clothes while I got out the paint, roller and tray. I had hardly returned to what I had been doing, when the girl came to complain that the paint needed thinning. I said that the paint was supposed to be applied full strength, "Painting is not an easy job for a girl." 

After fifteen minutes, another girl approached me and said that she too thought that the paint needed thinning. I was not about to give in. "The paint is supposed to be thick," I said, "It is a special paint that covers with one coat and is not easy to apply." 

Ten minutes later, a third girl came and insisted that I come and try to roll paint on the wall myself. In disgust, I complied, prepared to show those silly girls that they would be better off to stick to washing and ironing. "The wall is only half finished," I exclaimed, "By this time, I could have done the job myself and even cleaned out the roller!" I took the roller from the exasperated girl's hand and after dipping it in the paint, tried to roll it out onto the wall. The roller would hardly move! About this time, I also detected a peculiar smell. I picked up the paint can and read the hardly legible label: "Carpet Cement!" 

I will share one more story about ironing clothes. One sunny day three girls were asked to iron clothes. One of them suggested getting an extension cord and ironing outside. She went to the workshop and retrieved a roll of cable and a three-way adaptor. It was the light-weight cable we used for an electric grass trimmer and not even suitable for one electric iron. Most of the cable was still on the roll and before long three 220 volt electric irons were generating a lot of heat. By the time a fuse blew, the cable insulation had melted into a gooey mass. 

We had a student who had worked as a plumber, so when one of the girls told me that a toilet was stopped up in their dorm, I assigned him the job of unplugging it. Instead of grabbing the tools and going, he muttered, "I came here to study the Bible, not unplug toilets. I had enough of that before!" I called him back and said, "Never mind, I have another job you can do." After he left, I went and unplugged the toilet myself. When he heard that I had done the messy job, his conscience bothered him and he came to apologize. He said, "From now on I am responsible for stopped up toilets!" 

A UNIQUE SCHOOL

Schools are for learning and this was of course the main thrust of our Bible Institute. It is not enough to have students eager to learn. Teachers are also necessary, but we had very limited finances.There were always a couple of full-time teachers on staff, but most of our teachers were pastors or professors from other schools who came to teach for a day or week. This enabled us to engage the best qualified teachers without having to hire them. Many were happy to teach without pay. We only paid their transportation costs and sometimes they even refused that.

There were a few problems with this, however. Teachers came from different denominational backgrounds and sometimes espoused minor opposing theological positions. 

We made the best of this situation, in that students were encouraged to prayerfully and respectfully discuss these varying positions with each other and school staff with open Bibles. The students heard a wide range of opinions, positions and interpretations on various matters of doctrine and practice and this forced them to study God's Word, pray and think each premise through carefully. We often asked students what position or interpretation they believed was best and why. 

We had teachers and students who were decidedly pacifist and others who had served in the military. We didn't try to "convert" them to a particular position, but encouraged them to listen and consider arguments from both sides carefully and respectfully. Only in matters of basic scriptural teaching and doctrine did we remain firm. Many, including teachers, had never been exposed to arguments that were contradictory to their own beliefs or traditions. 

SEELSORGE

Several students said that three visiting teachers had completely different ideas about Christian counseling (German: "Seelsorge") and they wondered what they should believe. We discussed the matter in a staff meeting, but realized that we too had different ideas about counseling. The subject was brought before the Board of Directors in the next Board meeting. Once more, there was no clear consensus. I spoke up, saying that personal counseling had hardly been mentioned when I was in Bible college. In recent years, however, it had become one of the most important aspects of Christian ministry. There were many books on the subject, seminars and conferences were held on personal counselling and some Bible colleges offered a major in that field. I then added that "Seelsorge" (literal meaning: care for souls) was nowhere mentiond in the Bible and few people bothered to define the word. 

The Board members discussed the issue for a while, and then the Chairman spoke up and asked me to prepare a paper and, if possible, to make a recommendation for our next Board meeting. I agreed, but had no idea where this would eventually lead me! 

I spent hours studying books on counseling, requested and received thick folders of material from other Bible training schools in Europe, and most importantly, I followed our advice to students in such situations, spending much time in Bible study and prayer, seeking the Lord's guidance and wisdom. My study and research caused me to change my understanding of a number of Biblical passages. In the end, I feared that I might be accused of apostacy if I shared all my findings with Board members. Anyone interested can read about my study on our website under "My Documents", but at the time, I just shared my own definition of counseling and proposed guidelines for discussing the matter with students.

PACKAGING THE GOSPEL

I taught many Bible courses and soon recognized what I felt to be a deficit in our curriculum. The students were getting God's Word, but they struggled to impart what they had learned to others. Our students were required to be involved in local ministires, in a special evangelistic week and during the summer months as part of their education. Staff members, including ourselves, accompanied them. 

I approached the school director, Jack Baumgartner, and suggested teaching a course on what I called “Packaging the Gospel.” I said that Jesus had always taught with parables. My course would include various methods of presentation, the use of audio visuals, illustrations, object lessons, stories and other means to make the message clear and interesting. Jack suggested that I work up a two-hour seminar on the use of audio-visuals, but didn't think the students should receive credits for taking it. I was disappointed in the time allotted me, but was well-prepared the following semester. 

When introducing the course to students, I quoted Matthew 13:34, "All these things Jesus said to the crowds in parables; indeed, he said nothing to them without a parable." I then explained that most of their courses were Bible classes, but this class would teach them how to use parables, object lessons, stories and all kinds of audio visuals to present the gospel and Bible truth. I explained that the human body has important sensory organs and that we must learn to respectfully consider and utilize all of them in our presentations. We are influenced by what we see, hear, feel, smell and taste. Even peripheral influences are important. Temperature, lighting, and distractions of all kinds can nullify or diminish our efforts to teach a truth. Most importantly, we want the student to remember and apply what he or she has learned. 
My "Packaging the Gospel" class soon became a favorite among students. About half a dozen graduates later said that it was the most helpful course they had taken in Bible school. 

The students knew that I practised what I taught. I not only used chalk talks, multimedia, and flip charts, but also incorporated "parables" of all kinds when giving devotions, preaching and even in personal counseling. The Austrian Christian Workers Conference, which was held a week each year, sponsored many local and regional evangelistic outreaches, camps and other events. I was asked to chair the Public Relations Committee. One of our last projects was establishing an internet portal and helping local churches to build and manage their own websites. 

Many Austrians are passionate mushroom hunters who can spot a mushroom in the forest while driving by in the car. In a similar way, I am constantly on the lookout for object lessons, stories and illustrations as a habit. We must make our message interesting and understandable. There is no excuse for boring people with anything as fascinating as the gospel! [Read my book, Images of the Creator should also be Creative.]

STUDENTS FROM THE EAST

There were few Bible Schools and seminaries in Eastern Europe and after 1989, the Austrian Bible Institute was soon receiving applications from Eastern Europeans. These youth had no money to pay for their education, even at $300 per month for room, board and tuition. We shared these conditions with supporters, asking if anyone would like to sponsor a student. 

Arben Kosta was one of the first to apply. He was a gifted young man from Albania, who fled to Austria shortly before his country's government was overthrown. Albania was the only country in the world that had totally outlawed all religion. Arben could draw just about anything with charcoal or pencil, making it look like a black and white photo. He could also speak fluent Albanian, Russian and Italian and while in Austria, he mastered German and English as well. 

Arben had been interned in an Austrian refugee camp near Graz, but was soon transferred to another camp in St. Georgen. Our GMU coworker, Joe Guenther, met him and began regular Bible studies with him. Albania soon became a free country and Arben could have returned to become a successful businessman or politician. But his desire was to return to Albania and help build the Church of Jesus Christ in that land. We encouraged him to first get Bible training and promised that we would help with his financial needs. 

Arben filed an application nearly in the last minute, and I wrote to one of our supporting churches that had said it would like to sponsor such a student. Because school was about to begin, I promised that I would personally vouch for Arben's school payments in order for him to be accepted. Several months passed and I received no response from the church, so I wrote again, explaining that we had been making his payments, but our own financial situation was not very good. This time, we received a reply. 

Every year, several of our supporting churches, including this one, took a special Christmas in July offering for their missionaries. We usually received several hundred Dollars extra at this time of the year and since our regular support checks barely covered normal living expenses, we always looked forward to these extra gifts. The church in question wrote that this year's gift was to help with Arben's school expenses. 

Fortunately, a Home Bible Study group in Graz assumed half of Arben's support, but for three years, we struggled to pay the other half. 

After graduation, Arben returned to Albania as a missionary and joined with German missionaries with Frontiers to start a church in the Northern Albanian city of Kukes. Canadian missionaries serving in Austria with Child Evangelism Fellowship had children about the same age as ours. Their daughter, Sherilyn graduated from a Bible Institute in Germany and went to serve with CEF in Albania. We had a special place in our hearts for both these young people and as we prayed for them, we wondered….  We decided to write both of them to let them know that we are praying. We added a PS that we were also praying "for someone else" in Albania, and if they should ever happen to meet, to give them our greetings.  

Sherilyn wrote back immediately, saying that we should not divulge the information to her parents yet, but they were "almost engaged."

We visited our supporting churches again in 1994 and I told about Eastern Europeans, who were studying in the Austrian Bible Institute, some of whom needed financial support. A member of the above mentioned church approached me after the service and asked, "When you were here before, we said that we would like to sponsor a needy student. Why didn't we hear from you?" I hesitated at first, but then explained that I had written twice and that the church had designated their annual Christmas gift for Arben's education expenses. The questioner started to continue, but then changed the subject. The following day, we were notified that the church was giving us a $500 cash gift and increasing our monthly support by $100. Later, I met the man who had questioned me in a restaurant. He said that he was now Chairman of the Missions Committee and that future correspondence should be directed to his attention.

We also sponsored a young Czech student who became Chaplain of a large, newly constructed rehabilitation center for handicapped children in Budweis, Czech Republic. A Czech girl we sponsored for a semester also served in that same ministry. We had students from Hungary, former Yugoslavia, and a Macedonian from Iran. Other students came from Holland, Ireland, Switzerland and Germany. We even had two American students. They wanted to be missionaries in Austria and saw this as an opportunity to get Bible training and improve their German at the same time.

FIRST WEDDING

In the autumn of 1985, one of the original six students got married in Germany. The entire student body (now 18 persons) and staff (six of us) were invited to the wedding. Klaus forgot his passport, so we had to leave him at the border near Salzburg. Soon after that incident, I was to accompany a group of students to that same town for a special outreach.  Remembering the plight of poor Klaus, I demanded to see each student's passport before we left the school. When we reached the border, I discovered that I had left MY passport at home! I got out of the van at the train station and told the students to drive on without me.  Ashamed and dejected, I sat and waited for a train to take me home. 

Meanwhile, the students reached the border and found my wife Verna waiting there with our car and my passport! They told her where I was and she drove as fast as she could to the train station and found me just in time! After that, it was always the students who asked if I had MY passport!

Index

CHAPTER 22  -  STORM CLOUDS ON THE HORIZON

Although we and the Baumgartners had no major theological differences and had good fellowship in the church and school, we soon recognized that we held differing ideas about organization, finances and personal relationships. 

Because we founded the school and GMU was paying most of the bills, the Executive Committee had made me Business Manager, outlining my duties and competence. Jack, however, believed that a Director was the final authority in all matters relating to the school. He insisted on making all final decisions, from processing student applications, to purchasing toilet paper. It was tedious, but I cooperated fully in the first year. Money matters have destroyed many a Christian organization, and I felt that it was important to be open and cooperative for the sake of our fellowship and for the school's reputation. This worked fairly well in the first year and we had great times of fellowship. 

The number of students and staff tripled in the second year, and the work load increased accordingly. That is when problems began to surface more frequently. Differences were mostly of a trivial nature and I considered these to be a normal component of teamwork. The Baumgartners were not so inclined however, and at times, there were long, heated discussions about what they considered a wrong decision or action. If I made a trivial decision independent of him, I was accused of going behind his back, yet if I brought the matter to his attention, he complained about being unnecessarily burdened. 

During the second year, I took all matters to staff meetings for a decision. Since there were now four couples serving the school, this helped, but other staff objected to the long detailed discussions of matters that didn't pertain to them. No one took minutes at our meetings, and Jack sometimes claimed that we had already discussed and decided certain matters although others could not recall that having happened. I insisted on someone taking minutes at our meetings and everyone getting a copy. That helped, but tensions continued. 

NEW CARS

The Baumgartners had an aging Renault station wagon and we had an older Ford wagon. Students often joked about which car would be the first to go to the junkyard. We both carried jumper cables and tool boxes in the back in event of a break down. And they seemed to occur every month. 

We purchased our car second hand in 1981 after it had been damaged and repaired. Before our furlough in 1982, we sold the car to Graham Lange, and the day he paid us, I drove the car over an embankment, nearly wrecking it. When we returned from furlough, Graham had bought a Volvo and offered to sell the car back to us. We bought it back and drove it many more miles until 1985. The right side was damaged when I slid off the road in a snowstorm. The cracked windshield, a broken seatbelt and all four shocks needed replacing before it could pass inspection. The car owed us nothing, but with the Bible school project, money was tight.

In March, 1985, we set out to pick up Becky from Black Forest Academy for Easter vacation. We had only driven a few miles when the car started to make strange noises. Fortunately, it happened near the small country Ford dealership where I usually got the car serviced. The mechanic said that the transmission needed to be replaced. When I asked what that would cost, the owner was called in for consultation. 

He knew the car and said that it would be better for us to trade it for a new one. He offered us a great deal on a new 1985 Ford station wagon, but we just laughed and said, "That will not happen!" He then explained that the new car had a 5-speed transmission that got much better mileage. With all the miles we traveled and the price of gasoline, our savings would actually pay for the car. We said what we always told car salesmen. "We will pray about it." 

We were about to leave when he saw our suitcases in the back of the car. He said, I hope you aren't going far with that transmission." When I told him we were driving to Kandern Germany, on the French border, he just shook his head and said, "You will never make it. You would be lucky to drive a hundred kilometers with that transmission!" I replied that I was a member of the touring club and could get a free rental car if the car broke down on a trip. 

We drove for 10 hours, fully expecting to get a rental car. The noise got much worse and other motorists stared at us, but we arrived. And we drove another ten hours home again! When we got to the Ford dealership, we had prayed enough and signed a sales contract. Our bank had okayed a loan and thanks to Ronald Reagan, the Dollar exchange was fantastic. The dealer must have been desperate, for he allowed us the full blue book price for our old car in spite of the needed repairs!


When we got home, we told nobody about getting a new car. It would be a surprise.

Meanwhile, the Baumgartners also ordered a new car and they too said nothing. It would be a surprise.

Just before Mother's Day, both cars arrived at the respective dealerships. That afternoon, two new cars drove onto the school lot within an hour of each other. Both cars were red with grey interiors! Verna and I laughed and joked about the coincidence and I am certain that everyone else was amused, but the Baumgartners were not at all happy. They criticized us for keeping it secret, saying that they would have waited if they had known. What would people say when they learned that two school leaders had bought new cars at the same time! 

LAWNMOWERS

In the summer of 1984, I borrowed the church's lawnmower for the Bible Institute lawn, but members were not very happy about that arrangement. The elders said that the school should get it's own mower. I was very understanding and placed this on my "to-do" list for the following Spring. 

Although our mission was paying nearly all bills and the Board had named me Business Manager, I brought up all needs and proposed projects in our staff meetings to avoid conflicts. When I suggested buying a lawn mower in May, I expected Jack to agree if funds were available. Instead, he said that we could use a scythe to cut the grass. I said that I had used one a few times to cut grass for our rabbits, but people working in the sewing factory once saw my futile efforts from the window and a crowd gathered to watch the spectacle. I was not willing to repeat that performance. Jack then said that the lawn mower would be a good project for one of the school's supporters. He would mention the need in the Spring newsletter. 

A man who raised sheep as a hobby read about the need for a lawnmower and talked us into boarding two of his sheep. "Hansel and Gretel will keep the grass mowed and save you the cost of fuel," he said. "You can spend the Lord's money for more important things." 

After the arrival of those sheep, I gained a clearer understanding of the many scripture references to sheep, but the critters certainly didn't save us money or time! And the lawn was worse than before! They ate clover and other tasty varieties of grass, but our campus was mostly covered with the kind of green that tasted lousy and grew tall! In addition, the sheep left excrement all over and it got tracked into buildings.

The campus had a fence around it, but few remembered to close the gate. As anyone knows, the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence, so Hansel and Gretel were always getting out. Our daughter Becky was the only person who knew how to catch them and bring them back. 

We resorted to tying the sheep to stakes. This had certain benefits. Without the freedom of choice, the sheep ate more of the weeds and left their excrement in predictable places. But there were several downsides as well. We had to move the stakes every few hours and untangle the animals whenever they threatened to strangle themselves with the ropes. The campus took on an interesting, overlapped polka-dot design. 

Spring was very wet and cool, ideal conditions for growth, but not conducive to cheerfulness. It seemed like everyone needed help, but everyone was too busy to be bothered. In June, about 50 members of the Gideons were to hold their annual conference in the Bible school. There were also exams and processing of student applications for the fall semester. The summer camp season was almost upon us and I had to prepare the third dormitory. The wooden floor in a large recreation room was rotted, so I ordered a load of concrete and poured a new floor. The sun came out in all its glory right afterward, so I worked feverishly with a couple of students to pull it down and trowel it before it got too hard. I was barely finished when the Director of the school said that the weeds next to the parking lot were too high and had to be cut. I reminded him that we had no mower. A farmer had been cutting it, but said he didn't have time. Jack said that I should use a scythe and I repeated my earlier reasons for declining. That obviously irritated him and he responded by saying, "Okay, I will do it myself! I know how to use a scythe."

Before long, he complained of chest pains and a doctor was called. The doctor ordered an ambulance to get him to the hospital. Even before the ambulance arrived, the telephone rang. His mother in Switzerland had been hit by a car and was not expected to live! She died three days later. Jack had suffered a massive heart attack! All of us at the school were in a state of shock and we immediately notified our praying constuency, urging them to pray for his recovery. After 18 days in the ICU and several weeks in a convalescent home, he was able to return home, but the doctor ordered him to avoid all stress.

I purchased a Lawn-Boy mower and told the owner of the sheep that we no longer needed his animals. He could come get them at his convenience. 

The first time I used the new mower, I had to keep adjusting the carburetor to prevent it from stalling. I finally took the carburetor apart and found the problem. It was made of hard plastic and the small brass seat for the adjustment valve had been screwed in too tight at the factory, stripping the threads. Our Lawn-Boy was under warranty, so I took it back for repairs. The carburetor had to be sent back to the factory in America. Now we had no sheep and no lawnmower!

After Jack's heart attack, I was more resolved than ever not to touch that scythe! I prayed and asked God to please help! I reminded him that he had sent rain to make things grow and now we needed to cut the grass. The Lord answered that prayer in short order. The father of one of our students came to the school to visit his son. He pulled a brand new Honda lawnmower from his car and gave it to me. He explained that it didn't cut properly. I asked why he didn't take it back to the store and get his money returned. He looked at me and said, "I remembered reading in the newsletter that you needed a lawnmower. I figured you could get it fixed. My grass was too high to wait, so I bought another mower."

After he went into the school, I pulled the starter cord and the mower sprang to life on the first pull. The self-propulsion also worked great, but I noticed that instead of cutting the grass, it was just bending it over. I shut the mower down and checked the cutting blade. Sure enough, it was on upside down! When the student's father came back out, I had mowed half the lawn. He looked surprised and wanted to know how I got it to cut. I explained and asked if he wanted it back. He said, "Absolutely not! God told me to give it to you." 

When the new Lawn-Boy carburetor finally arrived, summer was long gone. We now had two good mowers and no more grass to cut! 

Seven Good Years and Seven Lean Years

We opened the Austrian Bible Institute in the Fall of 1984 and experienced steady growth for seven years. After only three years of operation, the Bible Institute had become financially independent of the mission. I believed that it was time to consider purchasing and other members of our School Board agreed, but I was more concerned about relationships that threatened to disrupt the school. Students were beginning to sense that there were tensions and although I had prayed much about the situation and tried several times to seek resolution, there seemed to be no relief. 

In early December, 1989, I began to pray seriously about tendering my resignation as Business Manager of the Bible Institute. Constant differences about simple things like the purchase of a telephone answering machine, putting a tile ceiling in the kitchen, purchasing mattresses and use of a photo copier were stressful and used much energy that could be better invested in important matters. Such tensions were increasing and becoming more obvious to students. 

In early January, 1990, I resolved to "lay out the fleece." I determined to speak with the Director of the mining company about a possible purchase of our property. If the response was positive and the price reasonable, I would remain as Business Manager. If I got a red light, I would tender my resignation. By mid January, I received a triple positive response! The mining company agreed to sell us the property for the value of the land alone, approximately $120,000. The Mayor heard about this and approached me with two more options. He said that he would help us to find a choice property where we could build, or we could consider buying the "Stefan Demuth Property," a large modern hotel-like building used for camps, retreats and conferences. The Mayor said that we could likely get it for about half a million Dollars (6 million AS).

I resolved to share this information with the Executive Committee on January 27, 1990. 

Four members of the Bible Institute staff, including the Director were present in the church prayer meeting that week. Hubert, head deacon and member of the city council, asked about the Bible Institute possibly purchasing the Stefan Demuth property. The Pastor, Franz and Jack listened in disbelief. Jack said that there was no such plan in the works. I then spoke up and said matter of factly, "I spoke with the Mayor about a possible purchase of the present facilities and he suggested we look into the Demuth House. He said that it would be better suited for our purposes."  I added, "I have arranged for the Executive Committee to look at the property when they come for our meeting on Saturday." 
After the tour on Saturday, all were impressed and the consensus was that we should seriously consider buying it if we could get it for 4 to 5 million Schillings ($350,000 – 440,000). I repeated what the Mayor had said, that we could probably get it for 6 million ($520,000). The treasurer spoke up and said, "They would never sell for that!" He then mentioned a property near Linz, that we could get for 3 1/2 million, but it needed work. I said that I believed the school should stay in Ampflwang. The discussion was recorded in the minutes. 

I was asked to find out what the owners were asking and the answer was seven million. An "asking price" is always where one begins negotiations, but you can't start bargaining until you can back up an offer with money!

During the Annual Board Meeting on March 10, 1990, we were on a short three-month furlough in America. The purchase possibilities were discussed and members received my detailed plans of the Demuth property and proposals for purchasing either the campus we had been leasing or the Demuth House. Two men on the Board with business experience were appointed to check into the Demuth property and obtain more details from the owners, but no further decision was made. 

We had a busy summer in 1990 with camps and another All-Euope Conference of GMU from August 27 to September 1. 

At the Executive Committee Meeting on October 13th, it became clear that very few Board members felt we could afford the Demuth property. They said that we could never raise six million Shillings. Reluctantly, I proposed another talk with the Mining Company about purchasing the present facilities. On October 18th, I approached Dr. Kores (Director of the Mining Company), who again stated that they would sell for the value of the land alone. No definite price was given, but he said that it would be the normal selling price in our area. Dr. Eisner, Chairman of our School Board proposed offering them the equivalent of $150,000 for the property. I communicated the offer in writing a few days later.

In late November, one of the Board members told Baumgartners about an available property in Wallsee, Lower Austria which might be suitable for a school. On November 29th, the Baumgartners went to look at it and came back all excited. They exclaimed, "We can buy this lovely property for just six million Shillings!" I walked home in a daze, unable to believe what I had just heard! I had not seen the building, but the price they deemed impossible to raise a month ago for the Demuth property was suddenly within reach! The Pastor of the Ampflwang church also served on the Board, so he and another church leader joined us to inspect the property.

The house in Wallsee was perhaps 500 years old, and built much like a castle, with walls that were three feet thick! It had a lovely view of the Danube River and had once served as a toll house for ship traffic. For many years, it also served as a small monestery, but most recently as a bed & breakfast for bicyclists who biked the Danube River Trail from Vienna to Bavaria. There was a wine cellar and underground passageway that once led to a nearby castle belonging to a member of the Habsburg family, but it had been sealed off at some point. 

The ground floor had a modest kitchen, a dining room, library and an office. A lovely banquet hall with wood paneled ceiling seating about 50 persons, a room that could be used as a classroom and five bedrooms were located on the second floor. Another ten bedrooms were on the third floor. There was a community bathroom on the second and third floors and toilets on the ground floor. All students, male and female would live in the same building but there was no room for married students or staff. Very little land was included with the building, but the Baumgartners said it would be possible to purchase adjoining land, including a modern bungalow next door. Nearby apartments could be rented or purchased for married students and staff. All this would make the Wallsee building more expensive than the asking price for the Demuth property, but I was convinced that the owners would accept any reasonable offer.

Our next committee meeting was January 26, 1991, so there would be time to think and pray about the matter. I felt that the Baumgartners would lose their original infatuation with the Wallsee property by that date

In our staff meeting on January 11, Jack said that each of the four couples on full-time staff should write statements expressing their feelings and opinions in advance of the Executive Committee meeting, which would take place on January 27th. We met again on the 25th to share these with each other prior to the Executive Committee meeting. The general consensus was that remaining in Ampflwang would be preferable. Even the Baumgartners expressed this opinion and I breathed a sigh of relief. 

I drew scaled floor plans and sketches of the three properties in question, listing advantages and disadvantages of each property. I also made careful calculations of cost and other factors illustrated with graphs. I presented these to the Board in our January 27 meeting. I gave my opinion that if our offer of $150,000 for the present property was accepted, we should grab it. We could pay cash and build as funds became Available. I showed that the Demuth property would cost no more than the one in Wallsee. It was located in Ampflwang, was more suitable for our purposes, and there was enough property to sell parcels if we needed money. In Wallsee, we would have to buy property for expansion. 

The Demuth property had been on the market for two years already. Both the Mayor and the owners had indicated that they would accept a lesser offer. I said that if we offered 6 million, they  would definitely accept. A Board member, who had been Business Manager of a large Austrian firm for many years agreed with that assessment.  

I made it clear that we could not move to Lower Austria because I was the Field Director for our mission and we had selected Upper Austria as our target area. If the school moved, they would have to find another Business Manager. 

When we wrote our January 1991 newsletter (below), We described all the "IF"s in life but emphasized the importance of recognizing that "He" is ultimately in control. The difficult issue of purchasing property was on my mind, but I felt confident that God was about to do something big in Austria.

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Following is a copy of our Alpine Echo newsletter of January 20, 1991 (without photos), written and sent six days prior to the January 26 Executive Committee meeting. 

What a difference a two-letter word can make! Take that little word "IF" for example.

Locate the "letters "I" and "F" in the alphabet. Now, move from the "I" one position to the left and you have an "H".

Next, move from the "F" one position to the left and you get "E".

There is little difference between "IF" and "HE", is there not?

"IF only that person was not so impossible!
"HE delights in doing the impossible! (Luke 1:37)

"IF only the Dollar exchange would go up instead of down all the time!"
"HE shall supply all our needs." (Phil 4:19)

"IF we could only… "
"We can do all things through Christ; HE strengthens us!" (Phil. 4:13)

"IF we just had..."
"HE owns the cattle on a thousand hills" (Psalm 50:10); "All things are ours; we are Christ's; Christ is God's." (I Corinthians 3:21-23)

IF we had known back in 1964, what we would be facing as missionaries, would we have made the same decision? IF we had known of all the difficulties, heartaches, separations, trials and Problems?

What IF we had known about all the blessings, fruit, answered prayers, joyful experiences and victories that awaited us before we entered those times of difficulties and problems?

Our decision to follow the Lord's leading to Austria was not a step in the dark, but a walk in the light. It is not OUR light, but HIS. Many times it appears dark to us, but the Lord sees very well and tells us to walk in faith. Like the infrared light that helps cameras focus and changes TV channels, we don't need to see it to know it works. We knew and still know the LORD in whom all power , knowledge, grace and comfort subsists. IF we know HIM, that is sufficient!

Still, it bothers us sometimes that the Lord sheds his light so "sparingly" upon our path! IF only we could see what lies at the end of the road, or at least a few steps ahead! But there are times when only HE sees the path on which we trod. Because we are human and cannot see things through God's eyes, we are prone to doubt. Time and again, we catch that little word "IF" trying to sneak into our thinking and vocabulary. "IF" would gladly usurp the position of authority in our hearts that only "HE" should occupy. "IF" is a child of doubt; HE is author and finisher of faith! "IF" tries to seduce us into questioning God's love, his wisdom, his knowledge, his authority, his very existence! What a world -- no, what an eternity of difference there is between these two small words!

Often, after going through times of discouragement, stress, financial difficulty, poor health or spiritual adversity; we thanked the Lord that all these problems didn't hit us at once! Certainly, we could not take that!

During 1990, the Lord seemed to allow that to happen! Like the ruthless fury of the hurricane that hit Austria in late February, storms of life have been battering us all year. Verna was already in America helping Becky move when the hurricane came through. Electric was out a total of 13 hours. High winds ripped the siding off the back of the school building. After working feverishly to repair the damage, complete the Bible Institute bookkeeping, pack suitcases and put together two slide presentations, Ralph set the alarm for 3:00 a.m. and crawled into bed. When he set out for the airport at 3:30, all major roads from Ampflwang were blocked by fallen timber. One resident was killed when a tree fell on his car. Ralph managed to get to the airport, using back roads. Winds began to subside however, and the plane was cleared for takeoff.

Our short two-month furlough brought more turbulence, including expensive car repairs and the death of Verna's mother. All year, the exchange rate for the Dollar continued to fall. In June, Verna underwent a complete hysterectomy. We could go on and on, but don't want to bore you with "our" First Corinthians eleven!

Although we have received a few battle scars, we are amazed at how the Lord brought us through 1990! It was no more difficult than in other years with God's grace.

In Numbers 11, Moses complained that the entire burden of responsibility for Israel rested upon his shoulders. "IF I only had a few helpers…" he must have grumbled. So God told him to select 70 men. HE then took of the spirit that was upon Moses and distributed it among the seventy! (verse 25). The Bible is full of such illustrations of God's sufficiency under adverse circumstances.

We have often found ourselves frustrated that the owners of the leased Bible Institute property refused to consider our offers to buy. "IF" they would only agree to sell….

Suddenly, the owners have agreed to sell -- on our terms! At the same time, two other suited properties have been offered to us for reasonable prices. What IF we make a wrong decision? IF we sign a contract, can we raise the money? IF we opt to buy one of the other properties, what should we do with the complex we are presently leasing? IF we only knew! IF we just had the money… Say, haven't we been here before?

As a teenager, I owned a noisy pink convertible that must have annoyed the neighbor's dog, because it would chase my car until all of its energy was expended. One day, I decided to see what the dog would do IF I allowed him to catch my car just once. I applied the brakes, bringing the car to an abrupt halt. The dog at first looked puzzled, but then tucked its tail between its legs and ran for home!

We have asked you to pray, and God has answered. Should we run away now? ...or ask you to stop praying? Absolutely not! Answered Prayer and attained goals are often the greatest tests of faith. A servant who is faithful in little, is entrusted with much. But it is the all sufficient grace of God which gives victory in any case. We call upon you again to pray for us. Even IF it means more work, more responsibility or more problems. It also means that HE gives us more of His grace!

You belong to the "seventy" whom the Lord has chosen to help us in our work. He has endowed each of us with his Spirit according to our involvement in his work. Some of us are sent while others give and pray. Lets place all those IFs behind us and discover what great things HE can do with and through us in 1991!


Ralph and Verna Harvey

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

The January 26, 1991 Executive Committee meeting took place just five days after we sent the above newsletter. The three couples working full time with the school had written their opinions and positions regarding a property purchase to share in this meeting. I only have our own paper, in which we stated that we felt the school should remain in Ampflwang, and that we could endorse purchasing either of the two properties offered in Ampflwang. Ampflwang had proved itself to be a very good host for the school. By remaining in town, the move would be simple and there would be no need to change the name ("Bibelschule Ampflwang").

Summer camps conducted in the Bible School facilities had become quite popular in all Austria. If the Bible Institute purchased the Demuth property in Ampflwang, I would be in a good position to acquire the former campus for camps, retreats and conferences. The lease for the property was still in my name and the owners had already agreed to sell. I shared this possibility with the Director of the bank that we had been dealing with for years and asked about possible financing. He surprised me by saying that they would finance the entire amount if we wanted! 

This purchase could of course be realized even if the school moved elsewhere. But having both a Bible School and a Camp & Conference Center in the same town would have many advantages, especially for the school.

In the January meeting, the Board decided to write a letter to all friends and supporters of the Bible School, explaining our situation and the present options, asking for their input and also if they could foresee contributing towards a purchase or offering an interest-free loan. I must confess that I was not happy with this decision. I felt that we needed to demonstrate our faith in God by determining what we believed He wants instead of us responding to their faith. 

The letter to friends of the school was mailed in early February in hopes of getting replies in time for our  annual Board Meeting on March 9th, 1991.  In spite of my doubts, the response to the letter was overwhelming! Some sent large gifts immediately for whatever we decided! Others made pledges and offered interest-free loans (some of which were later changed to outright gifts!). 

This amazingly generous response from friends of the school gave me new hopes and we prayed much for the March Board Meeting.

The Annual Board meeting was on our wedding anniversary, March 9, 1991. When the subject of purchasing the property in Wallsee came up, I objected for a number of reasons. I argued that the facility was too small, not suited for a school and too expensive for what we were getting. I also felt strongly that the school should remain in Ampflwang, where we had two purchase options and wouldn't need to change our name. In my opinion, both of these options would be a wiser investment and also allow for growth. 

Fifteen of eighteen Board members were present. Nine voted to purchase the house in Wallsee and five voted for Ampflwang. Those opting for Ampflwang included the Chairman, Treasurer, and Business Manager (me). There was one abstention. 

It was no secret to Board Members that the Director and I had occasional differences, a few of which had been brought before the Board. It hurt me that a majority of the Board members supported the preference of the School Director, but the latter's response to the vote was even more painful. In most Christian organizations, a 9-5-1 vote would have been cause for a moratorium and new vote attempting to reach unamity, but there was no discussion. Jack simply asked if the decision would cause problems for anyone other than the Harveys (I had made it clear that we would not be moving with the school). No one responded.

The church in Ampflwang had been praying much about our decision and the following day was Sunday. I didn't have the heart to inform the church and suggested to Jack that he break the news. After announcing the outcome of the meeting, Jack added a sentence that left me dumbfounded. He said that he and Elisabeth could not move to Wallsee within the next two years due to their children's schooling! Following the service, I reminded him of his question in the previous day's meeting and asked for an explanation. He replied that he and his wife had not considered many aspects of such a move until after the meeting!

DOUBLE STANDARDS

Thou shalt not have in thy bag divers weights, a great and a small. (Deuteronomy 25:13)

I was deeply disturbed that Board members made the most important decision since founding the school giving it seemingly little thought. I sat down and made a long list of the "diverse weights" which had played a part in the decision process. 

The School Director had given a number of objections to purchasing our present facilities and/or the Demuth property, which were recorded in the minutes. Exactly a year later, when the Board was discussing the Wallsee property, Jack argued quite differently.

1990: "The Demuth House is smaller than our present facilities and would only provide room for 50 students." 

1991: "We can be happy if we keep the number of students we now have."  "29 beds are more than sufficient; the Demuth House is much too big!"

The facts: The facilities we were presently using had 70 beds and the Demuth house had 120. The building in Wallsee had only 29. Wallsee had a little more than half the usable floor space as the buildings we were presently leasing. The Demuth property offered double the floor space. 

Furthermore, two thirds of the rooms in Wallsee were on one floor, meaning an uneven distribution of students and guests.  In the annual Board meeting, I asked where we could put up visitors and guests who attended seminars. The Director replied that they could stay in surrounding hotels and guest houses.  In spite of this, he wrote in a newsletter promoting the purchase, "Seminar participants and guests will enjoy sleeping in our lovely rooms." 

1990:
"The Demuth House has a stairway which would create too much noise for a school... There is no cellar or attic... I am against any option that would require much renovation or construction."

1991:
"The Wallsee house has a stairway, which would be ideal should we decide to build an addition." "The garage could be made into a library and we could possibly build out the attic for additional space."

The facts: The Demuth house had both attic and cellar, but these had already been finished out and were totally usable. The attic and cellar of the Wallsee property could not have been altered for anything other than storage space. Because of its historical significance, no major alterations would have been permitted.

1990: "Both male and female students would be living in the same building... The apartment [in the Demuth building] would have to be reserved for a member of staff to watch over the students." "Where could married students live?"

1991: I argued that in Wallsee, male and female students would be living in close proximity with no place for staff, Jack saw no problem with this.

The facts: The Demuth House was four stories high. Female students and male students could have lived on two separate floors with staff apartments in between. 

1990: "The Demuth House is too expensive at 6 million Shillings."

1991: "The Wallsee property is a bargain for only 6 million Shillings." 

Although I argued that we could get the Demuth House for 6 million Shillings or even less, the Board didn't even bother to make an offer. I also argued that there was enough land with the house (10,700 square meters), that we could sell some to help pay for it if needed. Instead, the Board voted to buy the house in Wallsee. And because it had only 1,500 sq. meters of land, they purchased 400 sq. meters from a neighbor for an additional 300,000 Shillings and the Director's house for over a million Shillings. Still, Jack wrote friends of the school that we had made the "optimum choice.“ 

1990:  Franz said that we should only consider moving to an urban area, preferably Vienna, where there are many churches in which students can get involved in ministry.

1991:  Franz urged the Board to vote for the Wallsee option, although the town is far from any urban area and there were no nearby evangelical churches. When I asked him about his previous position, he said, "Oh that was just a momentary idea I had." 

1990:  When the Board talked about making the Mining Company an offer (October), our Treasurer said that we should offer 3 million Shillings. I said we should not offer more than 1.5 million, which would give us some leeway to bargain. 

1991:  I made an offer of only 1.4 million, but four months later, the Treasurer claimed that I had offered them far too much! He then said that I should do some calculations and come up with a comparison of the properties. I replied that I had already done this and sent copies to every Board member several weeks earlier. He found the papers in his file - unread! He then voted for Wallsee. 

In our school staff meetings, Jack and Franz said that they didn't want to continue having summer camps in the Wallsee school facilities. I offered to take responsibility for camps, but they remained adamant. 
Shortly thereafter, Jack wrote in our quarterly school paper that the new school would be ideally suited for summer camps. 
An architect who served on the Board estimated that the Wallsee property was worth double the asking price of 12,000 Shillings per square meter. I argued that the owners would be fortunate to unload the property for 8,000/ m². Jack said that the owners were being very gracious to wait for our decision. 

MY DILEMMA

I was deeply disappointed and frustrated with all this and seriously entertained the prospect of resigning from the Board. Others often asked me for advice when they found themselves in similar circumstances. I told them, "If by sitting on a block of ice, it continues to melt, stay put! If you are beginning to freeze, move!" "If your bailing is keeping the ship afloat, keep bailing! If it is sinking, disembark!" 

I have seen spiritual men and women leave churches and Christian organizations simply because there were faults or areas of disagreement. Had they stayed on board a bit longer, they might have been successful in keeping the long term investment of God's people from being "tossed before the swine." 

The purchase was finalized soon after the decision was made. In spite of my reservations, I continued to give full support to the school and, as Business Manager, I worked to raise money for the purchase. We were able to raise $300,000 in gifts and pledges in just four months! Nearly all that money came from Austrians who had supported the school from the beginning and had full confidence in the Board's decision.

When the Bible Institute moved to Wallsee, our hearts were nearly broken. This was partly due to decisions that were made by the Board and school leaders which we felt were not properly bathed in prayer or considered in the light of possible consequences for the school. If we had thought that a move to Wallsee would be beneficial to the school spiritually, numerically, financially or in some other tangible way, we would have given it our full support. But proponents of the move could not provide me one reason for optimism. 

The question now, was, "Should we stay and keep trying to melt the ice, or is it time to move?" "Should we keep bailing, or leave a sinking ship?" After much prayer and soul-searching, I opted to continue serving on the Board and agreed to teach Bible and other subjects. We also gave personal financial support to two students from the Czech Republic and one from Albania. 

MOVING DAY

The weather on October 2, 1991 was mixed with a little sun, some rain and mostly cloudy skies. A huge tractor trailer truck with two trailers rolled onto the campus of the Bible Institute in Ampflwang. It was a sad day for us. The school was leaving Ampflwang for ever. The name would change and much more. 

I paused from the task of loading boxes and articles of furniture long enough to take a few pictures. The sky was black and a light rain was falling, but the sun came out briefly. I thought, "God is crying, but he is at least there!" I picked up my camera to photograph the truck and heard Verna gasp, "A rainbow!" There, covering the entire campus was a lovely rainbow, sent by God --just for us! Only after the film was developed, did I realize that there was a toilet in the center of the picture, waiting to be loaded onto the truck! That picture has a special significance to me and relates an important message. God promises both blessings and curses. There are conditional and unconditional promises. We had experienced many blessings during these past seven years and God had kept his promises. Some of those blessings would be transported to Wallsee, but there was other baggage that could and should have been left behind. No sin dies a natural death but we must deal with it according to scripture. 

On October 19, 1991, hundreds of people converged on the former campus of the Bible Institute for a large flea market and auction. Because the new campus was smaller, many items could not be used and were sold. 

The most difficult part of the move to Wallsee for us, was the fact that we would no longer be working with the students. I continued to serve on the Board and taught a couple of classes, but we both really missed the close fellowship, interaction and prayer times with students and staff.  After the school moved, our days suddenly felt empty and lifeless. 

ANOTHER HOPE DASHED

We had always sensed the need for a camp and conference center in Austria and the campus in Ampflwang was ideally suited for this purpose. The bank that we had dealt with for many years, offered to finance a purchase at a reasonable interest rate. The church, mission, print shop, summer camps and Bible school operations had funneled a lot of money into town that benefitted local businesses including the bank. I was confident that we could pay for the buildings from camp and conference income. 

After the decision was made to move the Bible Institute to Wallsee, the Directors of the mining company decided to move their offices from the present headquarters in Ottnang to the buildings we were vacating. When I learned this, I approached the Mine Director and reminded him that the lease contract was in my name and still valid. There was a clause which required 12 months notification to cancel the contract. We had invested a lot of money in renovations and I intended to use the facilities for camps and conferences at least for the next twelve months according to contract. But I said that I wanted to purchase the property and that our contract gave us the first option to buy. 

The mining company had not expected my reaction and was forced to negotiate a deal with me. I said that I would agree to a cancelation if they paid $50,000 by the first of November to cover our investments. They agreed, and even though there was no legal obligation on my part, I applied that money towards the purchase of the new campus. 

FROM OPTIMISM TO DESPONDENCY

I always told people that the Austrian Bible Institute was a "miracle school". At a meeting of the Board in 1989, I said that, in God's eyes, the school was probably the most important institution in Austria, even more important than the Austrian Parliament or United Nations City in Vienna.  

The others looked at me like I was crazy and asked how I could make such an assertion. I explained that God was more concerned about his church than anything else in Austria. Our school was the only Bible School and was important for the future of the Austrian church. 

Toward the end of 1991, however, I grew increasingly depressed and asked God repeatedly why he had permitted the move. As I prayed, God began to admonish me. Had I not committed my life to him? Had I not been telling everyone that the Bible Institute was God's work and not mine? Why then was I complaining because God was not doing things my way? As I began to assess the new situation in which I found myself, I began to seriously seek God's leading for our remaining years (or perhaps days) of service in Austrria. I remained a member of the Board and taught several Bible courses and what the school called  "Use of Audio-Visuals," but I called it "Packaging the Gospel."
A NEW CAMPUS WITH OLD AND NEW PROBLEMS

I hoped and prayed that the spiritual climate among staff members would improve without our presence. This was unfortunately not the case. After the school moved, tensions persisted. A gifted full-time teacher resigned and requested the Board to deal with internal staff relationships. I supported his request, but the Director argued that there were no serious problems and the Board accepted his explanation. 

Prior to the purchase, those in favor of purchasing the Wallsee property argued that it was in excellent condition. I showed them from careful calculations and official assessments that the heating and electric would need to be replaced and the plumbing was minimally sufficient for our needs. Because the building was historically registered and protected, modernization and even minor alterations would be difficult if not impossible to get past authorities. The purchase price was in my opinion much too high, but there was little attempt to negotiate. Instead, additional land and a house for the Director were also purchased. A long list of needed repairs never got done in the next seven years for lack of money. Student enrollments decreased steadily and good students dropped out for no given reason. The school had seen good groth in Ampflwang, three years after the move, there were only eight students in all three levels, half of whom were foreigners.

I was asked to give a speech for the tenth anniversary celebration of the Bible Institute on October 16, 1994.  I read an unusual news item from the previous day's newspaper. A woman in California had given birth to two healthy babies, but they were born several weeks apart! The mother had two separate wombs! I then drew an analogy between this incident and the birth of triplet schools in Austria: 

"Ten years ago, there was no Bible training institution in Austria. But God planted the desire and burden for this in the heart of his church. There were three differing views of what such a school should be like. Some Christians felt that the school should be under the umbrella of the Lutheran State Church. Another group believed that Austria needed to train leaders in the churches rather than take them out of their environment. We and others were convinced that a resident training program was needed. Little did any of us realize at that time, that the Church of Jesus Christ in Austria had three separate and healthy wombs! Now, in 1994, three Austrian Bible training schools are alive and well, all celebrating their tenth birthdays!" 
Several in attendance said that my words were encouraging, but inwardly, I was miserable.  At least one of those three schools was perhaps alive, but not doing well. 

Jack Baumgartner resigned as school director in the Spring of 1996, and the Board called a German missionary, Rudolf Borchert, as the new Director. Rudolf had good pastoral gifts and abilities, but his lack of organizational skills caused additional problems. I was asked by the Board to spend one day a week helping him with organization.

By 1998, there was only one student living in the school. The rest were married and living off campus. The last graduation was held on July 4th, 1999. In America, people were celebrating Independence Day, but I was in mourning. The Bible School closed its doors and the property was placed on the market.

SALVAGE OPERATION

The Board spent a lot of time working on a new school concept that would hopefully appeal to churches and attract more Austrian students. The basic idea was as follows:

* The Bible school (teachers) will be brought to the students. 

* Classes will be held in existing churches and buildings in several major cities. 

* Most courses would take place on weekends or evenings. 

* Students would not have to leave their homes, churches or jobs to study. 

In the early years of the Bible Institute, the Lord gave me a special verse. God reminded me that his work is eternal and not just composed of material things and buildings. "Now therefore let it please thee to bless the house of thy servant, that it may be before thee forever; for thou blessest o Lord, and it shall be blessed forever." (I Chronicles 17:27)

There are dozens of graduates out there serving the Lord, in Austria and in other lands. Some of them have begun ministries that are being greatly blessed of God. Among our graduates are pastors, missionaries, a mission director, a Christian publisher, the founder of an international youth organization and others who are serving the Lord in various capacities. 

As I will share later, God also had special plans for the Bible Institute that none of us could ever have deemed possible.
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CHAPTER 23  -  A CHANGE OF WALLPAPER

When Austrians are fed up with daily routines or the constant pressures of life, they often speak of the need for "a change of wallpaper." They need a vacation or at least a day off to relax and do something different. It had only been a year and a half since we took a three-month furlough, but we decided to fly to America again for three months beginning December 18th. We needed a change of wallpaper! 

Instead of a refreshing change, however, we had three very difficult months. It was difficult to speak with enthusiasm about the school's move and to share our uncertain plans for future ministry with supporters, yet we desperately needed their prayers. We had no home base and traveled much, staying with friends and relatives. 

We spent Christmas 1991 with our friend, Charlie McCoy, and while there, a young man that Becky met at Bob Jones University came to visit and asked for the hand of our daughter. Verna and I were not very impressed with him, but our daughter seemed to be happy and if he was to become our son-in-law, we could hardly afford to create a strained relationship from the start. 

From January 9 through February 3, 1992, we had flights to Atlanta, Los Angeles and Kansas City for meetings, visits with supporters and the mission. After returning to Philadelphia, we drove to western Pennsylvania for more meetings. While there, I got a call from my brother, saying that my father had died in a fire. 

We returned to Austria on March 19, 1992 to the same "wallpaper" that we left behind three months earlier. It was wallpaper that we didn't wish for and didn't like, but there seemed little that we could do to change it. 

While we were in America, the mining company spent $200,000 renovating the former Bible Institute buildings, but then decided that they didn't need them after all! The mining company was closing its doors forever! If we had been in Austria or even known about this development, I would have siezed the opportunity to at least make another offer to buy the campus. But when we returned, the property had been sold to the town. A new kindergarten was to be constructed on the site, so the buildings had to go. The Mayor knew of our interest in a camp and conference center and offered me the four buildings free, which were constructed of pre-fabricated segments. I only needed to dismantle and move them to another location. The Mayor even offered to help me find a suitable property. This time I decided to leave the decision up to God rather than a bank. I quickly wrote a letter describing the opportunity to supporters but there was no response whatsoever. I watched as others took the buildings down and transported them to new locations. 

FRANKENMARKT WALLPAPER

We were perhaps past our prime physically, but Verna and I both had good educations and 30 years of missionary experience. We felt that our best years could still lie ahead of us, but what should we be doing and where? 
In 1980, our GMU field council selected an area of about 50 square miles between the provincial capitols of Linz and Salzburg as our primary target area for church planting. By 1992, there were indigenous churches in Ampflwang, Vöcklabruck, Gmunden and Ried. Our missionaries were working to establish churches in Attnang and Frankenburg, but the twin cities of Vöcklamarkt and Frankenmarkt were still waiting. Only two miles separated the two municipalities, which were strategically located on the major East-West rail line and national highway #1. The Guenthers looked unsuccessfully for housing here for 8 months and our son, Richard, searched for an apartment here for more than a year without success. Now, the Field Executive Council, which made placement decisions, decided that we should give it a try.

It turned cold early in 1992, but we had not ordered coal for our furnace. We held off ordering in hopes of finding a place to live in our target area. When inside temperatures fell below tolerable levels, we finally ordered coal for the winter. After a week with no delivery, we were living in our winter coats and began calling the coal distributor daily, asking when our coal would come. He kept promising, "tomorrow," but tomorrow never came.  

Then, the owner of the house we were renting informed us that he planned to remodel the house and we would have to find another place to live. Now we knew why the coal had not come! We immediately cancelled the order, but there was a new problem. Where were we to go?
Moving in Europe is nothing like moving in North America where people change addresses every few years. Nearly all Austrians own their own homes and many who don't, live in company-owned apartments or subsidized government housing that is not available to foreigners. There are few newspaper ads offering houses or apartments for rent, but there are many ads from people looking for a place to live. This keeps rent high and renters humble. People who rent, must accept whatever is available. Price, location, size and condition are seldom criteria of choice! As a rule, the renter must pay several months rent in advance and/or leave a caution fee with a bank. This is repaid with interest if not needed to restore the house to the condition it was in at the time of signing the contract. 

Rented apartments or homes come unfurnished. "Unfurnished" means no light fixtures, floor coverings or curtain rods. There are no built-in closets. Kitchens have no cabinets - not even a kitchen sink! In most cases, the bathrooms have fixtures, but you can't count on it. Often, there is not even a hot-water heater or source of heat. We had basic furnishings, curtains, light fixtures and kitchen cabinets in our present home, but could we make them fit another house or apartment? 

Right after receiving the notice to move, we saw a newspaper ad for a house to rent. It was located exactly between Frankenmarkt and Vöcklamarkt! We responded immediately and were invited to look at it. It had a garage and yard, was inexpensive and there was even a telephone installed! We said immediately that we wanted to rent it. Our euphoria soon abated however. The owner informed us that more than 50 others had responded to the ad. He would decide who gets the house later in the week. Because he was Roman Catholic and knew that we were protestant missionaries, we didn't see much chance of being selected. 

On Friday, we received a telephone call from the house owner. He was giving us first choice! This had to be the Lord's working! We signed the legal papers immediately and were surprised that no caution fee or other conditions were made -- with one exception. It was made very clear that we could only rent the house for two years, after which we had to move. The owner had begun a relationship with a young lady and planned to marry in two years. I called the coal distributor and asked that the coal be delivered to our new address.

After we were settled in our new home, we became quite friendly with the landlord, who lived with his parents. On one occasion, I asked why he had selected us from the long list of people who wanted to rent his house. He said, "When you entered the house, you took off your shoes." After a brief pause, he added, "My father said he liked you and insisted that I give you the house." I had admired the lovely hand carved wooden ceilings in his father's farm house and asked if a local cabinet maker had done the work. Our landlord's father proudly stated that he had carved and installed the ceilings himself. 

Soon after moving, we invited the landlord's parents over for coffee and cake. I mentioned how happy we were that they had encouraged their son to rent the house to us. They replied that there was another reason. The landlord had called all of our former neighbors to ask what kind of people we were. All said how sorry they were to learn that we were moving; one of them was even sobbing!  

A little later, I jestingly asked if he was going to make a hand-carved wood ceiling for his son's house. The father thought for a minute and replied, "That would make a great Christmas present!" He actually did! He made and installed a very attractive carved wooden ceiling in the living room, and because "we were religious," he carved an appropriate slogan into the wood! Translated, it read, "God is Lord, even in these times!" 
The landlord's relationship with the woman was dissolved and we lived in that house for ten years! When we decided to retire from missionary service in Austria, the landlord sold the house. The hand-carved ceiling was just for our enjoyment!

ST. GEORGEN WALLPAPER
When we started looking for a house, our son Richard was still living with us. He had returned to Austria as a single missionary and, as I already mentioned, he had been unsuccessful in finding an apartment in our target area. When we found our house, however, the Lord led him to a furnished apartment in St. Georgen where our mission had a refugee camp ministry. 

The owner of the apartment also had scores of applicants but gave Richard the keys. I asked why he had decided to rent to a single young man and he gave three reasons. He said, "When you folks entered, you took off your shoes. When I mentioned the caution fee, you said that it was reasonable because the apartment was very nice." Then he added, "The main reason I selected your son as tenant, was because of the address he handed me. I took one glance at it and realized that he lived in the very house where I lived as a child! If I once lived in his house, then it is only proper that he should live in mine." 

What are the chances of that when the two houses are fifteen miles apart? And if we had moved a day or two earlier, we would have given him our new address!
NEW YORK WALLPAPER

I wrote earlier that Becky was engaged at Christmas time in 1991. We returned to Austria on March 19, 1992 and in May, Becky broke her engagement. Shortly after that, she quit her job! She had been taking care of the spoiled brats of a wealthy couple, but was not allowed to discipline them. It got too much for her to handle and she quit. She moved in with my sister Helen until she could find another job. Helen's husband, Craig, was pastor of Patchogue Baptist Church on Long Island.
A young man named David Pallmann was a member of the church. He had met our daughter on a previous occasion and was disappointed to learn that she was already engaged. He was young, good-looking and the owner-founder of a successful software company called UltraSoft Corporation. 

When David learned that Becky was both unemployed and unengaged, he wasted no time hiring her. Becky told us that they were dating and we began to get concerned, but Helen assured us that David was a fine Christian young man and we didn't need to be worried. She said that several girls in the church hoped he would notice them, but David only had eyes for our daughter.

Two days after we looked at the house in Frankenmarkt, David Pallmann flew to Austria to ask for our daughter's hand. We were very impressed; things were looking up! 

THE WEDDING

Our daughter's wedding was set for March 20, 1993 and it was a great wedding despite (or perhaps because of) numerous unplanned occurrences which make such occasions memorable! Before the wedding, we warned the pair that something always goes wrong at weddings, adding, "If they hadn't run short of wine at the wedding in Cana, we might never have known that Jesus was there!" The Pallmann wedding should be entered in the "Funniest Home Video" TV Show. 

THE PREPARATION

Verna flew from Austria a week early to help prepare the wedding. She not only sewed her own dress, but also much of what the bridesmaids wore. She baked over twenty cakes (mostly Austrian recipes) in three days. A friend of Verna's came from western Pennsylvania to decorate the wedding cake.
Richard and I flew to Newark shortly before the wedding just after terrorists tried to blow up the World Trade Center. (Seven years later, on 9/11, there was a second, more successful attack!) Our plane had to wait on the tarmac until President Clinton was able to get out of the airport to inspect the damage.
We wanted to make the wedding as simple and Austrian as possible and were pleasantly surprised to discover that the florist was born in Austria!  A member of the groom's church, where the wedding was to take place, was a professional caterer and agreed to do the job for us at cost. He said that he knew where he could get the desired German bread and wurst for open faced sandwiches. The rest of the finger food would consist of vegetable platters with cheese dips and fruit platters. In addition to this, we wanted plenty of rich Austrian "muesli" and about twenty gallons of punch. 

Those were the plans, but it was not to work out that way. Three weeks before the wedding, the caterer decided that the pastor should not be mentioning social issues in his sermons (members were encouraged to boycott stores selling pornography and write letters to their leaders on the abortion issue). When the pastor and other church leaders "stuck to their guns", the caterer decided to seek fellowship elsewhere. The groom asked him if he would still do the wedding and he agreed, but it became increasingly evident that "his heart was not in it."  He never committed himself to a price (or anything else for that matter) but his "estimates" kept climbing. 

Three days before the wedding, the caterer informed us that he had decided to "save us a lot of money" by making Swedish meatballs for only $400!  Verna explained that we had already purchased dishes that were not suitable for hot food, but he insisted. Verna then politely informed him that we would not need his services.

During a two-hour shopping spree in the Pathmark store, we purchased food for only $204.01 (worth $500 at Austrian prices). We obviously could not prepare and serve all that food ourselves, so after Wednesday night prayer meeting, Verna explained our dilemma to a retired Home-Economics teacher and asked if she would help. She was the right one to ask, for she promptly put an emergency plan into action, recruiting a number of the church ladies in record time. 

THE CEREMONY

The ring bearer dropped both rings on the stairs before entering the sanctuary, but someone noticed and rescued them. The ring bearer and flower girl were dressed in home-made Austrian costumes and looked adorable. They were the three-year-old grandchildren of my sister and brother-in-law, Helen and Craig Adams.  Craig was Pastor of the groom's church and officiated at the wedding ceremony. Both were in our wedding thirty years earlier, on March 9, 1963! The flower girl's father was our ring bearer and son of the officiating pastor! 

Becky saved and dried all the roses that Dave gave her (not a few) during their courtship. The flower girl was to sprinkle the dried rose petals in the aisle but that never happened. The ring bearer tripped over the flower girl's basket in the foyer and rose petals were spilled all over the floor. Many hands helped to pick them up, but the ring bearer began to cry and refused to walk to the front of the church with his cousin. After some coaxing from their parents, the cute pair finally marched triumphantly down the aisle. The ring bearer clutched his pillow with the rings tightly against his chest, lest they should again fall to the floor. The flower girl forgot or refused to scatter her rose petals in the aisle. Upon reaching the front of the church, both children retreated to the refuge of their parent's laps, but when it came time for the recessional, they bravely returned to their posts. 

The three Pallmann brothers were groomsmen and our sons were ushers. All looked terrific, clad in black tuxedos with bright pink cumberbands and bow ties. Richard managed to find a box of "UltraSoft" tissues (the name of the groom's software company), which he dutifully offered the MOTB (Mother of the bride) as he accompanied her to the appointed pew. 

This was "payday" for Rick. He and Becky had made a deal at her High School graduation in the Black Forest of Germany. Whoever got married first, was to buy the other a case of Coke!  For a while, it seemed like a ping pong match, with each of them getting engaged and disengaged!

 A ten-point sermon by the Pastor of our home church in Elmer covered everything newlyweds need to know, from the dangers of adultery to leadership responsibilities of the husband. The FOTB (Father of the Bride) stood nervously beside his equally nervous daughter for the duration of the sermon while the MOTB valiantly fought off the proverbial tears of joy, determined not to need those tissues she had refused to accept from Richard. 

When it was time to hand the rings over to the Pastor, the Best Man "delivered the goods," but the Matron of Honor was apparently sleeping. Fortunately for posterity, the frustrated expression and vainly outstretched hand of the bride was dutifully documented on video-tape by none other than our own Best Man, my brother David, CTO of Channel 10-TV in Philadelphia. 

THE HIGHLIGHT

The most enjoyable and memorable part of the ceremony came when the newlyweds stepped forward to light the Unity Candle. Although the MOTB had lit it beforehand to make certain that nothing could go wrong, the Unity Candle stubbornly resisted their noble and commendable efforts to bring a sense of fulfillment and purpose into its life. The officiating Pastor did his best to give them plenty of time, expounding upon the wonderful and bountiful blessings which lay in store for the betrothed, as their two lives became one. When the Pastor was finished, the Unity Candle still showed no signs of accepting a light, probably in adherence to the "No Smoking" rule that applies in most churches. The individual candles however, were still burning brightly and if anyone was paying attention to the symbolism implied by the Pastor's words, the couple was rapidly approaching retirement age. 

The groom and President of UltraSoft Corporation decided to put "Point Nr. 7" of the sermon into practice (about the leadership responsibility of the groom and submission of the bride). He smiled affectionately at his blushing and now uncontrollably laughing bride, extinguished her candle's flame and planted his own candle squarely on top of the Unity Candle! 

THE RECEPTION

Ken and Eileen Hill, together with my sister Grace, who ran a craft and gift boutique, used their artistic talents to supervise the decoration of the Church Fellowship Hall for the reception. Ralph Jr. and Richard filled 75 pink and white balloons with helium and attached curly streamers. Small envelopes, containing names of the twelve months of the year, were tied to some of the balloons. Guests were invited to take these as a reminder to send a card and token gift to the newly-weds in the designated month (three for March, 1994).

Tables and the stage were decorated attractively in pink and white. Ordinary juice bottles were decorated with ribbon, lace and bows from fabric left over from the bridesmaid's dresses.  These served as vases for pink roses. We expected 150 to 170 guests but were fortunately prepared for the 200 who came. 

The reception was very enjoyable and nearly everyone stayed. A friend of the groom, Pete Tonnesen, served as Emcee and introduced the wedding party to the guests. The best man and brother of the groom, Lee Pallmann, then paid a lovely tribute to his brother and new sister-in-law and led in prayer. 

There were several musical numbers, including a duet by Dan Pallmann and his fiance Debbie, a solo from a good friend of the Emcee and a woman from the church who yodelled a western number! A friend of Becky's flew up from Virginia to surprise her with a flute solo. Unfortunately, the piano was out of tune, but she can be seen rehearsing on the videotape with a better piano. A poster showing the groom in various phases of growth was displayed next to the coffee machine, but unfortunately, nearly all of his childhood photos had been destroyed in a fire. Ralph showed slides of Becky's childhood in the "Sound of Music" country with appropriate background music.

THE AFTERMATH

There were other little things that didn't go as planned. The photographer shot up at least two rolls of film, but the developer “lost” one roll during processing. Many amateur photographers were on hand, so they did get pictures of almost everything. 

Cute little bags of bird seed and a decorated limousine for a horn-blowing tour of Long Island were prepared for afterwards but the janitor said that there was a rule against re-entering the church building after the seed was tossed (which makes good sense). Since the reception was to be held in the church basement, we decided to do these honors after the reception. Everyone was enjoying the reception so much, that half the people left before we remembered the birdseed and limo ride.

THE HONEYMOON 

Dave and Becky flew to Ft.Lauderdale on Sunday, where they boarded a cruise ship for their Caribbean honeymoon. Upon their return, they drove to Elmer for another reception. Many from Elmer couldn't make it to the wedding. During their visit, Dave's bright red "Laser" sportscar blew its engine! The timing belt apparently slipped and four pistons met with sixteen valves, breaking eight of them off! Since the car was relatively new and the cause was apparently a material defect, the $3,000 repair bill was covered by the factory warranty. But it didn't cover the rental car.
We spared the newlyweds another embarrassing incident. March 9 was our thirtieth wedding anniversary and Becky and Dave invited us to stay in their new Albany apartment. We determined to get an early start and make the most of our special day. At five in the morning, we took our showers, but when I tried to turn off the water, the shower knob fell off in my hand. I could not fix the problem or find any shut-off valves, so the hot water continued gushing out full force for over half an hour. I was finally able to remove a chrome plate surrounding the faucets and discovered valves for both hot and cold water, but they could only be closed with a screwdriver. Water continued to escape while we both searched frantically for a screwdriver. Where does one find a screwdriver at 5:30 AM? Fortunately, Verna remembered a portable sewing machine, which a retired missionary friend had given Becky. There was a small screwdriver inside! With water spraying in my face which was by now only luke warm, I was able to shut off the water. 

After 30 years of marriage and having had plenty of experience at plumbing, these veteran missionaries were able to handle the situation quite well. We could only imagine what it might have been like for the returning honeymooners! On the other hand, if Dave mastered the unity candle problem, he could probably handle anything!

MORE “COINCIDENCES”
Two weeks before the wedding, we were speaking in Verna's home church in Meadville, Pennsylvania. The pastor invited us for dinner and we enjoyed the fellowship with all the family except for one daughter, who was in college.

Meanwhile, the daughter at college read in the church newsletter that a daughter of one of the church's missionaries, Becky Harvey, was marrying someone from Patchogue, Long Island. It just happened that she had been dating a young man from Patchogue, so she called Mark and asked if he had ever heard of a David Pallmann. Mark replied, "Yes, he's my boss; why do you ask?"

Ken and Eileen Hill have been like second parents to all three of our children. Becky was a bridesmaid in their daughter Tracy's wedding and Tracy flew in from California to do the same for Becky. When Becky mentioned this to her future in-laws, they asked, "What were their names?" Becky repeated the names, upon which Mrs. Pallmann went to get some old photographs. One of them showed the Hill and Pallmann children in a Sunday School program. The Hills had once lived on Long Island and attended the same church!

When the Hills arrived for the wedding, we discovered that Ken Hill had taught Dave's brother Matt in Sunday School and even led him to Christ! 
There is more!
When our son Richard was commissioned by our church as a missionary in 1990, he gave his testimony. He stated that Ken Hill's father had led him to the Lord. Ken promptly added that Richard's father had led him and his brother to the Lord! Isn't God wonderful?
About the only thing that could have made the wedding more memorable would have been to set the wedding date a week earlier. That was the day the "Blizzard of the Century" dumped several feet of snow in New York. Winds of 80 mph destroyed dozens of luxurious beachside homes near Patchogue. Had that been the case, only a few people would have been on hand to enjoy the occasion. Everything worked out perfectly for our daughter's wedding!

FRANKENBURG WALLPAPER (from a March, 1996 letter)

The Poffenroths have no living room, so Bible studies and the recently begun worship services have been held in their small kitchen. When a photo studio located beneath Poffenroth's apartment was unexpectedly closed in December, we asked the Lord if this might be the opportunity to rent a good meeting place. The photographer was paying $500 per month and the owner just renovated the exterior of the store; could we even afford to ask? Ron asked anyway and discovered that God had been preparing their landlord for this moment. He and his common-law wife both left the Catholic Church years ago, but do not seem closed to the gospel. They not only agreed to rent us the store for $100 less than the previous tenant, but also suggested that we sell Christian books to help pay the rent. He installed central heating, made an illuminated sign for the outside and paid an electrician to install it!

We missionaries and members of the church in Ampflwang were busy laying carpets, painting and building bookshelves for the church and Christian Book Store in Frankenburg. Our plan was to use the store as a "front" with regular business hours during the week and conducting church services on Sundays. We found a carpet store that wanted to sell a large roll of lavender carpet that someone had ordered and not purchased. We got it for a super cheap price and glued it down on the concrete floor. All the bookshelves were hinged together and placed on wheels, so they could be folded up face to face. On Saturday evenings, we rolled them against the walls and set up chairs for services. It worked very well!

We opened the book store on April 14, 1994 and began church services immediately. The Poffenroths and we worked well together and several believing couples also became involved. There was an active youth work and the book store held its own. Attendance was steady and we had high hopes that the church could become indigenous within five years. 

Only women had responded to the gospel when Bible studies were held in the living room of our coworkers, but during the first year of church services, several men accepted Christ.
HARRISBURG WALLPAPER

In July, 1994, Ralph Jr. bought a house in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. When he told us of his intent, we panicked. He had no experience or knowledge of such transactions and we feared that he might get himself into a real big mess. I called my brother Dan, who was a builder and had a real estate liscense. I asked him if he could give Ralph some good counsel. Dan picked up my mother and took her for a ride to Harrisburg. When he arrived, he discoverd with trepidation that the deal had already been closed. Ralph was the happy owner of half a double house in the Capitol of Pennsylvania. 

Dan examined all the paperwork, checked the house thoroughly and called us. He said, "I could not have gotten a better deal myself!" The house was in good condition, the price and terms were reasonable and the location was great. There was a bus stop on the corner, a grocery store just across the street and several restaurants within easy walking distance. Because Ralph was single and had no car, these things were important. He soon discovered a good gospel-preaching church one block away. God takes good care of our children!

MIDLIFE CRISIS

Soon after the school moved in 1991, I began to suffer from occasional bouts of depression. Our three-month "change of wallpaper" in America had gone well, but watching the demolition of buildings which had once housed the school for seven years was painful. Steadily decreasing enrollment and leadership problems in the Bible Institute weighed heavily on my heart. In spite of Becky's "perfect" wedding and Ralph Jr's good deal on a house, I was often depressed. 
As Field Director for our mission, I felt that I should be setting a precedent for our missionaries, yet co-workers were enjoying fruitful ministries while everything I was involved in was producing little or no fruit. We moved to Frankenmarkt to start another church, but after two years, we had not even gotten a Bible study started.

The exchange rate for the dollar had been falling, and we were receiving 30% less than ten years previously. Inflation made it even worse. We had promised $180 per month to support various ministries and this burden strained our budget to the limits. 
In order to pay bills, we grudgingly gave up our planned camping vacation and placed a classified ad in the paper for items that we thought we could do without. Only one item sold and we got just enough money to pay for the newspaper ad! 
In early July, our freezer burned out and we had to buy another to save the contents. Then our landlord announced that he would be raising our rent by 25%, effective September 1.
On July 13, 1994, I was hit by the proverbial straw that broke the camel’s back. I received word that my mother was in the hospital ICU and not expected to live. I disintegrated! I had what people call a midlife-crisis. I even sent a letter of resignation to the mission! The mission President responded by informing me that we needed to give six months notice for such a step! He then added that if we changed our minds, the resignation could be made null and void.

I was 56 when I had my midlife crisis but I doubt if I will live to be 112! 
Bitterly accusing God of letting me down, I sold the little 12' camper that we bought with Verna's meager inheritance and the car we had purchased only five months earlier. After paying our debts, we bought airline tickets with what money was left. In early November, we would be flying to America and I had no intention of returning.

There were several commitments to keep before our departure date.  There was the tenth anniversary celebration and graduation exercises in Wallsee, after which there was a Bible Institute Board meeting and the annual Austrian Christian Workers Conference.  

At the Christian Workers Conference, I confided my feelings of failure and frustration to a missionary friend from another mission. I was shocked when he told me, “I have been going through a crisis myself and even asked God why He didn’t allow me to have a fruitful ministry like yours!”  

RICHARD'S WEDDING

In addition to all of the above commitments, we had one other appointment before flying to America. Our second son, Richard, was getting married!

We first met Martina in the summer of 1993 in Neukirchen. While loading tents, cooking gear and other items for a youth camp, I noticed a girl working just as hard as the guys, and she seemed very  cheerful and efficient. I asked someone where she was from and learned that she was a member of the church in Gmunden. Our son Richard was also attending the Gmunden church, but I gave that no thought. A month or two later, a fellow missionary started to tell us something about Richard's personal life, but thought better of it when he realized that we were clueless. When we saw Richard, we asked what that was about and he brushed it off. "People just like to talk," he said. 

Between Christmas 1993 and New Years 1994, Richard brought Martina to our house and said that they wanted to take a walk with us. They said that they were seeing each other and praying about God's will, but nothing more. We promised to pray for them. 

One year to the day after Becky's wedding, on March 20, 1994, Richard asked Martina to marry him and sealed the agreement with a ring. They set their wedding date for September 3, 1994. 

They wanted to get married in a lovely castle park next to Traunsee, a large lake in the Salzkammergut region of Austria. Unfortunately, it rained and they had to resort to "Plan B." The wedding took place in the Lutheran Chuch of Gmunden. About 300 attended and at least 200 took part in the reception which lasted the entire afternoon and evening. Many friends and church members provided entertainment to assure that no one got bored. There were humerous sketches, dramas, songs and instrumental numbers. Some wrote poetry while others told stories about the newlywed couple.  

Richard likes peanutbutter, so we decided to do a sketch based on that product. We explained that most Austrians are not familiar with peanutbutter, but it is the national food staple in America. It was important that Martina learn how to make a peanutbutter and jelly sandwich. Verna picked up her well-worn Betty Crocker cook book and opened it to the middle. She read a few words in English which I translated into German, and we then proceeded to demonstrate. 

Verna: Take two slices of bread.

Ralph's translation: Gehe ins Lebensmittelgeschäft und kaufe ein Kilo frisches Brot. Schneide zwei Scheiben ab und lege sie auf einen Teller.

Verna: Spread butter on the bread.

Ralph: Nehme Butter aus dem Kühlschrank, schneide etwas ab und bestreiche eine Seite der beiden Brotscheiben. 

Verna: Spread peanuntbutter on the bread.

Ralph: In Amerika wachsen Erdnüsse in den Südstaaten wo das Klima dafür geeignet ist. Die Nüsse werden dann geerntet, getrocknet, geröstet und anschließend zu einer Pastete gemahlen. Am Besten scmeckt Erdnußbutter wenn manche Erdnüsse klein zerhackt und beigemengt werden. Diese Pastete nennt man hierzulande Erdnußbutter. Nun wird diese Pastete mit einem Messer auf eine der beiden Brotscheiben großzügig aufgestrichen.

Verna: Spread jelly on the peanutbutter.

Ralph: Anschließend nimmt man eine Fruchtgeleeaufstrich und streicht eine dicke Schicht oben auf die Erdnußbutter darauf.

Verna: Put the two slices together to make a sandwich.

Ralph: Die mit Butter allein bestrichene Brotscheibe wird nun mit der trockene Seite nach oben auf die Brotscheibe mit Butter, Erdnußbutter und Fruchtgelee sorgfältig daraufgepresst und mit beiden Händen festgehalten damit nichts auf die Kleidung heruntertropft. 

I was at this point holding the sandwich between my hands with peanutbutter and jelly oozing out of all four sides, Martina was certain that we would call her to the front and ask her to feed the sandwich to Richard. Instead, we laid it on a table and said that anyone who wanted it could come and get it. Lisa, daughter of GMU coworkers didn't hesitate! 

Two of our three children were now married to wonderful partners and the third had purchased a nice house. My mother made an amazing comeback after her near-death experience. I should have been rejoicing, but that was not the case. The brief furlough three years earlier was still fresh in my memory and little had changed. When we flew to America on November 10, 1994, I still had no intention of returning. I had seen enough Austrian wallpaper!

Index

CHAPTER 24  -  EIGHT MORE YEARS

About a month before our scheduled trip to America in 1994, the mission asked me to give a devotional at the beginning of a Leadership Training Conference that we were to attend in November. My immediate tendency was to say “NO,” but I decided to first read the text that the mission wanted me to deal with. The passage given me was II Peter 1:1-11 and it was this Word of God that convicted me, chastened me, lifted me out of the quagmire and encouraged me to "keep on keeping on." 

I wrote extensively about this in Chapter 11 of my book, Rabban Gamaliel, but I will copy some of what I wrote here.

The first four verses of this text name seven things that all believers receive absolutely free when we believe on Jesus Christ and yield our lives to him. 

1. Faith: The word “obtained” in verse one could be misleading, for faith is a gift and cannot be earned. A better rendering would be “imparted.” 

2. Grace: Grace is not merely the remission of sin, but more importantly, it is a great opportunity for fellowship with Christ and sharing in his work. The word “multiplied” could also be translated, “given abundantly.” 

3. Peace: Peace is not just God’s forgiveness, but an abiding assurance that He is with us and will not forsake us in time of trouble. Like Grace, peace is also given generously - “multiplied unto us!”

4. Total sustenance: We are given everything pertaining to life and godliness. Our total sustenance is assured us through Christ. 

5. Promises: When God makes promises, they are “exceeding great and precious” (not like the politician’s promises!) Why don’t we claim them? After all, they are free gifts! 

6. Partnership: Have you ever considered what that means? We are “partakers in His divine nature;” branches on the vine, His workmanship, His body, His ambassadors, His light and salt and we shall reign with Him eternally! 

7. Deliverance: “Having escaped the corruption that is in the world through lust.” The world can offer nothing good that was not from God in the first place. Satan tempts us with that which has been corrupted (Psalm 81:11-16). 
Christian leaders are the prime targets of Satan and discouragement is one of his most effective weapons. Many sects and false religious groups make faith a product of works. They claim that one must work hard to gain faith and rewards. Certain sacraments, duties and obligations are necessary for salvation. They speak of different levels of faith, ranging from the faith of lay persons to the somewhat higher elevation of clergy and climaxing with hierarchical positions of prestige and honor. This aptly described the Pharisees in Jesus' day. 
I knew, of course, that no one can earn his way to heaven by good works, yet I was working myself nearly to death, trying to gain God’s recognition, favor and attention. God’s work had become my work and eventually, my work became my god. 
From verse 5 on, however, Peter names seven “add-ons” that we are to work and strive for.  

Faith in God is an absolute prerequisite for the attributes mentioned here. But we dare not be content with simply knowing him; we need to add to what we have been given. We must have something before we can add to it, but that which is added is our responsibility and not God’s. 

It is a command and not an option. We are not to be content with simply having faith but Peter assures us that aquiring these seven “add-ons” is not an easy job. Winston Churchill coined the term “blood, sweat and tears” which would be a fitting definition of what God requires of us. 

Like those colorful plastic boxes which children play with or the carved wood figurines made in Russia, that fit neatly inside of each other, these seven attributes are inter-related and given in a specific order.

1. Virtue: (moral excellence or purity) In II Timothy 2:20- 21, Timothy speaks of many kinds of vessels in a household. There are vessels of gold and silver, but also of clay. All are useful to the master of the house, but it is imperative that they be kept clean or “purged.” Your garbage can may not be the first thing you show guests who enter your home, but you wouldn’t want to do without one - provided it is frequently cleaned. Religion is poisonous venom without purity. It is important to recognize that virtue must be “diligently obtained.” 

2. Knowledge: This is not the saving knowledge of God mentioned in the first four verses, but rather the knowledge of truth. The knowledge of truth comes as the result of intensive study of God’s Word. Virtue must have precedence over knowledge, for knowledge without virtue is the makings of a check forger! 

3. Temperance: Not just abstinence from intoxicating drinks, but in ALL things! Gluttony is sin as is overindulgence in the comforts of life, television, computers or anything else. Temperance is hard work and demands much self-discipline, especially in our affluent society. 

4. Patience: How often do we wish for more patience! But patience is not a gift and it doesn’t come easy. It requires great effort and if anyone had to learn that, it was Peter and I!

5. Godliness: Five minutes of quiet time and five hours of TV will never produce godliness. Note that godliness is packaged in patience! Instant gratification of selfish desires does not produce godliness! It comes from “waiting upon the Lord.” 

6. Kindness: Friendliness, generosity and hospitality are held in high esteem in the Bible. Our standard wedding gift to young couples is a nice gold-edged guest book. We imprint the scriptural admonishments to be hospitable in the front. Kindness does not come naturally but takes effort. 

7. Charity: (Agape-love - Giving of self) No one can do this for us. It is completely voluntary, yet God commands us to love one another! We often misunderstand the meaning of “voluntary.” The word comes from “will” and refers to control over our bodies. The biblical idea of love (charity) is different from ours today. Love and hate are emotions to us, but the Bible idea is a stance, position or attitude of determination. He or she who determines to love, automatically “hates” (in Greek, this is positional; we disregard all that could detract from our love). Jesus said that in order to love God with all our hearts, we must be willing to disregard or “hate” others, even our own parents. 

The thought occurred to me as I studied this passage, “Isn’t Peter missing something?” My missionary work (witnessing, preaching, giving, serving and counseling) is not even mentioned here! 
As I examined my own life, searching for these seven qualities, I couldn’t find much to brag about. 

Verse eight hit me like a ton of bricks! “If these things be in you and abound, they make you that ye shall neither be barren nor unfruitful.” Wow! My life was certainly barren and unfruitful, but I had only been thinking in terms of ministry success and not virtue, knowledge, temperance, patience, godliness, kindness and love! My dedication to ministry left me concerned about statistics, results and the number of souls won to Christ, but I had been missing out on the greatest joy: that of knowing Jesus! 
In John 15, we are depicted as branches on the vine, whose sole concern should be clinging to the vine, allowing God’s life-giving spirit to flow through us and produce fruit! It is Christ who is building HIS church, not we missionaries! If his Holy Spirit is flowing through us, “we will not be barren or unfruitful in the knowledge of our Lord Jesus Christ!” This knowledge of him (verse 8) comes as the result of acquiring those seven qualities. It is not the prerequisite for seeking after them. 
Slowly, the truth of this text began to unfold in my understanding. We must first KNOW GOD (have faith), and in knowing Him, we will diligently seek to add to our faith; virtue, knowledge, temperance, patience, godliness, kindness and love. This enriches our knowledge of Christ and the cycle is complete! 
The next verse was a perfect description of my own situation! “But he that lacketh these things is blind, and cannot see afar off, and hath forgotten that he was purged from his old sins.” The cause of my mid-life crisis was short-sightedness. I had lost sight of the ultimate goal in life: “knowing God and my Lord Jesus Christ.” Instead of seeking diligently to obtain these seven Christian attributes, I was reverting to the age-old sin of Adam, complaining that God wasn’t treating me right. I believed that he was withholding something good. 

The words, “these things” in verses 8, 9, 10, 12 and 15 all refer to the same seven qualities of Christian life which we are to strive for.
Our final eight years of ministry in Austria were very fruitful years. 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY AUSTRIA!

From Alpine Echo, newsletter, MARCH 1995:

Ralph is Chairman of the Public Relations Committee for what is known as ARGEGÖ, a legally non-binding yet functional association of evangelical churches in Austria. Many "free churches" (a term for non-"state churches") are involved in this organization. We are planning numerous evangelistic activities during 1995 in commemoration of Austria's millennial celebration. Austria was first mentioned as a separate "eastern kingdom" ("Ostarrîchi") in the year 996, and we don't want to miss this opportunity to share the gospel with the 99.5% of Austrians, who have no personal faith in Christ. A special Home Bible Study course for use in follow up, gospel tracts and a magazine which will be sent monthly into all Austrian homes during 1996 are in preparation. "Club Ostarrîchi ´96" has been formed, consisting of committed Christians whose main task is praying. We invite you to join the club! There are no fees or dues but eternal rewards!

THE WAY IT ALL BEGAN!

As I studied II Peter 1:1-11 to prepare for a devotional at the mission, the Lord began speaking to me. By the time we were winging our way to America, we were actually looking forward to our return and planning accordingly! 
Twenty years earlier, in 1976, we had a great evangelistic campaign with a team of students from Briercrest Bible College, Caronport, Canada.  I wrote about that already in Chapter 18. Because Austria was celebrating its 1000th birthday in 1996, we decided to invite another team for a repeat performance. We requested a musical team in November, 1994 and in early 1995, our request was granted. The "ABLAZE" choir, under the direction of Dr. Norman Regier, rehearsed a large repertoire of English and German songs for many months. During that time, we wrote, phoned, faxed and visited churches to make arrangements for the "Happy Birthday Austria" campaign. We organized 45 meetings in dozens of cities from May10 through June 22, 1996.

"A" IN GEOGRAPHY

The theme for our evangelistic team was "America greets Austria." Because the first and last letters are "A," we incorporated this in the graphics on posters, invitations, T-shirts and bumper stickers. Someone brought to our attention the fact that this is not at all uncommon. There are scores of geographical places with names that begin and end with "A" including five of the six continents (Asia, Africa, Australia, Antarctica and America). Europe is the only exception. I found ten nations, four states, a Canadian Province and who knows how many cities, with names that begin and end with the first letter of our alphabet!

THE CAMPAIGN

Our program had three major aspects, Preparation, promotion and presentation. Most preparation of course took place in advance, but we also had to be prepared for the unexpected. Promotion consisted of putting up posters, handing out handbills, advertising in newspapers and conducting mini-concerts in streets, schools or wherever possible. If we ate in a restaurant, I always asked the proprietor if we could sing a song or two for the guests. They were always happy to oblige. 

Our main program was often in a public auditorium or hall and had three segments. The presentation began with musical numbers from ABLAZE. The second part was a multi-projection slide show with stereo sound track about Germanic migrant groups in America. It depicted the history and present-day situation of North American Hutterites, Mennonites, Brethren and especially the Amish. It was a great way to remind Austrians of the strong German influence among early settlers in America, but also of the persecution that Christians endured in past centuries, which led them to flee their homelands. After the slide show, ABLAZE sang a couple more numbers. The third part was a "chalk talk" with evangelistic message. Sometimes the ABLAZE Choir sang while I drew the picture. Such chalk drawings are almost unheard of in Europe and people were spellbound to see a picture unfold and come alive before their very eyes with the use of flourescent chalk, black light and lighting from behind through the plexiglass! 

Evangelistic messages were brief, but direct and to the point. They were Bible centered, yet carefully worded so that people who were not familiar with Scriptures could understand. As it turned out, an estimated 80% of those in attendance were nonbelievers, most of whom had never heard a clear presentation of the Gospel.

PROBLEMS AND FRUSTRATIONS

I won't bother you with all the headaches, questions and doubts encountered. Suffice it to say that there were testings in the material and physical realms as well as spiritual battles. A bright light attracts bugs! When it was all over, however, we remember the victories and even problems are recognized as blessings in disguise! 

Special Delivery

We needed chalk for the "Chalk Talks" and were wondering how we could get it to Austria undamaged and without incurring high duty and shipping costs. The Lord took care of this in his way. Friends from Pennsylvania called to say they wanted to visit us on their way to deliver aid to Romanian churches and orphanages. We made a fast midnight phone call (5:45 p.m. American time) to order the chalk, and it arrived in time for our friends to bring with them.

Finances

In our September 1995 newsletter, we wrote that we needed chalk ($1 to $5 per stick), money to rent vans $40 per day for 6 weeks), gasoline ($4 per gallon), a sound system ($1,000) and for printing ($300). We grossly underestimated what the campaign would cost! 

It had been quite some time since I had purchased chalk and prices had doubled. Having printed millions of pieces of literature myself, I should have known that we would never be able to print posters and handbills commercially for $300. The bill for 25,000 color posters and invitations came to $2,300 and $1,500 more for silk-screen printing of several thousand decals and 100 T-shirts with our team logo. The latter were intended for sale at a small profit, but each team member received a shirt and we gave others to hosts during the tour. We gave most of the decals to school kids as souvenirs (we were in 40 school classes!).  I discovered that renting a van would cost over $100 per day, and even a simple used sound system with speakers, mixer and amplifier would cost several thousand dollars - if we could only find a good used system! We would also need mikes, cables and an electric piano. I purchased a projection system for the slide show earlier in the year and someone graciously offered to loan me a large screen. In the last minute, he backed down on his offer, however, and I had to purchase one. Only the gasoline price had been correctly assessed at $4 per gallon, but with over 40 scheduled meetings, we would be driving much further than expected. Had we "bitten off more than we could chew?"

We made financial appeals in our newsletters, but at first, only children responded! By September, 1995, three DVBS (Daily Vacation Bible School) groups took this on as a special project. Two groups collected $575 and $183.73 for transportation. In one church, a gallon of water was stacked on the platform every time they collected $4. A third DVBS collected $650.52 for the project "where needed most." 

Before the campaign, we sold most of the tools I had collected over the years in order to purchase needed items. We wrote another newsletter saying that we thought we would need another $2000 for this project. The Lord's people provided that amount, but I was certain that it would not be enough!

The Lord led us to great buys in used equipment. We found a hardly-used electric Piano for $1,500 and an excellent nine-passenger Mitsubishi van for $3,200. It was 14 years old, but a one-owner vehicle with only 60,000 miles on it. We sold it afterwards for $2,900 and got all the money back when we sold the piano. 

I scanned newspaper ads, looking for a used sound system, but found nothing suitable for a price we could afford. I asked acquaintances who were familiar with this kind of equipment. One friend warned me about the high risk of buying second hand sound equipment. Miss-matched amplifiers and speakers, faulty cables, worn sockets etc. could cause no end of trouble, not to mention annoying disturbances during our meetings. I checked into rentals. An appropriate system would cost $4,000 for six weeks, and we would be responsible for repairs if anything went wrong. 

We repeatedly prayed about these needs and asked others to pray as well. Then I found a professional musician who had a super sound system for sale. He had decided to quit making music in order to devote more time to his family. Everything was there in one package! Top quality amplifiers, 4 speaker boxes with stands, an excellent mixer with channels to spare, six top quality mikes with stands, cables for every conceivable situation, flight cases and even extension cables and music stands with lights! Everything was matched perfectly and we had no trouble whatsoever during our tour. The equipment cost us only $3,300 and we sold it for the same price to a group of churches for their conferences and evangelistic meetings.

Miracle Housing

We planned to put up the five girls at our house, but there was no way all 14 of us could sleep in one house! We began looking for a place to rent for the seven men on our team, but it didn't look hopeful. We and other missionaries had searched years for a house or apartment in this area. Our co-workers, the Guenthers, found nothing and finally settled for a place 15 miles away. Our son Richard searched for housing in this area with the same result. More than fifty people had applied to rent the house we now lived in, and we were one of the last who applied. Providing housing for Richard and us were miracles of God; could He do it again?

Other GMU co-workers, Ron and Rosanne Poffenroth, had invited a summer outreach team, which was to arrive two weeks after ours. They too, needed a place for them to stay. Through a church member, Ron learned of a house with two apartments which we could rent for both his team and half of ours. It was located in the next town and would incur traveling back and forth, but the rent was reasonable. I breathed a sigh of relief.

Shortly before our team's arrival, the owner of the apartments said that he would need help renovating the apartments if they were going to be ready in time. I grabbed my tools (what was left of them) and drove to the apartments, which I had not yet seen. I was shocked! One apartment was still occupied and the tenant showed no intent to move out. The other apartment had no furniture, curtains or even a kitchen sink. It was far from finished and I realized immediately, that we needed to find another place. "Where are you Lord?"

About that time, a neighbor met us on the street and said, "I hear you rented a place in the next town for that choir that is coming. Why didn't you ask us? We have a house you could use!" The place was completely furnished - including sheets, pillow cases and blankets! It was within 50 yards of our house and we knew nothing about it! Best of all, the owner only wanted $100 per week rent including utilities! 

CANCER!

In October, 1995, in the middle of preparations for the campaign, I noticed a strange pimple near my left eye and went to the doctor. He sent me to a dermatologist and diagnosed it as a tumor, probably skin cancer. An operation was scheduled for November 27. The physician planned to use a cylinder shaped device to "pop out" the tumor, as he put it. But after a brief examination, he opted for a more extensive job on the operating table. A month later, the biopsy report was received by our family doctor. It showed that mine was not a melanoma, but a milder form which doesn't metastasize. I was also informed that the doctor had not been able to remove the whole tumor and another operation was scheduled for January 10th. Verna drove 60 miles to get me to the hospital in Salzburg and then drove another 130 miles to take our three-month-old granddaughter, Julia, to a children's hospital in Linz. She had what they call a "strawberry mark" on her forehead and had an operation at the same time as her Grandfather! Both of us had bandages next to our left eye! Our Julia is a "chip off the old block,“ wouldn't you say?

When I arrived in the hospital, the doctor examined me and said that he was concerned about the rapid growth of the tumor. So was I, but for a different reason. God had given me peace about the cancer, but I was concerned that this development could interfere with the up-coming campaign. "The operation was successful," the doctor said, "We got it all this time!" After a week, the bandage was gone and soon there was hardly a scar. Within a few weeks, however, I could feel more growth. This time, it seemed to affect the eye, causing it to burn and weep. We wrote and called friends, family and churches, asking them to pray that this would not interfere with our campaign. God answered prayer! Except for occasional irritation in the left eye, there was no noticeable growth of the tumor during our six-week campaign. 

My sister sent me information about a new "Curaderm" treatment for skin cancer. I treated the area after the team left and the affected area turned beet red after a couple of days. The supplier claimed that this cream only kills cancer cells, but I am convinced that it kills them all! Whatever the case, new skin began growing back after two weeks of treatments and within a month, you could hardly see scars. 

Many more operations and procedures would be needed in ensuing years, including the removal of half my lower eyelid. But we thank the Lord that the skin cancer has never had much effect on ministry.

A GREAT CAMPAIGN!

Our team arrived in Salzburg on May 10th and thus began the six busiest weeks of our lives. Thousands heard the Gospel in our meetings from Salzburg to Vienna. These were held in churches, public halls, restaurants, theaters, streets, schools and in open air pavilions.

There were also impromptu times of sharing. During the team's flight from Amsterdam to Salzburg, the pilot requested that the group sing for the passengers. The "Hallelujah Chorus" brought tears to the eyes of some passengers. While touring a castle near Budweis, Czech Republic (we also had meetings in that city), the team was able to sing a couple of their songs to our guide and another tour group. 

We got into many public schools, speaking and singing in 40 classes. In our own town, we were able to share the Gospel in some form with nearly all the inhabitants! Most of our neighbors attended an evangelistic evening and a garden party at our home. We had a BB-Q and games for children. ABLAZE gave a mini-concert every half hour from 3 to 9 PM. Our team sang in the open Market Place in Frankenmarkt, attended the rehearsal of a local singing group and was treated to ice cream sundaes by the Mayor himself. 

HIGHLIGHTS (Excerpts from letters and e-mail messages, ours and team members)

June 7, 1996

Things are still going well with our campaign and exciting things are happening. Tuesday (4th) we were in seven English classes in the morning and in Ried for the evening meeting. The hall was very nice and even had a Bösendorfer Piano. We had lots of music, a chalk talk with message and multimedia slide show about the Amish, Hutterites, Mennonites and Brethren groups of North America. The show utilizes three projectors, has stereo sound and about 250 slides. There were many strangers out and we were well received. Our host said it was the best evangelistic meeting they have ever had. 

Wednesday (5th) we were again in English classes (only three) and since we had no meeting in the evening, we took the team sailing. [I had recently bought another boat, 17 years old, but stored in a garage and like new! The guy who was buying my old boat hadn't picked it up, so we had two boats to use.]
Thursday (6th) was a Catholic holiday, "Corpus Christi." We had a neat experience in the morning. The team watched an outdoor mass and the procession through town. Catholics dress up in their best traditional costumes for this festive occasion. The Priest carries "the body of Christ" (hostia) through town, walking under a large canopy carried by six alter boys clad in white robes. Church members (nearly everyone in town!) follow, chanting "The Lord's Prayer" and "Hail Marys" all the way. After the procession ended in the center of town our team was asked to give an open air concert. Everyone from the Mayor to toddlers were on hand and all were excited that our Canadian Choir had chosen to make Frankenmarkt their home for six weeks. ABLAZE sang several songs and we gave testimony to our risen Lord and Savior between numbers. While the team sang, Ralph distributed decals to the children in the crowd with our team logo and the words, "America greets Austria -- Happy 1000th Birthday!" 

In the afternoon we drove to Gmunden and gave a concert in an open pavilion. Towering Alps and a castle were mirrored in the emerald-green lake behind us as we sang and gave testimony. 

This afternoon (7th) we do inviting on the streets and then set up for the evening. The weather has been hot, and the guys get sweaty setting up the PA-System, instruments, chalk talk easel, lights, projection equipment and big screen. Our meeting is in the beautiful old City Theater of Gmunden and we hope for good attendance. 

Tomorrow (8th) we sing at a large flea market in the morning, take a ship ride on the lake in the afternoon (probably singing on board) and have a meeting for English students in the evening. Sunday (June 9th), we sing and Ralph draws a chalk talk in the morning worship service, and then we have another open air meeting in a pavilion in Altmünster, on the same lake.

Monday, June 17th

We just returned from a four day trip with meetings in Enns, Ennsdorf, Linz and Liezen. The team sang for a youth outing and wiener roast along a river near Linz. It was great seeing so many Christian youth (at least 60) singing and praying together. Some of their parents were saved in our own youth center 20-25 years ago! Here and there during our tour, we run into graduates of the Bible Institute and get an update on their work and families. Last night we saw one of our first graduates with his wife and four kids. The oldest, now 15, celebrates his birthday with me on March 8th. 

The music, slide show and chalk talks have been well received. In most places the majority of those in attendance are unchurched - most are Roman Catholic, but few of them attend church.

After lunch today, we leave for Steyr, where we have four days of meetings. We will be in the schools and the beautiful baroque Dominican Hall for meetings. After the Thursday night meeting we return to Frankenmarkt to sleep. Friday is the team's last day in Austria and also the longest day of the year. The following day will be much longer, however! How is that possible? Saturday morning we take them to the airport in Salzburg and then they will be flying with the sun! We have a team de-briefing Friday morning and drive to Gmundnerberg overlooking Traunsee Lake for a farewell dinner.

Friday night, the town has its traditional bonfire in Frankenmarkt to mark the beginning of Summer. ABLAZE has been invited to sing, but the forecast is for rain.

Sunday, June 24th

Our final meetings were perhaps the best of all. The caretaker of the large hall where we were having meetings said that we would be lucky to have 40 attending. The weather was hot and there was no air conditioning, plus the fact that few people attend midweek functions because they get up early for work. Tuesday night, we had about 85 and Wednesday well over 100 turned out. That may not seem like many, but when one considers that two thirds of those in attendance were unsaved youth, 15-23 years old, that is just fantastic! For most of them, our meetings provided their first exposure to the gospel. Thursday evening we had a bar-B-Q just for youth. It poured and the Pastor thought few would show up, but again God did some prodding. About 60 young people crowded into the small church and listened intently to the music, testimonies and message. 

Excerpts from the letters of  a member of ABLAZE

A few things are different here. For example, we eat a huge meal for lunch, but then a very small supper.  Tonight we had sandwiches - a good idea to keep the weight down! The chocolate here is awesome and I will bring some back for you all.  

In our first week, we sang twice at a town called Zipf, known for its beer brewery.  It is cheaper to rent a "Gasthaus" (restaurant) than a community hall, and the churches are too small and intimidating to the public. Both nights, we had over 80% non-Christians attending.  I brought mom back 8 coasters which advertise the brewery!  I think she will appreciate that lots - definitely worth using for company!  

We mostly sing in the afternoons on streets to advertise our concerts in the evening, and then have a concert at night which includes a slide presentation, and chalk talk.  The missionary we work with, does chalk art,  and he does it really well.  We girls live with the missionaries, and the boys and Dr. Regier live in an apartment just down the street.  We live in a very little town called Mühlberg, which directly translated means "mill hill.“

The team went to Prague, Czech Republic on Tuesday (May 21). I didn't go because Keith got sick. We travel in two vehicles, so we had to decide whether the whole team should wait a day to see if Keith was well, or send the van and have five of us not go.  I had a headache, so I offered to stay. Mrs. Harvey, Tracy and Dr. Regier also stayed behind.

The day that the team left, I went back to bed and slept until 12:00. Then I got up and had lunch (Greek Salad, probably the best I have ever had). Tracy and I went to a refugee hostel with some other missionaries and spent our afternoon there. We had a wonderful time.  One of the missionaries, Melanie, is our age (27 years) and is here in Austria for just one year. She is awesome, and we spent the day with her.  The three of us went for supper to a Chinese restaurant and then walked back to Melanie's place.  It was a good day.  

We met the team the next day (May 22) in a city called Budweis, Czech Republic - that is where Budweiser Beer is from. On the way, we stopped at a wonderful city named Krumlov. We had lunch in an outdoor restaurant. I had fish-- and no kidding, it was the whole fish cooked - head and all, with it's eyes staring at me!  It was very good, and fun to order in Czech/German/English. While we were eating, some kayak paddlers (we ate right beside a river) fell out of their kayak.  We had a good laugh at those guys swimming in the freezing cold water! One of them ran right past us, dripping wet! What a riot!

When we got to Budweis, we rejoined the rest of the team that had gone to Prague.  I didn't think it would bother me that I couldn't go to Prague, but when they shared about the fun they had, the sights and awesome experiences, it made me very sad.  I was on the verge of tears that whole day. In Budweis, we sang at a town square and in the streets, inviting people to a concert in a little church that evening.

The next day (May 23), we toured a castle and were able to sing a couple of our numbers in a gorgeous marble hall. That was very beautiful! Then we traveled back to Austria and stayed overnight in the Austrian Bible College, which Mr. Harvey founded. We attended a concert in the evening of a Fresno Bible College choir in Enns.  They were very good, but I still like our music better!  

Friday morning (24th), we left for Vienna at 5:30 am, a little early for my liking, to sing in the Vienna Christian School's chapel time. That was lots of fun - probably one of our best concerts.  Then we spent the rest of the day touring Vienna. 

Sunday (26th) we drove an hour and a half to a city called Linz, where we sang at a youth conference. There were about 400 teens there from all over Austria.  They loved us, but then Austrian youth seem to love anything that is North American -- including McDonalds! 

Our team is doing very well - there have been a few ups and downs, but overall, we get along really great, and are growing a lot closer!  One of the guys sometimes has some pretty heavy mood swings, so you can pray for him, but everyone is in good health (now), and things are going good. 

FRUIT, NOT NUMBERS

In North America, where instant returns are the norm, one counts converts after every evangelistic event. An estimated 80% of those reached during our campaign had never before heard a clear presentation of the Gospel. Two pastors told us that our meetings in their cities were the best they had ever had - not because many were saved, but based upon the large number of strangers who attended and showed interest in the Gospel. They and we had a lot of follow up to do in the following months.

Our team members filled up the last pages in the guest book, which we bought 30 years earlier. As a farewell gift, they gave us a new one.  Reading our guest books brings back fond memories of many hours of entertaining and blessings! 

In all we had 41 meetings and visited 40 school classes in six weeks. Verna prepared a total of 450 meals for 14 persons (not counting breakfast). After the team left, Verna washed, dried and folded 19 bath towels and bedding for a dozen beds. Then came mopping and cleaning of both our house and the one we rented. The campaign was a lot of hard work--but we loved it. We would be so tired in the eve, only getting a few hours of sleep, yet get up refreshed-- a real wonder!

Thanks to the prayers of many, my skin cancer didn't seem to spread at all during the six week campaign! My left eye sometimes caused problems and I had to allow someone else to drive, but it never bothered me during meetings. 

AFTER ABLAZE

We took the team to Salzburg Saturday and left six of them at the airport. Then I went to a committee meeting at 10:00 while Verna drove the other six to the train station. They wanted to travel to Italy but the roads and railroads to Italy were closed due to heavy rains and mud slides. So they went to Switzerland instead. Verna returned to where we were having our meeting and made coffee to keep herself (and us) awake. We left the meeting early at 4:30 PM in order to go to the 25th anniversary celebration of a former GMU missionary who married an Austrian. We left that party at 10:30 PM to drive home in our two vehicles, but our "Monday Car" wouldn't start - again! 

MONDAY CAR

I must share more about our "Monday car" but first, I need to give some background information. 

We have owned a total of 32 station wagons and vans. With one exception, the vans were 9-passenger VW busses. Most wagons in Europe are used by businesses and get rough usage, so we always hoped to afford a new vehicle. That happened only three times. In 1967, Verna's Father gave us an interest-free loan for a new VW bus and we paid him back in monthly installments. In 1970, we bought a Mazda station wagon with a bank loan. The third new car was a German Ford station wagon that we bought in 1985. It was our last new car. 

We asked the mission to set money aside each month for car replacement and nine years later, it was time. We really liked our car and it was still running great after 260,000 kilometers, but in 1994, the Austrian government raised the cost of registration for cars without catalytic converters. Our wagon was one of the last sold without this feature. Some cities passed laws forbidding cars without cats to drive on days when there was a smog warning and a couple of major cities considered banning such vehicles within the city limits! The handwriting was on the wall. 

We had saved around $10,000 so we asked the mission to send us our savings and began looking in earnest for a replacement car. We located a two-year-old Ford station wagon with an economical 1,8 liter diesel motor and only 20,000 miles on it. Diesel fuel was $2.39 per gallon and gasoline cost $3.49, so this represented a big saving. We figured that our personal savings and money from the sale of our old car would cover the purchase price. This seemed to be the answer to our prayers, so we signed to buy.

When the mission sent our money, we were shocked to discover that there was much less than we had expected! Service charges came to 7.5% and because the money became salary, Social Security took a large deduction. After Bill Clinton became US President in 1993, the exchange rate for the Dollar fell dramatically. This meant that everything we bought was more expensive, but we were unprepared for the big chunk lost from savings due to Dollar devaluation. Although we got a good price for our old car, we still had to borrow $2,000 from the bank. 

I shared in Chapter 23 about this and other matters that led to my midlife crises. We enjoyed the wagon for six months, but in November, we were due for a six month furlough. The car sold for $2,500 less than we paid, but we got enough to buy plane tickets for our flights to America with just enough left to buy our "Monday Car." 

MONDAY CAR

We needed a car until furlough and, although I was still uncertain about continued missionary work in Austria, we would need to return in May, 1995. All our earthly possessions were in Austria and we had already set dates and begun preparing for the Happy Birthday campaign. I found an '88 wagon much like the '85 that we had driven for 9 years, but it had a catalytic converter. 

Even before we left for America, I started having trouble with our "Monday car." I had owned many Fords, but only this one gave me much trouble! A mystery problem developed soon after we purchased it and I suspect that it plagued the previous owner as well.  While driving, the engine would simply begin to sputter and stutter for apparently no reason whatsoever. I tried several times to discover the problem and get it fixed, but finally gave up. When we left for furlough, I hoped that the rest would do it good! It didn't!

In the months after our return, I took the car to three different Ford dealers a total of six times. Each time they did something, but the problem persisted.  Of course, I had to pay the bill, because our car "needed" whatever they did. One garage said it was the electric fuel pump and they would have to remove the tank in order to replace it. When it was finished two days later, I drove to church for choir practice. Someone said they noticed gasoline leaking onto the asphalt parking lot. Not willing to risk an explosion, I had a church member tow me back to the shop.  Friday afternoon, I got the car again and drove away, but while waiting for a train, a cyclist informed me that gasoline was running out of the tank! Again, I had the car towed back to the shop, which was of course closed for the weekend. When I went to pick it up the third time on Monday, I was nearly knocked over by the stench of gasoline in the garage. The mechanic apologized that my car wasn't finished, and said that he had a problem. That was quite obvious! Half a tank of gasoline had run all over the floor. He said that if I waited another ten minutes, the car would be ready. I noticed that the mechanic was holding a lighted cigarette in his hand and quickly decided to wait outside at a safe distance. A missionary should be concerned about lost souls, but I was secretly hoping that both the car and mechanic would be blown sky high. The tank didn't leak after that, but the engine continued to cut out at the most inopportune times. 

After spending more than $2,000 for repairs, I found and "fixed" the problem myself. I discovered that if I twisted a cable trunk in a certain way, the motor would run properly again! There was obviously a break in one of the wires! 

After that, a new problem developed. Every once in a while, for no apparent reason, the car simply refused to start. The battery was fine and turned the engine over, but it wouldn't even fire! I discovered that if I let it sit for a while, it sometimes started right away - but not always. After the ABLAZE Team arrived, this happened more frequently. Fortunately, there were a dozen young people to push, but they sometimes had to push in heavy rain wearing their stage uniforms. During the six-week campaign, our singers had to push-start our station wagon about twenty times. I had it in several garages, three touring club locations and even took it to a place that specialized in electric problems, but they could find nothing wrong. 

That brings us back to where I was when I got side-tracked. After taking the Ablaze team to the airport and attending the silver anniversary celebration of our friends, Verna gave me one last tow job with the van at 11:00 PM - in the pouring rain of course! Two drenched and exhausted people headed for home and a nice warm bed, determined to get rid of that car even if we had to junk it!

ONE NEWSPAPER AD 

After all the expenses of our campaign, we couldn't afford to buy a car, but I scanned the Saturday papers the next day, looking for a used station wagon with rear wheel drive. I never liked front wheel drive vehicles, and after one harrowing experience in the Austrian Alps, I promised never to buy one as long as we lived in Austria (see next section).

There was only one rear-wheel drive station wagon listed in the provincial newspaper, so we checked it out. It was a gorgeous metallic wine-red Ford Scorpio, with sun roof, electric locks and windows, power steering, anti blocking brakes and even a burglar alarm! It was four years old, had relatively low mileage and the price was reasonable. Best of all, the dealer offered us the full book value of $3,500 for our car, even though it wouldn't start for him either! We fell in love with the car immediately, but said that we wanted to pray about it before making a decision (that always causes raised eyebrows!). 

On Monday, we collaborated with the car's future co-owner (the bank), explaining that after selling the Mitsubishi van, E-Piano and sound system, we would be able to pay for the car. The bank said that it would be cheaper to simply overdraw our checking account and pay a modest interest until it was paid off. This is a service that Austrian banks do for customers that should be copied in America. If a customer deposits his pay check regularly in a bank, He is never penalized for an overdraft. The customer is permitted to overdraw the average deposit amount without penalty. He only has to pay interest on the overdrawn amount for each month it is in minus. The interest is higher than for a loan, but it is great for both customer and bank for a short-term loan, because there is no additional paperwork. 

Out of curiosity, I looked through the used car ads on the following weekend and counted 14 ads for station wagons with rear-wheel drive!

REAR WHEEL DRIVE 

(Female readers should probably skip this section) 

I can almost hear a thousand readers asking "Why on earth did you want a rear-wheel drive car? All cars have front-wheel drive these days!" I have good reasons for it. First of all, I have almost always driven cars with rear wheel drive. Secondly, I'm convinced that they are better than front wheel drive cars in mountainous terrain. Thirdly, no matter how much people argue with me about this matter, I prefer them, and am not about to change my mind! People tell me that no one but a fool would buy a rear wheel drive car today. If they are right, let it be known that three European car makers still make these "relics of the past" -  Mercedes Benz, BMW and Volvo! A majority of taxis and police cars in America have rear wheel drive. Also, most race cars have rear wheel drive. I am not the only fool!

For die-hard fans of the front wheel drive, here are my arguments for the rear wheel drive car. Driving up hills, some of the car's weight shifts to the rear wheels, agreed? That means there is less traction on the front wheels, O.K.? If a car goes into a skid going down an icy hill, the driver's proper response depends upon which type of vehicle he is driving. To pull a front wheel drive out of a skid, you press the gas. With rear wheel drive, you take your foot off the gas and the car straightens out. I prefer the latter. 

Repair shops prefer front wheel drive. Even hitting a curb or pothole provides income. Car manufacturers and dealers also prefer front wheel drive cars. They are cheaper to build because the entire drive train can be installed together. If involved in an accident, front wheel drive cars are more often totaled, meaning more car sales.

One of our church members was a mailman who liked to chide me about my preference for rear wheel drive cars. One wintry Sunday, I took a lady home from church and found his car hopelessly stuck on a steep hill. His wife and three kids were pushing, but the car wouldn't budge. I stopped next to his car and suggested that he back down the hill and drive up in reverse. Then I drove around him and continued up the hill with no problems. He was skeptical, but decided to take my advice. He made it to the top with no difficulty! 

His next car was another front wheel drive vehicle, but he never argued with me after that.

CLOSURE IN WALLSEE

The school in Wallsee was closed in 1999 and I was given responsibility for liquidating the contents of the school. It was a sad day when Verna and I organized the second Bible Institute fleamarket and auction in seven years. Tears filled our eyes as we watched furnishings and articles being sold at flea market prices! They were all answers to prayer, paid for with the sacrificial gifts of God's people. The nice mattresses that I purchased and the beds that the students helped me build found new owners in a Catholic youth camp. The Korean piano that we imported from America was purchased by a Board member. Thousands of other items including dressers, desks, tables, chairs, commercial kitchen equipment, dishware, pots and pans etc. were sold at bargain prices.

I had to keep reminding myself that these material things wouldn't matter in eternity. They had served God's purposes for fourteen years and were now expendable.

Although property values had been steadily increasing in Austria, the real estate was placed on the market for what we had paid eleven years earlier. The sale price was reduced several times until it finally sold two years later for less than half of what we had paid. Many times I drove three hours each way to check on the property, mow the grass, trim hedges and keep the house presentable for potential customers. The Lord comforted me with his promise in I Chronicles 17:27. Our investment in his work was blessed forever!

After the Bible Institute moved to a new location in 1991, God's blessings continued to shower down on its' first host town. Today, Ampflwang boasts the largest number of riding horses in Europe. The construction of a Robinson Club Hotel complex with riding stables, tennis courts and a golf course further advanced Ampflwang’s image as a tourist town. After the coal mines shut down, the railroad, roundhouse and sorting house were turned over to a railroad club. There is now a large railroad museum with 36 steam locomotives plus many early diesel and electric locs. There are of course numerous railroad cars, both passenger and freight, and tourists can ride steam trains through the countryside and forests. I uploaded a video of this on YouTube   
The church in Ampflwang is thriving and growing. There are regular conversions and baptisms even without a pastor, but there is still no evangelical church in Wallsee.

CLOSURE IN FRANKENBURG

Scheduling furloughs was always a difficult matter because the work had to continue. The Poffenroths left for furlough in June of 1997, and we assumed full responsibility for the church and book store in Frankenburg. During this time, a farmer and pillar of the young church, Toni Daxl, passed away after a brief illness. We were very close and I had baptized Tony along with our daughter Becky in July, 1987. His funeral was very difficult for me. 

The Poffenroths were to return in June, 1998, so we scheduled a six-month furlough from September through March, 1999. But the Poffenroth's stay was extended two months and we had only two weeks to pass the torch. Ron didn't see himself as a preacher and panicked with the prospect of carrying the load alone. I encouraged him to engage men from nearby churches and fellow missionaries. I felt that he would do just fine.  

Although we were returning to Austria in March, the Poffenroths cancelled the rental contract for the store and negotiated a merger with the church in Vöcklabruck in February. I was both puzzled and disappointed by this move, but soon discovered a likely explanation. Poffenroths were planning a return to Canada in 2000. 

MORE CLOSURES

The Ebners retired in May, 1998, Joe and Carol Gunther moved to Germany in June, 1999, to work with the Black Forest Academy. Poffenroths departed in 2000 and the Wiebes in May, 2001. Of the GMU missionaries in Austria, only the Harveys and Meiers were left.  
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CHAPTER 25  -  GOD MAKES NO MISTAKES!

September 11, 2001 has become known around the world simply as "9/11". I want to share how we experienced that fateful day. Before I get to 9/11, I must describe briefly what transpired in the months prior to that date. 
We decided to retire from Austria in 2002 after serving 38 years. This meant that 2001 would be our final full year of ministry in Europe. I was rapidly approaching 65 and was beginning to have health issues, but there were other factors which weighed in on the decision. With the arrival of computers, word processing, graphics software, copiers and laser printers, more people were providing their own graphical needs. Bible smuggling had ceased with the demise of the Iron Curtain and Berlin Wall. Presses in Eastern Europe were able to produce Christian literature at low cost, so we closed the printing ministry when we moved to Frankenmarkt. The Bible Institute that we founded in 1984 closed as a dormitory style school in 1999. My job as Field Director for our mission required less time after several couples retired or changed fields. The national youth organization that I helped Kurt found in 1987 was flourishing. We now had a national Board and about 500 trained Austrian leaders and concrete steps had already been taken to establish multiple chapters in other nations of Europe. It was clear that the Lord had been preparing us for this step.  
We were determined to make our final year of ministry very special and asked God to help us. The biggest event of 2001 was the International Youth Leadership Camp in Slovakia with nine nations attending. My report on that can be found in Chapter 27.
BICYCLE DAY

Each year, a 50-kilometer (30 mile) stretch of road around Attersee Lake is closed to motorists for a whole day and dedicated to bicycles. It draws up to 50,000 cyclists. Vendors set up booths and refreshment stands. Towns along the route offer band concerts and there is a general holiday atmosphere.

We had made half-hearted efforts to use this occasion evangelistically in 1998 and 2000, but decided to go all out in 2001. We had thousands of special tracts printed with a fish symbol and the words, "Attersee Biker's Day 2001" on the front. The tract explained the history and significance of the "ichtus" fish symbol and invited readers to become followers of Jesus. Matching T-shirts were printed for helpers and a hundred more to sell. We set up a stand to offer free drinks, snacks and cookies to the bikers. We had many T-shirts made and 10,000 tracts printed for distribution. A Christian bluegrass band offered to provide special music.  
Bikers Day 2001 was the 16th of September, five days after those infamous terrorist attacks in America. Weather forecasters predicted a cold, rainy day similar to the 2000 event. There had been a meagre showing the previous year, so most vendors and communities cancelled their plans to entertain and feed the visitors. But we went ahead as planned and even prepared for bad weather. We set up a large tent and filled it with picnic tables where bikers could get out of the rain, enjoy free refreshments and listen to live Christian bluegrass music. Because it was cool, we also offered hot drinks to the hardy bikers who showed up. We were not dissappointed! The tent was very well visited and we kept receiving accolades from the bikers. 

EVANGELISTIC MULTIMEDIA 

This project had been in preparation for thirty years and the final version was completed in September, 2001. 

Our youth group in Linz loved to sing and several of the youth were gifted musicians.  They even wrote songs that were later included in published song books. Before leaving for furlough in June of 1973, we arranged for eight of the youth to come to America for a concert tour. The impressions these young Europeans gained of an America they had not known inspired me to create a slide show about little-known aspects of North America. My idea was to make it interesting, educational, a bit humorous and of course, evangelistic. During the next two decades, I gathered information and took pictures, but never felt that I had enough for a slide show. 

Our experiences with the Austrian team in America motivated me to invite a musical group from Caronport Bible College in Canada, to assist us in an evangelistic outreach in Austria (Chapter 18). In 1976, we conducted about forty meetings in six weeks. The team provided great music and I drew "Chalk Talks" and preached. It was very effective and we decided to do it again someday.  

That "someday" came twenty years later, in 1996. I wrote about that outreach in Chapter 24. In addition to the music and Chalk Talk evangelism, I added a slide dissolve show about German-speaking Americans, the Hutterites, Moravians and of course the Amish. The slide show was so well received, that I decided to expand and refine it to show at a later date. 
Many people feared that computers would crash and throw the world into chaos on New Years Day, 2000. Nothing of the kind happened, and the new millennium ushered in an unprecedented boom in technology that became known as the "Dot Com Revolution."  Advanced technology was rapidly making multimedia shows popular in theme parks and theatres across the nation and around the world. A few Christians recognized an opportunity to use this new technology evangelistically.  In Lancaster, Pennsylvania, Sight & Sound's new Millennium Theatre opened, drawing more than 10,000 visitors every week, all of them hearing a clear presentation of the gospel! Visitors were fascinated with what they saw on stage, but few bothered to look behind them. At the rear of the auditorium was a large glassed room packed with the latest technology including 36 German-made Kodak Ektapro slide projectors! Not far from where we lived, an Austrian firm was manufacturing the sophisticated hard- and software to operate Kodak Ektapro multi-projection setups. 

We owned a 12-inch black & white television for three of our 38 years in Austria, but I was one of the first missionaries to have a computer. I used slide dissolve shows on furlough in our supporting churches and I used three Kindermann projectors for a campaign in 1996. For the final show in 2001, I purchased four Kodak Ektapro projectors (in the USA because they were cheaper than in Europe) plus software and equipment needed to operate them. We bought a video projector with memorial gifts donated at my mother's funeral. I also used a special CD-player with optical line-out, a giant portable screen, special racks for the projectors, and a stereo sound system. Our multimedia show consisted of 960 slides and several video clips. Stereo sound tracks containing music, sound effects, voice and embedded commands for the projectors were prepared on a custom-built computer using “hard-disk recording” techniques. 
The entire show with all its components was then burned onto a CD. Using the special Sony CD-Player and optical (glass fiber) cable, the show progressed fully automatically. This was state-of-the-art technology, the cutting edge of multimedia! The popular PowerPoint shows may be simpler to use, but for quality, they can't hold a candle to such productions!
Under the title, "ONLY IN AMERICA," the following subjects were covered:
1) Sky Scrapers (New York City)
2) The Jersey Pinelands 
3) A Nation on Wheels
4) The entertainment industry, theme parks, Hollywood show business
5) Shopping:  malls, outlets, yard sales and the American auction
6) American sports - baseball, football, basketball and rodeo
7) The fragile barrier islands and Intra Coastal Waterway on the East coast
8) Milking trees to get maple syrup
9) Bee farms with 5,000 and more hives ("Harvey's Honey" and bee beards)
10) High tech - computers, Silicon Valley, tour of  a Philadelphia TV station and an atomic reactor.
11) German-speaking Americans, the Amish, Hutterites, Brethren and Mennonites.

The dramtic contrast beteen these last two components was intentional. The show was designed for the unchurched and completed in late summer, 2001. We chose the town we lived in for the grand premiere and reserved a large hall for September 27.  Posters, invitations and a 38-page handout (an English translation can be downloaded free from our website) were printed for this and many showings to follow. 

The invitations were delivered to every mail box of our town on Tuesday morning, September 11th, 2001. Several hours after they were delivered, a passenger plane struck the North Tower of the World Trade Center in New York City. 

A COINCIDENCE?
We had been in Switzerland for meetings Saturday and Sunday, September 8-9 and drove several hundred miles home on Monday. We slept in on Tuesday and felt the need for some exercise after a brunch. The sun was shining at 2:30 PM (8:30 AM in New York), so we set out on our normal daily route which took only 20 minutes. Then we decided to take a longer route of about three kilometers.

After half an hour, winds picked up and dark, ominous clouds appeared. The terrible hail storm of July 4th, 2000 was fresh in our memories. Hundreds of new cars sitting in dealer's lots were written off as total wrecks, only salvageable for parts. Nearly all standing crops were flattened and chopped to pieces. The tile roofs of a thousand homes were destroyed and it took the better part of a year for building crews to replace them all. Our son and daughter-in-law's home suffered serious damage. All the copper gutters and vinyl siding had to be replaced.

It got very dark and there was no place to take refuge, so we hurried home as fast as our legs could carry us. We reached the door of our house just as the storm broke in all its fury. Fortunately, there was no hail, but high winds and rain coming down in torrents made us thankful that we were safe. 

It was shortly after 3:00 PM (9:00 AM in New York City). We were hardly inside when the telephone rang.  Our neighbor across the street was on the phone. 

GOOD NEIGHBORS

When we first moved to town in October, 1992, we knew no one. We wanted to make friends and hopefully win them to Christ, but how was that to happen? We made it a matter of prayer and began by introducing ourselves to neighbors.  Most showed little enthusiasm about having American missionaries living next door. The older couple across the street was staunchly Roman Catholic. He served as leading presbyter in the church and she was involved in many church functions. But we discovered that we had much in common and a spontaneous friendship developed. We shared many moral convictions. The ladies liked gardening, handcrafts and cooking. We men enjoyed making things of wood and talking about current events.  

The biggest surprise was the fact that they had moved into their house just one week before we arrived! They turned the farm over to their son and moved here for their retirement years. They were nervous about what kind of people might move in across the street.  

A few years later, they also confided that they had hoped to make good Catholics out of us!

We decided to attend public functions and get involved in community affairs if we could do so with a clear conscience. We wanted to get acquainted with local citizens. The first such function was a band concert. Frankenmarkt was a relatively small town of only 5,000 and the eyes of nearly everyone in the hall were fixed on us. We could read the lips of people asking, "Who is that couple?" The concert began and there was some shuffling behind us as late-comers took their seats. In the next moment I felt a tap on my shoulder and turned around. Our neighbors were seated just behind us!  During the intermission, we chatted and enjoyed an amiable conversation.  From that day on, everyone in town knew us! We were good friends of prominent citizens, both politically and spiritually!

A DEFECTIVE TV

We didn't have a television. Our neighbor friends had one but they seldom watched it other than the news. We spent New Years Eve 2000 with them, talking about spiritual things and sharing wishes for the New Year. Near midnight, he turned on the television to watch festivities in Vienna, but turned it off again in disgust after seeing all the drinking and listening to announcers tell shady jokes. We welcomed the New Year by praying for each other! 

In early September, 2001, their television quit working and it was taken to a repair shop. On September 11, at 3:00 PM (9:00 AM in NYC), the repairman showed up with the repaired TV. Our retired farmer friend, who seldom watched TV, and never, ever, during the day, turned it on to make sure it worked.  

Seconds later, we arrived back at the house; the storm broke; and our telephone rang.   

SHOCKING NEWS

It was our neighbor, “A plane just flew into a sky scraper in New York City and they are showing it on TV. Do you want to come over and watch?“ We grabbed an umbrella and made a dash for their side porch, trying not to get wet.

At that time, reporters still thought it was a tragic accident and were not even certain about the size of the plane. But for the next hours we watched in horror as another passenger plane crashed into the second tower, and we continued watching as both towers of the World Trade Center collapsed in a cloud of dust and smoke. We found it difficult to believe that this was actually happening and not just a bad dream. Our eyes were filled with tears long before the news broke of a third hijacked plane hitting the Pentagon and a fourth crashing in western Pennsylvania. It seemed like a modern day reenactment of the first chapter of Job. 

Eight years earlier, Richard and I had flown to New York for Becky's wedding. Verna had left earlier to make preparations. We had to wait a long time at the airport before we were allowed to disembark. President Clinton had arrived just before we landed. He was there to inspect the damage after terrorists detonated a truck bomb intended to bring down the twin towers of the World Trade Center! Only seven persons were killed, but thousands were injured in 1993. Now, eight years later, we were thousands of miles from New York City, yet eyewitnesses of 9/11!

My thoughts kept returning to our upcoming multimedia show. The twin towers of the World Trade Center were depicted prominently on color posters, on our website and on the cover of  the 38-page booklet that each guest was to receive.  A coincidence? Hardly!

Needless to say, we were in a dilemma. Should we cancel the event? Everyone would understand if we did. If we went ahead with the show, people might ask if we had no respect for the victims. On the other hand, we could expect capacity crowds. God obviously had a hand in all this, but what was he telling us?

After much prayer and thought, I decided to change the section on NYC. I inserted pictures of the terrorist attack with the burning towers and then paused the show for ten seconds of silence. It seemed like an hour! The response was dramatic, both at the premiere showing and in at least 50 other presentations throughout Austria. Halls were usually filled, many were counseled and some gave their lives to Christ.

WITH GOD, THERE ARE NO ACCIDENTS!

When we first arrived in Austria in 1964, we soon became aware of the fact, that we were surrounded by people who needed the Lord. Everyone who crossed our path was sent by God. We purposely shopped locally. Our neighbors and people we met were not accidents! If God cared for the sparrows and knew how many hairs are on our head, he would be even more concerned for the salvation of these people than we were. 

September 11, 2001 was just one more confirmation of this fact.
Index

CHAPTER 26 -  EASTERN MISSIONS

THE "UNVEILING" 

For decades, the so-called "Iron Curtain" divided Europe perpendicularly, right down the middle of the continent. Great nations were divided and the "cold war" between East and West threatened to escalate at any given moment into a third global war. The stockpiles of conventional weaponry were sufficient to annihilate the entire world population. Nuclear arsenals on both sides of the Atlantic provided potential for multiple "overkills." 

Christianity continued to exist in Eastern Europe during the cold war period of history. Some churches went underground to avoid persecution and others complied with certain governmental restrictions and controls in order to continue operating legally. Christians were divided about which was right, but God used and blessed Christians in both camps. In Albania, religion was completely outlawed. Today, Americans could take lessons from Christians of Eastern Europe, because the church in this nation is rapidly heading toward persecution. 

My first experience with Eastern Europeans was the refugee couple that escaped from Eastern Germany in 1966 (chapter 9). During language study, a young Russian was studying German with us, who tried hard to buddy up to us in hopes of gaining information that might help him advance. Vienna was the spy capital of the world and we had to be very cautious. One of my brothers was stationed at a satellite tracking station on Ascension Island. Verna's brother worked at NASA in Washington, DC, developing satellite photos of the earth. If that young man had known this, he might have tried harder, but he left us alone after we tried to share the gospel with him.

In 1972, a man speaking broken English called the Baptist Church in Linz and asked for someone to help him. He was relieved to discover that I was an American missionary. The caller was a Dutch businessman who had been involved in a bad accident on the Autobahn. The man explained that he was on a business trip to Rumania and had Rumanian Bibles hidden in his vehicle. Could I please get the Bibles from his wrecked car and store them until he was released from the hospital and could pick them up? 

This Christian businessman was not affiliated with any mission and had made several successful trips into the East with Bibles and Christian literature. He was typical of many whose names and unheralded deeds are only recorded in heaven. 

For fifteen years, I operated a print shop in Austria that provided most of the printed material needed by evangelical churches and missions. I also printed tons of literature that was smuggled through the Iron Curtain, but kept no records of such work and never mentoned it in our newsletters.

Most church leaders in the East showed a deep appreciation for the prayers of Christians in the West. They were particularly thankful for Bible teachers who traveled to their countries, providing the only available Bible training for church leaders. They were also aware that Westerners risked imprisonment, smuggling Bibles into the East. 

THE OTHER SIDE OF THE COIN 

In 1974, a young migrant laborer from Yugoslavia began to attend our church. He was a fine Christian and his father was a Yugoslavian Pastor. One day, he received a large package from home. It had been sent to our address because it would likely have been stolen if sent to where he lived. When he opened it, I noticed that the box was full of Bibles in Eastern European languages. I questioned him, and he explained that they were for truck drivers, who passed through Austria. 

I asked how his father in Yugoslavia had obtained Bibles in Bulgarian, Rumanian, Russian and Hungarian languages!  He explained that a large truck left a load of Bibles at their church, with instructions to transport them into the countries marked on the boxes. Yugoslavia had open borders to the West, but it was practically impossible to get the Bibles from Yugoslavia into other countries of Eastern Europe. So the Bibles were simply taking up much needed space in their church. 

I then recalled seeing a photo in the magazine of an Eastern Europe mission. It was the picture of a smiling missionary pointing to Christians in Eastern Europe, unloading a shipment of Bibles. Here was the visible proof of their arrival behind the Iron Curtain! 

"BIG BUSINESS"

In the post-war years, a number of "Eastern Missions" were founded. The adventurous spirit of "Bible smugglers" won the hearts (and pocketbooks) of many western Christians. Some "Eastern Missions" were collecting millions of dollars annually, yet refused to give clear information about where all that money was going. Mission leaders claimed that the success of their operations was dependent upon absolute secrecy. Ironically, those same organizations also spent millions of Dollars for public relations, including full-page color advertisements in magazines. For a donation of $25 or more, they offered books, calendars or videos and put you on their mailing list.

The gospel that some so-called Eastern Missions seemed to be propagating was, "Without money, we can do nothing!" Leaders of two such mission organizations openly accused each other of unethical financial policies. They even took each other to court, but eventually withdrew accusations when it became apparent that both missions stood to lose more than they could ever hope to gain.  

Our mission print shop was often called upon to print literature in Eastern European languages. If the typesetting and proofreading was finished, I usually complied. In 1982, a GMU missionary on deputation was approached by the leader of an Eastern mission. The gentleman had heard about our print shop and asked if we would be willing to do printing for them. 

He explained that a mission with offices in Vienna had been doing their printing, but it seemed very expensive. The GMU missionary sent me a sample copy of a Bulgarian brochure and asked me to respond. Imagine my surprise to recognize my own printing! I had printed 10,000 copies for an Eastern Mission in Vienna with no idea that the job was for another mission. The second mission paid three times what I had charged! I would not be surprised, if both missions reported the 10,000 brochures in the number of "Bibles and Pieces of Literature distributed." I wrote about a request to print ten million Dollars worth of books in Chapter 20.

Although refugee camps in Austria were overflowing with Eastern Europeans, missionaries from Eastern missions seldom bothered to visit these places. Several times, I asked the leader of one mission if they could send workers or at least literature to help reach these people for Christ. The refugees had plenty of time to read, and were open to the gospel. I was upset by the mission's response: "We must give priority to getting Bibles behind the Iron Curtain. We don't have enough workers or materials for the refugee camps."

CURTAINS FOR THE CURTAIN!

Sometime in the eighties, Austria and Hungary decided that it would be a great idea to collectively sponsor the Summer Olympics. The political scene in Hungary was changing rapidly and the two countries decided that the Iron Curtain had to go. In the autumn of 1989, Hungarians began to remove mine fields and roll up the barbed wire along the borders that led to the West. Not to be outdone, Czechoslovakian authorities followed suit. Although the Olympic idea never materialized, these actions set off a domino effect. Soon thousands of Eastern Europeans were taking advantage of the open borders to escape to the West. It was too late to close the leak, so one after another, Eastern nations deserted Communism and chose democratic or western-styled socialistic governments. In some places, like Rumania, there was bloodshed, but overall, the transformation was relatively peaceful. Pieces of the Berlin Wall were being sold as souvenirs to tourists.

At that time, there were at least a hundred missionaries in Vienna alone who worked with Eastern Europe mission societies. One might think that the demise of the Iron Curtain would have caused a mass eastward movement of missionaries, but this didn't happen. Although these missions had been calling on supporters to pray for the freedom of Eastern Europe, they were totally unprepared to act when those prayers were answered. Few of the missionaries spoke an Eastern European language. Most worked in well equipped, modern offices, preparing public relations materials. They had comfortable homes and their children were in English language schools. Even after East Germans began to stream through open borders into the West, little was done to take advantage of the new opportunities to share the gospel. Film crews and photographers were sent to document anything of value for making public appeals, but little else happened. 

The leader of one evangelical denomination in Czechoslovakia (now Czech Republic) told me that their churches were visited by numerous "Fact-Finding Commissions" in 1990.  Many photos were taken and articles printed in mission publications about "the new open doors in the East." This church leader said that the only result that his churches had experienced, was the loss of several qualified workers. They were hired by what he called "Western Missions" (perhaps a more appropriate term!) as "Regional Secretaries."  The salaries paid were usually under $200 per month, but that was well above what most Czechs earned. These "Regional Representatives" were often outfitted with a car, computer and photographic equipment, important prerequisites for collecting useful public relations material. 

Albania was one of the last Communist strongholds to fall. The Pastor of a small group of newly converted Christians in Tirana, had to contend with dozens of Westerners in most services. They insisted upon videotaping and photographing every aspect of "the Albanian revival," even during the sermon and prayers. 

One “Eastern” mission collected money to provide pastors in the East with cars “so they could reach more people with the gospel.” Although Americans might have considered these automobiles small Western European economy cars, many pastors were driving nicer and more expensive vehicles than the Mayor of the city.

WHAT A DIFFERENCE IN NEW TESTAMENT TIMES

Acts 16 tells of a woman who followed Paul around, calling out, "These are servants of the most high God who preach the way of salvation!" Paul put a stop to such "free public relations.“ Paul knew the power of pen and ink. He wrote many epistles, but his writings were not appeals for money. In II Corinthians 8, he encouraged the Corinthians to give generously, but not to him. II Cor. 2:17 reads: "Unlike so many, we do not peddle the Word of God for profit (money). On the contrary, in Christ we speak before God with sincerity, like men sent from God." The third chapter begins: "Are we beginning to commend ourselves again? Or do we need, like some people, letters of recommendation to you or from you?" (I Cor.3:1) Paul then answers his own question in verses 5-6. "Not that we are competent to claim anything for ourselves, but our competence comes from God. He has made us competent as ministers of a new covenant - not of the letter but of the Spirit; for the letter kills, but the Spirit gives life." 

If Paul had been living in Europe in 1990, he might have written: "Are we starting to toot our own horn again? Do we need public relations materials, photos and eyewitness reports like other missions? We are not eager to claim credit for our mission organization. God has equipped us with the Holy Spirit and entrusted us with the task of preaching the gospel. Public relations propaganda kills, but the working of the Holy Spirit gives life!" 

THE OPPORTUNITY OF A LIFETIME! 

Nowhere in the world, was there a fortune teller, prophet or astrologer who predicted the dramatic changes which came over Europe at the end of the eighties. Still, the Moonies, Mormons, Jehovah's Witnesses, Hari Krishna and other religious sects reacted spontaneously. These groups had plenty of money and manpower at their immediate disposal. Like dried up sponges, Eastern Europeans began to soak up anything that even appeared to be religious. Unfortunately, evangelical Christians were slow to respond with more than token aid and empty promises. 

WHAT TO DO?

Although literature and material assistance was certainly needed in Eastern Europe, I did not believe that these represented the most urgent needs. Bibles and Christian literature could now be printed by Eastern Europeans in their own countries at a fraction of what it would have cost to print in the West. Former publishers of Communist propaganda were crying for work! Western Europeans were providing material aid and expertise needed to rebuild the economy. Bible Schools and Seminaries were needed in Eastern Europe, but these institutions produce church leaders and the few existing churches were not crying for pastors. The greatest need was for missionaries who could proclaim the gospel in Eastern European languages and disciple nationals to do the same. 

In my opinion, the most urgent need was for effective witnesses. The gospel of Jesus Christ needed to be shared personally with as many people as possible. It needed to be understood by those who grew up under Communism.

At first glance, one might conclude that westerners should provide salaries for national Christians, who wouldn't need to learn the language or culture. They could live on a small income. I have often run across men from India and other nations who traveled from church to church collecting money for national workers, using the above argumentation. They say, "We can support a dozen pastors and missionaries for what it costs to support just one American missionary." 

Although the idea sounds logical, it has seldom worked well, and it definitely would not have worked well in Eastern Europe. During 40 years of Communism, all Christians belonged to one of two camps. They were either "legal" churches which agreed not to witness in exchange for a certain amount of freedom, or they went underground and lost touch with the masses. Many of the latter still lived in fear of reprisal, but most had become spiritually isolated from the masses. They lived apart, looked and acted differently and didn't know how to relate the gospel in a "secular" language. They had become like the Amish in America. They were hardly able to communicate the gospel to a generation of their own children who grew up in an atheistic society. Christians from the "registered churches" were largely incapable of sharing Christ even if they recognized a need. Materialism and worldliness soon flooded these churches. As a result, Christians became even more separated than under Communism!

What was needed most in Eastern European countries, was dedicated and spiritually mature missionaries who could show them how to witness. The gap between Americans and Eastern Europeans was not as great as one might think. Many Eastern Europeans dreamed of migrating to America and were infatuated with anything American. Few believed the Communist anti-American propaganda. After the Iron Curtain disintegrated, book tables in the market places sold Bibles and Playboy magazines next to each other and some bought both! 

Unfortunately, not much has been accomplished in bringing the gospel to Eastern Europe. Few Americans responded to the call. Such missionaries needed to be willing to accept a lower standard of living, learn another language well enough to communicate and disciple national Christians. By discipling, I mean to teach by example, not just with words. Missionaries produce missionaries; workers produce workers; witnesses produce witnesses!  Missionaries are "cross cultural disciplers." This is precisely what was needed, but few responded.  

REFUGEE AND RELIEF WORK

Another fantastic opportunity that we had in Austria was evangelism and discipleship training among refugees and displaced persons. 

During the 80s and 90s, the neutral country of Austria operated several refugee camps for displaced persons from Eastern Europe, North Africa and the Balkans. 

Refugees were not allowed to hold jobs, but certain politicians found that they could get votes by propagating the danger of Austrians losing their jobs to foreigners. They claimed that refugees were costing taxpayers a lot of money, but the opposite was actually true. The United Nations underwrote the cost of these refugee camps and some Austrian hotel owners chose to house refugees all year rather than taking in tourists for a couple of months. After several years, the UN even paid for the renovation of their hotels.

In 1995, anti-foreign sentiment was running high and the radical Austrian Freedom Party, led by Jörg Haider, was steadily gaining strength with it's anti-foreigner agenda. The radical Russian nationalist, Vladimir Shirinowsky, was not allowed to enter Germany and France, but he was readily granted permission to visit his "good friends" in Austria, the Haider family. Haider was also the honored guest of Sadaam Hussein and Muammar Gaddafi on several occasions. 

People known to be friendly to refugees soon became targets of letter bomb attacks. The Mayor of Vienna lost his hand and nearly his life when one of the bombs exploded. A TV reporter who appealed to Austrians to donate relief goods was also seriously injured. Another well known victim of a lethal bomb was the Director of "Caritas," the Roman Catholic Relief Organization. Six Gypsies were killed at a bus stop when a pipe bomb was detonated. 

We were especially cautious when opening mail in those days. Besides being foreigners ourselves, we were very involved in refugee ministry. We had ministries in refugee camps and did translation and mediation for foreigners who couldn't speak German. We collected and shipped 25-30 truckloads of relief goods to needy people in former Communist nations of Eastern Europe. My name and address was on the customs declarations of these shipments. Realizing that we could be on a hit list, any letter of questionable shape or origin was suspect. 

In 1997, police made a routine traffic stop in Southern Austria. The driver just happened to be the much sought after letter bomber. Thinking that this could be the end of his freedom, he tossed a pipe bomb at the officer. It exploded prematurely and the terrorist lost both arms. The policeman was also seriously injured.

Many refugees from Africa and the Balkans had been through the most excruciating circumstances that one could imagine. Mothers watched the brutal slaughter of their infants after which they themselves were repeatedly raped by the ruthless murderers. Men told of terrible torture in filthy confinement and showed us their scars.

Refugees had little or nothing to do in the camps. Being removed from their normal environment caused them to be more open to new ideas. Many were even seeking answers to questions about the purpose of life. 

Not a few refugees were Muslims. Evangelism among Bosnian Muslims was difficult. The Serbs claimed to be Orthodox Christians, yet they perpetrated atrocities against Muslims, called "ethnic cleansing." The Lord worked in spite of such obstacles, and not a few Muslim refugees found forgiveness and inner peace in Christ. One reason they received us was because they were aware of the dangers we faced when attempting to help them. On the other hand, many had experienced cold rejection and mistreatment by fellow Muslims. Some asked why Allah allowed their suffering and why fellow Muslims in other lands had not come to their aid. These people discovered that there are different kinds of Christians just as there are also different varieties of Muslims. Some Christians really did care, but not many Muslims! 

The warm reception of the Muslim refugees took us completely by surprise. We had children's programs with crafts, singing, games, skits and treats. They had few belongings, and we found the kids very innovative in fabricating toys and games. After I showed the boys how to make water rockets with plastic Coke bottles, a cork and football pump, they became instant disciples, hanging onto every word and deed. 

The children of school age were required to attend public school, so they soon picked up the German language. Most refugee children became good students and one boy from Iran was the top student in his class the very first year! Because refugees from many nationalities lived in the camp, the children soon learned each other's languages. When older people couldn't communicate with us, one of the kids would offer to translate.

I took two pairs of kid's boxing gloves (mentioned in Chapter 20) and taught boys how to box according to rules. When a kid broke the rules or lost his temper, I would remove the gloves and give them to the next boy. The children were better behaved than many Austrians we had taught. In one large refugee camp there were about fifty children, but many teenagers and even adults showed up for our programs. When we headed for the car, refugees always waved goodbye and begged us to return. 

We discovered vast differences in the attitudes of refugees from different nations. Some from African countries were very adept at getting what they wanted. One could never tell if the stories they told were fabricated or genuine. Even some who professed to be Christians and wanted to help lead services turned out to be fakes. We found ways to test people. Among other things, their reaction to uncomfortable circumstances or false accusations gave clues. 

The Nenovs had good educations and worked for the Bulgarian government until their conversion to Christ around 1980. When they refused to bow to some demands of Communist leaders, they were released from their jobs. They fled to Austria and spent some time in refugee camps. Their gifts, experience, educational background and fluency in German were soon recognized, and they obtained visas and work permits. In 1983, Nenovs moved to Ried, a city just north of us. Because ours was the nearest gospel-preaching church, they began attending our services. They had a burden to start a church in Ried, so students and staff from the Bible Institute conducted Bible studies in the Nenov's home. Soon, Mr. Nenov was leading the Bible studies himself. 

The following year, we conducted evangelistic meetings in Ried. Several accepted Christ and the Nenovs decided that it was time to add church services. There is a vibrant church in Ried today, but the Nenovs returned to their native Bulgaria to start churches. They also founded a literature ministry, a mission and even a Bible Institute that is training Bulgarians for ministry!
Refugees from Iran, Albania, Africa and other countries that were closed to the gospel have been converted and discipled through our mission's refugee ministries. Where relative peace has been restored in their homelands, some returned to share their new faith with fellow countrymen. 

VISAS

Tourists have always been quite welcome, for Austria thrives on tourism. Anyone can visit for up to three months without obtaining a visa, but obtaining a visa was becoming very difficult during our last decade in Austria. Fortunately, we had gotten permanent visas earlier, but new missionaries and even short-term workers were finding it difficult to obtain visas. 

When many European countries formed the European Union, an entirely new situation developed. Instead of border controls between nations, only the outer borders were protected. Because that outer border was considered the common border of many nations, foreigners seeking to enter for longer periods faced new restrictions and qualifications. 

Our GMU co-workers, Frank and Gwen Wiebe, could write a book about their problems with visas. The Wiebes served as missionaries in Austria for about ten years and then moved to Germany, where they served another ten years. When they decided to move back to Austria, they were told that they must get a visa before moving their belongings. They provided birth certificates, passports, employment documents and medical insurance vouchers to the Austrian Consulate in Germany. The Consulate forwarded everything to the Austrian Province of Styria, where they planned to relocate. After several weeks, the Wiebes called to see why their visas had not yet been granted. When they finally reached the proper office, the official said that he had not opened the envelope containing their application. He assured them that the papers would soon be processed and sent to Vienna, after which they would be sent to Munich where they could be picked up. 

Frank tried to explain that their case was urgent. It would soon be Christmas; the rental contract on their apartment in Germany had expired and all their belongings were packed and ready to move. They were required to send their Canadian passports with their visa application, but needed them in order to drive to Austria and prepare their new apartment for occupancy. The official agreed to mail the passports back and told them to apply for the visa in Munich. Time passed and no passports arrived. They finally called again and the official said that they had been mailed. Frank asked, "To what address?" After checking, he said that they were sent by registered mail to the post office in Liezen, Austria, where they planned to live! The official realized his mistake and said, "Don't worry, the post office returns unclaimed mail in three weeks. When they return, we will send them to your address in Germany." When Wiebes finally got the visas, they were only good for six months and half that time had already expired! They had to begin the application process for renewals almost as soon as they received the visas! 

25 YEARS IN AUSTRIA

On July 24, 1989, we invited friends and fellow workers to help us celebrate a quarter of a century in Austria. We grilled and enjoyed good food and fellowship in our back yard with about fifty persons. 
After 25 years of missionary work, during which we often had no vacation time whatsoever, we decided to accept the invitation of GMU missionaries in Greece to visit them and stay in a little cottage near the Golf of Corinth. Since it took three days to get there and another three days for the return trip, we took a whole month off for the trip. 

GREECE

We departed on August 21st and returned on September 20th.  For someone who lives in cold, damp Austria and suffers from rheumatism, Greece is a welcome change of climate! Even in the night, the temperatures stayed in the eighties.  

One morning, Verna went into a butcher's shop and asked for lamb chops. The butcher didn't know English, so Verna imitated the sound of a sheep. That worked very well and the friendly butcher pointed at several trays of meat, repeating "baaaa" several times. By this time all the customers were laughing so hard, their sides probably ached. We were infatuated with the Greek cuisine and Verna bought a cookbook written in English. It was titled, "Cooking in Greece." A visitor saw the cookbook on our bookshelf and thought the title was misspelled! 

Early in our vacation, I was getting into our little sailboat and cut my foot on a sharp object in the water. I didn't feel much, but after climbing into the boat, I wondered why the water looked red. When I looked down, I realized that the boat was also turning red. It was a nasty cut, so Verna took me to the next town to find a hospital. The receptionist copied my name from the passport and led me to a doctor's office. The Doctor spoke perfect English and while sewing up the wound, he chatted away about his visits to America and Austria. Once the bandage was on, I expected to be presented with a bill, but this was not the case. The receptionist said that all Greeks had free government medical care.  It would cost more to hire people to do the paperwork than to give tourists free care. Besides, the tourist industry is a great source of income! I assume that, without a paper trail, there are no lawsuits!

For the remainder of our stay, Verna had to do the driving and I couldn't go in the water. I always had to work when sick or injured, but having fun seemed to be against the rules! 

Not knowing what to do with my time, I decided to paint the cottage where we were staying. It was a flimsy construction of steel tubular frame covered on the outside with flake-board. The roof was of corrugated metal and the floor a concrete slab. Our missionary friend (Greek born) inherited the property from his grandmother and materials for the cottage cost him less than $1,000. Several minor earthquakes "rattled our cage" while we were there and we were glad that there wasn't much substance to the cottage, which threatened to fall on our heads.

Verna wanted to see the Parthenon in Athens so badly that she agreed to drive us there. Considering the way Greeks drive, this was no small feat. We saw many accidents during our short stay, some of them resulting in deaths. A truck and car collided near where we were staying and the drivers spent the next five hours arguing over who was at fault. Meanwhile the road was blocked for all traffic. Public busses stopped in the center of expressways to pick up or discharge passengers and we often saw people standing in the middle of the highway with suitcases, waiting for a bus. One never knew where a defective car might be stranded along the road. Drivers made no attempt to mark the hindrance or to warn oncoming motorists, even in a hidden curve of the passing lane. While waiting for the ferry to Italy, we were parked near an intersection for half an hour and counted the cars which ran a red traffic light. One in three cars never stopped!

It was hot and traffic was heavy, but Verna managed to get us to Athens safely. Near the railroad station, we asked a taxi driver how to get to the Parthenon. He knew English and replied, "Follow me!" Two tourists had just boarded his taxi and Verna followed him on the wildest ride she has ever taken. In Athens, it doesn't seem to matter if your brakes don't work, but you do need a horn. Once at the entrance of the Parthenon, we found a parking spot and headed for the ticket office. The people who had ridden in the taxi were also in line, which didn't seem to be moving at all. The hot sun beat down on our heads and many were complaining. Finally, the line began to move, slowly at first and then very rapidly. As we looked ahead, we could see the reason. Many who had been standing in line were now returning. We asked a couple speaking German what was up and they said, "They are on strike. The Parthenon is closed to visitors."

When we reached the parking area, we saw the same taxi driver arriving with another fare. Since he knew English, I said that the workers were all on strike and the Parthenon was closed to visitors. He smiled and said, "Yes, I know, but taxi drivers aren't!" 

Because electronic devices were horribly expensive in Greece, we purchased a TV in Austria and took it as a gift for our hosts. They were elated, but said that they couldn't use it for a while. The publicly owned television station was on strike! Actually, the television was not completely shut down. The stations went on the air at news time, but instead of news, they showed Parliament debates of politicians. Afterward, a list of interesting films and programs scheduled for that evening were listed. Then a commentator informed everyone that they were on strike and were shutting down the station. They remained on strike the entire duration of our stay, so we didn't realize that the rest of Europe was being turned upside down!

A HISTORICAL EVENT

While we were enjoying sunshine on the Gulf of Corinth, eating delicious Greek food, and visiting the ancient ruins of Delphi and Corinth, Central Europe was changing drastically. The Iron Curtain which separated Eastern and Western Europe was dismantled and Eastern Europeans began pouring over the borders into Germany and Austria to get a first hand glimpse of the West and freedom. Souvenir hunters began chipping away at the Berlin Wall and newspapers around the world were full of this news.

We were totally unaware of such happenings. 

A CENTURY BEHIND

Eastern European Christians who had prayed long for freedom of religion, finally saw their prayers answered in the final months of 1989. Within a few short weeks, nearly all Communist powers had lost their strangle-hold on the populace and the people were rejoicing.  

Some believers rejoiced and began to rebuild churches which had been demolished by atheist dictators. But for many Christians, this long awaited moment was seen as an opportunity to migrate to the West and seek security and affluence. Few Czechs left their country. They chose rather to stay and rebuild the nation. In Romania it was a mixed reaction. Many Romanian Christians who had prayed many years for freedom, jumped at the opportunity to leave their country. Not a few fled to Austria. One Romanian refugee began conducting weekly church services for fellow refugees in the town of Wolfsegg (There is also a town in Austria called Rottenegg!). It soon became the largest evangelical church in the province! Romanian church services, which often lasted 2-3 hours, sprang up in Vienna, Linz, Salzburg and other cities. Even refugees who remained in Austria and got jobs, often continued worshipping with their fellow expatriates, speaking their own language. Few adapted to Austrian culture. 

The region of Romania known as Transylvania is perhaps best known for Dracula and Frankenstein. Many of the citizens living in that area are German-speaking, so one might think that these would be first to migrate to Austria or Germany. Surprisingly, most Christians in Transylvania resolved to stay and rebuild. We collected materials and tools to help these Romanian Christians rebuild their churches. In other parts of Romania, churches and the general economy suffered greatly from the exodus of able-bodied and capable workers.  

From a letter dated August 11, 1994:

Sepp, Tony, and Herman, from the church in Ampflwang, and a pastor from Attersee delivered another truckload of food, clothing and medical supplies to a children's home in Romania last week. Sepp said that road conditions have improved (only one blown tire this trip!), but there are still many other big problems. In the railway station of Bucharest, it takes more than an hour to get a train ticket. Although admission is charged to use public restrooms, toilets are filthy and seldom function. 

RESEARCHING POTENTIAL MISSIONFIELDS

After the Iron Curtain between East and West Europe was dismantled, two leaders of GMU came to visit these countries on a fact-finding tour. Because I had a car, could speak a second language and was familiar with European ways, they asked me to accompany them. I discovered later that there was another reason. They planned to ask me to be responsible for any new field openings.

We first visited Czechoslovakia. What an experience! The Czechs are very industrious and the nation produced much heavy armament for the Eastern bloc. The people enjoyed a standard of living above most other Communist nations, but they were extremely poor in comparison to Western Europeans. When driving through the cities, one had to drive in the center of the road to keep from running over legs of amateur mechanics, working on their battered vehicles. Many parked their old Skodas and Trabants on hillsides so they could get them started, but most Czechs rode bikes, took public transportation or walked. 

It was fascinating to observe the stark differences between Eastern and Western Europe. Few living Westerners could remember primitive lifestyles commonly experienced in Communist lands. We stayed in hotels where the Communist elite had previously stayed, but they lacked many amenities we are accustomed to in the west. There was a dial telephone in our room, but it was only for show. To make a call, we had to go down into the basement, give the number we wanted to call to a switchboard operator and wait until she got through. After plugging in some cables and disconnecting others for what seemed like an hour, she suddenly exclaimed, "I got it!" and handed us the phone. There was no privacy so everyone knew what we were saying.

Soon after the Iron Curtain fell, entrepreneurs set up tables in the streets of every town, selling anything they brought in from the West to citizens who were unable to make the trip. I took a picture of a book table which offered all kinds of literature which had been forbidden or hard to get during the Communist era. There were Mickey Mouse comics, Playboy Magazines and Bibles lying next to each other! In the town of Husinec, birthplace of the famous reformer, John Huss, I photographed a well-worn fresco on the front of a house in the center of town which depicted Huss's martyrdom. Just below the fresco was a show window containing pornographic literature! Next to the window were posters advertising x-rated films and a night club featuring naked dancers. Huss was burned at the stake for his faith on July 6, 1415. Now, 575 years later, freedom was being celebrated by Czechs in ways that were forbidden by law under Communism!

While in Prague, thieves smashed our car window in an attempt to steal the radio, but they couldn't figure out how to unlock the doors and gave up. After visiting some Czech pastors, we headed back to Austria rather than risk leaving the car on the street with a broken window. One of the pastors told us that such vandalism was uncommon under Communism. The consequences if caught were too dire! But the police and military had been serving the Communist regime, and after the fall of Communism, they lost much of their power and authority. 

In Romania, former members of the Securitate (secret police) nearly starved to death. These highly trained and previously privileged individuals suddenly found themselves without an income and subjected to public ridicule and antipathy. The only people who showed them mercy and kindness were the Christians who had suffered most under Communism. Some of these ex-police officers became Christians, but other former members of the Securitate formed mafia-like underground organizations which are still terrorizing both their own country and Western European nations. 

The day after our return from Prague, I picked up a Romanian Pastor at the train station, who wanted to visit Christian friends in Austria. He hoped to obtain financial help in rebuilding his church. I said that I needed to drive to Salzburg to get a window replaced and he seemed delighted at the prospect of seeing the city of which he heard so much. Once on the Autobahn, I drove at the legal speed of 75 mph (most drive faster!) while the Romanian clutched his seat with both hands, apparently expecting the car to take flight or blow up! Once in Salzburg, I went to the Ford agency and approached the parts window.  I explained to the salesperson that I needed a left-rear-side-window for a 1985 Ford station wagon. He asked if it was tinted and what shade of tint. After looking up the part on a microfilm machine, he read the part number into a microphone. Within seconds, a young man showed up with the glass, wrapped in brown cardboard. The clerk typed the price into a computer which spit out the receipt. I then pushed my bank card into an automat and typed in my pin number to pay for the glass.

The Romanian was aghast at all this -- like he had been resurrected after being dead for a century!  On the way to our home, he shared his impressions in broken German. In Romania, the roads were so full of pot holes that even a fast western car could not drive over 20 or 30 mph. All those new cars in the Ford dealership were breathtaking, but what really fascinated him was how I got the exact window I needed in a matter of seconds--- and I didn't even open the package to see if I had gotten the right part! Paying for something with a plastic card was also unheard of! 

A Czech pastor told me that thieves ruined the front windshield of five Skodas belonging to pastors attending a pastors' conference. Four of them were shattered while attempting to remove them, but they were apparently successful getting the fifth. The thief was probably not a professional, but rather someone whose own windshield had been stolen or damaged. If you went to a Skoda dealer and asked to buy a windshield, you would have to wait months for it. 

The Skoda factory has since been bought by Volkswagen and their cars are now equal in quality to most western cars, but still somewhat cheaper.

Shortly after our fact-finding trip, the Pastor of our home church in Elmer, New Jersey, was traveling in Czechoslovakia with another couple from the church. While touring Budweis, where Budweiser Beer originated, he met and befriended two Czechs, Daniel and Thomas, who were conducting an evangelistic street meeting. He was surprised to learn that Daniel and his wife were good friends of ours. I still have a portrait of them on my office wall. After returning to America, our pastor shared his experiences with members of the church. The church decided to invite Daniel and Thomas to visit America, even paying for their plane tickets. The men were dumbfounded by this generous gesture, and gladly accepted. 

They had heard much about American affluence, but never pictured believers as people of means. They were totally unprepared for the seemingly endless wealth of Christians! The church parking lot was full of the most luxurious automobiles they had ever seen. Members invited them for meals and took them to shopping malls, ocean resorts, Philadelphia and Washington, DC. They enjoyed watching the men's expressions when being shown around. 

Shortly after their return to Czechoslovakia, we visited our friend, Daniel and his family. I asked him to share his impressions of America. He began by saying that the exquisite homes of believers reminded him of the lifestyle of the elite Communist bosses who had ruled Czechoslovakia. Nearly everyone had at least one and usually two cars and garages to put them in. They could open and close the garage door by pressing a button, however many people left their nice cars outside and stored junk in the garage. Daniel continued, "In our country, bicycles are the main mode of transportation, but in America, people ride bikes in their bedrooms and they don't go anywhere!"

One of the church members later shared another experience with us. He took the men shopping at a large shopping mall. On the way there, Daniel saw a sign on the front lawn of a house that read, "For sale by owner." He asked, "Can somebody else sell their house?" Walking through the mall, Thomas asked the church member to explain why most of the signs included the words "sale" and "off." Later, he made the same observation that my mother had made years earlier. He paused in front of a clothing store where bikinis were advertised as being "40% off." Thomas turned and said, "It looks more like 90% off!"

A GEOGRAPHY LESSON
We wrote the following from our vacation on Italy's Adriatic Sea. It was dated September, 1995:

We are writing this letter to you from lovely Malibu Beach, where temperatures are in the upper seventies and waves are crashing on the sand, only occasionally drowned out by the sound of NATO military planes on bombing missions to Bosnia. 

What was that again? Bosnia? Malibu Beach? Yes, you read correctly and we are not mistaken. You see, Malibu Beach is the name of a camp ground in Italy, located on the Adriatic Sea. We are spending a two-week vacation here after a very busy summer. 
About 200 miles from us, the Bosnian Serbs are now on the receiving end of a war which is well into its 4th year. At midnight, August 30th, the first wave of bombers left the airport in nearby Aviano, breaking the sound barrier right over our camp ground! Campers woke up with a start, convinced that there had been a terrific explosion somewhere. The morning newspapers provided the explanation. For the next several days, planes flew back and forth on their sorties to Bosnia. We turned on our short wave radio to hear what damage their payloads had inflicted. A dozen cruise missiles were fired from the USS Normandy last night (9:30 pm, September 10th). Unless opponents in this war accept Christ as Savior and learn to forgive as He has forgiven us, there will never be true peace.

We began the six hour trip here in heavy rains and even drove through a snow storm in the Alps. We really enjoy the sunshine and have acquired a lovely copper tan, but we must now return to cold, clammy Austria and a pile of work which is waiting for us (that includes getting this letter ready for printing)
TWO WEEKS IN ALBANIA

Arben Kosta is an Albanian who was saved while a refugee in Austria. He graduated from the Austrian Bible Institute (we helped to sponsor him) and returned to Albania to do church planting in Kukes. There, he met and fell in love with a Child Evangelism Fellowship missionary named Sherilyn, daughter of good friends of ours who served many years with CEF in Austria. Arben and Sherilyn were married January 16, 1999. We had planned to attend their wedding in Canada, but it didn't work out. My mother's funeral was the day before their wedding. You can perhaps begin to understand why we have a special place in our hearts for this young couple!

We returned to Austria in early March, 1999 and the Kostas returned to Albania soon afterward.  Within days of their return, half a million Muslim refugees began flooding into Albania from Kosovo, most of them entering the country near Kukes. International relief organizations were slow in responding to the need, but the small Christian church in Kukes became internationally famous for it's heroic efforts to make the refugees feel welcome and in meeting their most urgent needs. 

Arben and Sherilyn worked with two German couples and a single girl from Frontiers, a mission that specializes in Muslim ministries. Another graduate of our Bible Institute is Director of the Swiss branch of Frontiers.

OUR TASK

The young church in Kukes was experiencing conversions nearly every month and desperately needed more room. After the Kosovo crises, they applied for permission to add a second floor to their church. Although the town officials had only given oral consent, the believers and missionaries began to pour footings and concrete pillars. By mid-April, church members had finished the cinder block walls, but had no idea how to build a roof to cover the walls. They wrote a letter to friends in Europe asking for help. My brother David, Gerhard Huber, from Ampflwang and fellow GMU missionary, Ron Poffenroth, volunteered to accompany Verna and myself to Albania from May 15 until 29 in order to help with the roof construction. We discovered that no one else had responded to the call!
THURSDAY, May 11th, 2000

My brother David arrived in Salzburg after a long delay in Newark due to storms. He arrived several hours late, but when he called to tell his wife Nancy that he had arrived, he discovered that her short flight from Newark to Virginia Beach had been canceled. She had spent the night in the airport and arrived home only minutes before Dave called! 

A German architect and builder named Alex, had volunteered to draw up plans for the roof based on the information that he received. He faxed me the plans early in the week. Dave and I spread out the fax papers on the hallway floor and pieced them together to get a picture of what lied ahead of us. The plan made little sense, for we had never seen the building or even a photo of it and few details were given. I called the architecht and asked many questions. He said that he would send more detailed plans later and gave me a list of tools and materials we would need to take. He also told us that we would need a large power hand saw, so I went out and bought the largest one I could find. After proudly announcing this accomplishment by phone, he said that it was far too small! I replied that there was no way we could get a larger one at such a late date. Besides, we were only allowed 40 pounds of luggage each and a saw of that size would exceed our limit. I said that Austrians used a chain saw for large cuts and we would do the same.

I was able to get most tools and materials, but the plans also called for large metal plates to strengthen the heavy trusses. These were nowhere to be found locally. 

Thursday evening, I received a 7-page fax from Alex, giving more details of the roof construction and an additional list of materials needed. By this time I was getting scared and asked myself what we had gotten ourselves into. None of us were professionals with experience in this type of roof construction and even Alex told me that this particular job would be exceptionally difficult. He told me that there were no straight walls, that the main truss work was quite complicated and no two rafters would be of the same length or have the same cutout for the sill. 

I had a Bible Institute Board Meeting all day Friday and while we were meeting, Verna and Dave searched all the building supply places in the provincial capital city of Linz for the metal plates.  They purchased all they could find in several stores- 50 pounds of them. But they could only find small plates and the plans called for large ones.  

MONDAY, May 15th, 2000

Dave, Verna and I got up at 3:15, showered and ate breakfast. We loaded our luggage and carry-ons (heaviest ever!) in the car at 4:00 AM and after picking up Ron and Gerhard, we drove to the Vienna Airport, arriving at 8:30 AM. All of us were nervous about what lay before us. Would we have good weather and enough tools and materials?  Would there be injuries? Most of all, would we be able to accomplish the task? Verna was concerned about shopping for groceries, where, how and what she would prepare.

The flight from Vienna to Budapest was on time, but our flight from Budapest to Tirana was three hours late. We packed very light except for the tools, metal plates and other items. Because carry-ons were not weighed, we put the heaviest items in these. When they went through x-ray machines in Vienna and Budapest, the customs officials made us open our bags for inspection. We breathed a sigh of relief when they let us go.
The flight to Albania was uneventful and we got our first glimpse of Albania when the plane left its cruising altitude and descended through the clouds. Like Austria, nearly the entire country is mountainous, but most of the mountains looked bare with few trees. Also like Austria, most Albanians live in the capital city, Tirana. About the only other similarity is the first and last letter of the countries' names! As the Boeing 737 approached to land, I could see two dogs lying on the runway. One of them never moved, but the plane somehow managed to miss it. 

Once in the airport, we began looking for restrooms, but could find none. I asked someone who appeared to be an employee, and he said that the only restrooms were in the departure area. All passengers had to show their passports at a small cubicle that looked much like a British telephone booth. A woman inside wrote names and passport numbers in a large journal and then said, "The entry visa is $50 please!" We continued on to the baggage claim. There was no conveyor belt, but simply a room filled with baggage and greedy men who made certain that passengers got nowhere near it. Fortunately, the luggage of all five of us somehow came through in Verna’s name. An Albanian asked for our name and I said “Harvey”. He promptly appeared with Gerhard’s suitcase. I said, “More!” and the man returned with a second one.  The scene was repeated until our suitcases were standing in a row, but still out of reach. “$10” the man demanded. Verna dutifully handed him the money and two other men carried four suitcases into the next room - a distance of about 12 feet. Ron was permitted to carry his own duffel bag. They demanded $10. Verna argued that she had already paid, but the men said they couldn’t imagine who might have taken her money. It was definitely not them and they had done all the “work"!  Fearing they might discover that the baggage belonged to four people, I gave them a ten Dollar bill. We each carried our own suitcases and hand luggage across the street to a waiting taxi. 

Sherilyn was waiting with a taxi (a 9-passenger van), which took us to Kukes. I noticed that the taxi had foam rubber pads on the seats. That should have been fair warning of what was ahead of us, but I assumed that the upholstery was worn. We were soon very thankful for the extra padding! 
We were supposed to pick up Arben, who was in Tirana to get a visa for Great Britain. He was nowhere to be found, so Sherilyn told the taxi driver to go on without him (He came a day later on his own). We saw scores of car skeletons with every screw and piece of metal removed along the road from the airport. I jokingly said that this must be Tirana Airport’s “Long Term Parking”.  Sherilyn said that anyone who leaves a car unattended overnight, could expect it to look like that by morning. 
As we approached the city limits of Tirana, Verna told Sherylin that she needed to find a restroom soon. Could she please ask the driver to stop at the first rest area? Sherylin obliged and the driver promptly pulled the taxi to the side of the street and said, "Rest stop." There was a trash-littered field of approximately five acres bordered by typical Albanian apartment houses. All of us except the driver, made pilgrimages to a small bush about 50 feet from the busy highway.  The driver got relief at the side of the road. 

The main highway which nearly all vehicles use leads from the port city of Dürres to Tirana and by way of Kukes to Kosovo. Armored military vehicles, 4-wheelers of the KFOR, UN and trucks from various relief agencies all travel this road along with inumerable dilapidated Albanian trucks, taxis, busses, cars, tractors, horses and mules. Occasionally we had to slow to a snail's pace behind a herd of sheep until they left the road.  
No words or pictures can describe that trip! After two hours of violent bouncing, Gerhard had a splitting headache and asked how much longer it would be. Sherilyn said that we still had five hours -- and the last part was worst! All of us groaned. Not only does the road wind, twist and turn constantly, but the driver also has to steer his vehicle back and forth from one side of the road to the other in order to miss the worst potholes. The unavoidable lesser potholes were enough to rattle our teeth! I soon discovered that it was best to just relax and let my head bounce rather than try to keep it steady.  If oncoming traffic is trying to miss the same pothole, drivers “play chicken” to see who gives way. It is usually the larger vehicle that wins, but if both are of equal size, the drivers use their horns to underscore their claim to priority and it can get really scary! 
Dave had a neat little GPS (Global Positioning System) along and kept track of our travels. Kukes is exactly 532 miles from our house in Austria as the crow flies. Tirana is 60 miles from Kukes in a straight line, but 125 miles driving at an average speed of 18 mph. In Austria, many cars travel 100 mph, but in Albania, 18 mph seems faster and more dangerous! I gained a lot of admiration for the German built Ford vans! Our driver said that he makes this round trip four to five times every week! At $40 each way, he was getting wealthy! The average Albanian earned only $50-80 per month and he was getting about $300 per week after paying for repairs, tire replacement and fuel.  

For all of seven hours, we zigged, zagged, bounced and dodged our way to Kukes. Hairpin turns and steep precipices with no guardrails are common, as are herds of sheep, goats, cows, chickens and other animals. Donkeys laden with hay and an occasional pig (most Albanians are Muslim and are not supposed to eat pork) are other road hazards to avoid. Sherilyn said that if a driver hits a child, he (there are no female drivers) had better leave his vehicle and flee for the nearest border as fast as his legs can carry him. Albanians frequently kill drivers who hit their children.

We tried to get pictures of sights along the road, but the constant bouncing made it next to impossible. Ron video taped part of the trip and you can get very dizzy watching it. There are few trees in Albania. As soon as they get a couple of inches thick, people cut them down for firewood.

The scenery is mostly abandoned factories, roadside businesses selling used tires or car parts and car washes. The latter are cement pads next to a stream or river where people offer to wash your car for a nominal fee. One sees thousands of concrete bunkers in Albania. They are no longer used, but it is next to impossible to get rid of them. A stray NATO rocket hit one near the Kosovo border and split it in half, but the bunker is still there!

We were told that the Albanian government had twice received international aid to rebuild the highway to Tirana, but the money vanished into the pockets of corrupt politicians.

At 10:30 PM, after six hours of  the back-wrenching drive, we could finally see the lights of Kukes, but Sherilyn said that we still had well over an hour to ride. She was right too! We arrived around midnight and fell into our prepared beds with prayers of thanksgiving! 
TUESDAY, May 16th, 2000

We ate breakfast at 8:00 and after a time of prayer, we went to look over our task. We had expected this to be difficult, but what we found surpassed our wildest imaginations! There was a zigzag wall on the left side which made no sense to us until Matthias, one of the missionaries, explained. An Albanian neighbor who ran a coffee shop had confiscated a piece of the church property to expand the terrace of his establishment. The missionaries and a couple of Albanian Christians protested, saying that they planned to build there and needed that property. He responded with a hand grenade and gun, asking what they intended to do about it. For special emphasis, he also said that if he didn’t like their building, he would tear it down. In any other country he might have landed in jail for such actions, but Albania functions under different “rules”.  
There are five clans which rule this city of about 20,000. The oldest member of the clan has the power over all his descendants and their allies. Occasionally, there are wars between clans, but generally the city is divided into five territories. After the banking scandal in 1997, when many Albanians lost all their savings in a scam involving public banks and high ranking officials, bands of roving thugs began to pillage and rob anyone not under clan protection in order to get their lost money back. Foreigners were most vulnerable and nearly all left the country. 
The workers in Kukes also considered this but felt that they should stay with the believers. They later discovered that if they had left, the thugs would have robbed and perhaps killed them on their way to the port of Dürres. Several times their homes were broken into and ransacked. Once, Kristin attempted to barricade the door and the thugs shot through the door, barely missing her. They then broke the door down and stole whatever they could find. On another occasion, one missionary family including children was forced to lie on the floor at gun point while cronies collected anything of value. A policeman was a member of the band! After that, the team did actually prepare to leave, but word somehow leaked out and the five clan heads came to an agreement for once. The “Germans” had done much for the city and had to stay! A spokesman visited the missionaries and assured them of clan protection!

One of the team members, Henning, was very handy and started cabinet making shops to employ jobless Albanians. The team also collected used eyeglasses in Western Europe and Christian opticians from Switzerland came with optical equipment and trained young Albanians how to measure and prescribe eyeglasses. The people paid a couple of Dollars for eyeglasses that cost hundreds in Western Europe. Henning also had a “Unimog.” It was a 1959 4-wheel drive, Mercedes diesel, convertible pickup truck! It had a snowplow and was the only vehicle which cleared city streets of snow in winter.
A truck had delivered the lumber before our arrival and it was so green, they probably cut it while the driver waited. It was piled in the courtyard where no one could steal it. As heavy as it was, I could not imagine anyone trying to steal it, but we learned that absolutely NOTHING is safe from theft in Albania except for those numerous concrete bunkers dotting the landscape! 

Before lunch we got the first full-sized 8x12 inch beam ready to put up. It had to span a distance of about 40 feet, so we spliced two of the beams, reinforcing the “S-joint” with the largest steel plates we brought from Austria. After lunch about a dozen of the local Christians showed up to help lift the beam onto the left wall and two concrete pillar supports.  The beam for the right side was over 22 feet long, but too short according to the blueprints. Henning said that he had gotten the longest log they could find in Kosovo (building material, especially wood, is more readily available in Kosovo than in Albania). I measured it carefully and found that the ends would lay about two inches on the walls, so I asked Henning if he could find some steel to make shoes for both ends. By bolting the beam into the shoes, I felt that the beam should hold all right. The others agreed and soon Henning had a couple of shoes welded up. 
I went with Henning to look for steel plates, thinking we could find some for the trusses as well. Henning went to a house with a high wall around it and yelled to the owner. It is the only way to gain entrance in Albania. Everything is always locked up and there are no door bells. An older man poked his head out a window and Henning told him what he wanted. We were allowed inside and the owner locked the gate after us. He grabbed a shovel and went around back, motioning us to follow. He began digging and soon struck a metallic object. In fifteen minutes he had uncovered a steel plate about 3x6 feet and a quarter inch thick. "Will this do?" he asked. Henning studied it for a while and said that we would only need a piece of it. With that, he bent over and drew a U-shaped shoe like we wanted on the ground, explaining how it would be used. The man then asked if he should make it for us. He could cut it out and weld it together. There was some mandatory hagling over the price, but labor in Albania was so cheap that his highest price would have seemed a bargain. I completely forgot to ask about thinner steel plates for the trusses until we got back to the church. 

Tuesday evening we were invited to supper with Sherilyn and Arben. We learned that a single worker was returning from furlough in Germany on the following Monday and bringing a vehicle. I phoned Alex and asked him to send some large steel plates and a few other things we still needed.  He agreed to send them along. I was able to sleep better that night! 

WEDNESDAY, May 17th, 2000

After breakfast, a group of young Albanian Christians came to help put the second beam into place. We placed some of the cement blocks on the scaffold and laid planks across to stand on, but when two of us climbed onto the scaffold, the blocks crumbled and collapsed
In the afternoon, we began work on the main center truss. There were upper and lower elements with cross braces between. We screwed on the smaller metal plates until the large ones arrived.

THURSDAY, May 18th, 2000

We got the center truss up and Gerhard took a hammer and chisel to break out a few bricks where the truss would fit into the wall of the existing house. He soon called down that he didn’t need the tools. The mortar was like sand and he could just pull the bricks out of the wall with his fingers! I started to have misgivings about the job. If the cement blocks crumbled that easily and the mortar of the old building was mostly sand, how could it possibly hold many tons of roof construction? An apartment block across the street was empty after the bathrooms in four stories caved in, killing one person. Fortunately, the Communists finished each story by pouring a concrete slab over the top as a base for the next story, using good solid cement and reinforcement rods. This is all that holds the buildings together, but it seemed to do the job! We anchored the center truss construction into the third story slab with special anchor bolts.

In the afternoon it started to rain so hard that we decided to call it a day at about 4:00 PM. Soon afterwards, a film team from a German TV network showed up and wanted to interview the team leader, Matthias. They filmed the church’s activities a year earlier during the refugee crises and had returned to do a “one year afterwards” report on Kukes. They filmed the interview right on the construction site in the drizzling rain. While climbing a homemade ladder onto the upper floor, a cameraman slipped and fell. His hand was very swollen and probably broken.

In the evening we had supper with team members, Matthias and Martina. Gerhard said that while walking through town, he saw a woman in traditional dress on her balcony and asked if he could take her picture, pointing to his camera. She nodded her head and said “jo” (which sounds like Austrian dialect for “yes”), so he took her picture. She then pulled her scarf over her face. Our host and hostess said that in Albania, shaking and nodding the head mean exactly the opposite. “Jo” means “no” and “po” means “yes”! We all laughed until tears came.

FRIDAY, May 19th, 2000

It was only 79° Fahrenheit, but we were still hot and sweaty from the hard work. In the morning we got ready for the rafters, marking and laying them out. We discovered that there was an obvious mistake in the blueprints. The outer beams were 8x12 inches and the center truss was made of  8x8” beams. The architect must have missed this fact and all were set at the same level. This would allow for an even ceiling, but when we got to the hip roof rafters, we realized that there was an 8” difference in height. We decided to add an additional sill to make up for it.  Due to this problem, we didn’t get a whole lot accomplished. Matthias must have sensed our disappointment, for he came up to the apartment to give us encouragement.

The girls in the optometry shop (located on the same floor where we stayed) were singing Albanian songs in the morning, so Verna asked Ron to make a video of them before lunch. Afrim, the brother of one girl joined them.

We called Richard in the evening to wish him Happy Birthday, but the connection was bad and we got cut off.  

SATURDAY, May 20th, 2000

We always had prayer together before starting the day and if anyone had a word to share, this was also encouraged. Ron said that he had found a special verse that was very fitting and shared it with us. I can’t recall which verse it was, but in German it read something like: “Remain here in these mountains and be faithful; I will be with you”.  He was thinking of the high roof we were constructing, but Verna asked him why they were leaving Austria after 15 years of missionary service!

We got a few rafters up and Albanians were really watching. The roof was beginning to look impressive. Albanians have mostly flat cement roofs with a tar covering. 

Every day when we started working, we could tell what the Albanians living in the upper apartments had for supper the evening before. They simply toss their garbage out the window and it often lands on a roof top. What the birds don’t eat accumulates. While Ron was taking a picture in town, he was almost struck by garbage that someone obviously aimed at him!

Saturday evening we took a walk through town and came across a wedding celebration. Albanians were dancing their folk dances in national traditional costumes. The children were doing their own dancing around an open sewer.  The heavy cast iron manhole covers are frequently stolen and not replaced. Some are on sidewalks and others are in the middle of the street. There is nothing to warn people of the danger, but Albanians know to look out for them.

SUNDAY, May 21st, 2000

The Albanians stay up late Saturdays and sleep in on Sunday mornings. Our church services in Ampflwang begin at 9:00 AM, but in Kukes, the service didn’t start until 10:30, so we had plenty of time.

There were about 60 mostly young Christians and several visitors in the service. The singing was to guitar accompaniment and lively. We couldn’t understand what was being said but Sherilyn translated the main points of the message for us. The message of course centered around building the Lord’s house, stressing the fact that the physical house is not the real church. After the message, we were all called to the front and presented with gifts. The men received traditional white hats of the villagers, which we promptly put on our heads to the delight of the Albanians. Verna received a round sort of pie pan with decorative design on the bottom. She put it on her head like a hat and everyone had a good laugh.

After the service, Arben engaged a taxi/van for a trip into Kosovo. We had been looking forward to this and wanted to scout mission possibilities in Kosovo. 

The road to Kosovo was also full of potholes and we needed almost an hour to to cover the few miles. Arben showed our passports to the Albanian border guards and they promptly offered him a deal. If he told us we needed to pay $50 each, they could split the money. Arben said, “No, these are my friends!” If he had not been along, we would have paid the money, never knowing that the guard and taxi driver were ripping us off! The Kosovo border guards were KFOR soldiers from Turkey and very friendly. 

Although the people are closely related, they are mostly Muslims and speak the same language, Kosovars and Albanians have a very different standard of living. We were not prepared for this drastic difference. The roads were much better; homes, apartments and businesses were only slightly below western European standards. Many Kosovars had worked as migrant laborers in Western Europe during the Tito era and attained relative wealth compared to the Albanians. The latter were not allowed to leave their homeland. 

The population of Prizren was mixed Serb and Kosovo-Albanian before 1999, but few of the Serbs returned to their homes. Bitterness still prevails between ethnic Serbs and Albanians in Kosovo and revenge violence still occurs. 

Land mines were one of the biggest problems in Kosovo. We read of three children being torn to shreds when they detonated a mine while playing. Although rescue workers arrived at the scene in short order, it was six hours before they could recover the bodies of the children due to necessary checks for further hidden mines.
International agencies were working to locate and remove mines, but it was a very dangerous and slow process. The Kosovars laughed at these mine-detecting and removal squads, who risked their lives even though using high-tech search methods.  Kosovars  just sent cows or sheep into the fields to graze. Once the grass had been grazed in every part of the field, it could be assumed that the field was safe to plow and plant. There were animal casualties, but animals killed by mine detonations could still be sold for meat!  

Because Prizren is the last city before the border and most of the people fled before Serb forces arrived, only a few of the buildings were burned. The Serbs believed that they would be assuming ownership after driving the Kosovars out. They destroyed all their deeds, passports, car papers and other important documents. Still, there were many destroyed buildings that had not yet been rebuilt or repaired. Returning Kosovars did serious damage to several Orthodox Churches in Kosovo, and others were protected from the same around-the-clock by machine-gun toting KFOR soldiers.

Prizren, Prishtina and other cities of Kosovo were filled with international peace keepers and relief agencies. 
The Kukes church had a good relationship with a young church in Prizren. There were only thirteen believers in the congregation but 40 to 50 foreigners serving with KFOR, UN and other international agencies also attended services. This was not a good situation, but the pastor liked the idea of preaching to more people and getting a larger plate offering. The Kukes Christians also did follow-up with returned refugees who had found refuge in Kukes. Matthias said that many were open to the gospel, having been treated so well by Christians in Albania. Missionaries, however, were difficult to find who would commit to missionary service in Kosovo. We left with a burden to find young couples, perhaps expatriot Kosovars or Albanians who had become Christians, and who might commit to long-term service in this needy country.

Arben and Sherilyn took us to a nice little restaurant in Prizren, where we ate a mixed meat platter, including liver, gizzard and hunks of meat from known and unidentified animals. The meat was heavily spiced, so we wouldn't have detected remnants of exploded mines!
The Christians don’t like to shop on Sundays, but on the way home, Sherilyn bought a dozen loaves of bread in a Kosovo bakery because it is cheaper and better than what you get in Albania. Verna asked if they had a toilet she could use and the woman showed her a Turkish one (a hole in the floor) in the rear. She walked past the storage room and saw why the bread was better and cheaper. The room was filled to the ceiling with large sacks of flour. On every sack was printed the words: “Product of USA. Relief Purposes Only. Not to be Sold” 

When we arrived back in Kukes, Verna made two nail pockets out of old jeans material. The nails we were using were 8” long and wouldn’t fit in the nail pockets we had brought. In the second week we could use smaller nails for roofing lath that would hold the clay tiles.
MONDAY, May 22nd, 2000

We got nearly all the rafters in place, a monstrous job when one considers that many of the sills sloped in one direction or another. Each rafter was a different length and had to be fitted individually with a hand saw. We had to be very careful that none of the ends or even sawdust fell on the neighbor’s stolen property!  

German churches which supported the work in Kukes, purchased a new 4-wheel drive Mercedes all-terrain type vehicle made in Austria for the team's use. It was ordered with heavy duty springs, motor mounts and shocks, and also had special fuel and air filters. The driver, a single missionary, had been on furlough and brought the vehicle to Kukes. We breathed a sigh of relief when he carried a large box with the stuff we had ordered. Henning was delighted with the new vehicle, having had a lot of trouble with the older car that no one could seem to fix. As soon as it arrived, he drove it inside the courtyard, closed the gate and began to apply camouflage. He took a spray can of undercoat paint and painted the door edges and other places to make it look like rust places had been repaired. After dark, he drove it through the dirtiest streets to get it really muddy before parking it in the garage. They didn't want it to get stolen. 

Henning invented some unique ways to protect the team’s tools and vehicles. In addition to several locks on the heavy-gauge steel garage door, he put barbed wire and glass on the roof to keep people from trying to get in that way. He also had a motion detector that turned on both the garage light and the coffee grinder in his kitchen! If anyone entered the garage, he would be woken up by the noise of the grinder even if he didn’t hear the break in. There had been several unsuccessful attempts already. Since thieves know all about normal car alarms, Henning developed his own theft protection. He had a timing mechanism built into the car which was activated by pulling on the hand brake. Before releasing the brake, one had to press a hidden button, or the timer would start and cause the fuel pump and ignition to shut off after several minutes. The thief would be able to start and drive the vehicle, but only long enough to get out of sight. That way, Henning said he wouldn’t get shot and the worst that could happen was having the car shoved off a cliff!

In spite of all Henning's precautions, both outside mirrors were stolen in broad daylight during a few minutes when the car was left unattended on the street. Henning said that what hurt most, was not the loss of the mirrors. He could buy them back for a couple of Dollars the following day at the market. What hurt, was the fact that stealing is considered a sport; lying and cheating are normal. The missionary children were growing up in that culture and thay had many Albanian friends. That is normally a good thing, but their kids were also good at cultural adaptation!  The thief never feels guilty. It is the owner of the stolen item who should feel guilty for not protecting his possessions.  Vendors at the market place or along the street wait their tables all day, hoping to sell a few Dollars worth of goods. If something is stolen, the profits are gone. But if they are successful at cheating, it is extra profit. When a relief agency learned that there was no bedding in the local hospital, it sent a truckload of pillows, sheets and blankets for the hospital. Within days, they were gone. Hospital personnel took most and patients got the rest.

LIFE IN KUKES

This would be a good time to describe the daily scenes in Kukes. Hundreds of mongrel dogs bark all night long and sleep all day.  Around 6:00 PM, most people are outside. Women wearing scarves and long skirts talk in the open places between apartment buildings. Older men sit in the coffee houses and younger men play pool in the many pool rooms of the city. Kids play everywhere with empty boxes, soccer balls (only available since this Spring) or other items. Few have bikes, for they would just be stolen. Often we saw kids setting fire to trash piles or smashing bottles.  The filth and dirt in Kukes was indescribable! Dave sent an e-mail to his family on Saturday before we left Austria which stated, “It is sooooo clean and beautiful here in Austria! It is hard to describe in words.” Albania was the exact opposite! One saw cows, goats, cats and dogs roaming from one trash pile to the next, searching for something edible. The only green grass was protected by barbed wire fences. Piles of rubble from demolished, decayed or collapsed buildings were all over the place as were the many skeletons of stripped cars. 

The noise between six and ten PM is like that of a huge playground or beach. A few younger couples walk together in the street, but only occasionally do you see older couples walking together. Everyone stared at us when we walked through the city, but Verna was afraid to go alone. Women never go out after 8:00 PM. 

We were surprised to discover that there are very few flies and mosquitoes in Kukes. We had ants in the kitchen and saw bats flying at night, but the hot, dry weather probably preserved the city from a major plague during the refugee crises last summer.

Water is cut off three hours every morning and again for three hours in the afternoon. We had to fill buckets to use when the water was turned off.  Albanians use more water per capita than any other European country, yet they don’t pay their water bills of only $1 per month! When the water is on, hoses run constantly everywhere you look. Most electricity comes from two hydroelectric plants built back in the seventies, which created the 60-mile long lake near Kukes. The lake flooded old Kukes and the Communist government promised the people a modern new city as replacement for their lost property. Instead, they built cheap apartment complexes and the citizens are still angry about their loss. 

Normally, the relatively clean lake water and mountains around Kukes could provide the basis for a lucrative tourist trade. We mentioned this to the team and they said that locals still claim the property beneath the lake and any boat that sails up the lake would be riddled by bullets. The people of Kukes resist every attempt to use the lake commercially with violence. The government actually built a large hotel overlooking the lake, but it has never been used, sits empty and is probably pillaged. Other than a few local fishermen and occasional swimmers (Muslim women can’t bathe in public and few men go swimming), the lake is always empty. The only other boat we saw was an old ferry that farmers use to bring their livestock to the weekly market. 
Our apartment at first seemed small for five people plus an optical shop, but after learning that three or four families had stayed there during the refugee crises, we decided that it was really quite roomy after all. The team had built a new tile bathroom with a modern toilet and hot water. You could also take a shower from a hose attached to the sink faucet. The drain was in the middle of the room and Verna bought a rubber squeegee to wipe the floor afterwards.We men normally used the  original Albanian style bathroom because it had water when the town shut off the supply. There was a metal water tank fastened to the wall which was filled when the water was on. A simple electric spiral water heater hung in the tank and kept the water at a little more than room temperature -- if there was electricity. Gravity provided water pressure. Beneath the shower was a Turkish type toilet that also provided a drain. It was a porcelain tray with a hole in the center and foot rests on each side for squatting. Dave was first to try the shower and got the shock of his life! The water heater had a short in it! After that experience, we unplugged it before getting our showers. There is apparently only one kind of light fixture in Albania: a light bulb screwed into a simple socket attached by two wires. The church enjoys the luxury of a ceiling fan, but it wobbles badly and looks like it could come crashing down on the congregation at any moment.

Verna did a super job with the cooking. She baked delicious bread nearly every day and cinnamon rolls on Sunday. She made excellent meals with whatever was available on the market and even made fresh cherry pie and jam. She shopped with Sherilyn every morning except Sunday at the market place. Verna said that it reminded her so much of the markets in Vienna 37 years earlier. There were lots of fresh strawberries, cherries, cucumbers, tomatoes, peppers and onions. Twice, we had fresh fish from the lake. One morning, Verna asked Dave if he missed his toast for breakfast and he replied, “I miss Nancy!” Dave had never been separated from his wife for more than a week.

Being forewarned, Verna packed a couple of dresses that she would never wear in Austria, but they fit well into the Muslim culture. Men don't have the same problem of what to wear! They often wear dress suits or sport coats to work in, because these cast-off garments from relief shipments are free. Jeans are expensive, so they try not to get them dirty. Younger people like Western European clothing. Children were generally dressed more poorly than the refugee children we worked with in Austria, but on special occasions, the mothers could dress them surprisingly well. Muslims don't like pictures but children loved to have their pictures taken. My digital camera and Ron’s video camera were a hit because the kids could see their pictures immediately. Older people tried to tell the kids to avoid foreigners, but they always crowded around us and practised what English they had learned in school or from relief workers during the refugee crises. The missionaries had no problem getting hundreds of children into a meeting, but getting them to behave was another matter!

TUESDAY, May 23rd, 2000

We woke up at 5:00 to loud noises outside our window. Two vehicles had collided in the street below and the owners were arguing at the top of their voices about who was to blame. The threats continued for at least an hour. Policemen were seldom seen, but one always stood at the city's main intersection, pretending to direct traffic. I say “pretending” because although they blew their whistles and shouted continually, no one seemed to pay any attention. Occasionally a driver stopped in the center of the road and had a friendly chat with the policeman, causing a minor traffic jam. I watched a large dump truck roar through the crowded intersection at twice the safe speed, causing other motorists to slam on their brakes and pedestrians to scatter. The policeman whistled and shouted angrily, but there were no consequences for the truck driver. 

It was raining and cool Tuesday morning but stopped raining just in time for us to start work at eight. By noon, it had warmed up considerably and we were soon sweating again. My lower back was aching when I got up and I also twisted my ankle the day before, so it was giving me trouble. Verna smeared ointment on me and I was able to work without much discomfort. We accomplished a lot on the building and were happy to get showers before supper. 

Team members were surprised at the progress we were making. Gerhard is an electrician and had no experience whatsoever in this kind of work. But he is a fast learner and proved to be a great help. Ron is a bundle of energy and often scared everyone including me with the way he climbed around on those rafters, fifteen feet above the concrete floor. Dave too surprised me with his energy and capabilities after thirty years as manager at Channel 10 TV in Philadelphia. He often helped his son in a hardwood flooring business. They installed over 75 gymnasium floors last summer! Even after Dave smashed his finger (he will probably lose a fingernail), he kept working as hard as ever.

WEDNESDAY, May 24th, 2000

Verna heard the bleating of sheep in the morning and discovered that one of the neighboring Albanians had bought a sheep and slaughtered it by the front door of our apartment building. He didn’t even bother to wash away the blood! This sort of thing is common and even makes sense to Albanians. Why buy meat that you have to carry home, when you can buy a live animal and let it walk to your house on its own feet! 

At noon, Verna informed us that there was water in the bathroom but none in the kitchen. I checked and discovered that the faucet handle (there is only cold water in the kitchen) had come unscrewed. I never heard of faucets like that, but then many things are different in Albania. You don’t want to turn it to the right too hard, or you can ruin the washer. So how do you tighten an unscrewed faucet handle? I first got a pair of pliers and dinged the threads as much as I dared. Then, holding the shaft with the pliers to keep it from turning, I screwed the handle on as tightly as possible. It held at least until we left.

Gerhard shaved the tip off his left ring finger with an electric planer. It was the same finger that Dave injured and even Ron had gotten a splinter in that finger a few days earlier. Everyone said that it was my turn. Gaby bandaged Gerhard up and he returned to work. 

THURSDAY, May 25th, 2000

Verna didn’t sleep well because of all the noise outside. Dogs barking, trucks and cars honking their horns and even dump trucks unloading tons of rock are normal noises throughout the night. Although the noise is not like the constant noise during the day, it is more disturbing for that very reason. Just as you start to drift off, a noise startles you. At breakfast, Dave said that it seemed to be getting quieter at night! He was just getting used to it!

We rolled out plastic tarps over the rafters and nailed thin pieces of wood on them to keep it from blowing away.  Because there was no sheathing beneath the plastic, it was very dangerous work. But then, we did many things that no professional builder would have done.  Gerhard was really scared and I was not far behind him. Only Ron didn’t seem to mind it much and walked over the rafters like a tom cat!

Shortly before noon I heard shouting below and saw two grown men fighting while bystanders cheered them on. Even after one of the men was lying on his back, the other kept kicking him and hitting him in the head with hefty blows. He finally quit and walked away from his injured and defeated opponent. The crowd scattered and the injured man gradually managed to get up and limp away. 

About an hour later, an old Mercedes sped down the busy street at top speed.  I expected to hear a crash, but he somehow managed to maneuver his car through the maze of cars, trucks, people and cows without a mishap.  There were always things happening below which tempted us to take our minds off our work and just sit and watch: a car driving on a bare rim because the tire had blown; a little garden tractor pulling a large trailer laden down with reinforcement rods that dragged the ground; donkey carts piled high with hay, cows meandering down the middle of the street and much more.

Our Albanian friend Afrim invited us to his home for supper. This was the only Albanian family in Kukes in which all were Christians. All six children and the parents attended church every Sunday and they really stood out as a testimony in the city. Each child, from the youngest (10) to the oldest (24) was a jewel and we came to love the parents even though we couldn’t communicate without an interpreter. They not only fed us a royal feast, but also showed us photos of the Kosovar refugees, of NATO forces passing through Kukes with crowds cheering, of helicopters, relief workers and other scenes from the past year. Afrim, who was the oldest son, was very good-looking, muscular,  and spoke excellent English and German. He was often called upon to interpret and translate for relief agencies, the Mayor and others.  Among the photos was a photo of the Swiss Director of Frontiers Mission. I told them that Roebi was one of our Bible Institute graduates and the shirt he was wearing in the photo was our gift to him. Durim, the second oldest son, asked if that was the school Arben graduated from. When I gave an affirmative answer, his face brightened and he said, “I want to attend your Bible school too!” I got really choked up and couldn’t respond, thinking of what a blessing the school could still be if it had not closed as a dormintory school last year. 

Durim was helping to unload three trucks of relief goods that arrived from England that day. He told us that a man shot at one truck and threatened the driver and Henning.  We later discovered what that was about. One wheel of the truck rolled over the end of a neighbor’s driveway while backing into the warehouse. The owner of the property came out with a gun and shot the tire out! Henning said that he also threatened to shoot them, but he doesn’t take their threats too seriously! 

That night I was awakened by rapid-fire shooting somewhere nearby.  Would I be able to live in a place like this? If God calls a person, He also gives all that is needed to follow His calling!

FRIDAY, May 26th, 2000

We heard so much about the market that we decided to go see it before work. It was very interesting to say the least. Several men holding wads of paper money tried to get us to change our Dollars and German Marks into Albanian Lek. Farmers sold unpasteurized and uncooled milk in plastic two-liter coke bottles. Live or freshly butchered animals could be purchased in makeshift stalls. You could buy just about anything you needed including things that you would never find in Western Europe or America. We saw filaments for electric hot plates, hand cut nails and other unusual items. Ron bought gifts for his family. Dave bought a nice dress shirt for $3 and Verna got two skirts for herself and Becky plus a scarf for Martina, a boy’s suit complete with necktie for Benjamin, shorts & shirt for Julia and a key chain with the Albanian emblem on it for Richard. All that cost less than $20, but the best bargains were the pictures we took!

This was our last true work day and at 91° F in the shade, the hottest of our two week stay. We put on most of the lath for the red clay roof tile. Henning had at first wondered if we were capable of doing the job (we felt the same!). By the end of the first week, he had come to respect our abilities, but after we got him to help with the plastic and lath, he almost worshipped us! He said, “When I saw you guys walking around up there, I thought it looked easy!”  Verna couldn’t stand to watch us for any length of time, so she just prayed that no one would be injured.

Towards the end of the day, Dave was getting off a scaffold when a cement block tipped over, sending him down onto his side. He probably broke or cracked a rib, for he was hurting the rest of his time in Europe, especially on that bumpy seven-hour ride back to Tirana!

No one had dreamed that four men would get this far and when Alex called from Germany and heard that we had finished the lath, he could hardly believe his ears.  If he had known all the circumstances, he would have been even more amazed. It was not easy, with green, twisted and knotty wood, nails that were often defective, few proper tools and little experience. Most of all, it was the complicated shape of the building which gave us nightmares. When we arrived, there was only one short wooden ladder, which had been broken in two places and repaired with wood splints nailed to the sides. After two days of lugging that ladder all over the site, Henning made us two more wooden ladders, but the wood was green and they were heavy to handle and unstable to use. God gave us the wisdom, strength and courage to complete the task and we are also extremely thankful for His protection.

Friday evening, Ron, Verna and I were invited to share our experiences in missions during a team meeting of the Kukes workers. Dave went along too, but Gerhard was too tired. We talked about team relationships, decision making, conflict management, family matters and cultural adaptation. It was a very helpful and enjoyable time for all. 

One matter that was mentioned by Kristin deserves mentioning here. She said that a church in Germany sent them a Christmas package which included candles and a note suggesting that the team enjoy a romantic candlelight meal together. In Albania, there is nothing romantic about candles! There are frequent electric failures and candles are always on hand for needed light. The problem is worst during the long winter nights when people use their electric hot plates for heat even though they don’t pay the electric bill. It doesn’t help to shut off individual houses, because the people simply bypass the meter and hook into the main line again. On another occasion, a supporter sent money for the team to go out to dinner. There are no restaurants in Kukes and the coffee houses are only for men. They told the well-intentioned supporter this fact and he responded by saying, “Then drive to Tirana for a good meal!” We were all dreading that grueling ride back to Tirana, so they didn’t have to explain how they felt about that suggestion! 

SATURDAY, May 28th, 2000

Saturday was our day off for sight seeing or whatever else we wanted to do. Verna got up at 5:30 and made breakfast for Gerhard and Ron, who hiked up a mountain overlooking Kukes.  Verna and I were too tired and Dave’s side was hurting. When the guys returned, both claimed that it was the most difficult climb they had ever undertaken. 

Dave put his thermometer inside the little refrigerator for half a day or so. The coldest it got was 55°F, but most Albanians don’t have refrigerators, so we felt fortunate. Dave could hardly wait to get home to an ice cold drink with real ice cubes!

In the afternoon, we all went down to the lake in the new “Jeep” for a swim and picnic. It was a great time and enjoyable conclusion to our stay. While there, we heard an explosion in the distance. Afrim said that it was probably illegal fishing. People toss dynamite in the lake, harvest the dead fish and take them to the market.

SUNDAY, May 28th, 2000

There was more gunfire at around 2:00 Sunday morning, but we were told that this was to announce the birth of a son.  Nearly everyone in Kukes has weapons in the home.

Ron and Gerhard accompanied Matthias to Prizren, Kosovo, where he was to preach. Arben preached in Kukes on “The Widow’s Mite”. Following the message, the three of us present were called to the front and several believers prayed for us all, including Ron and Gerhard.  It was a very moving moment as they asked the Lord’s blessing on us in Albanian. Tears flowed freely!
Dave, Verna and I were invited to eat dinner with Arben and Sherilyn. Since dinner wouldn’t be ready until 1:00, Henning took Dave and I to see his nearby workshop. He had a number of very good woodworking machines and a special grinding machine for sharpening diamond-tip saw blades, router blades etc.. He said that people came to him from all over northern Albania to get their blades and cutters sharpened. He had made many friendships and was often able to share his faith. He promised to show us the large shop where they trained Albanians after Gerhard and Ron returned.

We also visited an Albanian “battery factory.” Two men worked to cut the tops off old car and truck batteries. After replacing the lead plates, they welded the battery casings back together (with a "soldering iron for plastic" and refilled them with fresh acid. They had also built a crude apparatus for making distilled water. 

Our next stop was a body shop. The roof looked like it could cave in any minute and parts of cars hung on the walls and from the rafters. The mechanic and his approximately 15-year-old son were not only very efficient welders and bodymen, but also quite inventive. They had a regular oxygen tank, but in place of acetylene, they mixed chunks of carbide with water to manufacture their own gas. The gas was made in an old milk can welded to a car rim to keep it from tipping over. They had fixed the lid so it could be sealed with a piece of inner tube. The hose connection had no gauge to measure the pressure. They said that they could make 20 times as much gas for what it would cost to buy one tank of acetylene! 

Across the street was a repair shop where a couple of mechanics overhauled motors and transmissions. A transmission was completely disassembled and all the parts were lying on the dirt floor. A mechanic showed us the damaged part; a stripped gear. He said that parts for this old vehicle were not available, so they would build it up with weld, turn it on a lathe and after heating, cut new teeth onto the shaft. I hope they also cleaned the parts well before reassembling the transmission!

When we came out of the shop a truck driving past slammed on its brakes and an older Mercedes nearly crashed into the rear of the truck. The driver of the Mercedes and his passenger were hardly more than 9 or 10 years old and could barely see out the windshield! This is no unusual scene in Kukes. Once, a child driver honked at a pony cart blocking the road in the market place. The boy in the cart was about 12 and went back to tell the even younger driver of the car to cut that out or else!

Although Albania is the poorest country in Europe, many of the cars were built by Mercedes Benz. Afrim spoke excellent English, so I asked him about this. He said that many luxury cars were stolen in Western Europe, shipped to Dürres and sold cheaply on open car lots. Registration papers were obtained by bribing officials. 
I recalled a visit we made to one of our fellow missionaries who served in southern France. He told us that many stolen luxury cars were shipped to Albania and Africa from the city harbor. 

Some Albanians are actually very wealthy, but few of these get their money honestly. Some talk young girls into signing up for lucrative jobs in Western Europe and then sell them to pimps to work as prostitutes. Others are drug couriers or smugglers. 
Because it doesn’t cost anything, honking horns and screeching tires are heard all day and half the night. I asked Afrim why many cars purposely made the tires slide when braking. Didn't they realize that the tires would wear out? He explained, "Tires don't wear out in Albania. They blow out from hitting potholes or get stolen. The drivers have learned that braking hard saves wear on the brake linings. 
On the way back, we had an experience that we will never forget, which shows the mentality of Albanians. There was a water main break in the market and the entire street was covered with several inches of reddish mud. We heard a car racing toward us, but before we could reach safety, it sped past at top speed, spraying mud on everyone and everything. We were covered from head to foot with the gook and even our underwear was stained. Many Albanians who got the mud bath shook their fists and cursed angrily, but the ones who managed to get out of the way just laughed. Market vendors went about the tedious task of cleaning mud off their fruits and vegetables. This probably happened several times during the day.

After the other guys returned from Prizren, Henning took us to see his larger shop. There were thickness planers, several kinds of power saws, routers, shapers and much more. His shop provides employment for several Albanians. I couldn’t help but notice the power supply in one corner of the shop. Heavy wiring was connected to old fashioned fuse boxes fastened to a wooden board. Such a setup would be a criminal offense anywhere else in Europe! Henning’s 1959 “Unimog” stood in the courtyard. I fell in love with this contraption at first sight and Henning suggested I make an offer! He was ready to get something better for plowing snow.

Henning then showed us his vision for the future. It was a large, solidly built warehouse on the edge of the city. He wants to buy or lease this property and set up a factory for making vinyl windows and doors. He said that he could supply employment for a dozen workers with this project. The big problem was finding financial support. Millions of Dollars were pouring into Kosovo for rebuilding, but Albania is by far the needier place. Few Albanians have any training or experience in business practices, so their enterprise would be doomed to failure. With all the graft and corruption, any business run by Albanians would only add to the already overwhelming problems.

Because many Albanians are heavy smokers, a western cigarette company built a large factory to provide jobs for Albanians. The factory was destroyed by the very people it was supposed to help after many Albanians lost all their savings in the 1997 bank scandal. 

During the Communist era, the cities were clean and neat because the people were forced to keep it that way. After communism was overthrown, citizens rejoiced in their freedom from such “slave labor”.  The average Albanian has little national pride and cares nothing for the environment. I told the team that this situation reminded me of the words of Jesus in Matthew 12:43-45:

“When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh through dry places, seeking rest, and findeth none. Then he saith, I will return into my house from whence I came out; and when he is come, he findeth it empty, swept, and garnished. Then goeth he, and taketh with himself seven other spirits more wicked than himself, and they enter in and dwell there: and the last state of that man is worse than the first. Even so shall it be also unto this wicked generation.” 

Because there is little law and order, “everyone does what is right in his own eyes” (Job 17:6). Nobody cares for others and all are only concerned about their own welfare and protecting their possessions. I was able to share from Psalm 126 and 127 in the morning worship service:

“Except the LORD build the house, they labour in vain that build it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain...  They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him.”

Following decades of atheism, forced upon them by the Communist regime, Albanians have little concept of God. Nearly all are nominally Muslim but few are practicing ones. The Mosque in Kukes is a magnificent building and the adjoining home of the priest a palace with a park-like garden. It was built with oil money soon after the overthrow of Communism and we were told that some citizens are even bribed to attend. The call to prayer over powerful loudspeakers can be heard from 4:00 AM until 10:00 PM, but it is ignored by nearly everyone. Friday is the Muslim day of worship, but every day is the same with only Sunday a little different. That is when villagers come to Kukes to sell their livestock at the market. Older women wear scarves on their heads and long skirts, but this is more tradition than from religious convictions. 

Immediately outside the Mosque compound, which is surrounded by a wrought iron fence, there is unimaginable filth and poverty. Garbage, rubble, car skeletons, run down buildings and crime are everywhere evident. The Muslim religion obviously has little positive influence on the surroundings.  

On the other hand, this tiny group of about fifty evangelical Christians, most of them under thirty, are really making an impact on this city of 20,000 people. They may be the target of vicious attacks and slander, but people are taking notice of their different outlook on life. I already mentioned the optometry shop, carpentry shops, the snow plow and other factors. Public officials have frequently asked the Christians to distribute relief goods because they know they can be trusted. 
The city of Kukes was nominated for a Nobel Peace Prize for its response to the Kosovo refugee crises. The Mayor told reporters that it was the spontaneous and generous way this small group of Christians responded that deserved recognition. 

Albanian believers are generally quite ambitious and helpful, but many of the Muslims seem slow and unmotivated. Henning hired two unsaved Albanian workers to pour cement stairs leading into the new sanctuary. They spent all week just building the forms, a job I could have done in less than a day.

The TEARFUND (The Evangelical Alliance Relief Fund) from England, employed a number of  Christians. One team of workers was painting the stairways of apartment buildings in town. The charity also started a major cleanup operation. They brought in a Caterpillar and donated it to the town for a city dump and landfill. They employed Christians to gather trash and garbage and are training them in the complicated science of operating a proper disposal plant.

Our last night in Albania was a memorable one for us. A half hour after midnight, Verna and I were awakened by loud banging noises outside our window. It sounded like someone pounding on sheet metal with heavy hammers. This continued for twenty minutes and I tried to see what was going on. I could see the taillights of a large truck and hear men’s voices. As the pounding continued, lights came on downstairs where Henning lived. I suddenly realized that the only metal in that area was the door to Hennings garage where the new Mercedes was kept. Verna and I began to pray that the Lord would protect the team’s vehicle. After an hour, the truck drove away and all was quiet again. I was too scared to go outside and it was quite a while before we finally drifted off to sleep. 

Early the next morning I went out to see if the car was gone and to my amazement and great joy, the garage door was still intact! There was absolutely no sign of any damage anywhere! I asked Henning about it and he said that he too had thought someone was trying to steal the vehicle. He went out to investigate (if that had been the case, he could have been killed!) and found the cause of the noise. A truck loaded with what appeared to be junk had brought a used refrigerator for one of the neighbors. It arrived in Kukes after midnight and when they tried to get the rear tailgate open, it refused to budge. They pounded on it with sledge hammers for twenty minutes before they could get it open and deliver the refrigerator! 

MONDAY, May 29th, 2000

Our taxi/van arrived early for the 6:00 AM trip to Tirana, but the driver had to wait half an hour. We first went up onto the new roof and planted an Albanian flag on the highest spot. Then we had to hug and kiss all the Albanians who came to say good bye. By the time we got around to the team members, we were all in tears. Our visit in Albania will be remembered and cherished for as long as we live and in eternity! 

When we boarded the plane in Tirana, Ron overheard an elderly man speaking English and offered to help him with a large package which he was carrying. He discoverd that the man was a retired Canadian pastor.  He said that, since retirement and his wife’s death, he preaches wherever he is invited. Someone invited him to speak in a Baptist Church in Tirana and he was on his way home. During the flight, he mentioned that he had also pastored in upper New York State. I asked, what town and he replied, “In small towns you probably never heard of, Vonda and Johnstown.” I said that we had spoken in both chuches! It turned out that he was well aquainted with my sister Helen and her husband Craig, who pastored the First Baptist Church of Northville for many years. It was Craig, who arranged for us to speak in the other two churches. He had even eaten meals with another sister and her husband, Grace and Andy, who were members of the church in Johnstown! After meeting Dave and myself, he had gotten aquainted with one third of the Harvey family!
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CHAPTER 27  -  "JUNGSCHAR"

This word has become so much a part of our vocabulary that we sometimes forget that it is German. "Jung" means "young" and "Schar" means "group." The closest translation might be "youth group," but that would be misleading. Jungschar designates an age group that no longer wants to be classified as children, but is not fully accepted by older teenagers. As a general rule, these are kids around 7 to 14 years of age. 

Soon after my conversion, I began helping with a boys club in our church in New Jersey. When we first moved to Ampflwang, I started two boy's clubs. We built rowboats, worked on cars and went camping in addition to learning biblical truths. The clubs were a hit and I felt that there should be a national ministry to offer churches for reaching boys and girls in this crucial age group. 

During our furlough in 1968, I drove to the Upper Peninsula of Michigan with my wife and two young sons, to attend a training conference sponsored by "Christian Service Brigade." The objective was to gain ideas helpful in establishing a similar organization in Austria. I returned with piles of information, but our ministry turned out differently. We wound up in big city youth work with few under 16 years of age. The Jungschar idea was placed on a back burner, but not forgotten.

In 1985, a young couple from Switzerland enrolled in our Austrian Bible Institute. Kurt and Cornelia both had university degrees, but wanted Bible training. Their vision was to start a “Jungschar” work in Austria. 

I was elated and shared my own burden for such a ministry. We studied materials from Switzerland and America, and prayerfully sought the Lord's leading as to the kind of ministry we would need in Austria. It soon became clear that an Austrian Jungschar should be close to nature, offer personal mentoring, and clear biblical teaching. We wanted to begin training church leaders from an early age whose love for the Lord and others would be preeminent. The emphasis would be on producing quality leadership skills and deep-rooted faith rather than on numbers. 

We made an excellent team and our fully equipped print shop and Bible Institute proved quite beneficial. Other students and even staff got turned on to the idea. During Kurt’s three years as a student, we started a club in the local church and others were soon added in other churches. We conducted leadership training courses and camps on the Bible Institute campus and a year after Kurt's graduation, there were already 60 clubs in Austria! Regional camps and special events even made headlines in secular newspapers. 

Until our organization was founded, only the Boy Scouts had any kind of youth program for this age group, and the Scouts met almost exclusively in Roman Catholic Churches. We organized annual training camps for current and future leaders. Within a few years, more than 500 young people had completed training courses. The camps were held in tents and kids were taught to dig latrines, filling them back in and restoring the campsites to near their original condition upon conclusion of the camp. We also had strict rules for staff. Counselors and leaders were required to pass appropriate training courses. Anyone involved in food preparation had to take a state-supervised health examination just like those who worked in restaurants. If swimming or water sports were on the program, we had life guards. When the media covered our activities, they also reported on our precautions to assure that the kids were safe and healthy. It was mentioned that other youth organizations were quite lax in this area and that there were few state requirements or inspections. That soon changed! 

Alpine Echo, May 1994

WHAT'S COOKING, VERNA?

Once again, Verna cooked for 40 participants of the training seminar for youth workers. It was held in a youth hostel, but the group was to cook and eat in a long-vacant hotel across the street. A glance into the kitchen was enough to turn Verna's stomach! Everything was filthy, drains leaked, the dish washer was broken and dishes had to be washed by hand in a small sink. There was no refrigerator, virtually no knives or cooking utensils existed other than a couple of round-bottomed pots for an electric stove. Ralph drove back home and hauled much of Verna's kitchen to the camp. It was a great week and everyone enjoyed the food. Verna says that it would take more than these problems to rob her of the joy she has in serving such top-notch Austrian youth workers.
At one mountain-top training camp, Verna cooked in a primitive house where cows poked their heads through open windows to watch. Screens on doors and windows are nearly non-existent in Austria. That place was a palace compared to an institution for handicapped persons where we conducted another camp. The kitchen was located next to a barnyard and the flies apparently preferred institutional food to the manure pile in the barnyard. Whoever last used the kitchen had left it a mess. When we entered the room, a million flies suddenly took flight from the tables and counter tops where they had been feasting. Verna got busy cleaning while I swatted flies and swept them into buckets. The best kitchen facilities were often those of our own tent camps. It was a lot of work setting up, but it was clean and well-equipped! 
THE FIRST INTERNATIONAL TRAINING CAMP FOR YOUTH WORKERS

News of our youth organization spread to neighboring countries and we were soon being deluged with requests for advice and help in starting similar organizations in other countries. Kurt decided to step out of the Austrian organization and devote his time and talents to developing an international youth organization. Because qualified leadership is the key to any effrective ministry, training became his primary concern. We worked well together in establishing the Austrian organization, so Kurt asked me to help with the first international training camp for youth workers. The date was set for July 30 - August 9, 2001 in central Slovakia. Participants from nine nations attended. 

We drove to central Slovakia in May to find an appropriate site and make detailed plans. We decided on a heavily wooded area next to a small lake and stream, but with open areas where we could set up tents and have games and sporting events. I had just aquired a small hand-held GPS which proved to be a great help in marking trails, streams, natural springs and potential campsites for the planned three-day hike. We spotted bear tracks, but no bears! 

The logistics for planning a camp with 100 or more highly-motivated youth workers from nine nations was mind-boggling! Communication before and during the camp was in English, but many participants struggled with it. Even Kurt had his problems. At the top of the registration forms, he printed, "Please fill the blankets with your special dates." He meant, "Please fill the blanks with your specific data."  

My jobs were presenting the nightly Bible lessons, making a video for future promotion, leading workshops and assisting wherever needed. Verna was of course engaged to cook! Once, Verna tripped over a rock and fell into an open fire pit, but miraculously, she was not burned.
The camp took place July 30 - August 9, 2002 and it marked the beginning of  JUROPA in Holland, Poland, Slovakia, Czech Republic, Italy and other European nations. More recently, the international organization goes by the name Young Stars (sounds almost like “youngsters”) and is active in 17 European nations! 

After the Boy Scouts of America opened its doors for homosexuals in January, 2014, many Christians began to seek a viable alternative youth movement. There may soon be an American branch! 
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CHAPTER 28  -  FURLOUGHS

CULTURE SHOCK

Culture shock is a term used to describe what people experience when they move into a new and strange environment.  It is usually followed by a long and difficult period of adjustment.  Culture shock, however, is not always bad.  It can be of great benefit and a healthy learning experience. Some (cruel) person has discovered that if a frog is thrown into hot water, it will jump right out again.  However, if you put the frog into cool water and bring it slowly to a boil, the poor frog will die. 

People who know only their own culture seldom know how good -- or bad they have it. We have always encouraged young people to spend several weeks or even months in a different culture before settling down with a job and family. 

When we arrived in Austria in 1964, we were expecting culture shock, and there really were many big adjustments to make. We had to adjust to a new climate, learn another language and adapt to different ways of doing things, but we expected that. There were times, however, when we must have shocked the Austrians! When I preached my first sermon in German, I claimed (by using the wrong prefix) that Jesus "devoured" 5000 persons. I didn't even notice the shocked faces in the congregation, but went on to say that the women and children were not included in this number. It was only after a coal miner asked if Jesus had the women and children for dessert that I was shocked!

After living so many years in Austria, one might think that we would no longer be affected by culture shock. Yet we got a mild case each time we returned to the United States for furlough. Like a deep-sea diver who surfaces too rapidly, our "reentry" into North America usually caused culture shock that is more difficult to overcome than the "jet lag" one hears so much about.

In April, 1980, I flew for three weeks to America in order to attend the GMU Field Directors Conference. Weather in New Jersey and Kansas City was a striking contrast to snowy Austria, but that didn't surprise me.  The first shock came while waiting for the airport bus. I had not heard such vile profanity in years! Swearing is not uncommon in Austria, but flagrant, vulgar profanity like I was hearing-- in America -- was absolutely shocking!

The second shock came at the sight of all those big powerful cars rolling by. There was a time in my life when I lived for powerful cars. By the time I turned nineteen,  I had owned 38 vehicles! That was back when gasoline was 15 cents a gallon and I was earning the equivalent of 14 gallons per hour. When my father handed me the keys to his Pontiac Bonneville, he warned:  " Don't get shocked when you buy gas; this car has a big tank!" Tanking up proved to be a pleasant surprise, however.  The last tank of gasoline in Austria had cost three times what I paid!

It was while attending a morning worship service in Kansas City, that I received my next shock. During the singing, it suddenly occurred to me that there were quite likely more people in that one service than in all evangelical churches of Austria combined. My thoughts drifted back to the churches we had grown to love through our years of missionary service. Only a few of them had national pastors and even fewer enjoyed the luxury of a comfortable church building. One of the larger churches met in a wooden barracks.  Others rented halls, met in private homes or in storefronts like our church in Ampflwang. I was reminded of the thousands of towns and even larger cities in Austria that have no Gospel witness whatsoever. There was the city of Braunau for example,  a city of 17, 000 that brought forth Hitler in 1889 -- and it's still without an evangelical church! The closest gospel- preaching church was our small group in Ampflwang, which was an hour's drive through numerous other towns that were without the Gospel.

After two weeks in America, I should have become invulnerable to culture shock, but I was unprepared for the next attack. I got up early Sunday morning (Early means 7:30 - you see how well adjusted I had become! Our worship service in Austria started at 8:30) to travel to where I was to speak that day.  Interstate 295 was deserted at that hour and I switched on the radio for company.  For the next hour and a half, I heard one religious broadcast after another. If one program didn't please me, I simply turned the dial to find another Christian broadcast.  In 38 years of missionary work, we never heard a Gospel broadcast on Austrian Radio. 

As I listened, one pastor after another praised his church as the biggest, the best, the fastest growing, the most biblical, the most separated, the most evangelistic or the friendliest church in town. These were not the kind of churches that had stood with us in our ministry. Our supporting churches were just plain loving churches. They loved the Lord, each other and anyone who faithfully shared their concern for the lost. The buildings were usually neat and clean, but not elaborate. They normally had only one and perhaps two paid staff, but many dedicated lay workers. There was a healthy mixture of classes and age groups. These churches had a generous heart for missions as well as a concern for the lost on their doorstep. I wondered why they were not bursting at the seams. 

I shared my thoughts with the pastor of the church where I was speaking. When I asked why his church was not growing more, he said, "It's the migration." He went on to explain how many of his flock had moved away from the city for various reasons; a new job, a home in the suburbs or retirement in Florida. Many of those who had been saved for a while or who grew up in the church preferred larger churches with lots of programs and entertainment. Of course there were others who had moved into the area, but his older downtown church could not compete with those modern, comfortable churches on the edge of town. Inner city people, however, had found a home here. They were not affluent, but had their fill of calloused anonymity all week and longed for warm fellowship. Without a trace of resentment in his voice, the pastor concluded,  "God has placed us in a needy place and unless He leads otherwise, we intend to stay and serve!"

In the service that followed, I began to understand the situation even better. After preaching and showing slides of our work, there was a baptismal service for several recent converts.  The church was half full of what some people might call "lower class" people; not exactly the kind that "respectable" people enjoy socializing with, or the Kind that puts twenty dollar bills in the collection plate. At the conclusion of the service I was surrounded by them. No one asked how many attended our church and Sunday School in Austria. I soon found myself counseling with individuals who had big problems. I was a missionary again and all thought of culture shock had disappeared until I inadvertently used a German word. A big black girl slapped me on the back and said, " Hey, man, youse  not in Austria now, youse gotta talk English!"

The long ride home in heavy Sunday evening traffic was exhausting, but at 1:00 AM I found myself wide awake pondering the events of the day. I began to pray: "Thank you Lord, for such wonderful supporters. Thank you for churches that are more concerned about ministering than numbers; more involved in giving than with getting; busier propagating the gospel than promulgating their own glory. Thank you Lord for churches that 'talk English' -- and for culture shock!"

BEGGARS OR BENEFACTORS? (This article was published 1984 in the Gospel Message)

Missionaries are not beggars, nor are their supporters simply "benefactors." Missionaries are ambassadors of the King of Kings and Lord of Lords. They do not need to go begging. Is there a difference between begging and making an appeal for financial help? Let's turn to the Bible for an answer to that question. 

Jesus told of a rich man and a beggar named Lazarus (Luke 16:19-31). The Greek word translated "beggar" appears over thirty times in the New Testament, yet only in this instance is it translated "beggar." The word is otherwise rendered as "poor." From the text, it is clear that Lazarus is poor, for he "desired the crumbs that fell from the rich man's table," but it does not say that he begged. 

In Psalm 37:25 we read: "I have been young and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed begging bread." God never intended for His children to beg. He has instructed believers to care for the needs of the poor (not just poor believers). Old Testament laws on giving of alms and gleaning were given for that purpose. The Lord's own teachings in the Sermon on the Mount reaffirm this and also stress that God provides for His own, i.e. those who serve God and not mammon (Matt. 6:24-34).

In Luke 16 is the parable of the unjust steward, who was not only greedy and dishonest, but also too lazy to dig and too proud to beg. That is not what you would call a flattering description, yet the Lord commended the unjust steward. He commended him because he acted according to his faith. He did not serve God, but mammon. He believed that money could buy friends and secure his future. He knew that as a steward, the money was not his to keep. His interests were purely temporal and his faith was in the power of money and his own cleverness. He acted accordingly and Christ commended him for this. We too are stewards, entrusted with that which does not belong to us and which we cannot keep. As "children of Light," we are instructed to invest our time, talents and money to establish eternal friendships and habitations. Are we wise stewards?

The aforementioned problem exists because some missionaries view themselves as poor beggars and some supporters of missions give out of sympathy. Both attitudes are wrong. No child of God is poor. We are immeasurably wealthy in "true riches." (vs. 11) The Apostle Paul wrote to the Corinthians: "Therefore let no man glory in men. For all things are yours... ye are Christ's; and Christ is God's. Ye are ministers of Christ, and stewards of the mysteries of God. Moreover, it is required in stewards, that a man be found faithful" (1 Cor. 3:21 4:2). Men of this world can only give as they receive. Christians, however, are like canals, or pipelines. If our lives are unobstructed, we receive as we give.

I recall seeing a magazine photo which depicted two boats. In the foreground was a fragile looking craft with a lone oarsman, rowing for all he was worth. In the background was a sleek white yacht with a well dressed gentleman at the helm. At first glance, the photo seemed to contrast the rich and the poor. Upon reading the caption, however, I discovered that the men in the photo were brothers. They were also business partners and co-owners of both pictured vessels. In the photo they were sharing final details in preparation  for a kayak race. 

The picture described above aptly depicts the relationship between missionary and supporter. We are brothers and team members. We are co workers and partners in the most important job in the world. Jesus spoke of us as being both "unprofitable servants" and "good and faithful servants." We have done only that which was our duty to do (Luke 17:10). The reference may apply to missionaries as well as to supporters of missions. The same holds true for Matthew 6:33, "Seek ye first the kingdom of God and His righteousness, and all these things shall be added unto you." 

The example of our Lord Jesus Christ Himself best illustrates the cooperative spirit that should prevail between missionaries and their supporters: " . . . ye shall find a colt tied ... Loose him and bring him thither. And if any man ask you, why do ye loose him? thus shall ye say unto him, Because the Lord hath need of him" (Luke 19:3031). “...Go and prepare us the Passover... when ye enter into the city, there shall a man meet you, bearing a pitcher of water; follow him into the house where he entereth in. And ye shall say unto the good man of the house, The Master saith unto thee, Where is the guest chamber, where I shall eat the Passover with my disciples? And he shall show you a large upper room furnished" (Luke 22:8 12). 

If the owner of the colt and the good man of the house have both committed their lives and possessions to Christ, then they will not hold back that which is entrusted into their care when the Lord has needs. Christ instructs one disciple to give and another to receive. That which is Christ's doesn't change ownership -- there is simply a shift in the stewardship responsibility. 

In missions, there is admittedly a need for good communications, but certainly no need for begging.

We are neither beggars nor benefactors. There should be no reason for apologetic or emotional appeals. The work of the Lord is not dependent upon alms giving, sympathy or gifts from Christians looking for tax exemptions. We are servants and stewards of the Most High God. "Moreover, it is required in stewards, that a man be found faithful." 

FURLOUGH CARS

Furlough cars have been both a source of joy and pain, but in every case they provide memories! In our almost forty years of missionary work, we have had many experiences with furlough cars. I already told some stories about our cars and there may be some repetition in the following paragraphs, but I hope you understand.

We once met a missionary from Spain who was complaining about her furlough car. She lamented, "I just can't understand it! I bought the car from a pastor for whom I have much respect. He told me that he had never, ever had any problems with the car. The only reason he was selling it was because the Lord had miraculously provided him an almost new vehicle. But I have had nothing but problems with this car!"

Without thinking, I commented that the Lord may have had good reasons for providing the pastor another car! It was the wrong thing to say, but I recognized it too late. The poor woman told me later that she could not sleep that night!

MERCURY COMET

Soon before our departure for Austria in July of 1964, Verna's brother got married. We had already sold our shiny black 1950 Rocket 88 Oldsmobile in order to purchase tickets for passage and were wondering how we could get to the wedding. A member of the church had just purchased a new Mercury Comet and offered us his car for the 800-mile round trip. 
Verna said, "Wouldn't it be neat to have a car like this for our furlough some day?" I could not have been more in agreement. We both fell in love with that car! In 1977, thirteen years later, We arrived in America for a six-month furlough. We needed a car, so went to the Ford dealership in my home town to look around. There on the back row of the used car lot stood a nice '64 Mercury Comet identical to the one our friend had loaned us except for the color. The price was right and it was in great condition, so we bought it. Our Comet served us well and we hated to sell it after only six months. But a church member bought it and we got the purchase price back. 

On June 19, 2009, I wrote a blog about a 91-year-old Florida woman named Rachel Veicht and her 1964 Mercury Comet. It doesn't surprise me at all that Rachel would be in love with her 44-year-old Comet. She bought the car new and drove it 576,000 miles with the original engine! Back in the sixties, America built cars to last! Rachel, 93, put her 1964 Mercury Comet Caliente up for sale in July, 2012, after becoming legally blind. It was purchased by a museum.

One of my brothers had two Comets and loved them both. His favorite was a 1965 Comet Cyclone. 
Now we are retired and living in Malaga, NJ. Every day we walk our dog past a house with a 1964 Comet sitting in the yard. It has a little rust but the chrome still shines. If only I had some extra cash....!
SUPER BUICK 

Verna's father bought a new car in 1967, but because his '56 Buick Super was such a good-running car, he decided to keep it just in case. He parked it behind the house where it spent the next year. When we came home for our first furlough in early 1968, he offered us the car. It was an unusual three-color 4-door hardtop with every conceivable extra. The Buick Super shared the same body as the Cadillac El Dorado, boasted a Dynaflow transmission, radio with automatic station search activated by a foot pedal, air conditioning, electric windows and much more. Everything worked on the car, but it was frozen in the mud and we ruined a tire trying to get it out. The powerful nailhead V8 ran like a charm and it even got good mileage if we avoided jack-rabbit starts. The body was badly rusted, however, and the trunk floor was completely gone! We had to carry our belongings in the back seat with the boys, but there was plenty of room in that car!

 In May, we farmed out the boys to my sister and brother-in-law and headed for South Carolina to attend the Annual Bible Conference of our Alma Mater, Bob Jones University. When the German and Missions teachers heard we were coming, they asked us to come a day or two early and speak to their classes. We agreed.

On our way south, I heard a loud noise and looked in the rear view mirror just in time to see a large piece of fender bouncing along on the pavement. I stopped, removed the metal from the highway and also ripped another loose piece of rusted metal from the car.

When we arrived in South Carolina, the teachers said that they were very sorry, but it would not be possible to speak to their classes. The administration said that we didn't belong to an approved mission. This was Dr. Marvin Lewis's department, so we went to see him in his office. He greeted us warmly and asked how we were doing. We had always been good friends of the Lewis family. Dorothy Lewis was the one who suggested that I ask Verna for a date and Dr. Marvin Lewis's sister was the wife of Verna's Pastor, who married us. I eventually got around to the purpose of our visit, asking why our mission was not approved. He went to a large file and pulled out some papers. Many years earlier, GMU missionaries had participated in a Billy Graham Evangelistic Campaign in Latin America. A college official wrote a letter to the President of GMU, Don Shidler, asking for an explanation of this "unscriptural compromise." Dr. Shidler answered that the decision had been left to the missionaries and he felt that it was okay. Dr. Lewis said that he would allow us to speak to the classes provided we didn't reveal the name of our mission to the students. 

After a good conference, we arrived back in New Jersey after 1200 miles of travel. I decided to change the oil in the Buick before our next trip. I drove the car over the grease pit in my parent's garage (I dug it myself a dozen years earlier), but when I applied the brakes, the brake pedal went to the floor and the car kept rolling until it hit a work bench.  I was relieved to see that no major damage had been done, but when I discovered the cause of the problem, I turned pale, thinking of what could have happened on our trip. The brake line had rusted completely through and didn't break until I was driving into the garage!

While visiting my brother John and his wife, I spotted a pink and white '56 Buick with no tags sitting in his neighbor's yard. I asked my brother if it was for sale. He checked and called back. "Yes, it was the wife's car, but she has gotten very sick and can no longer drive."  He said that they would sell it for $50. It was a smaller Century model with a Hydramatic transmission instead of the Dynaflow, but it was a four-door hardtop with many of the same options as the one we had been driving. The car had been driven mainly in the south and had no rust. 

As a youth, I painted two of my convertibles pink, but pink didn't seem the right color for a missionary car. After de-chroming the trunk and hood, I put dual exhausts on it and painted it red and white. I am sure our supporting churches were impressed!

When we were ready to return to Austria, I put a "for sale" sign in the window. That evening we attended a funeral and the Funeral Director's son saw the car. He had just wrecked his Corvette and needed another car until his was fixed. He handed me $350 and even drove us home from the funeral.

OUR FOUR CHEVYS
Although the Lord has always provided exactly the right car for each furlough, we once mentioned the need for a furlough vehicle in a newsletter.  We wrote, "Perhaps someone reading this knows of a good car for us."  Someone did!

When we arrived in America in August, 1982, my older sister offered us a free car! It was a one-owner Chevrolet Impala with low mileage, owned by a little old lady who never drove it over 50 mph. 

There was only one other time that I had heard that claim made of an automobile. It was a pink and white 1955 Ford Convertible with dynaflow mufflers, three carburetors and a continental tire kit.  The "little old lady" was the legal owner, but her nephew was the principle driver! That Ford was just what I had been dreaming of, but I couldn't afford the price they were asking. 

I was a Ford fan, but as the old expression goes, "You don't look a gift horse in the mouth." I felt that this was one deal I couldn't afford to pass up. I was familiar with the car because "the little old lady" who had owned it was my aunt. When she died, she left it to my sister.

When I picked up the car, it had not been tagged for about a year and was covered with fresh mud. My sister explained, "Our son was driving it in the field."  That should have been warning enough, but the engine started right up and purred like a kitten. All four tires were well-worn, so I bought new white-wall tires from a friend and supporter, Fritz Harz, who had a tire business. In order to get the car through inspection, I spent two days working on the wiring, which included removal of the entire dashboard. I noticed that the carpets were damp up front and in the trunk. I bought a tube of sealer and fixed leaks around the windshield and rear window. I removed the carpets and discovered that the floors were badly rusted in the trunk. I found a large piece of heavy sheet aluminum and pop-riveted a new floor into the trunk. Our problems had only just begun, but I won't bore readers with all the details. I will just share the Chevy's final hours with our family. 

We spent Thanksgiving with Verna's parents in Meadville, Pennsylvania. After an enjoyable visit, we set out Sunday morning on the eight-hour return trip to New Jersey. Before we got to Oil City, it started to rain. I turned on the wipers, but they quit working within five minutes. I stopped to see what was wrong and discovered that they had become disconnected from the shaft of the wiper motor. A nut had been loose so long that the threads of the shaft were worn smooth. I pushed the arm back on and tightened the nut as best I could. The wipers worked great - for three or four wipes. I repeated this task several times but it soon become obvious that we could not continue our 400-mile journey that way.

I stopped in three service stations, looking for a mechanic on duty, but in those days, few people worked on Sundays. A friendly pump attendant offered me the use of his tools to fix the car myself. His garage was well-equipped and I was able to re-thread the shaft and use a smaller nut. Just to make certain that the nut didn't loosen, I gave it an extra turn and snapped off the shaft! No dealerships or junk yards were open on Sundays in that part of Pennsylvania. If it had not been for the fact that we had tickets for a Monday morning flight to Kansas City, I would have looked for a motel. 

We decided to continue our journey without windshield wipers. I drove slowly, wiping off as much rain as possible with my left arm. The heater fan didn't work and with temperatures near freezing, we were all praying that the rain would stop. It did stop -- and began to sleet! Now I had to stop every mile or two to scrape ice. It seemed that the more I prayed, the worse it got, and the worse it got, the harder Verna prayed. 

With three hundred miles to go, we found ourselves in a traffic jam. The roads had turned to sheet ice and nothing was moving. Not even the salt trucks were able to get through! With a defective heater fan, and a stationary vehicle, there was very little heat and none of us was in a good mood. After sitting idle for hours, several cars began to drive on the icy grass median, so we followed suit. Soon, hundreds of cars were driving down the grassy portion of the divided highway. I still kick myself for not taking a picture!

By the time we reached Harrisburg, we had been ten hours on the road. The ice was gone, but darkness had set in and it was raining hard. My eyes were hurting from all the strain, trying to see without wipers. As we approached the Delaware Memorial Twin Bridges three hours later, I wiped my eyes with my handkerchief and it turned red! My eyes were bleeding from the strain! Somehow, I managed to get home near midnight, 15 hours later. I dropped into bed totally exhausted. 

Early the next morning, on November 29, 1982, we left the kids with my parents and flew from Philadelphia to Kansas City. People stared at me and obviously wondered why my eyes were so red, but I didn't care. I slept the entire flight to Kansas City.

A SECOND FREE CAR!

When we reached mission headquarters in Kansas City, I went directly to the treasurer and asked if it was possible to borrow money for a car. He smiled and answered that we might not need a loan. He had just received a check for $750 from the United States Treasury Department for Ralph and Verna Harvey!

In 1981, the IRS had "picked our name out of a hat" (according to the agent) for an audit of our 1980 income tax return. At the time, we were very upset about this. American citizens living abroad were allowed to earn $80,000 per year tax free and our income was below poverty level! We were required to drive three hours to Vienna and show receipts pertaining to our rent and utilities. The IRS even wanted the exact dates when our children went off to boarding school in Germany. 

According to the letter accompanying our check, the IRS had found all our records in order, but discovered that we had paid too much Social Security for 1980. They were returning the money with interest! 

After returning to Elmer, New Jersey, I began immediately to look for a good station wagon for $750. This time it had to be a Ford! My first stop was at the Ford dealership only a block from where we lived. The dealer was a Christian and we had purchased cars from him before. He had a nice yellow 1977 LTD wagon for only $1,500, but that was twice what we could afford. I traveled all over South Jersey and Philadelphia looking at cars, but found nothing suitable in our price range. In fact, the best deal I had found all day, was that yellow LTD back in Elmer! 

It was evening when we drove back to Elmer, dejected that we had not found a good car. As I drove past the Ford dealership, I stopped again to look at the yellow station wagon; thinking we could perhaps borrow money to get it. At the back of the lot, I saw a second LTD wagon without tags. Curious, I asked the dealer about the car. He said that they had just taken it in trade. It was a 1973 model, but in good condition except for the tires. 

I went over to look at the car and found that it had half as many miles as the newer yellow LTD. When I asked to take a test drive, the salesman warned me about the tires, saying I shouldn't drive over five or ten miles per hour. The Firestone tires looked like new, but I soon found out what he meant! At 5 mph, the car began to bounce and at 10 mph it lept like a kangaroo! The dealer explained that it had puncture-proof tires which don't need balancing due to a gooey substance in the tires. It had been parked for a long time in Florida and the sticky stuff in the tires had settled to the bottom and hardened. There was no way to get it to spread properly again. The dealer said that we could have the car "as is" for $700!

I signed the necessary papers and went to see Fritz Harz, the Christian tire dealer where I had purchased tires for the Chevy. I explained my situation and asked if the Chevy tires I had purchased would fit the Ford LTD. He looked in a book and replied, "The tires are OK, but we will have to remount them on the Ford rims. According to this chart, the only Chevy rims that fit a Ford are the 1971 model." That was exactly what we had! 

That LTD station wagon was one of the nicest cars we ever owned, and nine months later, we sold it for a $300 profit!

A SECOND CHEVROLET

Five years later, on our next furlough, we actually got a very nice Chevy. In October, 1987, we arrived in America and went directly to the Ford dealership in Elmer. I took my good friend, Charlie, along. He owned a garage and was very knowledgeable. After examining all the Fords and finding nothing suitable in our price range, Charlie pointed out a 1976 Caprice. It was a creampuff of a car that had obviously enjoyed TLC. A test drive showed no problems, so we bought the car for $1000. We drove it thousands of miles with only one minor repair. After parking the car on a hot day, pressure built up in the radiator and burst a water hose. We sold the car after five months for $1000, just what we paid for it. 

CHEVROLET NUMBER THREE
Our son Richard was to be commissioned as a missionary at the Mission Conference of our home church in March, 1990. We wanted to be present for the occasion, so the church asked us to participate in the conference. We decided to stay for three months and accept a few more speaking engagements. 
As I wrote in Chapter 22, Becky was having troubles in college, so Verna flew to America February 1st to help take her and her belongings to New Jersey. She rented a car in Atlanta for the trip north and left it in Philadelphia. She then rented a car from an agency in Pennsylvania that rents donated cars to missionaries for $80 per month. I had ordered it sight unseen and Verna drove the old Chevrolet several hundred miles to her hometown of Meadville and stayed with supporter friends, Bruce and Nancy Burchard. She told Bruce that the car was making strange noises and asked what he thought she should do. Bruce checked it out and said, "Just drive it until it stops; It isn't worth repairing." 

While Verna was having her problems with cars, I had other concerns in Austria. 
THE IDES OF MARCH

I booked my flight to America for March 2, 1990 and blocked out the last week of February on my calendar for sermon and slide show preparation. Those were my plans, but on Wednesday, February 28, 1990, the region of Austria where we lived was hit by the first hurricane that anyone could remember. Trees were down everywhere and many homes lost their roofs. The siding was ripped off the rear wall of the Bible Institute and I had several students help me repair the damage in howling winds. February went out like a lion, but I hoped that March would at least come in like a lamb. That was not to be, however. A second hurricane hit on the evening of March 1! I had to catch a flight to Philadelphia the next morning, Friday, but the winds continued blowing hard all night long. 

Although dead tired, I attempted to make a sound track for my slide presentation about the collapse of the Iron Curtain and Berlin wall. I wanted to share the new opportunities that this situation presented for missions. When the power went out for the third time at 2:00 AM, I became frustrated. During the outages, I arranged slides by candle light, and in the brief periods when there was electric, I tried to do some recording, but there was neither physical nor electric energy to edit it, so I set my alarm and went to bed. 

I was beginning to wonder if perhaps God didn't want me to give this presentation after all. But that thought presented another problem. I was to preach twice on Sunday, and there was no time to prepare something else! I went to bed at 2:00 AM and the alarm went off at 4:00. Wearily, I loaded my suitcases in our car and headed for Vöcklabruck. A fellow GMUer was to bring me to the Munich Airport, a three-hour drive under normal circumstances. At 4:00 AM, the winds were still very strong and I supposed that planes would not be allowed to take off.  But with no way of knowing for certain, I had to go or risk losing my ticket. 

There are two roads between Ampflwang and Vöcklabruck, but both were closed due to fallen trees. I later learned that a young man was killed on the road that I planned to take. A tree fell on his car just minutes before I tried to get through. I finally managed to find my way to Vöcklabruck by crisscrossing the countryside, using bumpy field paths and side roads. By the time I arrived at the airport, winds had subsided and I was able to depart on time. I fell asleep before the plane took off and didn't awaken until it landed in Frankfurt. After changing planes, I slept most of the way to Philadelphia.

There was no time to even look at the slide presentation before I showed it to the church in Newton, NJ. I apologized in advance for what I expected to be a total fiasco, explaining the circumstances under which I had put it together. Nervously, I started the dissolve show, which ran automatically from a small computer chip in the "Rollei Twin" projector. Church members were eager to see pictures of the recent dramatic political upheavals in Eastern Europe. The new opportunities for missions were many, and interest was high. As the show progressed, tears of thanksgiving flowed down my cheeks. Not one slide was out of order and the music which I had randomly recorded for the background fit perfectly! Even my voice sounded natural and no one would have guessed that I was dead tired, or that I had only spent a couple of hours on this while the power kept going out. After the service many exclaimed that it seemed like a professional show and that there was no need to make apologies for it!
A ROLLS ROYCE?

The above named tire dealer, Fritz Harz, had purchased a house and furnished it for his mother, but she would not be moving for a few months. He offered to let us stay there free and we happily accepted his offer. A Rolls Royce Silver Shadow was parked behind the house and I asked if it belonged to him. Fritz responded by handing me the keys and saying, "Feel free to use it for your deputation travels!"

Needless to say, we declined that generous offer! Who would want to support missionaries who drove around in a Rolls Royce? I wanted to at least take a ride in the plush vehicle, so I tried to start it, but the battery was dead. I couldn't figure out how to open the hood and resorted to the owner's manual which was in the glove compartment. It looked more like a luxurious family Bible and gave instructions on how to open the "boot" but not the "bonnet." There was no mention of a battery so I finally gave up looking. I later learned that "Rolls Royce automobiles don't break down, and if they do, the owner has no business trying to solve the problem." 

CHEVROLET NUMBER FOUR
I was never a Chevy fan and the $80 per month car did nothing to change my prejudice. Verna had driven it over a thousand miles, and after I arrived a tiny crack in the windshield suddenly streaked across the entire window, making it difficult to see. The first time I drove it, the transmission failed. I reported the problems to the mission rental agency and the Director said that there was no other car available. They would send a truck to pick up the car and we would only be billed $80 for one month. 

I went to the Christian Ford dealer in Elmer, NJ who had sold us several furlough cars. All he had available that we could afford was a Chevy Citation. It smelled of pipe smoke and the cloth ceiling sagged almost onto the seats in hot weather, but it drove fine. We only needed it for a couple of months, so we bought it. The transmission failed within  a month! After that was fixed ($600!), the power steering quit! We had neither time nor money to fix the steering, so it felt like we were driving a Mack truck for the remainder of our furlough. Repairs would have cost another $600, so we decided to drive without that luxury. It was difficult to turn the wheel when moving and almost impossible to park, but we somehow wrestled with the wheel for 2,500 miles before returning to Austria.
April 27-29, 1990, we had services in my Brother-in-Law's church in Patchogue, Long Island. Monday morning, April 30, we drove back to Elmer, only to learn that Verna's mother had passed away that morning. We had to drive 8 hours to Meadville on Tuesday, May 1. The viewing was that evening and the funeral on May 2.  It had to be rushed because we needed to drive 650 miles to attend Richard's college graduation on May 4th!  

Following the graduation ceremonies, we drove 1000 miles to Montauk, Long Island for a delightful two-day vacation before returning to Austria on May 11th. My sister and brother-in-law allowed us to use their timeshare on the beach for free. All three of our offspring were with us and it was a special time before we again went our separate ways. Since we would not be together for any of our birthdays, we decided to celebrate them all at once. I bought five freshly caught lobsters off a boat at the fisherman's wharf and Verna cooked them. After the meal, we had a birthday cake and then flew kites on the beach. The boys tied one of Verna’s shoes onto a kite line and had it flying high over the beach. Everyone was having fun and enjoying this rare time together. 
Verna was laughing so hard at the kids' antics, that she had an embarrassing accident! That was the first warning sign that she had some sort of physical problem.

RETURN TO AUSTRIA

We returned to New Jersey and gave our Chevrolet Citation to Richard for his own deputration travels. We flew back to Austria on May 11, 1990.  A year later, Richard had completed deputation and joined us in Austria. He parked the car next to my parent's garage. He never repaired the power steering!
We went immediately to the school to greet everyone during the morning coffee pause. The students and staff were happy to see us and we were embracing each other. When we tried to greet the Director and his wife, they backed away and just held out their hands to greet us. Some students noticed their reaction, but there was nothing we could do about it. We tried to make the best of the situation by spending the remainder of the coffee break chatting amiably with them about our furlough and catching up on school news. 

Within a week of our return, Verna was sent to the hospital for a complete hysterectomy. In July and August we had a series of visitors from America and Canada that kept us occupied, including a family with four young boys that stayed to help us for six weeks. We needed help, but it was stressful for both of us.
THE FIRE

Our next scheduled furlough in America was January 9 until March 19, 1992. We had planned to get the Citation fixed and drive it, but Pop Harvey said that we should not bother to repair and register our car. His Doctor told him he was not to drive, so we could use his nice Toyota Camry.  We gladly accepted the offer. 

In January, Pop became ill and we thought he was going to die. He was taken by ambulance to the hospital, but was home again in a few hours. The doctors said that he just had the flu. He was so weak that he couldn't stand. I had to carry him into the shower to bathe him. It was a painful experience for my father, and wasn't easy for me either.

On February 11, we were ready to speak in Verna's home church when my brother Dave called. He said that there had been a fire in Pop's shop at Daretown and he was inside. Pop was now in heaven. Early the following morning we left for Daretown. When we arrived, we had to catch our breath at the sight. The fire had demolished the shop and everything in and near it, including our Chevy. There was much hugging and weeping with siblings and Mom. 

Pop had bought a new shovel and wanted to brand his name onto the wooden handle with a branding iron. He built a fire in the shop furnace, but was called in for lunch. While he was eating, Mom suddenly said, "What is all that smoke coming from the shop?" Pop ran out and went inside, probably in a futile attempt to save his beloved shop. When he opened the door at the top of the stairs, the fumes must have overcome him and knocked him unconscious. 

The fire made the headlines in area newspapers and because Pop Harvey was known all over South Jersey, hundreds of friends, relatives and business acquaintances attended the funeral. The church was filled to capacity. His six sons carried the casket to the grave in Salem, New Jersey. 

After the fire, two different insurance adjusters showed up at the scene, each claiming to have a policy on the shop. When they realized that there was a duplication, however, both companies argued that the other company should pay damages. It turned out that my father had received a letter stating that his insurance was cancelled due to non-payment. So, he took out an insurance policy with another company. But he HAD paid the other policy and wound up with two! My brother Dave finally had to hire adjusters to settle the dispute. It was decided that they should split the cost between them. 

Other arguments surfaced. The policy was for a private garage and workshop, but adjusters claimed that "his was obviously a business!" Because Pop had been retired for many years, the claim was refuted. Then they demanded proof that all the items listed were actually in the building and destroyed. We rooted through the ashes and recovered bits and pieces of the many power and hand tools, welders and all kinds of garden equipment. At one point, my brother Dan stopped sifting through the ashes and said, "All our lives, Pop preached to us, that "You can't take it with you!"  After a long pause, he murmured, “...but Pop did!" 

Even in all this, we could see the mighty hand of God. Our old Citation was parked next to the shop and burned beyond recognition. Insurance paid us more than we could ever have sold it for. If Pop's Camry had burned, it would not have been insured because it was a registered vehicle, but our car and a truck in the building were not registered, so they were classified as "vehicles in storage."

We had stored some of our belongings in a wooden cabinet inside the shop. Two typewriters were ruined that no one wanted and were hardly salable, yet photo albums in the same cabinet were merely scorched and the photos still good. Insurance paid for everything.

DODGE COLT VISTA

When we arrived in America for a six-month furlough in 1994, my brother Dan loaned us his car for a week. Ralph Jr. had only recently purchased half of a double house in Harrisburg and invited us to make that our furlough home for the next six months in exchange for some good home cooking. There was a large auto auction near Harrisburg where hundreds of cars were sold each week. Verna and I decided to go see what we could find. 

A dealer saw us looking over the cars and taking notes on a pad. We were probably the only private persons on the lot and he decided we might need some advice. He asked if we were thinking of buying a car and I nodded. He asked what we were looking for and I said, "We would like a station wagon or van. Our three offspring are coming for Christmas and two are married, so there will be seven of us." 

The dealer was quite friendly and reminded me that most cars had something wrong with them. They were from leasing firms, repossessed or fleet cars that had seen rough service. I assured him that I was knowledgeable and would check the cars thoroughly. He then pointed at a metallic blue 1983 Dodge Colt Vista with 7 seats and said, "If you can get that car for around $2000, it would serve you well. It needs a windshield, but the body is great. You will need to check the mechanics though." 

We didn't want to spend more than $1000 - $1500 for a car, so I didn't bother to check it out. We made a list of the cars we thought were affordable and wrote the maximum bid we could make next to the vehicle ID numbers. When the auction started, we realized that there were two auction lanes, so I quickly copied the list and told Verna to stand next to the other lane. If a car on our list should come up, we would signal to each other. 

Hundreds of used car dealers, repair shop owners and one obviously out-of-place couple watched as the cars were driven or pushed through the auction lanes. After a dozen cars were sold, the Dodge Colt Vista was driven into my lane. The motor was purring nicely and the driver showed that the transmission was good by hitting the gas with his foot on the brake. The engine stalled. Bidding started and soon stopped at $600. The auctioneer kept asking for other bids and I nervously raised my hand. The only other bidder quit at $725 so I got it for $750! 

I waved Verna over and told her that I had just bought the Dodge Colt Vista! Before going to pay, we decided to check the car more carefully. Except for the cracked windshield I couldn't find any fault in it. Even the upholstery was clean and intact. As we headed for the cashier's desk, a man ran up to us and said, "I'll give you $1000 for that car!" It was the one who had bid against me. I thought about it and said, "It's worth at least $2000!" The man winced and then said, "Okay, I'll give you $2000." Now it was Verna's turn to speak up. She said, "No way are we selling this car - not for any price!" I argued, "But the auction has hardly begun and there are many other cars. With more money we could get a better deal!" Verna gave me one of her looks that I had come to understand very well over the years. I turned to the man and said, "Sorry sir, no deal! But I saw another one on the lot. Perhaps you can get it." 
Before leaving the lot with our car, we saw the other Dodge Colt Vista. It sold for over $2000 even though the seats were well worn and it had badly rusted rocker panels.

Four months later, we discovered that there was one little problem with the car that we had not noticed. The tire wrench was missing. I had checked for a spare and jack but never noticed that the wrench was missing. I discovered that fact on March 8, 1995. I remember the date well because March 8 is my birthday and March 9 is our wedding anniversary. 

We were returning from Connecticut after meetings. It was raining very hard when we got to New Jersey and driving was strenuous. Just south of Trenton, we saw a motorist changing a tire in the rain and I said to Verna, "This is not the kind of weather to get a flat tire!" About 20 miles later, it was our turn, and I was wearing my best Sunday suit! I groaned and headed for the shoulder of the busy highway. Then I noticed that we were coming up on an overpass, so I drove another hundred yards on the flat tire. "I may have ruined the tire, but at least I won't get soaked," I said to Verna. I brought the car to a stop, turned on the 4-way flashers, and stepped out into eight inches of water! Since my feet were already wet and driving further would expose me to the pouring rain, I decided to get the nasty job done as quickly as possible. The puddle I had stepped in stretched half way across the highway and every passing car drenched me more than the worst rainstorm might have. After getting out the spare and the jack, I realized that there was no wrench! Totally soaked and miserably cold, I got back in the car with Verna and waited for some sympathetic soul to stop and offer help. Fortunately, our heater worked!
We probably sat in the car for an hour before a State Trooper stopped to check us out. I explained our dilemma and asked him to call for help. He called a towing service and told the person on the phone that we only needed a tire wrench. Half an hour later, the truck arrived - without a wrench. The driver said, "I only do towing." Soon we were riding on the back of a tow truck to the next exit and a service station. The station owner happened to have a spare tire wrench which he gave me at no cost. It was almost midnight when I paid the tow truck operator, so I tell people that I got an $80 tow job for my birthday and a new tire for our anniversary. Soon after that I also got a new suit.

After buying the tire, we drove to Philadelphia to a spectacular Flower Show. Our anniversary was quite enjoyable after all!

When it was time to return to Europe, my brother, who loaned us his car upon arrival, said his friend wanted our car. We let him have it for a bargain price of $1000.
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CHAPTER 29  -  PEOPLE
Most occupations are all about money, but missions is about people. In Austria, we tended to categorize people into three groups. The first group was composed of people who needed Christ and his forgiveness. The second group was made up of Austrian Christians, many of whom had come to know Christ or been helped spiritually through our ministry. The third group was comprised of friends in America who made our ministry possible through their prayers and gifts. Much of what I have written in this book has to do with the first and second groups. I need to share a few paragraphs about those in the third category. 
Tourists were everywhere in Austria, but we seldom had much contact with them. The exception was when supporter friends came as tourists, but for us, they still belonged to category three. 

Most American tourists saw more of Europe in a week than we saw in 38 years, but their experiences tended to get mixed up in their minds and photo albums. Many times, we were invited to look at pictures of those who toured Europe. We didn't have the heart to correct the false declarations and misspelled names. Most were rather surprised that we had not seen many of the places they visited, having lived in Europe for nearly four decades.

WEDNESDAY NIGHT PRAYER MEETING

I explained in Chapter Two that my father's cousins were doubly related, so we called them Aunts and Uncles. One of those "uncles" had been sending regular gifts for our ministry, so he and his wife decided to visit us when they toured Europe.

Like most vacationers, they were trying to see all of Europe in a week or two, so they could only stay a couple of hours. We chatted for a while and gave them a few tips on what to see in our area. Verna served them a delicious supper, after which they began to gather their belongings to depart. I tried to convince them to stay a while longer, but my Uncle said, "We wouldn't want you to be late for Wednesday night prayer meeting."

I said that they didn't need to rush; we didn't have meetings on Wednesday nights. My Uncle looked at me in disbelief, "What, you are missionaries and have no Wednesday night prayer meeting?"  I explained that we had prayer meetings on Thursday nights and Bible studies on Tuesdays. Both services normally lasted over two hours. He was not convinced and said, "Every Bible preaching church has a Wednesday night prayer meeting!" I think they made a mental note not to support our ministry after that, for it was a long time before they sent us another gift.

Almost all our support came from people and churches that knew us well. It was a rare occasion, when we were invited to speak in an unfamiliar church. 

A NON-SUPPORTER

A church in Pennsylvania once wrote to our mission asking if there was a missionary speaker available in the area. We were recommended and engaged to speak. Experience has taught us that those who promise to pray but don't contribute financially, soon forget us, so we hoped that at least someone in the church would take a financial interest in our work. 

After the service, many stopped at our literature table to ask questions and sign up for our newsletter. One man approached me and asked if we had a television set in our home. I answered negatively and he said, "I am going to begin supporting you. I would never support a missionary that owns a TV."  I asked how long he had managed to live without a television and was surprised at his answer. He said, "Oh I have a television, but I earn my money." Another member pulled me aside and informed me that the man who had spoken with me had just received a $400,000 settlement from an automobile accident in which his wife was killed. 

A few years later I ran into a lady from the church and asked how things were going. Although I didn't mention the conversation about TV, she told me that the man who talked with me had left the church. He married a divorcee and was consequently relieved of his position as Deacon. He then wrote a book defending such unions and had it published with money from the accident settlement. I was reminded of his words to me in defense of owning a television, "I earn my money!" 

CHARLIE, THE "REAL McCOY"

I shall never forget the first time I saw Charlie. At 19 years of age, I was a relatively new convert and often the youngest person to attend prayer meetings, but one evening a kid I estimated to be around 13 or 14, walked in and sat down next to me. When I greeted him and gave him my name, he asked, "Are you Ann's brother?" I said that I was and asked how he knew her. His reply stupefied me, "She went to Philadelphia Bible Institute with me." The pastor then opened the service and Charlie was asked to introduce himself. No, I had heard correctly! He repeated the same statement, adding that his family had moved into the area to work in a large peach orchard near town. Ann had recommended her church to him.

Throughout the prayer meeting, I kept wondering how anyone that young could get into a Bible Institute. Apparently, I was not the only person puzzled because after the prayer meeting, I overheard someone ask Charlie how old he was.  Charlie grinned and said, "What's your guess?.“  There was a brief pause, then came a hesitant, "Are you 16?.“  "You are very generous," Charlie responded. The State Troopers keep stopping me and don't even ask for my license; they just take it for granted that I don't have one. Charlie showed us his driver's license, which showed his age to be 21! We became close friends.

Charlie usually drove his father's 1946 Ford sedan. Once, my brother and I caught a possum on our way home from church. We drove to Charlie's house, opened the door of his dad's old Ford and threw the poor creature inside. A week later, Charlie told me of an unusual incident, unaware that I had anything to do with it. His father noticed cuts on the door panels of his car one morning and asked the children if they were the culprits; all denied any connection with the mysterious slashes. That night, he awoke to hear the car horn blowing so he went out to investigate, but there was no sign of an intruder; the upholstery, however, had fresh cuts. 

Mr. McCoy was now determined to catch that culprit if it was the last thing he did. He spent the remainder of the night at a dining room window, his shotgun aimed at the car.  Although he saw nothing, the upholstery was torn even more in the morning. Charlie's mother decided that it was time to call in the police. Within minutes, a State Trooper pulled up and began his investigation. Upon opening the car door, he poked his head inside and said, "I smell a possum!" He looked under the front seat, and sure enough, there was the smelly intruder. With gloved hands, he extricated the half-starved beast and placed it on the ground. True to its nature, the possum just played dead. The trooper pulled out his pistol and said, "This is the last time that possum will bother you!"  He took aim and fired. He fired six times at close range, but missed every time! Finally, the possum decided that pretending to be dead was not working and decided to escape. Charlie's father grabbed a stick and clubbed the poor thing to death. 

I went off to college, and Charlie worked at pumping gas in various service stations.  He was robbed and his life was threatened, but he learned to be tough in spite of his small stature. In his mid twenties, Charlie started to grow again until he was about six feet tall! As customers got to know him, he made many friends who respected him for his Christian testimony. Word even got around in the underworld that "Killer" McCoy was to be left alone! Charlie later had his own stations, offering mechanical and towing services.

When we departed for missionary work in Austria in 1964, Charlie became a staunch supporter. He has been a model of New Testament-style servitude; wherever he lived, he became active in a church.  In choosing a church, he didn't just look for the one that suited his tastes, but prayerfully sought the Lord's leading to a church where he could serve in some humble fashion. He encouraged churches to support missions and introduced us to his friends, some of whom became faithful supporters. 

While pumping gas, Charlie often had to listen to citizens griping about corrupt politics und unfair laws. Charlie encouraged them to vote for good politicians, but they would sigh and say, "There is no such thing!" Charlie tried a different tactic and asked, "Why don't you run for office; I'll campaign for you." Most had some kind of lame excuse and expressed a fear of retaliation. They all feared that their business, family or even their reputation would suffer. One day, a customer responded by saying, "You run for office Charlie! Everyone would vote for you!" Charlie had never given that a thought but was not one to back away from a challenge. His command of the English language was not good and with only a High School education and one year of Bible college, it seemed like a crazy thing to do, but Charlie ran for election to the School Board and won. He spoke up when it was called for and refused to back down or keep his mouth shut if he felt a matter was important. Most of the citizens liked his straightforward, simple and logical argumentations, often punctuated with humorous anecdotes.

A few years later, Charlie decided to run for the office of Township Supervisor. Many citizens were elated and gave him full campaign support. The incumbent Supervisor was confident that Charlie didn't have a chance to win. He had plenty of experience, money, influence and an earned doctorate, while Charlie simply pumped gas and drove a tow truck for a living. 

Early in the campaign, the Supervisor challenged Charlie to a public debate and Charlie accepted. The hall was filled to capacity, and Charlie was pleased to see that his supporters were clearly in the majority. The Supervisor began with a barrage of questions designed to make Charlie look ridiculous, but it all backfired on him. "What are your educational qualifications for the position of Township Supervisor?" he demanded. Without a moment's hesitation, Charlie responded, "I am a graduate of the school of hard knocks." After a few degrading comments, the Supervisor asked what his campaign platform was. Charlie relied, "If elected, I promise to carry out my duties as Township Supervisor to the best of my abilities on a platform of good old common sense." The incumbent Supervisor fired back, "Common sense? What is that supposed to mean?" Charlie turned to the expectant audience with a mischievous grin for which he was well known, and then directed his reply to the Supervisor. "You have a doctorate and are serving as Township Supervisor and don't even know what common sense is?" The crowd burst out in laughter followed by seemingly endless applause.  The Supervisor attempted to recover terrain, but soon gave up in disgust, claiming that his opponent was not prepared or able to give intelligent answers to his questions. 

Soon after that debate, Charlie was hospitalized with internal bleeding. Lying in the emergency ward, Charlie received one transfusion after another, but nothing seemed to help. While Doctors gave him little chance to survive, Charlie was receiving countless letters and cards from anxious and caring citizens. The incumbent Supervisor saw his chance and churned out endless attack flyers, wrote articles for the newspaper and used every ploy to get votes. Charlie's condition improved and he was moved to a hospital room where he was able to receive visitors. One of the first was a reporter who wanted to know how he would answer his opponent. Charlie told him, "The wonderful citizens of this town have shown me so much kindness, concern and prayers. There are many hard-working, tax-paying people in town, and I am confident that they know how to vote." Charlie won hands down, but it never went to his head. He continued pumping gas and towing wrecks for the duration of his tenure. 

Charlie also ran for County Commissioner, but lost that election. He said that was really a blessing, for he was getting older and didn't feel competent to clean up politics on the county level. Charlie never married, but everyone, including the ladies, loved him!  

On more than one occasion, Charlie came to our rescue in providing transportation to and from airports or putting us up in his home. He helped us pick out good furlough cars on at least two occasions. 

The most memorable experience had to do with our daughter, Becky. She flew alone from Europe to JFK on Memorial Day weekend of 1988 to join her brother Richard working at a camp in New Hampshire for the summer. She was to start college in the fall. Becky's plane arrived late and when she got to the bus terminal, the bus had departed. She was 19 years old, tired, carrying two large suitcases, and it was late. There were no other busses to her destination until the following day. Everywhere she looked, there were druggies, drunks and other hardly human-appearing characters lurking in the shadows. Becky found a pay phone and tried calling us in Austria, but foreign calls were very expensive and her money ran out after telling us of her plight. There was no time to respond or ask questions. In desperation, we called my sister and brother-in-law, who were pastoring a church on Long Island. They offered to call the police, but didn't even know what Becky was wearing. The trip to the bus station would have taken them at least two hours, so that seemed out of the question. Then we thought of Charlie. He often took people to the airport and bus. We decided to call and ask for his advice. He immediately recognized the dangerous situation and jumped into action. He got in his car and drove to the station, arriving after midnight. He parked in a no-parking zone with his flashers on and ran into the terminal to find Becky. He found her at the bottom of a busy escalator where she felt a little safer, grabbed her suitcases and got her to the car in record time. Then, he drove her to the home of his pastor in Newton, NJ, where she spent the rest of the night. The following day, the Pastor and his wife drove her all the way to the camp in New Hampshire. Charlie was out all night but refused to accept any remuneration for trouble and costs incurred. 

Our children will never forget "Uncle Charlie" -- nor shall we! 

WHERE HAVE ALL THE SOLDIERS GONE? (from a newsletter)

Two faithful prayer warriors, whose prayers have meant much to us and the kingdom of God, have gone home to be with the Lord. Ralph had the funeral of "Oma" (German for Grandma) Tippel on July 28. She was 93. "Oma" Maütner entered into her eternal home earlier this year. "Tante" (Auntie) Mitzi is 92 and her health is failing. Who will take the place of these stalwart prayer warriors? 

So often people tell us how sorry they are that they cannot help financially and then add, "But I can at least pray." If Christians would just realize that praying is not the least, but the MOST one can do for missions, our nets would be filled without being broken (John 21:11). Because water and air are cheap, we under-estimate their value. Environmentalists warn that there will be a dear price to pay for this false assessment. It is an even greater tragedy to neglect our most potent source of power simply because we can't place a monetary value on it. The Apostle Peter had neither silver nor gold, but he gave what was of far more value (Acts 3:6). So can we!

WRONG IMPRESSIONS

During our first term in Austria, we fell in love with the scenery and took many pictures. On our first furlough, we made the fatal mistake of showing these to our supporters. They are supposed to support and pray for missionaries, not be jealous of them! We also made that mistake when supporters came to visit us in Austria. We worked hard to get our work done ahead of time in order to show them the sights. Unfortunately, some left with the impression that this was all we did! When the next supporters visited, God came to our rescue and allowed it to rain constantly for the duration of their stay. We soon learned that visitors need to see our ministry and not just the environment. We even got them involved whenever possible. Some told us later that their participation was the highlight of their visit. 

LEHOTSKYS

I have already mentioned our supporters, Oskar and Elsa Lehotsky at least twice. When they came to visit in August, 1990, I was busy putting a new roof on the Bible Institute building. Austrians don't use light-weight asphalt shingles, but prefer heavy red clay tile. We didn't have a conveyor belt, so formed a chain and passed the tile one at a time up the ladder and as the final recipient, I layed them in place. Oskar offered to help, so I gave him a spot on the ladder. After an hour of passing heavy tile to the next person, he began to complain that all his muscles were aching. When lunch break came, he collapsed into a chair and groaned, "I am going to demand union wages for this!"  I responded, "You've got them!"  He looked at me rather surprised and asked what that meant. I said, "You get Gospel Missionary Union wages. That means you go on the road and find people who are willing to pay your salary!" 

The following day, we took them for a long drive through the famous "Sound of Music" country. After oohing and aahing about the lovely scenery, Oskar noticed that my fuel was running low. He suggested that I stop at the next service station to tank up. He handed me a twenty Dollar bill and said, "Keep the change!"  I pulled into a service station and began to fill the tank. Our supporter friend watched wide eyed as the numbers rolled on the pump's meter, finally clicking off at 670 Shillings ($60)! After returning to America, the Lehotskys increased their monthly pledge.   

BURCHARDS

Bruce and Nancy Burchard are special friends, who live in North-Western Pennsylvania. On one visit to their home, I saw some chickens running around the farmyard and asked their 11-year old son if he knew how to hypnotize them. He gave me a quizzical look and said that he never heard of such a thing. I grabbed a chicken by the feet, laid it on the ground and held my hand on its neck until it settled down and relaxed. Gradually, I took my hands off its legs and neck and backed away. The chicken remained in that position while I hypnotized another. Their dog walked past about that time and woke them out of their trance or I might have had 5 or 6 chickens lying on the ground. That kid kept staring at me as if I was some kind of guru. 

The Burchards looked for extremely insulting birthday cards for us each year, but we always looked forward to them with great anticipation. Because they didn't know German, we had to invent our own cards to get even. The competition is still going on today.

Burchards visited us twice and I thought it might be interesting to share excerpts from a diary that Nancy wrote during their last visit.

Wednesday, Sept. 4th: We arrived on schedule (9:30 a.m.) at Linz.  The airport is about the size of Erie, maybe a little larger.  They said that was the last day of the "Welser Messe" (huge state fair), so we drove there, spent a couple of hours or so and then headed home. We stopped at a large supermarket with a cafeteria to get something to eat. To this point the weather had been beautiful - some sun, not too hot or too cold.  But it started to sprinkle on the way home (over an hour drive).  We arrived here very tired and took a two-hour nap.

Thursday, Sept. 5th: We left early for Gmunden (about 1/2 hr. drive) where we toured a ceramic factory.  We then went to Rick's to celebrate Martina's 33rd birthday.  For dinner we had an Austrian meal where each one cooked their meat ("stir-fry" slices of chicken, beef, or pork) on a flat stone plate about 1/2" thick with two dishes of  "canned Heat" underneath.  We also had a delicious salad and Mother-in-law's freshly baked bread.  Delicious!  Later in the afternoon, we had the birthday cake with ice cream.

We left late in the afternoon and Ralph stopped downtown to order a multi-phone hookup system.  It's designed so that two or more can talk on the same conversation; the fax can be turned on from any of the 3 phones instead of having to run into the office; it can be used as an inter-com and several other uses.

Dad and I took about a 15 min. walk after getting back and then he and Ralph hooked up a small woodstove in the living room.  The landlord doesn't turn on the central heating until late October or so.  This stove REALLY helps!  I might add here that Verna wasn't exaggerating when she said to be prepared for cold weather!  It rained off and on all that day.

Friday, Sept. 6th: Ralph had a business meeting in the morning and the rest of us tried to rearrange the living room furniture due to the addition of the woodstove.  In the afternoon, we moved nearly everything back to where it originally stood! Only a larger table was exchanged with the small kitchen table so it would all fit. Verna and I walked up to the farmer's to get eggs, after which I did some ironing.  She has been having a lot of trouble with her arm which was broken back in July and ironing is hard for her. In the evening, the Brittains, who work with Trans World Radio in Bratislava, arrived to stay over night. We all talked a mile a minute to get caught up on news.

Saturday, Sept. 7th: We were up EARLY!  Brittons left about 7:00, heading for Monte Carlo to get their belongings ready to ship to Bratislava. Then we left about 8:00 for the Austrian Bible Institute, one and a half hours away. While Ralph attended a board meeting, the new director's wife, Verna, Dad & I went shopping in a neighboring town. We had planned to use our VISA card for most of our purchases on this trip but what a surprise!  At one store we picked out several things -- they wouldn't take VISA or traveler's checks and we didn't have enough cash!  We were going to go to the bank and cash the checks but then we remembered it was Saturday and the banks were closed. We found a MAC machine and after several tries, I finally got enough money to cover our purchases. 

We returned to the school for lunch and then the same 4 of us took a long walk in the windy, cold rain to see the Danube (it wasn't Blue!).  After returning to the school, we were invited to the present Director's home where we were served tea and sweet treats.  I fell asleep while they were visiting (I don't understand German!!)  The meeting wasn't over until about 5:00 p.m.  We had no sooner gotten back, when the phone rang. Some people from California were at a local hotel and wanted to visit the next day. 

We met them in the morning and we all went to church in Ampflwang where Ralph preached.  We then went to a BEAUTIFUL restaurant on top of a mountain overlooking a lake.  Even though the sun wasn't shining, it was still pretty.  We could even see snow-covered mountains. We went sight-seeing for most of the afternoon.  It was very overcast and rained on the way home.  We stayed here at the house while the rest of them went to visit another missionary whom the other couple also knew.

Monday, Sept. 9th: In the afternoon we went back to Gmunden and went on a hike which Ralph and Verna had only heard about (we didn't know that until almost the end!).  It was along the edge of a mountain which was mostly rock, dropping abruptly off into the lake.  It was a very narrow path with a cable to hold onto and in places board "bridges" to walk on, with braces fastened into the rock side of the mountain. We used ski poles (which are also used here for walking) to help us climb along - sometimes up and sometimes down.  It was quite treacherous! Of all times to forget my camera! Ralph and Verna took a lot of pictures, but I don't think that pictures can begin to show the TRUE picture.  

When we reached the far end of the trail, we had to climb a super steep slope to reach the road where we were able to walk back through a couple of tunnels. After our hike, we went to a pretty restaurant with a glass-enclosed area right beside the lake. We could see all the mountains covered with the snow.  It was another day without sun, not much rain.

Tuesday, September 10th: Verna had a doctor's appointment and therapy session in the morning.  We left about 10:00, bought sandwich supplies, fruit, juice, etc. and ate lunch on a park bench along Traunsee lake. As we looked across the lake where we had been on Monday, I shuddered to look at where we had walked.  The mountain goes right down into the lake!  We then drove up a long, narrow, curvy road to the top of a mountain --  that is, we THOUGHT it was the top! When we arrived in a parking area, there was a lovely lake, encircled by towering Alps! We hiked along a gravel path that led around the lake, and then up a fairly steep incline to a second lake. We hiked around that one and back down the opposite side of the first lake. It was a beautiful 3 hr. hike (probably 7-8 miles). The only problem was no sun!  We were all tired out by the time we reached the car.  When we got home, I tried to get out of the car, I moaned, "Oh, my achin' bacon'!  My legs would barely carry me into the house.  We didn't sit up very late last night, but went right to sleep!

Wednesday, Sept. 11th: This morning it was back to Vöcklabruck. On Wednesdays, they close off one of the main streets for the Farmers' Market.  The farmers all bring their produce, meat, eggs, cheese, etc.  At one meat stand we saw what appeared to be VERY small birds dressed out.  It was PIGEONS!  When we came past later, they were all sold out.  It was raining fairly hard while we were shopping -- had to try to maneuver through the crowd with umbrellas. The sun came out this afternoon and it was beautiful.  Dad helped Ralph trim the hedge and I sat down to write this epistle.  We took a break and went to the local town to do some shopping.  We drove part way and then walked to get some exercise.  I sewed Verna's aprons (the ones that I started on Saturday before we came) until nearly 11:00 p.m. (after everyone else had gone to bed).

As of now it looks like we won't be going to Holland.  There is too much to crowd into a short period of time.  We are planning to leave Sunday or Monday to go to Prague to see one of their former summer workers who has joined the mission full time and just recently come to the Czech Republic and also see Steve Mattocks.  Then we plan to go to Budapest, Hungary and then back to Bratislava to see Skip & Joan (they aren't to be back from Monte Carlo until Sept. 16th.)  That will probably fill most of next week.

Thursday, September 12, 1996: Another day & so far no rain!  Received your E-mail this a.m.  Dad & I took a 3-1/2 hr. walk (over hill & dale) into town this morning - left at 6:45 a.m.  That time included some window shopping and breakfast at a bakery/cafe.

Wednesday, Sept. 11th - Sept. 12th  (From Dad): I am learning a lot about stoves, hot water heat, manure piles, etc.  Your mother sees lace curtains, flower boxes, golden rod (ask her when she gets home).  We just hiked down the lane along the woods between a barn and house; I saw 1 small deer; slight grade through the woods; saw 2 deer; down the hill into town. Window shopped; ate at cafe/bakery.  I saw them pumping cement with air, also saw cement hose BLOW apart. It's hat, coat, flannel shirt & umbrella EVERYDAY! Do you know how to make a dead cat meow?  Put it in freezer for 2 days, take it out and immediately cut in half on a table saw ("meow").  

Dad & I left about 6:45 a.m. and walked to Frankenburg - down a gravel drive, along a farmer's path through fields and next to the woods (and a deer stand), along narrow paved roads (a small truck and a school bus van met and had to nearly stop and get off  the road to pass), and finally along a busy highway into town.  It was probably 2+ miles.  We tried 3 different kinds of "sweet rolls" with coffee in a bakery/cafe.  Then we window shopped through the main street (it's maybe like Cochranton or a little larger).  One store reminded me of Bonaire - very crowded with a little of everything except clothing.  We walked back the road that Ralph & Verna normally travel (another 2 miles or so).  The sun was only about half shining.  I continued working on the aprons (finished them later in the day). Rick, Martina, and Julia came about mid-afternoon for dessert and coffee.  That type of entertaining seems to be very common here.  They stayed for supper.  After they left, Ralph and Dad went out to mow the lawn because rain was forecast for the next day (so what else is new???)  They mowed until it was so dark they had to quit -- even then the grass was too wet to be mowing!  They hadn't been in the house very long until the rain let loose again!

Friday, Sept. 13th - The sun shone off and on in the morning but there were those dark "snow clouds" in the sky and occasionally showers would let loose. That continued into the early afternoon. We took Ralph to Frankenburg so he could work in the Christian bookstore (3:00 to 6:00) to relieve Roseanne Poffenroth. The Poffenroths live in an apartment above the bookstore.  Her husband had left last Monday for Canada.  She invited us for tea/coffee and "sweets.“  While standing in the kitchen talking, I felt something on the calf of my leg like a pin prick.  It began really hurting and I reached down and rubbed my leg, wondering whatever was wrong.  And then I saw a yellow jacket lying on the floor. I don't know if it was inside my blue jeans or if it stung through the fabric but I know that I got stung at least twice and maybe more.  She put some stuff on it and later after we got home I put vinegar/soda on it and I've been putting on an aloe vera ointment but it is still really hurting. If for some reason I seem to put most of my weight on that left leg, OUCH!!!

Verna, Dad, & I came home to get your fax, pick up the birds (3 cockatiels), and head for the bank.  As we left here the sun was shining very bright, the sky was real blue with just a few clouds, and we could see very plainly the snow-covered Alps just a short distance from the house.  The trees with leaves hide the view of the Alps from inside the house.  It was the most beautiful sight that we have seen since we got here and we had to stop long enough for me to get a couple of pictures.  

We got to the bank at 4:59 (it closes on Fridays at 5:00).  Verna and I were the only two customers and as we were leaving, they locked the doors behind us.  Whew! That was close!!!  I'll explain when I get home why all that confusion.  But in short, VISA is not used here as much as we had planned.  MAC seems to be all over but there is a limit per day. We delivered the birds to co-workers in another town - they are going to "bird-sit" next week and that was the best time to take them.  On the way, the sky and scenery was still BEAUTIFUL!  As we were on our way to go back to pick up Ralph, less than a half hour later, we got into a very heavy downpour with high winds.  It was just like the after-effects of an hurricane at home.  It continued on into the night.  Last night after supper Ralph showed us a slide presentation that he had made up for the Austrians about America and the Amish.

Saturday, Sept. 14th (today) - The "hurricane" type weather has continued for most of today, just letting up the last hour or so.  It's not at all good for hiking!!!  In fact, the noon news said that there was snow in Salzburg (about 45 minutes away) and they said that so far this is the coldest September in 50 years!  As we were sitting down to lunch, Dad asked if that was snow mixed with the rain hitting the windows.  We never did decide for sure.

Last night as we were going to bed, Ralph said that someone was getting married today because they were shooting off firecrackers somewhere down over the mountain.  They shoot them off until 10:00 p.m. and begin at 6:00 a.m. next to the groom's house to make sure that he doesn't oversleep and miss his wedding.  Those poor neighbors that live close by!  It sounded like opening day of goose or small-game season back home.

We plan to leave sometime tomorrow afternoon for the Czech Republic.  We will be seeing one of their friends and also Steve Mattocks.  Then we are going on to Budapest, Hungary.  They have never been there before.  On the way back we will be stopping to see Skip and Joan in Bratislava.  They are just getting back from Monte Carlo on Monday (9/16).  We will be back here just in time to maybe do some last minute shopping, laundry, and packing.  We will have to leave here about 4:30 a.m. (or earlier) to head for the airport.  That is going to be a L-O-N-G day!

Saturday, Sept. 14th  It was miserable all day but the wind and rain did let up some in the afternoon.  About 6:00 p.m. we walked over to visit the neighbor and see his new barn and farming operation.  He has a fairly large one for this area and he also has a milking parlor where he can milk three cows at a time.  The farmers all green-cut their fields each day and feed the fresh grass to the cows.  The fields are so wet from all of the rain that it is hard to get the tractors and equipment on them to cut the grass.  This farmer puts all of his dry hay up loose rather than baling it. By the time that we had walked back to the house, my leg which had been stung the day before was hurting so bad that I could hardly walk on it even though I had been putting ointment on it.  It felt better once I got off from it.

Sunday, Sept. 15th - another "D" day!* We went to Frankenburg (about 8 miles away) for church where Ralph had to preach because his co-worker is in Canada.  Church is held in the same room where the bookstore is during the week.  They have built moveable bookshelves which can be rolled back out of the way and chairs set up for Sunday.  It works very well.  There were maybe 25 people there.

After church we came back home, changed clothes, fixed dinner and hit the road about 12:30 p.m. Just as we were about to cross the border into the Czech Republic, we saw a beautiful line of maple trees which were turning color.  We had to wait in line for awhile before crossing into Eastern Europe.  Our first stop was just across the border where there was a place to change money.  Now they speak Czech - which NONE of us do!  However, enough speak German so Ralph could figure out what they were saying.  Anyway, we were going to cash some travelers checks (you know, those things that you don't want to be without when traveling around the world!!).  Oh, they don't cash them, one must go to the bank (sure, on a SUNDAY afternoon!!) We did have some Austrian money which they changed but we wondered if it would be enough to pay for a room that night! It was.

Immediately upon crossing the border, we could see a difference.  Things were not as well kept up as in Austria; the fields were very large (had been owned by the communist government in years past); and things in general just looked much poorer. Our first stop was to the old city of Krumlov, where the river winds clear around it.  We entered it by walking through the arches of a huge castle and then across the river.  It was very interesting because we saw the beginning of what we were to see the rest of the time in Eastern Europe - an old building in the same condition that it was during the communist era (until 1989 or 90) and right beside it a building that was being restored and was quite beautiful.  We continued up the cobblestone streets to the town square where some musicians were playing and people were standing around listening.  I got an interesting picture of a man with his "sound system.“  There were also several street vendors.  Before leaving, we all needed to use the WC (water closet), more commonly called a restroom in our language!  I got another shock -- it cost a few cents and everyone else had gone in before me and I was left standing outside because I didn't have any money and I had to wait for Dad to come to my rescue.

From that town we continued on to Budjoivice (Budweis). Ralph and Verna have stayed there in times past and drove round and round to find a particular "gasthaus.“  They finally decided that it was no longer used that way.  It was suppertime so we got our first Czech meal.  They prepare very good meals and use a lot of garnishes.  We found that to be true everywhere.  After supper we walked around the town square and then found a very nice hotel just off the main square.  It sounded like a good price (about $30.00/night) and it was very clean, etc.  It even had a TV but we couldn't understand a thing!  The next morning the girl charged us much more.  It seems that there was some sort of a communication problem.  

All day I had been applying an aloe vera ointment to my sting area every time that it started to bother me.  The directions had said to massage well, which I had done.  And that was a MISTAKE because it just spread the infection!  Dumb me!! By night I could barely stand on it and it was quite red. I took some Advil, applied cold, wet washcloths and it felt better.  After that I just applied some zinc ointment and didn't rub it in.

Monday, Sept. 16th - the sun was shining in the morning.  We had a continental breakfast at the hotel and then walked around the square and did some window shopping.  There was an old tower which we were going to go into but it didn't open until 10:00.  So we continued window shopping until 10:00 when we returned and it still wasn't open.  Then it was discovered, CLOSED MONDAYS!  We shopped and saw some beautiful Bohemian crystal (made in that area).  But Verna said that it was quite expensive there and the next town that we were going to had a lot of shops and it was much cheaper.

We headed out through secondary roads, through small towns and the countryside to Tabor which was another old town.  We went through some underground tunnels which were used in the past as a place for Christians to hide. Town people also ran here for protection when the town was on fire, and various other things.  There were some places where even I couldn't stand completely straight.  We ate pizza for lunch.  It had ham, scrambled eggs, onions, cheese, and I don't know what else on it but was VERY good!  Then we went shopping.  Things were very cheap there; however, all the many crystal shops that were supposed to be there, couldn't be found!! Ralph promised that there would be at least a dozen in Prague. Should we believe that?!!

We then traveled on until about 30 miles from Prague and stayed in a motel.  Again the room had a TV and even an English-speaking channel (British, that is).  We didn't hear much USA news.  It took a long time for the water to get hot for a shower and there were NO shower curtains! But it was a bit cheaper.

Tuesday, Sept. 17th - We left just in time to get into the morning rush hour traffic of PRAGUE!!! And I wouldn't wish that on ANYONE!  The fumes were terrible, especially the exhaust from the trucks.  Since entering the Czech we had been seeing a lot of old cars (many of which I wondered how they were still running) and these cars also were burning oil (Ralph said that many run on an oil/gasoline mix like lawn mowers). There were miles upon miles of apartment buildings and they were a dingy gray color - like the weather!

We first walked up a narrow cobblestone street through the embassy section to the palace.  There was a long flight of steps to climb on the left, or a slope on the right - with no signs.  Verna thought it was shorter if we went via the steps.  Thanks, Verna!  We found out that it was a much longer way!  Anyway, we got to see a group of military come marching down the street and enter the gates of the palace.  There were two guarding the gate - standing motionless, just like at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in Washington.  We went into a huge Catholic church inside the palace courtyard also.  The architecture is amazing for that era!

We met Steve Mattocks in front of the National Museum about 11:00.  He had taken a train into town to meet us.  We first stopped at a McDonalds for coffee, cocoa, and a FREE WC stop.  Then we visited as we walked through the shopping area - many of the streets were closed to vehicles.  We walked across the Charles Bridge - something that everyone must do when visiting Prague, so they say.  It is used only for pedestrians and there are various musicians and street vendors along the way.

Ralph & Verna tried to call their former summer worker so that we could meet for supper, but couldn't get an answer (discovered later that she was home but her phone didn't ring).  We took Steve out to Podebrady where his office is located & his car was also there.  We had planned to go out to eat at a Czech restaurant but when he called home to tell his family that he wouldn't be home for supper, the mother said that she was preparing a meal for all of us!!  Dad & I rode with Steve in the car which he just recently bought - a Skoda (the name means a "pity" or "shame"!!) and Ralph & Verna followed in their car.  Oh, first we got our rooms.  They were in a youth hostel and looked like a dormitory room inside.  It's a good thing that we had taken our own towels, washcloths, and soap.  But the rooms were only $10 per night.

Steve lives with a well-to-do Czech family who speak only Czech.  The two teen-age daughters are learning German in school, so this was a VERY interesting time.  They would ask Steve a question for one of us and with his limited Czech he would try to translate into English; some things the girls would say in their limited German and Ralph & Verna translated.  We would ask something and either Ralph would translate into German for the girls or Steve would try to translate into Czech.  It was fun!  He has an upstairs bedroom, living room and bathroom, meals, and laundry all for $150 per month!  The meal was delicious!  He said it was like what the mother prepares for special occasions such as Christmas - except that then they eat carp!

Trying to find our way back into town in the rain, over several winding roads (including a detour) after dark was interesting but we made it.

Wednesday, Sept. 18th - It started out as a beautiful day.  We walked around the town (about the size of Meadville).  We couldn't find a restaurant that looked inviting and was open at eight, so finally stopped in a small cafe at the back of a hotel.  What an experience!  It was rather smoky and not at all spotless.  We could not read one word of the menu so just managed to communicate that we wanted coffee and bread.  The coffee was BLACK and the grounds were floating to the bottom of the "glass" (no handle).  I finally added a package of sugar just so I could get it down.  While eating, we could hear yelling going on in the kitchen and twice we heard glass breaking.  We tried to ask the waitress if we could have a copy of a menu on the table but she didn't understand.  Finally Dad just took the paper, folded it up as to put it in his pocket and gave her a Dollar. That menu you must see!  It has a caricature of a kitchen chef with a big belly smoking a cigar and holding a frying pan. Ashes from the cigar are falling into the pan of food! So we know what the cook looked like: just like the cafe and his hollering! Since that really wasn't enough to eat, we stopped in a small grocery store and bought bananas and juice (packaged like the small boxes of juices at home with the straw fastened on the outside).  That was course #2.  After doing some window shopping (and buying), we came upon a small shop that had fancy éclairs, etc., so we had course #3.  Then as we were passing an ice cream shop, Dad had to have course #4 in spite of the cold weather. The woman clerk of a shop where we had just made a purchase saw him and made shuddering noises. We all laughed.

To top off the visit in Podebrady - we used the public WC before leaving town.  It cost about 10 cents, and we got a "stamped" ticket as a receipt and 2 sheets of toilet paper!!!

It took about an hour to get back to Prague and another 4 hours or so to find Rachelle (Ralph & Verna's former summer worker).  She had only moved there about a month ago, used the metro, and wasn't very good at directions.  We finally stopped at a hotel to see if they had a map (our copy was from 1991 and this area had been built up since then and wasn't on it).  The hotel had a snack bar and we decided to eat there.  It was a "beautiful" and delicious meal.  I can't believe how they use garnishes. Verna had fish - a whole fish, complete with tail, fins and a head with glassy eyes staring at you! They also put a basket of bread on the table, which we ate thinking that it was included with the meal.  Evidently that's how they trick you, because it was added onto our bill separately.

CUTLERS

Ed and Rose Cutler have been good friends since college days, and they have faithfully supported our work prayerfully and financially from the beginning. We have also had much fun together. During our college years, Ed and I decided that each of us would write a letter to the other's girlfriend and we pledged not to look at what the other wrote. Verna and Rose were surprised and nearly went into a state of shock, but soon got suspicious when comparing the penmanship. Verna said that she was almost disappointed with the trick, for Ed had written such a loving, mushy letter! 

Soon after our marriage, they visited us in New Jersey and we took them to Ocean City in our 1950 Packard. A couple of teenage girls pulled up next to us at a stop light, one of them driving what was obviously her Daddy's shiny 1950 Packard. They waved and asked if our car was faster. When the light turned green, our pregnant turtles lunged from the starting line, the straight eight engines roaring. The automatic transmission in the 1950 Packard was different from most cars in that you have to shift them manually, but there was no clutch. In order to get that extra thrust, I pulled the lever down into low. The girl driving the second Packard realized what I had done and did the same. But she pulled the lever a notch too far and hit reverse! Her vehicle came to an abrupt halt in a cloud of smoke. We really should have stopped to apologize and offer to drive them home, but didn't want to meet the girl's father.

Next to a ramp leading onto the Ocean City Boardwalk was a first class restaurant. Through a window, we saw a well dressed couple eating a tasty meal right at our eye level. Ed and I stopped and stared at the couple, looking desperately hungry. Then we began to follow their forks from the plate to their lips with our eyes, licking our lips each time they put something into their mouths. Before long, they called a waiter and complained. He threatened us, but we ignored his angry stare and raised fist, remaining there until the couple moved to another table. Rose and Verna didn't think that was funny at all and when I stop to think about it today, neither do I.

Ed became a very successful businessman and it was 30 years before they were able to take time out of work to visit us in Austria. Even that was not entirely voluntary. The brutal tactics of competitors and a lease contract with loopholes drove him into bankruptcy. His lawyer told him that the bankruptcy court would take everything but his home, but since he had not had a vacation in years, he was entitled to a world tour before the money was gone. They decided to visit us in Austria, arriving November 7, 2001. 

The timing was perfect for us. The Bible Institute had moved to Wallsee in October and we were also discouraged. You might think that two discouraged couples would hardly be able to cheer each other, but we had a fantastic time. We traveled in Austria and the Czech Republic. 

Near Budweis, we visited a new care facility for the handicapped which was being built by a Christian. He had received funding from the government for much of the project, but said that he hoped to raise half a million Dollars from believers to build a church on the grounds. Over 100,000 people were living in a neighboring high-rise apartment complex that needed the gospel. Tears came to Ed's eyes as he turned and said to me, "If I had only known a year ago what I am learning now! I spent half a million sponsoring a race car last year - and it never won a race!"

The Cutlers had been very generous supporters, even giving more than most churches towards our ministry. We wondered if we would have to take an unscheduled furlough to raise the support we would be lacking, but our fears were ungrounded. Rose worked as a nurse and Ed helped his son start an advertising agency. They never missed a month of their giving!

TWO WIDOWS

Although ten years older than us, Ruth certainly didn't look it. Once, her daughters spent Sunday afternoon with another church family who had children their ages. The father brought them back for the evening service and when he saw Ruth, he stated, "I don't know where they get it from, but your daughters sure are beautiful!" Ruth looked at us and said, "Should I be flattered or insulted?"

She once told Verna that she had been my Sunday School teacher and added, "I was convinced that nothing good would ever become of Ralph.“ Then she blushed and apologized for making the statement. Verna just laughed and said that she was not the first person to say that about me.

We stayed with Ruth for a few days after she became a widow. Following a delicious supper, Ruth asked to be excused for a few minutes. She needed to go to the bank to get some money. We also needed money, so I asked if she would be so kind as to countersign a check for us. She readily agreed and I rode with her to the bank just in case there were any questions. At the drive-in window, Ruth placed her check in the tray and said to the teller, "Ralph would also like to cash a check. I counter-signed it." The teller smiled and nodded. Ruth took the money, handed me my share and said "good bye" to the teller. As she drove away, the teller called, "You two have a nice evening!"

Which reminds me of the time our Pastor and his wife were traveling with another couple to Florida. About midway, they stopped to purchase a few things in a shopping center. The pastor's wife and the husband of the second couple arrived at the cash register together and laid their purchases on the conveyor belt. The cashier saw them chatting and asked, "Are you together?" to which the pastor's wife replied, "Oh no; we are just vacationing together." 

Marion is another close friend and widow from our home church. She has often opened her home to us and when Becky got married, she drove her "creampuff" Oldsmobile 98 to the Newark Airport and left it for us to use. The Bible tells us of the "widow's mite" and we have often experienced the "widow's might" from friends like Marion. 

We encouraged friends and supporters to visit us in Austria, but only a few came in nearly four decades of ministry, so we were delighted when Marion and Ruth decided to travel to Austria for a visit in 1992. In order to understand how special that was, I must back up and provide some additional information. 

The two women were as different as anyone could imagine, but they got along quite well together. Ruth was a petite town person while Marion was a typical robust farmer type. They of course knew each other from church, but outside of church, their paths seldom seemed to cross. It was my craving for chicken pot pie that got things started. 

Americans are all familiar with chicken pot pie, but they may be thinking of different dishes. In most of the nation, chicken pot pie is chicken baked in a pie tin with a pie crust, but in South Jersey, pot pie is made differently. Dough is rolled out and cut into strips which are then cut into smaller squares. The dough pieces are cooked in a pot along with the chicken. Verna was from northwestern Pennsylvania and not familiar with the New Jersey style pot pie. On one of our furloughs, I mentioned Verna's culinary deficiency at a chuch function and both Marion and Ruth offered to teach her how to make pot pie. A date was soon agreed upon and it was decided that Ruth's house would be the training ground. The three ladies had a great time in the kitchen and I got my fill of the best pot pie ever!

Once Verna agreed to cook for a church group of 40 persons, but couldn't find kitchen help. On impulse, she thought of Marion and gave her a call. She was taken by surprise, but soon agreed to the challenge. We promised to give her a scenic tour afterward. Instead of 40, over 80 persons showed up, but the ladies had no problem feeding them all!  

When Ruth heard about Marion's experience she thought it would be nice to make the trip herself, but she was hesitant to fly alone. Marion suggested that they both fly to Austria. 

They arrived at the Vienna Airport September 18, 1992 and we drove three hours each way to pick them up. As we passed a city located near the Autobahn, Verna pointed to the city and said, "That is Enns, the oldest city in Austria." The ladies gave a report on their travels in church after returning and Ruth told the story like this: "Now I know why Ralph went to Austria. He can drive as fast as he wants there without getting a speeding ticket. We were traveling down the Autobahn and Verna showed us the oldest city in Austria like this." Ruth then made a broad sweep of her hand to show how fast we were moving! 

The ladies happened to arrive a few days after we signed rental papers on a house in Frankenmarkt. They helped us get the place ready for occupancy and one of their jobs was rubbing glue off a wall in what would be my office. Two walls had been covered with a Styrofoam-backed plastic tile for insulation but it looked absolutely horrible. The tile came off easily, but the silicon glue proved to be quite stubborn. Four of us worked two days to get the stuff off what became known as our "Wailing Wall.“ 

After our first day touring the countryside, Ruth exclaimed, "Thank you for a wonderful day! We really enjoyed every minute of it!" Marion responded in her own manner, "Speak for yourself, Ruth!" Ruth looked shocked and asked, "Didn't you enjoy it?" to which Marion responded with a grin, "Sure I did, but I can say it myself!"

DR. PROFESSOR WALTER VON LIEBENFELSS

There were also people in Austria that left impressions on us. I will conclude this chapter by naming a few.

It was in summer, 1978 that we helped in a family camp in the southern part of Austria. A number of those in attendance were not the church-going type of people, so we were praying that they would not only enjoy themselves, but also understand what it means to be a true Christian. One couple immediately caught our attention. The wife was only 35 and the husband a 75-year-old retired University Professor. After his first wife died, he married one of his students and they now had a daughter of seven. The wife got involved with a group of Christian students, who met for Bible study and was soon saved. Her greatest desire now was that her aging husband would also become a Christian. When they arrived at the camp, it didn't look very promising. While the others enjoyed swimming and hiking, he sat in the shade and read his books. He attended one or two of our fellowship times, but decided that he had had enough of “this religious nonsense.” On the second day at breakfast, his wife said that he wanted to return home. 

Although the professor was twice my age, I realized that I was the next oldest person at the camp! I decided to try befriending him. He was sitting under a beach umbrella when I approached him. He returned my greeting politely and continued reading, obviously not desirous of engaging in a conversation. I apologized for interrupting and said that I was curious to know what he taught at the university. He replied in a manner which clearly stated, "I answered your question; now please leave me alone!" His reply, however, gave me a glint of hope. He said that he taught art. I said that Verna and I had met in an art gallery where we both worked. He laid his book aside and asked, "What art gallery was that?" I explained that it was a university gallery in America which he had probably never heard of, but it contained many fine original masterpieces by well known artists. He asked me to sit down and started pumping me with questions. I was amazed at how easily the names of artists, works and periods came to memory after being away from that environment for 15 years. The professor was now sitting upright and listening with great interest. An hour later, we were still deeply involved in conversation when someone called us for lunch. He made me promise that we would continue our conversation later.

During the next couple of days, I spent little time in the water and much time talking about art. I learned much from him, but I was also able to explain a few things that he had not known or considered. I explained, for instance, how important religious art was in the early Christian era and throughout the middle ages, when there were no printed books and handwritten manuscripts were rare and costly. Because few people could read and Catholic mass was in Latin, the only gospel that most of the common people ever received was in pictures. I named several famous works including the Altmannsdorfer Altar in the Monastery of St. Florian as examples. He was familiar with the painting, but not what I said about it. There are reports of people falling in tearful repentance before such paintings and yielding their lives to Christ. I also said that a number of church traditions which I disagreed with had originated in the imaginations of painters. Once their explicit and livid depiction's were on canvas or panels, it was difficult to refute them as false. He laughed heartily when I mentioned that the Bassano brother's paintings usually had someone in the foreground with his or her backside turned toward the viewer. 

There was no more talk about leaving and Dr. Liebenfelss even attended all the meetings, listening intently to the Bible messages. On Friday evening, he gave his life to Christ. For the final two days of camp, he spent nearly every minute reading the Bible. He was like a little child when he came across a new truth. He just had to share it with someone nearby, "Did you know this?" he would begin, and then share what he had learned.

The Liebenfelss family lived in Graz on the opposite side of Austria, so we were only able to visit them about once a year. On our first visit, he said that he wished he had found the Lord much sooner and not “at the end of his life.” But God allowed him to live a healthy life for another 25 years. He and his wife hosted a weekly home Bible study group and Walter (we were soon calling each other by our first names) even wrote his autobiography. His health had begun to deteriorate when he reached his one-hundredth birthday, and he passed into the presence of his Savior at 104 years of age!

A PRIEST AND A MANAGER

Leonding is a growing suburb of Linz and one of the places where Adolf Hitler spent his youth. At Hitler's annexation of Austria, he visited his former home in Leonding and placed flowers on the grave of his parents in the church cemetery. Hitler had grand plans for Linz. His Third Reich would be too large to be ruled from just one center. Berlin was selected as the northern capital and Linz was to become the southern capital. 

In 1972, the Roman Catholic Church warned its people not to attend evangelistic meetings that we were conducting. The priest of the church of Leonding, Pfarrer Josef Holzmann, decided to attend one of the meetings in order to be better informed. He became interested in what the evangelist said and remained to talk with a counselor. The man who counseled with him was Dr. Eduard Ostermann. Ostermann was Director of Austria's largest industry, the internationally renowned VOEST steel mill with more than 50,000 employees. 

Dr. Ostermann had only recently been converted following a visit in Washington, DC to meet with Robert McNamara, President of the World Bank. He noticed a bronze plaque on the door of his hotel room, stating that Dr. Billy Graham had slept in that room. He had never heard of Billy Graham and gave it no further thought until he went into a drugstore to purchase a toothbrush. There was a book rack next to the cash register and he noticed the book Peace with God, by Dr. Billy Graham. Ostermann bought the book and read it on his return flight to Austria. At some point over the Atlantic Ocean, he prayed, committing his life to serve Christ. 

Ostermann immediately began to share his new faith with everyone he met. Soon, his wife and children were also believers. I first met him at a prayer meeting, seated next to a Yugoslavian migrant laborer. He insisted that all who were believers were his brothers and sisters in Christ. We were to address him by his first name without the title.

Ostermann counseled and prayed with the priest Holzmann, who gave his life to Christ and committed himself to serve and preach the gospel of Jesus Christ faithfully. Holzmann began immediately to re-examine every aspect of the church and his ministry in the light of Scriptures. It was not long before members of his parish noticed a difference. Most were happy about the refreshing changes, but a few began to complain to his superiors. The Bishop was reluctant to admonish the popular priest and merely reminded him of his vows and obligations to the church. Leonding needed someone of his caliber to polish its tarnished image. Leonding was best known as the boyhood home of Adolf Hitler and his parents were buried in the church cemetery.

Dr. Ostermann met regularly with Holzmann for prayer and Bible study. During one of these sessions, the men discussed their mutual concern for the youth of Linz and decided to form a "Committee for Youth Evangelism.“ The sole purpose of this committee would be to seek ways and means for reaching the youth of Linz and its sprawling suburbs with the gospel. 

Our youth work had become well-known in the city and the men visited me in the youth center to ask if I would be willing to serve on the committee. While I contemplated my response, the priest looked around the room filled with youth from off the streets. He stood up and gave his personal testimony and encouraged them to confess their sins and follow Jesus. 

Two influential personalities in the city were now devout believers and eager to do whatever was in their power to bring the gospel to youth! One was a Catholic Priest and the other a Lutheran businessman; and they wanted me to join with them in an evangelistic effort! Having attended a strictly separatist college and being a member of an Independent Baptist Church, I hesitated and asked for time to pray about the matter. We would lose financial support if the people back home even heard of such an "ecumenical" venture. On the other hand, I would not be cooperating with church organizations, but only with individuals whose personal faith and love for Christ could not be questioned. How should I respond to this request? 

Quite a few youth had been converted in our center and although I was not aware of it, one of them was from the Catholic Church in Leonding. Her parents became alarmed when she began to read her Bible and thank God for her food before eating. Although they seldom attended church themselves, the parents went to their priest for advice. "Our daughter is mixed up in some kind of a sect,“ they told him. "She is a good girl, but is becoming a religious fanatic!" The priest asked what the sect was called and the father replied, "She attends something called `The Catacomb´.“ "That is great," the priest replied, "You are fortunate that she is in good hands and is finally taking her faith seriously. You would do well to follow suit. I haven't seen you in church for a while." 

After hearing about his response, I agreed to work in the evangelism committee. We planned several evangelistic meetings and on at least two occasions, Ostermann arranged for hundreds of young apprentices at the steel mill to attend special evangelistic functions on company time!

When we left Linz and returned to Ampflwang, we lost contact with the priest, but occasionally visited the Ostermanns. Our daughter, Becky, worked for them a couple of summers, caring for their horses, baby-sitting and just working around the house. 

DOUBLE DOCTOR DIRECTOR

Twenty four years later, an incident brought that experience back to memory. We helped to found a church in Vöcklabruck which needed a meeting room. Wagrain Castle had been converted into a college prep school and the large auditorium was not used on Sundays, so we asked the Director of the school, Dr. Erwin Rauscher, for permission to use the hall. He was Roman Catholic, but offered the auditorium for a reasonable price. 

Anne, the daughter of fellow missionaries, attended the school during the week and became friendly with the Rauscher’s two daughters. They were struggling with their English, so Dr. Rauscher asked Anni if she would help the girls. This didn’t work well because Anni spoke excellent German and the girls were reluctant to try their English on her. Dr. Rauscher asked Anni if she had any Canadian friends who didn't know German who might like to spend a few weeks with them in Austria. Andrea arranged for her cousin and another girl to fly to Austria for the Easter vacation. The girls were only 12 and 13 years old, but had vibrant Christian testimonies. The Director brought the girls and his family to our Easter service in Frankenburg. 

We had rented a store and made it into a Christian book store. We built all the book shelves on wheels so we could roll them against the walls and use the same room for meetings. I was doing a Chalk Talk for our Easter program and was a bit nervous when they all marched into the room and sat down. I greeted them cordially and prayed inwardly that the message wouldn’t seem too childish for a man with two doctorates, one of them in theology. Most of those attending were new believers who had little or no church background. 

After the service I spent an hour talking to Dr. Rauscher about our sharply differing theological views. He said that the Bible was of purely human origin and it soon became clear that he disagreed with most of the cardinal doctrines of his own church. He claimed to be an agnostic, but believed in showing tolerance for those of other convictions. I replied that in my opinion, tolerance was not a nice way to treat people. He looked surprised and asked what I meant by that statement. I said that when a person is simply tolerated, we keep them at a distance and practically ignore them. Tolerance is harsh and unkind, but Jesus commanded us to love one another - even our enemies! 

Dr. Rauscher said, "You talk just like my Uncle Pepi." "Pepi" is the nickname for Joseph, and I knew a number of people by that name. Curious, I asked, "Is your Uncle Pepi a practicing Christian?" His answer floored me. "He is the Roman Catholic priest in Leonding." I could hardly believe my ears. "Are you telling me that Joseph Holzmann is your Uncle?" Now it was his turn to be surprised. I explained how I knew his Uncle and also mentioned Dr. Ostermann. The Double Doctor Director grinned and said, "I was just thinking that you probably know Ostermann too. We have had some pretty heated discussions!"

The Rauscher daughters spent the following summer with Andrea's friends in Canada and were positively influenced by the love and warmth they experienced. The parents said that not only had they improved their English; they were different girls!

SCHOOL DIRECTOR HÖTZINGER

During World War II, an American grenade blew the leg off a young man who later became Director of the school which our children attended in Ampflwang. Knowing this, we were a bit nervous about meeting him, but he was actually very friendly. He showed no animosity whatsoever and went out of his way to greet us. This was unusual for anyone in a Roman Catholic society, for our church was generally considered to be a foreign religious sect.

One morning he came to our house, which was located across the street from the school. When Verna answered the door, her first thought was, "Oh no! What on earth have our children done!" The Director asked if I was home and Verna invited him into our living room and offered him coffee, which he politely accepted. 

While Verna was busy in the kitchen, he began, "I am what you might call a Catholic atheist, but am curious to know what you folks believe." I replied, "You might be Catholic, but I doubt seriously that you are an atheist." He asked why I thought that and I said that atheists were normally not interested in what others believed. 

For the next hour, I shared with him about what we believed. He suddenly looked at his watch and excused himself, "I must get back to my class. It begins in three minutes!"

A few days later he returned to talk again. This time, I was careful to outline God's simple plan of salvation through personal faith in Christ. He listened intently and asked occasional questions. I was able to pray with him before we parted and was rejoicing in his openness for God's love. I felt certain that he would soon return, but I was wrong. The School Director suffered a stroke several days later and was rushed to the hospital.

When I heard the news, I drove to the hospital to visit him. His wife and children were gathered at his bedside in the emergency ward and did not seem happy about my appearance, but they didn't appear particularly surprised either. The Director was unconscious, with tubes in his throat and arms. I greeted the family as friendly as possible and prayed briefly with them before excusing myself. The Director passed away that same night and I attended his funeral several days later. The local priest and public officials made long speeches about the School Director's many accomplishments and spoke of his faithfulness to the church. I kept thinking of his words to me, "I am a Catholic atheist." 

Six years after that experience, one of the Bible Institute students led a 13-year-old girl to Christ. She came to church and during testimony time, she shared her newfound faith with much emotion. She concluded with the words, "I know my Grandfather is rejoicing to know that I have become a Christian." I was curious about that statement and asked her afterwards. She looked at me with surprise and said, "Oh, I'm sorry, you probably don't know who I am. I am the granddaughter of Director Holzinger, whom you led to the Lord a few years ago." I asked where she had gotten that information. She replied, "Grandfather told the family shortly before he died!"

Index

CHAPTER 30  -  SAILBOATS

DO MISSIONARIES HAVE SAILBOATS?

Having grown up by a lake not far from the Delaware River and Atlantic Ocean, I always loved the water. Swimming, water skiing and boating were my favorite pastime after cars. As a youth, I nearly always owned a rowboat, canoe or motorboat. The first boat I ever built, I named "Miss Quito." The name was appropriate for South Jersey, where early settlers from Sweden were able to make friends with the Indians, but were driven out by the mosquitoes. 

I once built a unique mailbox out of an old outboard motor. I gutted the engine compartment, making the gas tank into a hinged lid. I put a bright red plastic grip from a bicycle handlebar on the tiller. When folded up, it let the mailman know there was mail in the box. I then painted the motor silver and red, lettered the family name neatly on both sides, and mounted it on a post by the road next to the lake. Someone took a photo of it and sent it to "Popular Mechanics" Magazine, where it was published without mentioning the name of its inventor! Sometime later, it was stolen.

I never owned a sailboat until we had lived ten years in Austria.  That came about in an unusual way. We were working at a Methodist Camp on Attersee Lake, and I saw a center board, mast, sail and rudder lying in front of a service station with a "For Sale" sign on it. I asked the attendant where the boat was and he said that it had been badly damaged in a storm and had to be scrapped. I offered the attendant $50, who quickly stuffed the money in his pocket, obviously happier than I was about the sale. When we got home, I placed an ad in the local paper in quest of a boat to fit my sail and rigging. A car dealer responded and sold me his little 8 foot Tabor Yak for $100.  We lived near a hydroelectric power plant on the Enns River and people sailed on the wide expanse of calm water behind the dam. I could hardly wait! 

For two weeks I waited for the right opportunity. If the wind blew, I was too busy and when I had free time, there was no wind. The church in Ampflwang asked me to preach on one weekend, so I loaded the boat on the top carrier, hoping to try sailing one of the larger lakes in that area before returning home. It was deadly calm and I rowed the boat for an hour hoping for a breeze. After loading it on the car, a nice wind came up to say "good bye." Winter came and soon the boat was covered with snow.

Our financial situation was always precarious and when Spring came, we desperately needed money to pay bills. We had few saleable items, so the boat was first to go.  It sold for double what I had paid, but this didn't cheer me much.  I determined to never, ever buy another sailboat! 

SECOND SAILBOAT

In August of 1985, we were busy with camps and I was fixing broken window panes, a constant attraction for Frisbees, soccer balls, kid's hands, feet or even heads. I drove to the next city to order glass. The shop said I could pick up my order in two hours, so I decided to purchase a few more items to kill time. A large hardware store had a public bulletin board in the entryway where customers could place notices. Since I had time on my hands, I stopped to read them. Someone was selling a small 12’ sailboat complete with car top carrier and dolly for only $250! It was a Kolibri (German for humming bird) just like those I had often drooled over in the sporting goods stores. I still had an hour and decided to drive to the address given. Surprisingly, the seller was at home, the boat was in good condition, and no one had bought it. This was clearly the "leading of the Lord!" What else could I have done in that situation? Of course I bought it!

Verna was not so elated about my bargain boat. "The summer is almost over, we have piles of work to do and are getting ready for furlough; is this the time to buy a boat?" Verna's words were interrupted by the phone. A woman was at the railway station and needed to be picked up. She had two children with her.

Our good friend Heidi, from Vienna, had told us about a woman who was without work and had no place to live after her husband kicked her out of the house.  She was willing to work if we gave her and the two children beds and food. I headed off to the station.

MY PUNISHMENT

At the station, I greeted the woman and her children friendly and we headed back to Ampflwang. I can usually make friends with children but these youngsters seemed scared and intimidated. I decided to engage the mother in conversation, explaining what she could do to help us, where they would be staying, who we were and where we were from. When she learned that we were Americans, she began a long tirade against Americans and everything they reminded her of. By the time we reached Ampflwang she was actually cursing me as though I was her worst enemy! I hoped that Verna would be able to calm her down with a nice warm meal, but she continued to curse us in language that one shouldn't hear around a Bible Institute. She refused to eat our meal, nor would she allow the children to eat. We finally got her into their rooms and left the food for them to eat alone. Verna and I spent the next hour praying and then fell exhausted into bed. The boat was forgotten.

The following morning we took them breakfast, hoping desperately that the woman had been able to calm down and get a good sleep. The moment she saw us, she began to swear and curse with unrelenting vehemence. When she finally paused for breath, I asked in desperation if she had came all the way from Vienna just to curse us. She said, "Yes, the devil sent me to curse you and that is exactly what I am doing!" We tried to get the poor woman to realize that we only wanted to help her. All our overtures failed and after what seemed like an eternity, the woman grabbed her children and bags, and walked out. She said she was going back to Vienna and refused to allow us to drive her to the station. I was able to sneak enough money into her bag for train tickets and lunch. 

After she was gone, Verna called our friend in Vienna and discovered that the woman's husband was also an American. We never heard from her again and nothing more was said about the sailboat. Verna  was probably convinced that I had gotten my due punishment.

MY REWARD - SAILING!

On the day before our flight to America, the weather was great and the winds were blowing briskly. I talked Verna, Becky and one of the Bible School students into going sailing with me. Klaus was a husky lad of six foot four inches, and I needed him to help me get the boat loaded and unloaded. It wasn't long before we were merrily cutting through the waves. The boat was not built to hold four adults, however, and water was dangerously close to the top edge of the boat. Verna couldn't swim well and I had not thought about life vests. Verna soon turned white and asked to be taken back to shore. Obligingly, I turned the boat, but discovered that the wind was now against us. After several futile attempts to aim the boat towards dry ground, I decided that the wind was no longer our friend. We had to leave for the airport at 4:00 AM and there was last minute packing to do. I lowered the sails and rowed. The winds got stronger and the waves bigger. When we finally reached the shore it was supper time, but we still had to load the boat on the car and drive home. 

It was very quiet in the car on the way home. Klaus was probably wondering why anyone in his right mind would enjoy sailing, Becky slept and Verna was thinking the unspeakable. 

MISSIONARY'S SAILBOAT

Word got out to fellow missionaries and church members that I had purchased a boat. A co-worker asked how I as a missionary could justify owning a sailboat. I had not really given it that much thought, but decided to keep my boat a secret from supporters! After thinking about the matter for some time, I came up with an appropriate explanation for future inquirers.  I would tell them that their television sets cost more than my boat and that they spent much more time watching TV than I did sailing. We didn't own a TV, so this actually helped to justify owning a sailboat - in my own mind at least. 

While reading my Bible one day, I discovered that sailing was actually very Christ-like! Jesus took up his residence in Capernaum on the Lake and often went sailing with his disciples. He preached from a boat, and even slept on a boat. Matthew says that when Jesus got into the boat, his disciples followed.  Mark goes even farther and says that Jesus COMMANDED the disciples to get a boat ready for him. When Jesus and the disciples were weary of ministering and throngs gave them no peace, he and his disciples went sailing (Mark 6:31-32). When saddened by news of the cruel martyrdom of his Baptist friend, John, Jesus went sailing. The Apostle Paul also sailed, but Luke says he preferred walking (Acts 20:13).  It is no wonder either, when you read about his experiences at sea, including shipwreck (Acts 28)!

When I try to justify owning a sailboat with such biblical argumentation, few people get converted. Some argue that the Bible calls them fishing boats and not sailboats. One person told me, "John's gospel says that the disciples rowed the boats."  I believe that was because "the winds were against them" (John 1:13 and 6:19), but few are convinced by my exegesis. 

The great drought of 1986 came to my aid. The Sea of Galilee receded drastically and two fishermen discovered the remains of a boat on a beach where there had always been water. Notified archeologists were able to carefully remove the boat and preserve it by soaking it in chemicals for 14 years. All tests show the age of the boat to be about 2000 years. It has been nicknamed "The Jesus Boat" and is now on display in the Yigal Allon Museum in Kibbutz Ginosar, Israel. It was capable of being rowed by four staggered rowers or sailed using a mast. 

Because it was not so easy to get my boat on the top of our stationwagon even with the loading mechanism, I started looking for a used trailer. In 1985, I found a small sailboat with a nice trailor for only $400. I bought it and sold the boat alone for that price -- to none other than our co-worker, who had questioned the morality of a missionary owning a sailboat! My arguments must have convinced him. 
RALPH'S BOATYARD

After retiring from active missionary work in Austria, we bought a little rancher in Malaga, New Jersey. In February, 2004, I saw an ad on eBay for a set of J-14 sails in good condition. I remembered the Tabur Yak, and how easy it was to find a boat to fit the sails. I placed a low bid on the sails, thinking, if I got them for that price, I could take it as God's leading. Sound familiar? Mine was the only bid, so I got the sails for $25. 

A few days later, I was listening to "The Old Country Store," a call-in flea market show on WSNJ-FM. The announcer said that someone was selling a fiberglass canoe with electric trolling motor for $150. I quickly wrote down the number and called. It was not a sailboat, but we could at least paddle around the lake near our home once the ice thawed. People must have wondered about the sanity of someone transporting a canoe on the car roof in February!

I immediately began searching for a J-14 sailboat, but I never found one for sale. After it warmed up, we enjoyed paddling our canoe, but I still dreamed of sailing. I kept searching eBay and local papers for a boat that my sails would fit. In June, 2004, I found an ad under "collectibles" for "an old wooden boat with sails." There was a picture of the boat, which was obviously a wooden sailing canoe located just across the river near Philadelphia. Mine was the only bid, so I got it. The seller had bought a large warehouse with all of its contents and sold me a 1939 Old Town sailing canoe. I hung the canoe in our garage and planned a complete restoration during the winter months. Six years later, it was still hanging there, so I sold it. I listed it with a reserve of $800, but no one bid on it. Several people wrote, asking if I would just sell the sailing rig, so I listed the canoe and rigging separately and got over $1000 for them! 

After a year of futile searching for a J-14 sailboat, I located a 15 ft. Mutineer sailboat hull in March, 2005. It had no trailer or rigging, but it only cost $200. I hauled it home and began another year-long search for the missing parts. 

In June, 2005, we flew back to Austria for a month, and I found myself gasping for breath while hiking in the Alps. I thought that it was because I had not had that kind of exercise recently. Soon after our return, I noticed that I was gasping for breath while doing simple tasks like walking and mowing the lawn. I landed in the hospital for open heart surgery with four bypasses! There was no sailing in 2005, but After several months, I was able to put a new floor in our kitchen.

In the spring of 2006, my brother located a free boom, but it was too big and I doubted if I could make it work. Knowledgeable people informed me that even if I found all the parts, I could never register the boat without a title. Sailing an unregistered boat could prove to be expensive!

At this point I began to wonder if the Lord was trying to tell me something. I had gotten my first sailboat so easily, but never sailed it. Circumstances surrounding the purchase of my first Kolibri sailboat were all but rosy, but I enjoyed it for several years. I sold it after finding another Kolibri that was almost like new, yet cheap. Those boats gave us 17 years of enjoyment. Even Verna came to enjoy sailing as long as the wind was not blowing! Our son, his wife and our first granddaughter also enjoyed the boat. Expense was not a factor, because I earned a profit on the sailboats and they cost nothing to operate. On the other hand, I was now a survivor of open heart surgery with an incomplete boat that I couldn't sail. 

I decided to leave the matter up to God. I told him that I would give up on my dream of sailing if that was what he wanted, but  I let him know that I really would like a sailboat. If I didn't find anything soon, I would sell what I had collected and be content to paddle our canoe.  

God answered my prayer the same day! Someone listed a nice boat trailer with a title on eBay. There was just one hitch, however. Whoever bought the trailer had to take the damaged boat that was sitting on it. I contacted the seller and asked some questions. The boat was a Mutineer just like mine. It had no sails, but the parts I was missing were there - and it had a title! I bid and got the whole package for $170! In May, 2006, after years of searching, I finally had my sailboat and was ready to go sailing -- or so I thought! 

By summer, I felt healthy enough to sail. I had just registered the Mutineer when someone at church asked if they could use my sailboat to advertise Vacation Bible School. The theme was "Treasure Island." I agreed and towed it to the church. On the way there, a car pulled out in front of me. I had to brake hard and swerve to avoid a collision. The rope which held the boat snapped and the Mutineer slid off the trailer and hit a telephone pole! The driver of the other vehicle continued on his merry way to the beach or casinos while I inspected the damage. In addition to many bad scrapes, the starboard side was caved in where it hit the telephone pole. The youth Pastor of our church just happened on the scene and helped me get the boat back onto the trailer. Soon everyone was talking about me hitting a telephone pole with my sailboat on the way to church! And it wasn't even Sunday! Imagine explaining that to an insurance agent! Unfortunately, the boat was not insured.

I decided to part out the boat rather than fix it. I got over $600 for the parts, half of the money was for the sails that I paid only $25 for! The man who bought the boom asked what kind of sailboat I sailed. I told him my story and he said, "My neighbor has a sailboat for sale for $1000 with an outboard motor. If you take the boat for $500, I will buy the motor.  It was a Sunbird 15 and a much nicer boat than the Mutineer, but I never sailed it. I sold it for $1000 and bought a GP-14. 

Because I posted pictures and details about my boats on www.rvharvey.com, people started talking about "Ralph's boatyard." Web stats show that my website was soon getting 128 unique visitors per day, resulting in 167 page views. I received several emails a week from people all over the world who wanted my "expert advice" about small sailboats. Ten years after we returned to America, I had owned over 35 small boats between 10 - 18 feet in length. Many of them were donated. I am blessed because I can do something that I enjoy while earning a little money to supplement our Social Security income. God is good! 
KOLIBRI

Although I have gotten to know many different boat types, I still get nostalgic whenever I think of the 12' Kolibri we sailed in Austria for 17 years. A bunch of these little German-built boats were sold in America back in the 70s and early 80s, so I occasionally Googled "Kolibri" or "Koralle Jr" (It sold under both names in America) just to see what came up. In July, 2007, I found someone selling a Koralle Jr. with a trailer in Philadelphia for $400. When the seller discovered that I was selling a nice Mutineer (the third one that I owned), he purchased it for $750. I only paid $300 for the Mutineer, so I got the Kolibri free and still made a profit on the deal! 
In 2008, I found another Kolibri (#4). The owner had sold a larger boat back in 1972 because he was getting too old to handle it. He bought the Kolibri and put it in the garage, thinking that he would get a trailer and sail it. That never happened, so for 36 years, it waited for me to come along!  

I didn't need both Kolibris, so I advertised both on Craigslist, deciding to keep whichever boat didn't sell. A young couple came to look at the cheaper boat, but fell in love with the "new" one. I sold it for $1600, or $1000 profit. 

I got Kolibri #5 in May, 2010. Someone in Langhorne, PA advertised a Kolibri on Craigslist that needed work. I considered calling, but put it off. I already had a dozen boat projects and didn't need another. Then the seller found my website and contacted me. She asked if I would give the Kolibri a good home. The house was being sold and the boat had to go. I promptly drove across the river and brought the boat home. The hull was is poor condition, so I sold the dagger and stays for $114 and the sails for $175. I used the mast and boom on another boat. 

In June, 2011, I saw an ad for a 12' Mistral sailboat not far from our home. The ad said that the boat was from an estate and would be sold to the person offering the most money by Tuesday. It included a trailer and electric trolling motor, so I offered $400. The seller was the daughter of the original owner, who had passed away. She called on Monday to say that I could have the boat.   It was like new and looked like it had never been sailed. I have been offered $2000 so far but am not ready to sell. I sold the Kolibri that I had been sailing since 2007 for twice what I paid for it. At this writing I have one sailboat that I sail and 10 sailboat projects in our "boatyard" plus a canoe.

GLOBE STAR

My father and his cousin Ralph VanMeter (after whom I was named) were good friends of Marvin Creamer. Marvin worked as a carpenter for my grandfather about three years before he went off to serve in World War II. After the war, he graduated from Glassboro State Teachers College, married and became a geography professor at his alma mater. 

Marvin enjoyed sailing and always dreamed of circumnavigating the globe. He bought a boat and sailed to the South Sea Islands and crossed the Atlantic ocean several times. On three of those crossings, he used no navigational aids. That got him to wondering if it might be possible to sail around the world without instruments. The idea became an obsession and he spent much of his adult life studying and calculating this possibility. Professor Creamer retired at 65 and set out to follow his dream. 

Tuesday, December 21, 1982 was a cold winter day on the Delaware Bay. Overhead, jets were bringing passengers laden with Christmas gifts to Philadelphia International Airport. Boat traffic on the bay was understandably light. A few days earlier, the sleek new 36-foot steel-hulled sloop Globe Star was covered with fresh snow at her berth in Greenwich. Marvin Creamer, 66, was ready to fulfill his life's ambition. He was about to embark on a historical voyage around the world - without navigational instruments, but the experts and a handful of reporters who were on hand were convinced that Creamer was headed for impending disaster.  
On May 20, 1984, the scene was much different. A crowd of enthusiastic fans, prominent politicians, camera teams from TV stations and reporters from area newspapers converged on National Park, NJ, opposite Philadelphia Airport, to give Creamer a rousing hero’s welcome. Contrary to nearly every prognosis, Creamer did it! My parents were on hand at the departure and also at his triumphal return. Pop Harvey gave his old friend a 5-gallon bucket of Harvey's honey for the voyage. When Creamer came ashore, he returned the bucket filled with oatmeal from Grenada.

Soon after Creamer's return, he wrote a book, The Globe Star Voyage, which contains invaluable resources that every serious navigator should read. A number of publishers were approached, but all felt that there were not enough potential buyers to warrant publishing the book. Gradually, people forgot all about Creamer's historical accomplishment. When we returned from Austria in October, 2002, I tried to make contact with the Creamers. He had sold the house he built in Glassboro and moved to North Carolina. I typed his name and the name of his boat into the Google search engine, but all I could find was several small references to speeches he had given. A couple of sailors had sent questions to a sailing forum, asking about him, but that was all I could find. 

I finally found Creamer's phone number and called to chat. I asked if I could make a website about his voyage and he was delighted. I had inherited a stack of newspaper clippings and full-page reports of the Globe Star voyage that my parents collected. I took digital pictures and registered a domain to post them. In 2004, we drove to North Carolina to visit the Creamers. I took my PC and scanner along and scanned many of the slides that he took on his voyage. Within a couple of years, people were once more becoming aware of Creamer's historical feat. 

As the 25th anniversary of his return approached, I tried to get Marvin Creamer's historical voyage recognized by Guinness Book of Records. I received a reply stating that they were not intereested in recognizing that kind of thing. I requested Creamer's alma mater, now Rowan University, to help set up an anniversary celebration, but leaders showed no interest. I contacted a few of Marvin's friends, and one person, Phil Miller, offered to help. It was a lot of work, but the anniversary celebration was a huge success. Newspapers covered it and one daily did a three-page spread on the affair. A local TV channel gave me a half-hour interview. We held the celebration at Red Bank Battlefield Park, the place where the send-off and triumphal return took place. I made a large banner and two PowerPoint presentations about Creamer and the voyage. We provided refreshments, local government officials gave speeches, and the well-known Original Hobo Marching Band gave a concert. Marvin Creamer was now 93, but gave a fascinating account of his voyage complete with humerous anecdotes. We collected many signatures on a petition to get Marvin inducted into the New Jersey Hall of Fame. Noticeably missing at the celbration was a representative of Rowan University. 

Sometime after that, Creamer was invited to speak at Rowan and, because I had made the website, we were also invited to attend a luncheon. We were flying to California to visit our daughter's family and couldn't attend, but I talked for quite a while with the Secretary to the President. She asked about my efforts to get Creamer inducted into the New Jersey Hall of Fame. I replied that the NJHOF only inducted dead people in that category. She was shocked and asked how that could be possible. I then dropped a bombshell and replied, "Rowan University has the same policy. They only honor professors after they are dead. Marvin Creamer said that he won't cooperate!" 

It was soon decided to honor Professor Creamer at a special $100-a-plate fundraiser banquet in March, 2013. It was held in a first class restaurant and the purpose was to establish a Marvin Creamer Scholarship Fund for promising geography students. I decided to turn the Globestar website over to Rowan on that occasion and received a free ticket. I ordered a ticket for Verna and enclosed a check for $100. Marvin remarried at 95 after the death of his first wife and we wanted to meet his new bride. The Secretary to the President called to say that Verna also got a free meal. She would return the check. I said that they should put the money in the scholarship fund. 

The fundraiser was a total success. Marvin was honored and gave a speech that kept guests on the edge of their seats. The University had me stand while they thanked me for all my work to get recognition for Creamer. When we looked at the fancy program that was placed on every seat, Verna Harvey was listed as a charter donor to the Creamer Scholarship Fund! Ever since, she has been receiving letters to graduates and friends of Rowan requesting donations.

Following is a speech that I delivered at the 25-year-celebration in May, 2009.

NATURE AND TECHNOLOGY 

We take electricity so much for granted that, during power outages, we continue to flip light switches in our search for a candle or flashlight. With no power, food stores close and cars can't get fuel, yet few people are prepared for a natural catastrophe. 

Sailors also realize that weather forecasts and technical devices are not always reliable, yet they depend heavily on modern technology and have no back-up plan, should it fail them. 

Marvin Creamer knew that nature can be extremely violent and dangerous, but he was also convinced that man is capable of harnessing nature's forces for positive ends. Creamer believed that nature with all its quirks is more consistent and dependable than man-made mechanisms.

The Globe Star ran into 90 mph winds, 40-ft. seas and experienced several knockdowns. Marvin dislocated his shoulder while attempting to take down the storm jib, and two hours later, Globe Star's mast was 45 degrees under water! 

Technical and material failures, however, proved as bothersome as storms. One of the first blows to the Globe Star, was a dangerous fire in the galley due to faulty oven construction. Half way between Whangaroa and the Falklands, the “indestructible” stainless steel tiller broke off. Marvin was able to make temporary repairs in a storm and continue sailing to the next port.  

During the first leg of his circumnavigation, the transponder, which sent positioning signals to the Coast Guard, quit functioning. Doomsday reporters had a field day speculating on what likely happened. When Creamer arrived in Cape Town, he called his wife, Blanche. She said, "I was expecting your call today." She had more confidence in the navigational skills of her husband than in an electrical gadget! 

Creamer expected storms and was prepared for them. He also expected material fatigue and equipment failures. For decades prior to the Globe Star voyage, problem-solving had been a near obsession with Creamer and this served him well.

REDISCOVERING THE PAST 

When Neil Armstrong set foot on the moon on July 20, 1969, he made that now famous statement, “One small step for a man, one giant leap for mankind.” Most people assume that there is little left to discover, but Marvin Creamer showed the world a serious deficit. After successfully completing his circumnavigation of the globe without instruments, Creamer told reporters that he had just taken "one small step backwards." 

In our insatiable appetite for knowledge, we have become ignorant in many respects. Students who send hundreds of text messages daily can not spell. Knowledge is committed to memory, but that memory is on a hard drive or server out in cyber-space. In man's quest for something new, he tends to forget the past. Few care to learn how grandmother canned fruit and vegetables or how grandpa worked a team of horses and repaired shoes. In our technological arrogance, we are no longer concerned about history and the past. This is a disturbing trend that could lead to disaster. 

"Acts of God" have always posed a danger to mankind, but acts of evil men are just as much of a threat. Terrorism is an immanent danger. The explosion of an EMP (electro-magnetic pulse) bomb could destroy all computer chips in a sizable region of our nation, rendering us helpless and vulnerable to enemy attack. Computers, telephones, wrist watches, cars, refrigerators, furnaces, air conditioners and global positioning systems cease to function if the chips are damaged or destroyed.

EXPLORATION

In past centuries, explorers captained fragile wooden sailing vessels across the mighty oceans, discovering new territories and continents. Once man had traveled from Pole to Pole, a new breed of explorers set their sights on the moon and planets, ushering in the space age. More recent exploration has produced the age of technology, also called “The Information Age.”

A number of years ago, a group was attempting to row a small craft from California to Hawaii when their sextant fell into the sea. Fortunately, they had a radio and could call for help. They were connected with Marvin Creamer, who showed them the basics of natural navigation. With his guidance, they made it to Hawaii. There is much to rediscover! 

SUCCESS & FAILURE 

Success and failure are like Siamese twins, difficult to separate. Sometimes our failures become successes, and then there are situations in which success leads to failure.

Most great men and women were at first failures. Christopher Columbus sought a western route to India and even after his fourth voyage, he thought he had found Japan and China. Today we celebrate his failures.

It is not the success of Creamer's circumnavigation that makes him worth emulating. It is his determination to do his best that earns our admiration. If he had failed, we would not be celebrating his achievement, but someone else would have learned from his failures and been inspired to give it a try. Today, we laud Creamer for his determination and celebrate his success.

Index

CHAPTER 31  -  PIANO TALES 

Although neither Verna nor I play the piano, our piano experiences could fill a book.  

We thought that each of our children should have an opportunity to play a musical instrument, but the only music teacher in town was an elderly lady who taught piano. After paying $100 for an old piano and another $200 to have it tuned, Becky and Richard began their musical careers. Ralph was not interested in learning to play an instrument, so we didn't push. The piano had lovely woodwork, but didn't stay tuned. It wasn't long before we realized that music lessons could prove to be cheaper than keeping the piano in tune, so when furlough time arrived, we gave the instrument to a Bulgarian refugee who knew how to tune it. 

Upon our arrival in America, we moved into the "pink house,“ which my father had bought after it was gutted by a fire. I helped to fix it up before we left for Austria and one of the two apartments was reserved for missionaries on furlough. It was located behind the church, which made it nice for missionaries, but proved to be the house's downfall - literally. A few years later, Pop Harvey needed money to fix up another property and sold the pink house to the church for a very reasonable sum. The church tore the house down to make room for parking. 

When I heard about the church's plans, I argued with leaders that the parking problem only existed for one hour a week and razing the house would make room for no more than six cars. One side of the pink house was bringing in $500 per month and the other side cost them nothing because missionaries paid for utilities. This meant the church would be paying over $20 an hour for each parking space! I argued that it would make more sense and cents to pay members who lived within a block or two of the church $10 to leave their cars at home and walk to church on Sunday mornings.  My suggestion fell on deaf ears of course, and in the decade that followed, another house was sacrificed to make room for six more cars. 

Now to get back to the subject of pianos. Just down the street from the pink house was a large weekly public auction. I noticed that someone had brought a Baldwin piano to be auctioned off, so decided to try my luck at bidding. Baldwin owned the world famous Bösendorfer Piano Company in Austria, so I assumed that this would be a very good instrument. For fear of legal action, I will not continue on this subject, except to say that some fool bid more than I was willing to pay and that purchasing Bösendorfer was a smart move for Baldwin. You can't get sued for compliments, can you?

The auction was not over, however, and there was an electronic organ there as well. By the time the auctioneer got to the organ, many potential customers had gotten tired or run out of cash. Only a handful of people remained at the auction and none of them seemed musically inclined. No one was bidding and the organ was about to go for $40. I quickly bid $50 and got it.

It was a name-brand organ with a split level keyboard and foot pedals. All the keys, pedals and stops worked perfectly, but Verna informed me that our children were taking piano lessons and an organ is NOT a piano!

I asked around the church if anyone was interested in trading us a piano for an organ, and one member took us up on the deal. I should have said "good piano" but I was desperate. After shedding some blood, sweat and tears (I pinched my finger), the organ was delivered and there was a piano in the pink house. Verna smiled and I knew that I had exonerated myself - for a while at least. 

We had the piano tuned and the church pianist, who had studied in Vienna and played the church's Bösendorfer, gave our children lessons. The piano we got for an organ also happened to be a Baldwin and it must have been a close relative to the piano we owned in Austria. Our children didn't make nearly as many discords as that instrument. 

Pop Harvey had done construction work for a Christian piano dealer, who lived in Greenwich, New Jersey. 

You have probably heard of the Boston Tea Party, which made history because settlers dressed up like Indians (Native Americans) and dumped English tea into the ocean in protest of high taxes. Early settlers in Greenwich also had a tea party, but no one ever heard of that one. 

We went to see the Piano Dealer in Greenwich, hoping he would take our Baldwin in trade for a newer or at least better model. He sold us a new Korean Kawai upright piano. I can't remember what happened to the Baldwin, but the dealer said that he wouldn't even look at it. 

We had priced new pianos in Austria and knew that the Kawai was one of the pricey ones, so after using the piano for the duration of our six-month furlough, we had it air freighted to Munich, Germany for one Dollar per pound.  After our arrival, German customs officials demanded about $300 duty for the piano even though I assured them that it was going to Austria. They explained that their officials on the border would reimburse me after showing evidence that I had imported it into Austria.  I changed Dollars into Marks and rented a truck. We packed five people, luggage and the piano into the truck and headed for Austria. 

It was after 6:00 PM when we arrived at the border. Few Austrians, especially customs officials, worked after that unearthly hour! All stores were closed by six PM and only restaurants and service stations stayed open longer. Actually, we rather liked that peaceful arrangement, but it didn't last. Today, many larger stores are open until 7 or 8 PM on weeknights and until five or six on Saturdays. They are still closed on Sundays. Customs officers who check passports have to work at all hours, but they don't do pianos. I could not take our instrument into Austria until it had been cleared by a customs officer who checked freight. 

I called a missionary who lived near Salzburg, and he came to get Verna and the kids. They slept in comfortable beds while I kept watch over the truck by night lest someone steal our piano. 

At 6:00 o'clock the next morning, I got in line with all the not-so-polite truckers, hoping to get through customs as soon as possible. When I finally reached the office, I displayed all the necessary documents and was prepared to pay whatever duty was due. It was not to be that simple however. The official shuffled papers around as if looking for something that was missing. Finally, he said that he needed to know the weight of the piano. I have no idea what this has to do with customs, but Austrians are masters of the art and who was I to question an authority? I pointed to the shipping papers in his hands, which gave the weight in both pounds and kilograms, but he wasn't satisfied. "This shipping weight includes the crate" he said, "I need the weight of the piano."  I took a brochure from my pocket which I had gotten from the piano dealer. The weight of the piano was also given, so I gave a sigh of relief and offered this for his inspection. "No, we cannot accept your word or this paper. I need a slip from the Scale Master." The customs official pointed out a window to the scales where heavy trucks were being weighed. He explained that I would have to take the piano out of it's crate, place it on the scales and get an official slip from the Scale Master. 

It was pouring rain and I was not about to expose our new piano to that!  I offered to pay duty on the extra weight of the crate, but with disdain in his voice, he said "We don't charge customs for crates. You must have it weighed." 

I knew this to be true, for we once had a landlord who worked for a steel mill in Africa. When it was time to return to Austria, he had the packing crates made out of thick teak planking that weighed more and was worth more than the contents! His employer even paid the shipping costs. He sold the teak "crates" to a veneer factory for enough money to furnish his new home.

I was totally frustrated by this time. I prayed silently, asking God what I should do. There were many impatient truckers waiting in line, and one of them motioned to me with an outstretched hand. I got the message. He was trying to tell me that the customs official simply wanted a generous tip. I am not opposed to tipping when people are nice and efficient. But when they are not nice and don't even do what they are paid to do, nothing can make me give them a tip! 

Customs officials operate under a strict hierarchy, so I decided to look for the top brass. I found the central office building for border guards and customs officials, but in order to get inside, it was necessary to ring a bell and explain to the porter exactly what I wanted. I knew that would not work, so I stood in the rain until an official came out. I slipped in before the door closed behind him. The porter was drinking coffee and didn't see me sneak by and up the stairs. I climbed to the top floor where bosses have their offices and sure enough, I found a polished brass plate with an impressive sounding title engraved on it. Hearing voices inside, I knocked briefly, opened the door and walked in. 

The "Upper-Upper Customs Official" (as near as I can translate his title) stopped talking and looked at me with a startled look. "Who are you and what do you want?" I addressed him using his proper title, being careful to pronounce his name correctly. "I have a piano to import and Customs Officer Meier doesn't seem to know what to do." 

"Did Meier send you to see me?" he asked. "Oh no,“  I replied, "Herr Meier couldn't help me, so I decided to see if you could give me some advice." "How did you get in here?" he wanted to know. I told him politely that I simply came in when someone else walked out.  Then I repeated my hope that he could find a way to help me. The other men were looking quite amused by this time and the Upper, Upper Customs Officer asked what my problem was. I came quickly to the point and mentioned that they could hardly expect me to place a brand new piano on the scales in the pouring rain. Culturally gifted Austrians would certainly be more appreciative of fine musical instruments than that! The Upper, Upper must have seen through the ploy, for without a word, he picked up his telephone and dialed a number. When Herr Meier answered, he shouted into the phone, "What's the idea of sending this man up here to bother me with this piano thing? You take care of him right away if you know what's good for you!"

I returned and walked past a long line of truckers into the customs office. Herr Meier looked up and said with an obvious quiver in his voice, "You didn't have to go to the boss; I can take care of you." Within a few seconds he placed the needed stamps on my papers and sent me to the bank. After changing money into Shillings and paying the duty, I walked to the German office and got my Marks back as promised. Of course these had to be changed into Shillings, but I was happy to have it all taken care of.  I was ready for a good meal and some much needed sleep!

The piano was exported from Korea to America, air freighted from America to Germany and transported to Austria in a rented a truck. We had to exchange money and pay import duty, but still saved $1,500 over the purchase price for the same Kawai piano if we had bought it in Austria!

One year later, in October, 1984, we opened the Austrian Bible Institute. Hundreds of visitors plus the Mayor and other important people would be on hand for the occasion. A choir was to sing, but the school had no piano. We agreed to move our heavy piano into the assembly room of the school, figuring it would be no problem for our kids to practice their lessons in the school. 

By November, 1985, we desperately needed money to keep up payments on the car we bought in May. Becky left for the Black Forest Academy and Rick flew to America to begin college. Someone had donated over $1000 towards a piano for the school, so I asked the Director if he thought the school would purchase our piano. He asked if there was enough money on hand and I replied that there was. Then he said that he could not make that decision; I should ask the other Board members. 

I should have known better than to do this by phone, but one by one, I called all but one of the Board members. That person, the treasurer, was in Germany and unreachable. All were in agreement, but a couple thought we should get an official appraisal for the piano. One of the men went to a piano store and checked on the value of our piano. Our asking price was considerably below what they quoted, so as Business Manager, I made the sale. The school got a fine piano for a bargain price and we got out of debt.

At the annual Board meeting in March, 1986, the treasurer asked about the piano purchase because it was in my financial report. I explained and there was no further discussion. In the March 1987 Board meeting, the treasurer of the school accused me of embezzling money (I wrote about this in a previous chapter). He also accused me of selling our piano to the school without permission of the Board. The Director spoke up first, "I don't know anything about purchasing a piano." The Board Member who had checked on its value remembered the transaction, which had occurred two years earlier, but the others had only vague recollections of a phone conversation. 

I was crestfallen and surprised at such unfair accusations after all we had done to found the school and keep it solvent in hard times. I had personally insisted that the school we founded should be operated by a Board of Directors and had picked most of them myself. The only reason I accepted the job of Business Manager was because our supporters in America were paying the bills for the first three years. If I had cheated the school, it was our supporter's money! 

I said that I knew someone who would gladly buy the piano for more than the school had paid. The Board Member who remembered me asking, spoke up in my defense, "The piano is worth much more than we paid for it and we should keep it."

The Board decided to keep the piano. It served the school well for 14 years and when the second campus was sold, one of the Board members bought the piano for a bargain price.

I wrote about how we obtained and sold pianos for our musical teams in 1976 and 1996 elsewhere.

Index

CHAPTER 32  -  OUR TELEPHONE  

We had a telephone in every house we lived in, but it sometimes took weeks, months and even years to get a phone installed. 

When we first arrived in Austria, telephones were easier to get than twenty years later. During the allied occupation, the USA and Great Britain rebuilt infrastructures important to their forces, and the communications system was especially important. When the occupation ended in 1955, there was little demand for telephones. Austria was still recovering from the effects of World War II and money was in short supply. When we arrived in 1964, few citizens of Vienna could afford a refrigerator and a used moped was considered a luxury. We received missionary support of $212 per month, which was what I had earned weekly as a carpenter. Still, our income was well above that of the average Austrian worker. 

Space does not permit describing all our interesting experiences with telephones, but I need to share a number of them.

One day in 1976, Verna answered the phone and a woman asked how she should go about making arrangements for an abortion. Verna was shocked but kept her composure and asked her to reconsider. The woman realized that she had dialed the wrong number (our telephone number was one digit different from that of an abortion clinic!) and apologized. She was about to hang up, but Verna assured her that she had NOT dialed the wrong number. God had caused her to call us. Thoroughly confused, she listened as Verna told her of God's love for her and the baby, encouraging her to seek help from a counseling service. She said that many couples would love to adopt a baby. In tears, she promised to do this and hung up.

When George Orwell wrote "1984," his book was scoffed at, but reading it today, one is amazed at his vision of the future!

Our July, 1984 "Alpine Echo" newsletter celebrated twenty years of missionary work in Austria. The letter reported on preparations for the opening of the Austrian Bible Institute and requested prayer for Richard, who was seeking the Lord's leading regarding the choice of a college. That was a long time ago, so even if you read it back then, you may not remember much of what we wrote.  We also included the following article entitled, "We Have a Telephone!" that many enjoyed reading. 

WE HAVE A TELEPHONE!
Austria is a modern industrialized nation with a number of conveniences that not even Americans enjoy. Upon our arrival in Austria twenty years ago, we were impressed with the sturdy galvanized trash cans which are emptied into modern compacting trash trucks by means of hydraulic mechanisms. A rubber-cushioned base on the can assures a relatively noiseless operation.

Austria has excellent roads and European cars are well-built, but if a motorist does have a breakdown, there is little need to fret. There are emergency telephones every two kilometers along the expressways and arrows on the guardrails guide the stranded motorist to the nearest phone. A light on the emergency phone makes it easy to locate at night. In event of an accident or dangerous road conditions, the light flashes to warn motorists.

Since the early seventies, most car radios include a cassette player with built-in "Traffic Info" reception. When a station is tuned in that gives traffic reports, a yellow indicator light comes on. If the driver is listening to a cassette tape, but desires to hear traffic reports, he merely presses the appropriate button on the radio. If there is a report, the cassette is interrupted automatically. You can even hear traffic reports without listening to the radio or tape player. One simply turns the radio on and the volume down. If there is a traffic report, the volume is automatically turned up for the duration of the report.

Austrians can purchase television sets with a "Tele-Text" feature. Using a remote control module, the viewer can leaf through many pages of a magazine, which gives the latest news, sports, stock market reports, airline schedules and a host of other information.

Having shared this, one might ask, "So, what is so special about having a telephone?" Our reply: "We live in Ampflwang."

The name of our town may be difficult to pronounce (do you know of another word that has five consonants in a row?), but the telephone numbers are easy to remember. They only have three digits. Our number is 295. Actually, the telephone belongs to the church. It took seven years to get this phone, and none of the church members has been able to get one yet. If they want to call someone, they come to Ralph's office. People wanting to reach a church member call us and we hop on a bike to deliver the message. It is also the only phone for the GMU Print Shop and Austrian Bible Institute. Just imagine trying to prepare a sermon in an office with this phone! Presently there are two missionary families, six summer workers, forty campers and as many church members, who use our telephone. Eighty university students attended our first week of camp, and there was always a line-up, waiting for the phone!

We usually make overseas calls late at night due to the time difference, but there is no reduced rate for these calls. Until recently, this was a laborious process. We had to first dial the operator and listen to a recording for five to fifteen minutes. After the operator answered, we gave her the number we were calling and our own number. We would then be requested to spell out the name of the caller and city. In order to do this, one needs to learn the code name for each letter of the alphabet. If we were calling our mission headquarters, for example, it would go like this:

"Gustaf-Otto-Siegfried-Paula-Emil-Ludwig-Martha-Ida-Siegfried-Siegfried-Ida-Otto-Norbert-Anton-Richard-Ypsilon-Ulrich-Norbert-Ida-Otto-Norbert" (for Gospel Missionary Union, and so on for Kansas City, Missouri)

After this, the operator would instruct us to hang up the phone. When the call went through, she would call us back. This could take from one half hour up to two hours, depending upon how soon we drifted off to sleep. 

Recently, after several unsuccessful attempts to make an international call, the operator asked why I did not dial direct. I explained that Ampflwang was not hooked into the direct dialing system. The operator then informed me that this had been changed several months earlier. In the meantime, we had wasted countless hours attempting to call through the operator! I asked her why we had not been informed about this change. Her answer was again typically Austrian: "You didn't ask."
A recent experience:

It is past midnight and the phone rings. Sleepy-eyed, and exhausted from a long, hard day, I climb out of bed and grope my way to the office (no such thing as an extension in the bedroom; these cost too much!). A woman on the other end asks to speak with our co-worker, Mark.

Ralph:
Mark is in his home sleeping. It is after midnight here. Could I take a message?

Caller:
What is his number? I will call him directly.

Ralph:
I'm sorry, but the Bryans don't have a telephone.

Caller:
Why not?

Ralph:
They can't get a phone - it's kind of complicated to explain. If you would call back at six in the morning - that would be noon here; I will ask that Mark be here to receive the call.

Caller:
If at all possible, I would like to speak to Mark now.

Ralph:
Well, if it is urgent, I can go wake him up. It would take at least 15 minutes. Would you like to call back?

Caller:
This is Joyce's mother; may I speak with Joyce (Joyce is a summer worker)?

Ralph:
I'm sorry, but Joyce is staying with Bryans.

Caller:
Could you take a message for Mr. Bryan?

Ralph:
Certainly, I would be happy to oblige.

Caller:
I am concerned about Joyce. Could you ask him if she arrived safely?

Ralph:
I can assure you that Joyce has arrived safely and is just fine. She is a very hard worker and we are very grateful for her help.

Caller:
But I haven't heard from her yet.

Ralph:
I'm certain that she has written, but it takes up to two weeks for mail to get to America.

Caller:
I wish she had called! Thank you so much!

Ralph:
Thank you for your concern. I'll tell Joyce and Mark that you called. Goodbye!

Progress is catching up with Ampflwang. Additional telephone cables have been laid and a new exchange is under construction. One more digit will soon be added to our number: 2295 instead of 295. Our new number is already listed in the new phone book. Some who try to call us get another party. His number is 229 and he is not at all happy about those midnight calls from people who only speak English! Soon there may be telephones for everyone! It is only a matter of days now - at least that is what they have been telling us for the past four months! After years of waiting, I suppose they are right.

TELEPHONE, PART II 

Three months after I wrote the above leaflet, there was still no telephone available for the school and the telephone company couldn't even say when it might be available. The official opening was slated for October 4th and it was important that the school have its own phone. We certainly didn't relish the thought of running back and forth with telephone messages, or of having teachers, students and guests lined up at our door to use the church phone. It was bad enough during the camp season.

It was September, 1984, the year made famous by George Orwell's famous novel, Nineteen Hundred and Eighty Four.  Orwell was dead and the "telescreen" that Orwell prophesied, had not yet been invented. But Apple Computer introduced its new Macintosh in that year, certainly a technological accomplishment!

A local Austrian businessman heard of our plight and asked, "Don't you know someone higher up that can help you?" He was speaking of a person of influence. Austrians say, "It's not what you know, but who you know that gets results." 

His remark struck a chord with me. We had been praying to the One who is "highest up" all along, and God was certainly influential enough to help! As I prayed, I began to wonder if there was a way "to put feet to those prayers." I considered how an Austrian would attempt to solve this problem. Paying a bribe was out of the question and we didn't have any human friends "higher up" who might be able to use their influence in our behalf. But I realized that there just might be another "Austrian way" to get a phone. 

The next day, I drove to the building which housed the telephone exchange and asked a worker for the name of the man who was responsible for installing telephones. He gave me the information, but added that the phone could not be installed unless we have been issued a number. I asked who was in charge of giving out numbers. After a slight hesitation, the worker gave me this information as well. 

Armed with the names and telephone numbers of these two individuals, I proceeded with my plan. First I called Franz Schmidt (all names are changed to protect the innocent!), who was in charge of giving out numbers. 

Ralph:
Hello, Harvey speaking! I believe you know Hans Huber, who is in charge of installing telephones. 

Franz:
Oh yes, I certainly do! What's your problem? 

Ralph:
Well he can't install my phone until I have a number. Could you be so kind and give me a number?

Franz figured that I was obviously a personal friend of Hans. It would be important for Franz to give me a number. That would oblige Hans to return the favor for one of his friends!

Franz:
Well now, let me see if I can find a good number for you. How does the number 2010 sound?

Ralph:
That sounds just great! I'll call Hans right away so that he can install my phone. Thanks a million!

I then called Hans Huber.

Ralph:
Hello, Harvey speaking! I believe you know Franz Schmidt; he just gave me a telephone number; the number is 2010. How soon do you think you could get around to installing our phone?

Hans:
I believe I can work it in tomorrow, would that fit into your schedule? 

Ralph:
That would be just fine; thank you very much!

Four months later, in January, 1985, we received a letter from the telephone company. "We are happy to inform you that the telephone you requested may be installed within the next few weeks." I picked up the phone and called the telephone company to tell them that they could cross our name off their list. "We already have a phone!"

In early 1985, many new phones were installed in Ampflwang. When we moved from the church parsonage to a rented house in 1986, it only took two months to get our phone. I even purchased a fax machine to expedite the job of GMU Field Director and Business Manager of the Bible Institute. It looked like we had written the last chapter of our telephone miseries. Not so!!

TELEPHONE, PART III 

The Austrian Bible Institute purchased property in Lower Austria in 1991. Since I was Field Director for our mission, I could not move with the school that we had founded and worked with for seven years. The church in Ampflwang was by now indigenous and called a pastor, so we were not needed there. With the emergence of computers, laser printers and Corel Draw, the need for the printing ministry had diminished considerably. A sizable portion of our literature production was smuggled into Eastern Europe, but the Iron Curtain fell in 1989-1990. The printing and publishing work was also closed down. 

It was time for a new ministry and that necessitated moving to a new location. I reported earlier, on our move to Frankenmarkt, but I want to tell about getting a telephone. 
When we looked at the house, a telephone was installed, but we were in for an unpleasant surprise. The previous occupant of the house moved to an apartment in the same town and kept the telephone number. A phone with no number is worthless! We applied immediately for a number, but were told that none was available. I inquired at the company's main office and a representative assured me that this was so. We would have to wait until someone moved, but there were many ahead of us on the waiting list!

In 1992, Austria probably had the highest telephone rates in the world and the government-owned telephone company even charged for local calls. Worse yet, charges began to accumulate as soon as the telephone on the other end started to ring, so you were charged even when the call didn't go through. 

The government owns the telephone, postal system and public transportation. Private competition in these areas is against the law. Railroads and busses run chronic deficits, but the telephone system makes enough profit to cover them. Still, a person can wait months or even years for a phone! In our 28 years of missionary work, we spent a total of seven years on waiting lists for a telephone! I once asked a postal employee why it was so difficult to get a phone. His reply was typically Austrian: "If we gave everyone a telephone now, we would be jobless next year!"

In November, 1992, I wrote the following words in frustration:

"Verna's maiden name was Morse. She is supposed to be a direct descendent of Samuel F. B. Morse, who invented the telegraph in 1837. Over a century and a half later, we can't get a telephone! We are not missionaries in a third-world culture. We don't even live in a remote, uncivilized part of Austria! We live in a modern, industrial region located on National Highway Nr. One. The main railroad line connecting Salzburg with Vienna can be seen from our window. In fact, there is a factory located in Frankenmarkt which manufactures receptacles, plugs and cables for all Austrian telephones. Yet we can't get a telephone in Frankenmarkt!"
Frankenmarkt can trace its history back a thousand years. In 1225, the Holy Roman Emperor believed that Frankenmarkt was such an important town, that he granted the special status of "Market Town"! Unfortunately, the citizens of Frankenmarkt no longer have enough influence among people "higher up" in the government to get telephones. 

But we have personal access to the King of Kings and Lord of Lords!  We can pray!"
In our November, 1992 Alpine Echo newsletter, we requested prayer for a telephone. Soon afterwards, I wrote another letter to the telephone company. This time, I included a copy of our mission's special centennial edition of the "Gospel Message.“ It was in the form of a calendar, with pictures depicting the work of GMU worldwide for each month. In the inside back cover was a listing of GMU missionaries, where I was listed as Field Director. I circled this in red and mentioned that I was also responsible for missionaries in Eastern Europe. 

In my letter, I explained our dilemma in detail, adding that GMU co-workers in Eastern Europe had little problem getting a phone. People used to have to wait years to purchase a Moskovitch, Skoda or Trabant car even though they cost several years' salary. Now they can get new cars and telephones promptly.  How was it possible that Austrians still have to wait years for a telephone? In conclusion, I wrote that there was an illuminated showcase in our local Post Office, encouraging people to order a phone and asked why the telephone company spent so much money to advertise phones if they can't deliver! Finally, I suggested that this miserable situation would make interesting reading in a newspaper or international magazine.

Two days later, I received a short but sweet reply. The letter read, "You will be happy to know that we are installing your telephone on Friday of this week!" On Friday morning, December 4th, 1992, we got our telephone! Thanks to the prayers of the Lord's people, we only had to wait 67 days! The man who installed the phone said that we had gotten an "emergency number,“ reserved for very special cases!
TELEPHONE, PART IV

When our telephone was installed in Frankenmarkt, we asked the technician to install an extension in the living room so we could both speak to our children when they called. He said that this was not allowed. I asked why and he said, "It would violate the Austrian confidentiality law." People are entitled to privacy and even a spouse needs to be guaranteed privacy rights. I protested, "But can't we listen to each other in our own home if we want to?" "Sure," came the reply, "but not over the phone." I argued, "We know of people in Austria whose phones are hooked up that way." He nodded in agreement and added, "Either they broke the law and did it themselves or they purchased a telephone system." I asked, "What is a telephone system?" He explained that for an extra $280 we could purchase a little box which connects the phones legally. Of course there was also a monthly charge of several dollars for this service. I looked at him in disbelief and asked, "Are you saying that for only $280 down and low monthly payments, we can break the privacy laws legally?" He shrugged his shoulders and replied, "Hey, I don't make the rules; I just install phones."

After Austria joined the European Union on January 1, 1996, the Austrian Telephone Company began to come under pressure to conform to EU standards. The EU had been fighting the telephone monopolies of several member states, and Austrian rates were highest in all Europe, four times higher than those of its southern neighbor, Italy! Since the heat was on, the phone company was not able to raise its rates, but came up with another original method to get money. Instead of producing free telephone books for an entire province, as had been the practice, the company divided the province into small sections, giving the customer only the book for his immediate area. If he wanted other books, these had to be purchased. This measure especially hurt those who lived in a border area and businesses. Even if all the books for a given province had been purchased, one never knew which one to look in for a specific number! Was it the "South-West" or the "South-East" book? Many found it easier to call information -- and paid even more!

By November, 1997, Austria showed signs of condescending and announced the introduction of new telephone rates. A letter to customers gave a breakdown of the charges according to complicated zones and time blocks. No one could understand these, but the company assured customers that rates would be considerably lower if callers made good use of the new regulations. Mathematicians began calculating and by mid November newspapers were reporting that even the most frugal telephone customers would likely be paying more under the new tariffs! Hardest hit would be those who had the old fashioned analog systems - like us! One expert calculated that the average customer with an analog telephone would pay $600 more per year than those with digital phones. The telephone company then announced that it planned to convert all analog systems to digital technology "in the foreseeable future." The company also announced that it was giving Austrians a generous Christmas gift. All calls placed on December 25th would be free of charge! 

Until recently, telephone bills in Austria were not itemized. Customers were charged for the total number of "units" used. It was nearly impossible for customers to check their phone bills for accuracy. The only possibility for control was to rent an impulse counter from the company for $4 per month and keep an exact record of all calls. Impulse counters could not be purchased and anyone caught importing one was fined. We found the monthly $4 fee well worth the investment. The total number of units on our phone bill often differed considerably from the number on our counter. If the difference was merely a few dollars, we could expect no remuneration. The company would explain that the date of their readings may not have coincided with the date when we read our counter. Once, the difference was more than $200 during a two month period, enough to warrant an adjustment.

Because the new tariffs brought higher phone bills, customers began to demand itemized phone bills. Their pleas at first fell on deaf ears. A company spokesman argued that this would violate laws protecting personal privacy (sound familiar?). When this argument was knocked down, officials said that it was technically impossible. Customers who traveled to other countries knew better and newspapers printed their complaints. Technicians wrote articles explaining how easy this could be done. Towards the end of 1997, the phone company finally succumbed to public demand and agreed to provide itemized phone bills - for a monthly fee of $6. When the first bills appeared, there was another outcry. Instead of listing times, dates and phone numbers of calls made, there was simply a list of total calls by area and time zone!

In the mid eighties, the Internet boom began to jeopardize the huge profits of the Austrian government's telephone monopoly. More and more Austrians were buying computers and getting online. At first it was merely a status symbol for the wealthy, but before long, people began to recognize the vast potential of the Internet for business. Money- and time-saving features were also attractive. Unlike North America, Austria charged telephone customers for local calls. Because the Internet was dependant upon telephone lines, these charges were added to the cost of providers and few users could afford to do much surfing.
TELEPHONE, PART V

In October of 2002, we said goodbye to all our friends in Austria and moved to America where we would spend our "golden years" (so called because of the price of medicine and health care). Before leaving, we had a huge yard sale to get rid of those possessions which would no longer be needed in America. The fax machine and telephone system which allowed both of us to talk simultaneously to our children didn't bring much. The emergence of the Internet had rendered these gadgets nearly obsolete,  but our computer and modem found grateful new owners.

After arriving in America, we lived in temporary apartments for the first three months. There were telephones in each of the homes, but our nomadic life of traveling and constantly changing telephone numbers confused many. We had purchased a computer and found an internet provider, but there were some who had no Internet capability or preferred to call. We decided to get a cell phone, but getting one was not as easy as we expected. We were turned down by several companies because we had no credit. We had always paid cash, had no debts whatsoever and even had money saved in a 401-K. We soon learned that in America, it's "no debt -- no credit!" We finally did get a cell phone. It is one of those pre-paid ones that only costs $30 every two months. 

On the last day of January, 2003, we spent most of our savings on a house and made $40,000 worth of debt in the process. The gas, electric and telephone companies still demanded sizable caution fees before giving us their services. In a matter of weeks, however, all that changed dramatically. Word spread that we had debts, and we now get credit card offers every week. Because we have debt, we are credit worthy.

Soon after moving into our home, someone wanted to send me a fax. I said that I had no fax machine, but the person said that I could send and receive faxes via the Internet. I followed his instructions and clicked on an activation button. The fax came through just fine, but after that, I kept getting solicitor calls on my dedicated PC line. The callers only got as far as the modem, but the calls usually came when I was in the middle of something and it not only interrupted whatever I was doing, but also drove me crazy - in case you ever wondered. 

I wasted hours of precious time trying to get rid of the fax option, but there is apparently no way to block solicitor calls except placing the number on the national "Do Not Call" list, which I did. But the solicitors didn't know I was on the list and what is worse, I couldn't tell them because my telephone line was a dedicated line that only went to the modem. There may be a feature that allows you to talk back, but after the fax experience, I was reluctant to try.

I kept trying to get rid of the fax option, but nothing I tried worked. I finally found a message that said I could deactivate the fax modem and pressed it. I didn't get any more calls, but neither could I get my e-mail. So I tried to reactivate it and was told that this was not available due to a "711 Error" (not to be confused with "911").  It also said that I needed to install or re-install Dialup Networking by opening the "Add/Remove Programs" option in the "Control Panel.“ When you open this feature, you can change or delete software, but not add or install it. Helpful advice! 

I clicked on "Phone and Modem" configuration settings, but received another helpful hint from Microsoft called "Error Message.“ It said I couldn't open this option and may have a problem. I clicked on a "Help" icon, which told me I needed to be on line for this to function. If I could have gotten on line, I would not have needed their help! 

I managed to mess up the computer real good or bad (apparently these words mean the same thing). After many more hours of torture and getting error messages, I did what Microsoft tells you to do when things go wrong; "Call Microsoft Support.“

Millions of MS customers who call Microsoft Support punch numbers on their phone for hours on end, listening to recorded music and instructions about punching numbers on their phones. This is no more helpful than clicking the "Help" icon on your computer screen. You may find this difficult to believe, but I had the good fortune of having a direct hot line to one of Microsoft's top certified Architects! He also happens to be our son-in-law. He knows all about computers and Microsoft, which is why his personal computer is a Macintosh.

Our son-in-law helped me fix the problem in a few seconds. In fact, it went so fast that I neglected to write down the steps for future reference. David then told me that there is a special tool built into Microsoft Windows XP just for people like me. He even told me where to find this magic tool. It is hidden in that jungle of obscure little programs and features with strange names that we never look at, let alone use. Actually, I would be afraid to even attempt using them for fear of becoming a victim of friendly fire and/or causing what the Pentagon calls collateral damage to innocent bystanders. 

For all those who are not computer geeks, gurus or genies, I would like to tell you about this special secret tool. It can save you tons of frustration and you will never again waste hours of precious time trying to fix what you messed up. Forget about help screens and 800 numbers! Print this document and post it in a handy place, like on the front of your PC. Better yet, memorize it! 
MICROSOFT HELP FOR DUMMIES (called "Restore Point")

Whenever you want to do something TO your computer (like install new programs or hardware) instead of WITH it (like write a letter), always perform the following 10 steps FIRST!

1) Turn your computer on by pressing the "Start" button or switch. After several minutes of flickering and flashing on the monitor, things settle down and what you see is called the "desktop." Because the desktop is vertical, you can't put anything on it, but that doesn't mean it is clean. Like horizontal desktops, the vertical kinds are also cluttered. The monitor is cluttered with what they call "icons." In Greek and Russian Orthodox Churches, icons are to be worshipped, but computer icons are just little pictures or symbols that do nothing unless you "click on them." This is done using a remote similar to a TV remote. Someone has nicknamed it "The Mouse," because it is often connected by a wire that resembles a mouse's tail. It really looks more like a beetle. When you move the mouse around, an arrow moves on the monitor. With a little practice, you can move the arrow over an icon with the remote. Now you press the left mouse button (or beetle wing) two times in rapid succession on the icon to open a program. Clicking on icons with the left mouse leg allows you to do just about anything with the computer, but for now, go to step #2.

2) Click on the "Start" icon with the left mouse button. Never mind that the computer is already started. If it wasn't, you couldn't find it. The start icon is normally at the extreme bottom left of the desktop (monitor). If you press on this, a  "window" will open (that is why they call it a "Windows machine"). At the bottom of the window, you will see a little arrow and the words "All Programs.“ Place the cursor over the little arrow by moving your mouse and watch what happens. In an instant you see a column or two of icons with names next to them. These are called "program folders,“ but you can think of them as compartments. You will note that many of these folders or compartments have tiny black arrows next to them. This indicates the presence of sub compartments or folders. If you move the cursor up or down this list without pressing the mouse button (called "hovering" in the computer and helicopter language), you will note that more lists appear wherever you see a small arrow. You never know how many sub-compartments there are until you click on one that has no little arrow next to it. The departmentalizing of folders is called "Hierarchy" in the computer language, and it is similar to the structure of governmental institutions and the Vatican. The highest ranking folder has the greatest power of control, but the actual work is performed in the lowest ranking department. 

3) Move the cursor over the green arrow by pushing the mouse in the appropriate direction without pressing any mouse buttons! Now slide it across to the columns of program files until you see a compartment called "Accessories." When the cursor hovers over this folder, another list appears. Now, move the cursor until it hovers over the folder "System Tools.“ Another list opens. Move the cursor to the compartment "System Restore.“ Now you can click the left mouse button to open this secret Microsoft tool. 

4) After opening "System Restore,“ you see three options on the right side of the window. The top one says, "Restore my Computer to a Previous Time.“ This really has nothing to do with time, but should read "happening." It refers to the last time you did something TO your computer like set up an e-mail account, install a program or add new hardware. You are not going to restore anything at this time, but after messing around with your computer, you may want to use this.  This item is normally checked, but you need to click the box in the second line which says, "Create a Restore Point.“ It's okay, go ahead and click on this box!

5) Now click "Next" at the bottom of the window. You get a new window with a blank in which you can type a meaningful name like "Just in Case I Mess Things Up" (upper case, lower case or mixed makes no difference). I type in the date too, just so I know when I created this Restore Point.

6) Once you have named your Restore Point, click on "Create" at the bottom of the page. Now you can close the window and mess around with the computer as planned. There are many things people do TO their computers, especially when they don't do what they are supposed to do. But now that you have created a Restore Point, you will no longer be tempted to throw things at it or to throw it at things. 

7) If all goes well and the computer functions the way you hoped it would, you can just forget the "Restore Point" you made. It will stay there and hurt no one. If, however, your computer starts to do all kinds of strange things and gives you error messages or tells you that you have a problem; you will be happy you followed the above steps in creating a Restore Point. Your computer may suggest that you send a message to Microsoft, but I advise against this because your message will only be read and answered by a computer that has been programmed by the same people who caused your problems in the first place. And they never make mistakes. Only paying customers and perhaps other software manufacturers do that.

8) In a worst case scenario, your computer crashes and you have to press the Microsoft equivalent of 911 (or is it 9/11?). Press the "Control/Alt/Delete" buttons simultaneously. If this doesn't work, unplug the computer and then plug it in again. You may have to crawl under your desk to find the plug, so it may be easier to turn the main breaker in your fuse box off and on. You will have to re-program all your radio station set buttons and reset your digital clocks, but that can wait. After restoring the electric supply, you can hopefully restart your computer.

9) If the computer starts, follow the instructions at point 3 above. This time you leave the first item checked and click on it with the mouse. You will see a calendar with the current date on it. To the right is the Restore Point you just created. Click on this and you can restore the computer to the way it was before you messed it up. Whatever problem you hoped to solve will still be there, but at least your PC should work (or malfunction) like it did before you made the Restore Point.

10) If the computer refuses to start up again, go to the nearest computer store and purchase a new PC. This is always easier and cheaper than trying to get the old one fixed. 

My problem with the disturbing phone calls was still there, but at least I could get my e-mail again. They tell me that this feature is only available in more recent versions of Windows, like Windows XP. 
TELEPHONE, PART VI

We are writing the year 2007 and much has changed in the field of technology. We now live in the "land of unlimited opportunity" as the Austrians label America. I am typing this on a 5-year-old PC, the 13th computer that I have owned since 1984 (if I didn't miss any). Although my present computer is considered "old" by geeks, it has a cable modem and wireless capability. 

My first computer was a Commodore 64, whereby the 64 stands for kilobytes of memory, about one tenth the size of the smallest photo my digital camera produces. That computer was great! You just turned it on, shoved in a floppy disc and went to work. Each successive computer I bought had more memory and was supposedly faster, yet for some reason, it took increasingly longer to get them up and running. My present PC needs about five minutes to load Windows and McAfee before I can do anything at all with it. If I want to get email or write a letter, I must load other programs and that also takes time. By the time everything is finally loaded into memory, the cable modem kicks in and a message pops up, telling me that an important update is downloading or McAfee is doing a scan of all my hard discs. While this is happening, another "pop-up window" appears to inform me that I can continue working while the computer does these important tasks in the background. But I can only continue at half the speed of a Commodore 64 and must tolerate some spitting and stuttering. And just when I am in the middle of an important task, another message pops up to tell me that my computer is shutting down and restarting in order to activate whatever it was doing while I was working.  

It has become possible to telephone via Internet if you subscribe to "all three" - broadband, television channels and telephone - for only $99 per month for one year. After one year, the price goes up, but they won't tell you how much even if you ask. This is of course for the basic package, but you will need an upgrade if you want Fox News or another channel worth watching. We only watch Jeopardy, which we can get with an old-fashioned roof-top antenna for free. We don't use our phone enough to warrant internet telephone service, so we subscribed to broadband only. That was hassle enough!

There was a Comcast cable in our house when we purchased it, but it was not activated. We kept getting calls and letters, encouraging us to have it hooked up for $99 per month, but we declined. I asked if we could just get cable for the Internet and they said, "Yes, for $99 per month." Verizon has many special offers, but whenever we called, they always said that we couldn't get it in our area. And we won't be getting it in the foreseeable future because they need money to advertise services they can't deliver.
Comcast has a monopoly in our region, so they don't normally have special offers. So, for 4 years, we made do with analog Internet access via a telephone line that only cost $19.95 per month plus many hours of waiting for unwanted attachments to load onto the computer so we could erase them and finally get the email we wanted to read. 

Finally, someone in the advertising department at Comcast made an offer that we jumped on. Because people were not buying their offer of only $99 per month for one year, they offered all three services for only $19.99 each per month for three months, after which the regular price would kick in (as stated in the fine print). The offer was only good for one week shortly before Christmas. I would normally have tossed the ad in the trash can, but one word caught my attention. The ad said we could choose to subscribe to digital cable TV "and/or" high-speed Internet. In other words, we didn't have to subscribe to all three! Furthermore, the cost of just high-speed Internet would be only $57 after the three months were up. I called and a serviceman came the following day. I showed him the ad and asked if Comcast would keep its promise. He made a phone call and confirmed the matter. 

Now that we have broadband, it only takes seconds to get tons of spam and a few emails. Before you can get either, however, you must wait several minutes for the firewall to load. A firewall is a program that is supposed to filter out viruses and spam, but you still need to delete all the spam that was disguised as real mail and then go to the quarantine folder to retrieve email that inadvertently got labeled as spam. 

When the first bill from Comcast arrived, it was for the full amount. Verna paid the bill to keep from getting fined, but wrote a note saying that we had been overcharged and should receive credit. The next month's bill was also for the full amount, so Verna called Comcast. I refuse to make such calls, spending hours listening to elevator music, advertisements and electronic voices (have you ever noticed that there are no male electronic voices?) that tell you which buttons to push. If I ever got a real person on the other end of the line, the temptation would be to unload all my frustrations on that poor soul. If I did, they would respond by placing our number on their "do-not-answer-call" list. I know from personal experience!

Verna pushed buttons and listened to the ads, music and electronic female voices for quite a while until she made a fascinating discovery. She accidentally pressed a button that was for purchasing something. She got a real live person on the other end, who connected her to another real live person, who solved the problem! You know it is a real person if it is a masculine voice. The man was very nice and apologized for the mistake. He even offered to extend the $19.99 per month offer for three additional months! Miracles still happen.

Ralph V. Harvey, May, 2007
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CHAPTER 33  -  LEFTOVERS

My mother had boxes upon boxes of writings, pictures, magazines and other items stacked in our basement, labelled "Miscellaneous." I considered giving this chapter the same title, but the book is titled "Chips and Crumbs," so I thought "Leftovers" would be a more appropriate. I hope readers enjoy Leftovers. 

I began this book expounding on the many examples of "Chips & Crumbs" in every-day-life situations. It is similar with leftovers. There are not only food leftovers, but leftovers after a building project and even from ministry. The history of Israel speaks of a remnant. Sixty-nine of Gideon's sons were slaughtered by the son of Gideon's concubine, Abimelech, but Jotham, the youngest son of Jerubbaal was left, for he hid himself. A similar occurrence took place in the house of Jonathan, but King David searched until he discovered the crippled "leftover", Mephiboseth, and invited him to the king's palace and table.

In all those years of cooking for camps, conferences, seminars, churches and the Bible Institute, my beloved wife Verna gained a wide reputation for her delicious and nourishing meals. She also became an expert at making good use of leftovers. Students in the Bible Institute actually looked forward to Friday meals which they dubbed "The Week in Review." 

Verna started to compile a recipe book titled, "Leftovers" but didn't get very far. The index contained ingredients rather than recipes. If a housewife has something left over in the refrigerator, she would only need check the index to discover what she could make with it. Verna accumulated much material, but was never a diligent writer, so the book remained just a great idea for a book that would sell much better than any of mine. Every book store offers hundreds of cook books but have you ever seen a cook book for leftovers? 

Some people might frown if they are told that they are getting leftovers for dinner, but some of our best meals are made from leftovers. Nothing is wasted of the food we enjoy. Sometimes it is placed in the freezer and resurrected months later, but it always tastes as good as the first time we had it. Incidentally, Italian pizza was originally leftovers baked on a thin layer of dough and sold to the poor. The pizzas were so tasty that even wealthy people began ordering them.

Some of the leftover items that I write about are events that took place in our final months in Austria. Then there are stories that didn't seem to fit anywhere else. The first couple of paragraphs have to do with leftovers from my younger years.

TRAFFIC STOPS

About a year before we left Austria for "retirement," My sister Helen and her husband Craig came to visit us. It was late spring and the snow was beginning to melt in the valleys, but I drove to Gosau, where there was a ski lift and snow. On the way home, Helen asked, "Ralph, do you still get as many traffic tickets as you used to get?" I said, "No, I haven't gotten a ticket in years!" It could not have been more than a minute after making that statement when I was pulled over by a local cop for exceeding the speed limit. I could hear muffled laughter in the back seat and Verna was staring in disbelief. Austrian driver's licenses are issued for life and printed on a special material that is made to last. When I handed mine to the officer, he looked at the well-worn document and tore it into two pieces! He claimed that it was an accident, adding that I needed to get a duplicate at the motor vehicle agency. He then let me go with a warning.  

In theory, the police are there to protect citizens and to assure that they abide by the laws. If everyone one obeys the law and are safe, the police should be very happy, but everyone knows that this is seldom the case. The wide and straight street leading out of Frankenburg tempts drivers to exceed the town's speed limit, so local police are often lurking in the shadows, hoping to catch them. 

Normally, I am at the wheel when both of us are in our car. Verna always warned me when I drove that stretch of road, but for whatever reason, Verna was driving one Sunday and I was her passenger. Since she was doing my job, I should have been doing hers, but I remained quiet when she sped up going out of town. Sure enough, she was pulled over by a policeman, who asked to see her license and registration. As I reached into the glove compartment for the registration an audible chuckle escaped my lips. I could tell by Verna's countenance that she did not appreciate my sense of humor. She got off with a friendly warning and I received a stern lecture about appropriate behavior.

LAW AND GRACE

After moving to Frankenmarkt, the church in Ampflwang asked me to teach a series of Bible studies on differences between Protestant and Roman Catholic teachings. One of the lessons happened to be on my birthday, March 8th.  Verna had invited Richard and his family over for the noon meal and a birthday party and I didn't have as much time to prepare as I would have liked. My theme that evening was "Law and Grace" and I taught our students to always illustrate, but I had not found a good illustration. God gave me a great illustration on the way to the church that evening. 

I need to first explain that most Austrians have two sets of tires on rims for summer and winter driving. The forecast was for a mild spring, so after Rick and his family left, I decided to drive to a local service station and have the owner exchange my winter tires for the summer tires. I had to wait a bit longer than planned and it was getting late, so I called Verna and told her to be ready to hop in the car when I got home. 

Verna was ready and we were soon headed for the church Bible study. I had to stop at a railroad crossing and wait for a train. When the gates were finally raised I soon came up behind a truck with a wide load, which was barely creeping for about five kilometers. When the truck finally turned off, I gave the car gas only to get stopped by the police just inside town limits. 

With a sigh, I reached for my daily journal in which I kept my drivers liscense. I always carried it in my shirt pocket, but it was not there! I remembered that our granddaughter had been trying to steal it, so I handed it to Verna under the table. I asked her, "Do you have my pocket calender?" It was at home on the kitchen counter! Meanwhile the policeman had also noted that my removable trailer hitch was still on the car and it partially hid the tag. The policeman summed up my offences and reached for his pad and pen. In desperation, I tried to appeal to his sympathy by explaining. "We were celebrating my birthday and our granddaughter…" The policeman interrupted, "Aha! You've been drinking too!"

I was able to convince him that I had not been drinking but confessed to the other charges. He must have been a father as well, because he said that he would let me off with a warning.

When we arrived at the church, the believers had finished singing and I was on for the Bible lesson. During the Bible study, I said, "Roman Catholics feel that they must do good works or pay something for remission of sins. They say that grace alone is not enough." I suddenly realized that God had given me the perfect illustration! I told of my experience on the way to church and said, "If that happened to a Roman Catholic, do you think they would reject grace and insist on paying the fine?"

ONE THIRD CENTURY ANNIVERSARY

I thought it was an original idea to celebrate a third of a century of marriage. Who ever heard of such a thing? We were married on March 9, 1963, so if you add 122.7 days you come to July 9, 1996. I took note of this date in my pocket calendar. We had offered to take care of two boys sometime when their parents wanted to take time off to be alone. Walter called and asked if we could take them on July 9th and we agreed. I said that they should bring their bikes. 

Verna had complained that her bike’s brakes were not working properly and one wheel had a broken spoke, so I took it to a shop to get it repaired. I picked it up on July 9th. After lunch we got out the bikes, checked the tires and set out for a nice tour of the countryside. About half a kilometer from our home, the road leads down a hill and there was no need to pedal for a while. I was leading and Verna was at the rear. I saw the boys were keeping up with me and let my bike roll a little faster to the bottom. When I arrived and looked back, there was no one in sight. I turned and pedalled back up the hill until I came upon three bikes and Verna lying on the ground. A car had stopped and the driver was leaning over Verna with the boys looking on. She had lacerations on her face, legs and arms and a sharp pain in her shoulder. The driver was kind enough to drive Verna back to our house while I rode back with the boys and Verna's bike.

Verna said that the younger boy decided he was going too fast and braked just in front of her. She turned the wheel of her bike and stepped on the back-pedal brakes, which worked so well, they threw her over the handlebars. 

I doctored up her scrapes as best I could and decided to take her to the emergency room for x-rays. The doctor said that others were waiting and it would be over an hour before they got to her. Then they would need to bandage her arm or possibly apply a plaster cast. I decided to take the boys back to our house and return when she was finished. When the hospital called, the boys said that they didn't want to come along. They wanted to stay at the house and play a board game. I agreed and said that I would be back in less than an hour.

I had an uneasy feeling in my stomach from all the excitement, but was soon on my way back to the hospital. Driving through a small town, a hidden police car pulled out just after I passed - driving at slightly over the limit. I explained my urgency, but he took his time writing out the ticket and lecturing me on the importance of obeying all traffic laws. By the time he was finished, I had diarrhea and hoped that I could make it to the hospital in time. 

I didn't, and I warn all readers not to celebrate a one third century anniversary! 

PRAYING BY STREET ADDRESS

While serving in the Linz church, an older lady who had attended church all her life heard the clear message of salvation through faith in Christ for the first time in one of our evangelistic meetings. After couseling she prayed, giving her life to Jesus. She attended all services faithfully and showed much concern for the salvation of her family and loved ones. Her prayers were always so simple, it was a joy to listen to them. Occasionally, she would slip into parts of formerly memorized prayers, but then she would catch herself and start praying for her relatives. She always included the street address when praying, but seldom mentioned names. She prayed for her sister who lived on Leonfeldner Street 947, Apartment 26, Door 267. Or she prayed for "her people" who lived at another specific address. After several years I had committed the addresses to memory. 

When this dear sister passed away, the relatives destroyed all papers showing that she had left the Catholic Church and joined a Baptist Church. They probably paid a priest to cooperate in order to assure their relative a proper Catholic burial. No one from the Baptist Church was permitted to speak, pray or even provide a musical number. After the casket was lowered into the grave and the priest had departed, I approached a group of her relatives and asked, "Which one of you lives at Leonfeldner Street 947, Apartment 26, Door 267?" One of the ladies replied, "I do, why?" I explained that her sister had always prayed for her by street address and I would continue to do the same. I gave several other addresses with the same promise. They were absolutely speechless!

PRAYING TO THE FERTILITY GOD

In the last week of October, 1995, we attended a conference for Christian workers. One of the speakers set aside a time for prayer at the end of his lecture. He encouraged participants to find someone to pray with. He then instructed us to exchange two prayer requests. One request should have to do with ministry and the other should be of a personal nature. We were told to spend the next few minutes in prayer and also pledge to pray for these requests for the next six weeks. At the end of six weeks, we were to contact each other and report on what the Lord had done in answering those prayers. 
A school teacher sitting next to me, Franz Blauensteiner, joined me for prayer. We first exchanged requests having to do with ministry. He mentioned a matter from the church in which he was involved, and I shared a request from our ministry. When we shared personal requests, Franz said that he had been married for over ten years, but they were childless. They had tried all sorts of things which doctors had prescribed, but had been told that they would probably never have children. Franz said that they were prepared to accept this fate, but if the Lord would give them a child, they would be extremely grateful. 

At the end of the six weeks, I called to see how the Lord had answered prayer. Franz's voice was audibly quivering as he related that his wife was pregnant! They had purposely taken no pills nor followed any other advice of the doctors, but simply made it a matter of prayer. Christoph Samuel Blauensteiner was born on July 23, 1996! The Lord also answered the other three requests in a remarkable way.

Two other couples who were close friends of ours, had similar experiences in 1998. After 10 and 14 years of childless marriages, they resolved to pray for each other. God answered and both wives became pregnant in the same month!
BAPTISMS IN VÖCKLABRUCK (from a 1994 letter)
Wolfgang attempted suicide after his girl broke off their relationship. After being released from the hospital, he started attending his church (Catholic) and made three trips to Israel in hopes of finding peace with God. On his third trip to Israel, he met a Swiss pastor, who explained God's plan of salvation and introduced him to Christ. He and three others were baptized in the Vöcklabruck Free Church on February 20th, 1994.

Renate was one of the three. She too sought to find God in the Catholic church into which she was baptized as an infant, and later in various sects. A friend invited her to a Home Bible Study group where she met Christians "who obviously and undisputedly had what she was looking for in life." She accepted Christ and met her husband at a Bible Conference. 

Jürgen was involved in far eastern cults and mystical sects for about five years. While working on a job in Upper Austria, an African refugee from Nigeria, who had been discipled by one of our GMU missionaries, witnessed to him of Christ. Jürgen was saved and gave a heart-warming testimony at his baptism.

Martin was born and reared in a Lutheran Church and his parents are true believers. Although he felt much more at home in the Free Church of Vöcklabruck, he hesitated to join for fear of offending his relatives. It was they who caused him to decide to be baptized and join the church, when they asked how much longer he was going to do his "balancing act"!

It is fascinating to observe God's networking to build His church. A South African migrated to Austria and heard the gospel for the first time. He was soon a vibrant Christian and very involved in the church. About the same time, an Austrian girl spent some time visiting South Africa and was introduced to Christ. She made a personal commitment and returned to Austria. She found a good church in her neighborhood and became an active member.  

TURKEY TOUR

In October, 2001, we attended the Austrian Christian Workers Conference. It would be the last time for us and we had been very active in this conference since its founding. I was Chairman of the Public Relations Committee. Dr. Fritz Lippert led the conference and at one point, he called Verna and me to the front of the room in front of hundreds of conference participants for the traditional "roasting." Fritz was well known for this sort of thing and he soon had everyone laughing at our expense. Getting serious, he asked us how we managed to live so long in the "missionary graveyard." I replied that there were two reasons. The first one was a misunderstanding. I thought that this terminology meant we had to stay until we died. There was a pause and then he asked, "And what was the second reason?" I said that I tried to put off being roasted by Fritz as long as possible.

Later in the program, Fritz announced a two week study tour of Turkey, inviting people to sign up. I had always said that I would love to see the biblical places in Turkey. We signed up immediately for the Seven Churches Tour from April 20 through May 4, 2002.
Each day of our tour we had a Bible study or time of fellowship together, led either by the organizer of the tour, Dr. Fritz Lippert, or by Pastor Horst Fischer. Our Turkish tour guide, Ismael, did an excellent job of explaining what we saw and he also gave detailed and informative insights into Turkish history, culture, religion and politics. The tour included breakfast and supper in hotels. We generally ate noon meals as a group in restaurants, buffet style. The price for a delicious meal never exceeded $5 including drinks. The German “Tour mit Schanz” (www.tour-mit-schanz.de) and Turkish “Oktagon” worked out the accommodations, provided a tour guide and ground transportation. 
We left home at 5:10 AM on April 20, arriving at the Vienna Airport by 8:30 AM. The flight with Turkish Air was good but I suffered from sinus aches due to a bad cold. Our group of 26 persons arrived in Istanbul and we immediately took a bus tour through this unusual historic city located on two continents (Asia and Europe). We spent an hour at the "Egyptian Market", where you can purchase artistically arranged spices, all kinds of livestock and pets, flowers, food, clothing, jewelry and nearly anything else you want or need. To cure physical ailments, there were live leaches in large pickle jars. We stayed overnight in a hotel in Istanbul. 
We boarded the bus at 8:00 AM on the 21st and visited more famous sites in Istanbul (formerly Constantinople). We first visited a park with ancient columns, obelisks and the remains of a chariot race track. We then visited the famous Blue Mosque (only foreigners use that term; the true name is “Sultan-Ahmet Mosque”). We had to take off our shoes before entering. The size of many mosques is overwhelming, but there were very few worshippers inside during our visit. Just a short walk from there is the Haggia Sophia. This impressive building was once a Christian Basilica, then a Mosque and it's now a museum. Although nearly all Turks are Muslim, the country has taken great pains to restore the remnants of its Christian past. Tourism is big business and many of the tourists come to see the birthplaces of Christianity. Reliefs and mosaics which had been painted or plastered over for centuries can be viewed once again. 

Our next stop was the Topkapi or Sultan’s Palace. Here one can see elaborate rooms once reserved for the eyes of the Sultan and his special guests. One can visit the harem and several museums in this expansive complex and a park which overlooks the Golden Horn and Bosphorus Strait. Elaborate porcelain, armor and weaponry of the past, the famous 86 carat Kasikcy Diamond and even a hair from Mohammed’s beard are on display. After supper in our hotel, we met with the Pastor of Istanbul’s Christian Church for a time of fellowship.  He said that there are about 4,500 Christians in 51 churches (both Catholic and Protestant) in Turkey which has 45 million population. 

Our alarm clock woke us at 4:30 April 22 and we took an early flight to the capital city of Ankara (angora wool was named after this city). After a ride through the city we toured the excellent Museum of Anatolian Civilization. We were impressed with the extensive collection from the Hittite era. Because the following day was a Turkish national holiday (similar to July 4th in America), there were flags and banners of the modern nation’s founder, Attaturk, everywhere we looked. Then our bus took us about 250 miles to Cappadocia, a region famous for its fascinating rock formations with homes carved into the rock. We stopped at a large salt lake comparable to the Dead Sea and Great Salt Lake of Utah. We spent two nights in the next hotel, which had excellent food but poor room service. Broken glass and dirt from former residents littered the floor and there was no toilet paper. When we still had no toilet paper after the beds had been made the following day, I complained at the information desk. They just laughed and suggested we use a towel! That was the only exception to the generally excellent service during our trip. 

April 23 was the big holiday and we saw children in the streets who had marched in parades and were still dressed up. We spent the day admiring and touring fascinating rock formations. Early Christians of the pre-Constantine period and even later, were persecuted in this region. Many of the rocks were hollowed out for human occupation and we also visited carved out meeting places in the rocks of Goreme. The heavily guarded Prime Minister of Australia and his wife visited these sites while we were there. It was interesting to watch the entourage, but as normal tourists, we were able to see much more with a lot less hassle! I even took a picture of Verna riding a camel! In the evening we watched a holiday presentation of the "Whirling Dervishes” in an ancient restored Caravanei.    

April 24, we visited one of a hundred underground cities in Turkey, most of which are closed for safety reasons. Afterwards, the tour bus took us over several hundred miles of the Caravan Highway to Konya. Many of the old Caravanei (built like forts or castles) still exist and we stopped to see a couple of them. I called them “camtels” since camel caravans which traveled about 25 miles per day stayed overnight in these places. The region is largely agricultural. Turkey is about twice the size of Germany (West and East!) and has an abundant supply of water. We saw many young forests which are the result of an ambitious reforestation project. Konya is known in the Bible as Iconium (mentioned in Acts 13-16 and II Tim. 3:11). Before going to the hotel, we visited a Monastery made famous by the Whirling Dervishes. I ate too much at the evening buffet and had stomach cramps all night. 

The following day, we visited the ruins of Antioch in Pisidia, one of at least three cities by that name. While there, I managed to completely discharge the contents of my stomach and bowels. The former was donated to ruins of the old city and the latter cost me half a million Turkish Lire. That is what you normally pay for using a Turkish toilet, a hole that you have to squat over and no paper – or towels! There is usually a bucket of water or hose for cleaning up. By the way, if you want to be a millionaire, go to Turkey. One Dollar is worth 1.3 million Lire. We made each of our five grandchildren millionaires! We visited the ruins of St. Paul’s Basilica, built in the third century. On the road again, we traveled 300 miles to Pamukkale. This is where the famous limestone terraces, thermal baths and ruins of Hierapolis (Colossians 4:13) are located. Our hotel for two nights was a dream come true, with excellent food and room service. In addition to the large standard swimming pool, there was a thermal bath fed by hot springs. 

We toured the impressive ruins of Hierapolis with its extensive cemetery of elaborate sarcophagi on the 26th of April. Afterwards we visited the limestone terraces and thermal baths. Although there is only a large grass covered hill where Collossae once stood, we drove out of the way to visit the place. A sign riddled by gunshot points visitors to the site and shepherds with herds of sheep graze over the place made famous by Paul’s letter to the Colossians. Farmers frequently plow up remnants of the city but no one has ever bothered to excavated it. Somehow, this was a highlight for me. I was reminded of the verse in Matthew 24:35, which promises, “Heaven and earth shall pass away, but my Word shall never pass away.”  

A visit to a carpet factory is a must for every tourist. We watched women weaving oriental carpets, for which Turkey is famous. One worker showed how they raise silk worms, capture the silk thread and weave it into carpets. One girl had spent nine months to weave about three square feet of silk carpet!  No wonder they are so expensive! Of course they tried hard to sell us one, but we managed to escape. I purchased a silk shirt and matching tie. 

April 27th marked the beginning of our second week. We visited the ruins of Laodicea, which boasts two theatres, a stadium and complicated water distribution system from the hot springs of Hierapolis, which also feed the baths. The wealth of the city at the time of John’s writing was mind-boggling and his references to being lukewarm and of nakedness also took on new meaning. The viaduct terminated at a distribution tower where water was diverted through tile pipes to different parts of the city. Many of the tile pipes were totally clogged by calcium deposits, but others were laid to replace them. 

After Laodicea we visited what remains of Philadelphia, now called Alasehir. All that is left of the ancient “City of Brotherly Love” is the ruins of an early Christian church, built around 600 AD. 

The ruins of Sardis were next. These have been excavated and partly restored by Americans and include a large Apollo Temple, a synagogue, gymnasium, theatre, swimming pool and much more. 

There is hardly a trace of ancient Smyrna, since the modern seaport city of Izmir is built on the site. We stayed in a beach-front hotel near Izmir.  As was often the case, our schedule left little or no time to enjoy the nice beaches and pools. When we bemoaned this fact to our Turkish tour guide, he replied, “Perhaps you can now identify with the eunuchs who took care of the Sultan’s harem!” We enjoyed a great testimony time that evening and I need to share more about this. 

THREE TURKISH MIRACLES 

Our Turkish tour guide was a Muslim, but he read from a Gideon’s Bible whenever we stopped at sites mentioned in the Bible. I noticed that he had even memorized many passages. When we had our own Bible studies, he was always present and often took notes. One evening, our Austrian group leader announced that we would be meeting after supper as usual, but this time we would have a testimony time instead of the Bible study. 

Our guide showed up and listened intently as one after another, we shared experiences that we had with the Lord, told of answered prayer and in some cases, stories of conversion. When it was time to retire, the Austrian leader asked our guide if he had any announcements to make regarding the following day’s activities. Instead, he said that he too would like to give a testimony. We all wondered what a Muslim would have to say but no one could have anticipated what we were about to hear. 

Our guide said that he had started his career as a tour guide 15 years earlier when the tourist industry was in its infancy. Tour busses were not air conditioned and there were no cell phones. He was taking a group of German tourists to the usual places, mainly the seven places named in Revelation 2 and 3. It was a blazing hot day and everyone wanted to sit by the windows to keep cool. Suddenly there was a strange noise and the bus came to a halt. The driver soon discovered that a water hose had burst and leaked all the water out onto the road. 

The tour guide said, “We were in a desert-like area, with not so much as a tree in sight. While the driver and I inspected the damage and discussed possible options, the group of tourists got out, formed a circle on the shady side of the bus and had a prayer meeting." 

Our guide had to pause to clear his throat. He then said that he had never shared this experience with anyone other than his wife, and she had warned him not to tell anyone else.  Then he continued a story that none of us will soon forget. 

"While the group was still praying, an old dilapidated car pulled up behind the bus. I can even remember the make, model and year. A Turk got out and in perfect Turkish dialect asked, 'What is your problem? Jesus sent me to help.' "

Our guide said he was dumbfounded, for he had never heard any Turk mention Jesus in a respectful manner. They showed the stranger their problem and he told the driver to get into his car. There were no seats in the vehicle and the driver was using a three-legged stool to sit on. The bus driver got a blanket, laid it on the floor and after climbing inside, the car drove around the bus and off out of sight. 

Half an hour later, the man returned. According to the bus driver, they drove to the stranger’s house, where he found a sledge hammer that had a piece of galvanized pipe for a handle. He cut a piece off with his hacksaw and clamped sections of the broken hose onto each end of the pipe. He then filled a canister with water and returned to the bus. Within minutes the problem was resolved and the bus was ready to go.

The tour guide was not quite finished with his story, however. He said that three miracles happened that day which cannot be explained. 

The first miracle was a Turk showing up just as the tourists were praying and saying that he was sent by Jesus. 

The second miracle was that he had driven up to the bus from behind when he first arrived and also when he returned with the pipe, but he departed both times, driving around the bus in the same direction he came. Our tour guide said that he had traveled that same road hundreds of times since then and asked many local people where there was a connecting road. No road was shown on the map and the locals insisted that none existed. 

The third miracle occurred when they tried to give the stranger money for his helpfulness. Our tour guide said that no Turk ever refuses money, and if you offer a Turk money for anything, he will always try to get more. Yet this Turk refused money, saying he did it for Jesus!

Before we took the tour of Turkey, we had asked God to show us if our mission organization should consider Turkey as a prospective field of service. Over 99% of the Turks are Muslims and Christian churches are almost non-existent. Should we be recruiting for Turkey?

The experience our tour guide related was an answer to that prayer. We shared our experiences with mission leaders upon our return to America, and Turkey was named as one of Avant’s future missionfields. It was probably around 2010 that another announcement was made at our annual conference. We were told, “The second  highest contingent of Avant missionaries now serves in Turkey.” 

On April 28, we visited the ruins of Pergamos and Thyratira (now called Akhisr). We had our Sunday worship service in the ruins of St. John’s Basilica and before returning to the hotel, we walked on the seaside promenade in Izmir (Smyrna). There are two and a half million olive trees in this area! 

Monday, April 29 was reserved for Ephesus. Once a seaport with 250,000 population plus 50,000 slaves, the ruins of Ephesus are now five miles from the Aegean Sea. We were impressed by the beautiful library. The ruins of a brothel for sailors in port was located just across the street!  The theatre seating 24,000 is where silversmiths caused a tumult against the Apostle Paul. Also near the library, was an elaborate bath and the largest public toilet we have ever seen. Judging by the number of holes in the stone benches, the seating capacity would have been about 35 persons. According to our tour guide, such public toilets were only for men, who often spent hours in there, discussing politics, religion or current events. He didn't know where the women went! 

In recent years, many private homes of nobility have been excavated and preserved by the Austrian Archeological Society. Many homes have well preserved mosaic floors with under-floor heating. The Austrians built a huge roof over the excavated area for protection from the elements.

Jesus asked the Apostle John to care for his mother while still nailed to the cross. Extra-biblical sources say that John brought Mary to Ephesus. We had our Bible lesson in the ruins of a basilica dedicated to Mary, the mother of Jesus. There was a plaque on the wall stating that the Pope had visited and blessed this place, but there was also a large baptismal pool for adults in the church that dated back to the first millenium!

Following Ephesus, our bus took us up a mountain covered with olive trees, around treacherous curves with no guardrails and sudden drops of several hundred feet. We finally reached the quaint mountain village of Sirince. There is an old Christian Church here dedicated to John the Baptist. Verna found a leather shop and bought a nice purse. 

On our eleventh day, April 30, we visited the ruins of Miletus, which has a theatre seating 25,000. Miletus was a major seaport in New Testament times, but today it lies six miles from the coast. After Miletus, we visited a gigantic Apollo Temple in Didyma, built of huge marble blocks. One of them measures 30 feet in length! 

Our noon meal was in a fish restaurant on the beach. The contrasts in what we saw along the highway were amazing. In addition to numerous busses filled with tourists, there were donkeys and ponys pulling carts, tractors, cotton fields, fig, orange, lemon and pepper trees, stork nests and the occasional ruins of some ancient place not interesting enough for tourism, yet a thousand years older than the USA! Our bus even passed by one of the seven world wunders of antiquity! Halicarnassus was an ancient Greek city famous for the tomb of Mausolus. The word mausoleum has its origin here. 
We stayed in a lovely hotel on the beach at Mugla, with a pool that we didn't have time to use, a pretty pond and stream with turtles, ducks and large fish. 

The 12th day of our tour was also May Day. I feared that I would never get over my bad cold, but as we turned southward toward Antalia, the weather became quite pleasant, and my cold vanished within 24 hours. We found it a real treat to swim for an hour in a sheltered cove of Oludenz National Park on the Mediterranean sea. We then visited the impressive ruins of Xhanthos with its large theatre where they had bull fights and other events. There is a tall tower there covered with hieroglyphics which have never been completely deciphered. Patara was next with more fascinating diggings, magnificent city gates and another theatre. 

In 1980, there were only two hotels in the Patara region, but by 2002, there were 1,550 with more under construction! The 40 miles of sandy beaches attract many tourists from Western Europe, but no hotels may be built along one long stretch of beach because sea turtles lay their eggs here. 

After a good night in Patara, we took a boat ride on the Mediterranean and viewed the sunken city of Kekova from above. Although the water was crystal clear and the boat had glass windows on the bottom, we could see nothing because the glass was dirty. Still, we could view parts of the city along the shore and an occasional sarcophagus protruding out of the water. We then visited Myra with its gigantic theatre and cliff graves. Demra, where St. Nicholas was born was next. We toured the St. Nicholas Basilica, built in the first half of the 4th century, and ate in a nearby restaurant crowded with tourists. Most of us think of Christmas when we hear the name St Nicholas, but for centuries, he was simply the patron saint of the fishermen. The bus ride along the coast to Antalia was breathtaking in more ways than one. It was difficult to enjoy the scenery when looking out the bus window. There was no guardrail, but just a steep drop into the sea! 

On our final two nights, we stayed in a nice hotel “right on the beach”,  but it was a hundred feet straight down to reach the water! The good news: there was a nice swimming pool; the bad news: no time to enjoy it!

On our last day, we visited the expansive ruins of Perge, which boasts a large theatre and stadium for chariot races, a well preserved agora (market place) and unique water system. Water from a spring not only provided drinking water, but also flowed through the main thoroughfare providing cool baths on hot days and water for cleaning the streets. The Apostle Paul arrived here by ship from Cyprus, but today, this ancient seaport is miles from from deep water. In addition to the ruins of a large Artemis Temple, there are ruins of two Christian churches dating back to the fourth and fifth century. We also visited Aspendos (means “Horse Place”), which has the best preserved theatre seating 20,000 that is still used today. It is so well designed, that all 20,000 guests can be evacuated within 15 minutes. Our noon meal was delicious, eaten on a terrace overlooking a river. Verna said that it was the best meal of our trip and I tend to agree. I only enjoyed one meal more, but got very sick afterwards!

In the afternoon, we visited a large bazaar in Antalia and finally, the “Cultural Club of St Paul”. This is the legal name of the Christian church in Antalia. Although Turkey claims to have freedom of religion and earns much money from Christians who follow the missionary journeys of the Apostle, missions is virtually impossible today. Christian Churches are few, small and far between. Just prior to our visit, the Cultural Club of St. Paul received permission to purchase and restore the ruins of an old Orthodox church. If permission is granted to use it for regular worship, this would be the only true Church building used by Christians for worship, but not all the necessary permits for this had been granted. The Pastor of the church, a Presbyterian from America, told us that several were to be baptized the following Sunday, but many who attend the fellowship are foreigners. 

Our alarm woke us up at 6:00 to catch the bus for the airport at 7:45. We asked the tour guide how far we had traveled by bus. According to the computer discs we had driven 2,060 miles. If we add the 2,260 miles by air and our trip to and from Austria, we covered around 5,000 miles in two weeks. We arrived home at 9:30 PM and a family of five from Slovakia had been waiting two hours for us (we didn’t expect them to arrive before ten)! The husband had even mowed our lawn while waiting!
Index

CHAPTER 34  -  MISSIONARY IN THE MIDDLE

In retrospect over our almost four decades of missionary service in Europe, I would like to share a few thoughts about the job of missionary, relationships with other missionaries, with the churches we served in Austria and those who supported us in America.

ARE MISSIONARIES HEROES OR CHEAP LABOR?

When visiting our supporting churches, people treated us like heroes. In their eyes, we had forsaken all and sacrificed much to become missionaries in Austria. 

While it was true that our salary was minimal and we did without things that most Americans consider essential or at least normal fare, we never felt underprivileged or deprived. To the contrary, we looked at our missionary life as a great privilege. We enjoyed learning to live and work in a different culture. Austria has breathtaking scenery, a rich cultural heritage and every modern convenience, so we were not hurting! Most Americans would consider themselves fortunate to get a week in Austria, but we spent 38 years there!

Missionary life in Europe, however, was far from easy. When we arrived in 1964, 90% of Austrians were Roman Catholic, and we were generally viewed as perpetrators of a foreign religious sect. Most Austrians claim to be Christians, so when they learned that we were missionaries, they would ask, "to what country?" Missionaries are supposed to go to primitive cultures and convert cannibals who live in mud huts with thatched roofs. It is easier for Austrians to perceive of America as a mission field than their own country. In America, Bibles and religion are banned from public schools, but our children attended Austrian schools that offered "Religious Instruction Classes." These were normally Roman Catholic, but a few schools also had Lutheran classes. Because we belonged to neither church, our children's report cards were stamped "Ohne Bekenntnis," which means "no confession," the category used for atheists. 

All students had to be under supervision, so our children were required to attend the religion classes even though they didn't need to participate. Once, the local Catholic priest was visiting parishioners in our neighborhood, asking for money to remodel his church. Our neighbors told him, "You don't need to knock on the Harvey's door because they are protestant." He responded by saying, "The Harveys? I have to visit them. Their kids sit in on my religious instruction classes and know all the answers!" We were surprised to learn that he had been attending Bible studies at Klaus Castle, which is owned and operated by the Torch Bearers organization founded by Ian Thomas. After the friendly visit with the priest, I offered to show an evangelistic film in his church and he promptly agreed!

One of the biggest hurdles was convincing people that we were not a sect. They were familiar with the Mormons and Jehovah's Witnesses, and assumed that all non-Catholics were the same or little  different. We learned early to formulate our occupation in a way that nationals could understand. We named whatever ministries we were involved in, the church we served, our printing operation, the Bible Institute or youth organization. We did all we could to avoid fitting the image of "ugly Americans." We let people know how much we loved and appreciated Austria and Austrians. We studied the culture, history and national characteristics until we were more knowledgeable of the land and people than most citizens. 

Still, it was impossible to avoid the term "missionary." We were required to register with the local police, apply for visas and register our children for public schools, all of which required giving personal information. We had to declare our nationality and provide bank statements showing our income and the name of our employer. This information was also required when registering a car or renting a house. Some owners of rental housing turned us away when they learned that we were employed by "Gospel Missionary Union." That name may have appealed to American Christians, but it was usually a detriment to our ministry. The words "gospel" and "union" are used commonly in the German language, but we were neither members of a musical group nor a soccer team! The word "missionary," however, was a red flag for most Austrians and even evangelical Christians we worked with disliked the term.

In our last few years of service in Austria, I wrote annual letters to the mission management with my personal assessment of mission operations. I assured management that I had no axe to grind and just thought it might be helpful to get some honest feedback from a senior missionary. I complimented the mission on what was good and improved, and I made suggestions that I thought could improve performance. 

The mission President always sent a letter thanking me, but I received detailed responses from the mission's Chief Financial Officer, Scott Holbrook. One year, I suggested that a name change would be good for GMU, and gave my reasons for the suggestion. Scott replied that he liked the idea, but thought senior missionaries would protest the loudest. 

After we retired from Austria, we attended the mission's annual Family Conference in Kansas City. Because many articles advertising the mission were being sold at starkly reduced prices, we loaded up on sweatshirts, ball-point pens and coffee mugs to give supporters and prospective missionary recruits in the churches and Bible colleges that we visited. Soon after the conference, the mission changed its name to Avant Ministries and we were told not to use or distribute items bearing the old name! I complained to Scott, but he just laughed and said, "Of all people to complain! The name change was your idea!"  

In 2012, Avant Minstries was looking for a new President and invited missionaries to make suggestions. I wrote, "Why are you looking for a President? You have the best qualified person there with you right now. I nominate Scott Holbrook." Scott was actually chosen, but apparently, others had made the same suggestion. 

Before I move on to another subject, I will share one more story about Scott. He and his wife were once vacationing at Camp of the Woods in New York State. They were chatting with another couple on the beach one day when the wife asked where they were from and what they did for a living. Scott replied that they worked for Gospel Missionary Union in Kansas City. The woman asked if he knew her brother, Ralph Harvey. Scott looked shocked and said, "Your brother? He may be your father or grandfather, but brother?" He was talking to my younger sister Grace, who was born when I was a Senior in High School and she looked considerably younger than her age. 

One might expect that evangelical Christians would appreciate missionaries even if they disliked the title. After all, we were working to start and build up their churches at no cost to them. We made hundreds of Christian friends, but not a few seemed to view us as cheap migrant laborers. Austrians often talk about “the rich uncle in America” and sometimes assumed that we too were affluent even though we lived more modestly than they did. We flew to America every four years for a few months of what missionaries call “deputation”, “furlough” or “home assignment.” Austrians call it “extended vacation.” We worked hard under difficult circumstances to get a church started, and when Austrians attended meetings or began to get involved, we were of course delighted. This sometimes led them to believe that they were doing us a favor by attending. 

An American pastor makes certain sacrifices when starting a new church, but he can expect to get a better salary once the chuch is well established. Missionary church planters normally pay for expenses incurred in ministry. Once a church grows sufficiently in numbers to give, renting a meeting hall becomes the first priority. As the church continues to grow, hiring a pastor is the next objective. At that point, the missionary leaves and starts all over again somewhere else. 

In a letter to supporters dated March 1994, we wrote about the owner of our rented house:

" He is at 32, still single and stops in to visit occasionally. We have visited his parents and they have been in our home on occasion. They are still cautious when we share our faith, but not at all closed to the gospel. The mother agreed to attend a women's breakfast with Verna, but must have been warned by the local priest, for she cancelled out with a lame excuse and seemed to avoid contact with us for awhile. The daughter was engaged to a young Catholic Theology professor. He made her pregnant and then dropped her like a hot potato, probably because he was considering the priesthood. Since this happened, the family seems much friendlier towards us. 

The landlord's brother is also into local politics and has a solar and alternate energy installation business. He and his family live just behind us and all are musically gifted. We often hear them practicing their violins, horns and drums. Because he is frequently gone for business, the wife seems lonely. We have begun a good relationship with her and the children, and we finally got to know him better last week. He came to measure the house we rent from his brother. They are going to install a common heating plant in the three homes (including the parent's) which burns wood chips. Because it is a test case, the government is paying over $10,000 of the installation cost. [I later learned that he played soccer with a friend of ours. Peter was City Secretary of Vöcklabruck, a position second only to the Mayor. Peter is also a member of the church we founded in Vöcklabruck.]
The couple on the other side of us, lived together for six years and had two children before they decided last summer that they were compatible enough to get married. Although they show no interest in religion of any kind, we have good relationships with them. The husband plays in a dance band which practices in their attic, so we often hear music from that side as well. His father is Director of an association of "Self-Help Groups" to which Ralph also belongs (due to our involvement in counseling alcoholics). 

We are still trying to get acquainted with other neighbors and local citizens, but it takes much time and patience. Still, we are amazed at how the Lord opens doors and helps to establish valuable contacts. Our philosophy in pioneer church planting is based on the "pyramid" principle: We seek to build a solid, broad foundation before attempting to build upwards. Some missionaries have been too anxious to report tangible results to their supporters and built "towers" instead. These churches are very dependant upon the missionary and converts are of the "easy picking" variety. Such churches are too fragile to withstand the storms that are certain to shake any Bible centered ministry. Unless the nucleus of the young church is composed of strong, national believers, the work dies with the missionary's departure. This may sound like a lame excuse for "not accomplishing much" to some, but we believe those who have stood with us over the years and know our "track record" understand.

Letter to EMQ

Two months before my "mid-life crises," I read an article in the Evangelical Missions Quarterly written by someone who thought highly of an Austrian missionary named Floyd Schneider. Schneider had written a book about "Friendship Evangelism" in which he voiced open criticism of the ministries of fellow missionaries. Although I hardly had the time and was not in an argumentive mood, I felt that I should respond. I knew Floyd and he had taught students in our Bible Institute the basic tenants of friendship evangelism, most of which I could wholeheartedly support. I took issue, however, with some of the conclusions that the writer of the article had drawn.

Evangelical Missions Quarterly

25W560 Geneva Road, Box 794

Wheaton, IL 60189











USA

May 12, 1994   

Dear EMQ-Editors:

David Sanford´s article "Graveyard of Missions" (EMQ April, 1994) ends with a challenge to respond. My wife and I have been missionaries in the "Graveyard" for three decades, so I decided to take one foot out of the grave and write this letter before it's too late. How did we last this long? Ignorance! We thought that this term assigned to Austria meant that we had to stay here until we died! Well, thanks for the enlightenment, but we're staying!

Seriously, I don't feel that the depiction of missions in Austria on the first two pages of Sanford´s article is representative. I printed a listing of Christian workers in Austria for about fifteen years and have not observed a drop-out rate that is much if any higher than in other countries. I can't speak for other missions, but Gospel Missionary Union has sent twenty-one missionaries (nine couples and three single workers) to Austria during the past thirty years. Two couples left after a few years but the rest of us are still here. Two single workers married Austrians and are still serving through their churches. Five couples have served over twenty-five years in this "graveyard" and half of our grown MKs chose to make Europe their home.

The Term "Missionary"

While it is true that the term "missionary" is no asset in Austria, avoiding it completely is not an easy matter. In order to get a residence permit and visa, we must show our source of income and give a valid reason for being here. A "free-lance writer" or "part-time Biology teacher" whose source of income is a church or mission, will have some explaining to do! 

We prefer finding secondary work to do which is closely related to our main priorities (evangelism, church planting and training nationals), yet which doesn't unnecessarily offend Austrians. We work with refugees, gather and ship truckloads of aid for impoverished and war-stricken people in neighboring countries, work with drug addicts or alcoholics, operate a youth center, print shop, Bible Book Store etc. There is always a danger that these activities can detract from priorities, but they can also be effective tools in establishing good relationships with Austrians which we might otherwise never achieve. 

Let me give an example. We and churches we serve have collected and shipped 20 to 30 truckloads of relief materials for needy people in countries of eastern Europe. This activity has enhanced the image of the churches, involved Christians with non-Christians in the collecting, packing and loading process and even resulted in the conversion of several contacts. Christians who distribute these goods on the other end also have a great opportunity to share the gospel with recipients and even government agents. All of this activity only takes a few hours per month of the missionary's time, yet local citizens are positively impressed.

Schneider advises non-missionaries: 

1)
"Avoid other missionaries like the plague..."

Our missionaries get together for fellowship once a month and we also have frequent visitors from the local church in our home. Our Roman Catholic neighbors have gotten to know many of our friends and express amazement at the good fellowship which we enjoy and they miss in their own church. 
2)
"Go out of your way to meet people and befriend them. But whatever you do, don´t automatically start witnessing to them. If you do, you will be one friendless missionary, guaranteed..."

Friendship evangelism works, but so do other kinds of evangelism. I know Christians who witness at every opportunity, even to perfect strangers. They have led many to Christ who themselves are that kind of Christians.
3)
"Never talk about the church you attend..." _

I would agree here if one has to be apologetic about his church, but not if we are enthusiastically involved with a vibrant group of Christians. Most of our converts accept Christ only after getting to meet national believers from our churches. 

Most missions expect candidates to be involved in a local church, yet their missionaries often become "loners" once they arrive on their field of service. GMU´s slogan in Europe is "National Identity With Missionary Mobility." Each missionary is expected to associate with a church even if he must travel quite a distance to find one (44 of 68 Austrian cities with more than 10,000 pop. have no evangelical church!). 

Nearly everything we do as missionaries, from planting churches to operating camps, is in association with national churches. We founded the Austrian Bible Institute in 1984 as an Austrian institution with a Board composed mainly of Austrians. Few are aware that GMU had anything to do with this project. The Baptist Church in Passau, Bavaria, is acclaimed to be one of the fastest growing churches in Europe, yet few know that it was a GMU missionary who led the tiny nucleus of believers to autonomy. 
Evangelicals account for considerably less than one percent of the population and as Schneider points out, they are often seen as a cult. In past centuries, true believers were even beheaded or burned at the stake. It is true that identification with non-Catholic churches may scare off the "fainthearted" (see title of Schneider´s book), but God has not given us a spirit of fearfulness. Jesus said, "A student is not above his teacher, nor a servant above his master." A bold testimony breeds bold converts, and Austria needs such. If we view Austria as a graveyard for missionaries, we may consider leaving when the going gets rough, but where do national Christians go when ridiculed for their faith? They turn to the Lord and find refuge in His church.

I have not read Schneider´s book, but from reading the EMQ article, one gets the impression that national churches and other missionaries are not seeing much fruit because they insist upon "perpetuating old ways of doing things.“ 

Many churches in Austria are experiencing fruit and growth. Evangelical churches in Tyrol just wound up several weeks of evangelistic meetings which were conducted in a number of cities in Tyrol and South Tyrol (German speaking part of Italy). In some cities there were as many new converts as church members; 60 conversions were counted in Innsbruck alone! The methods were perhaps old-fashioned, but effective. A German evangelist, Wilhelm Pahls brought the message while local Christians were responsible for publicity, testimonies, music and follow-up. 

On the other hand, churches and missionaries show a readiness to try new methods. Our own church in Ampflwang sponsored a bridal show in April, in commemoration of the "Year of the Family.“ Ten local businesses cooperated and the church set up a book booth with Bibles and Christian books about marriage and the family. A marriage counselor spoke in the evenings on the biblical perspective of these subjects. God uses both new and old wineskins.

There were (Anabaptist) Christians in Austria centuries before we modern missionaries (or "non-missionaries") arrived, Many of them were persecuted by people claiming to be Christian, but who had different ideas about church and worship. Some fled to America where they found freedom to worship according to their own convictions. Today, centuries later, they argue with each other (in German) about things like the color of their horse drawn buggies or the use of electricity. 

Floyd Schneider, Scott Walt and Fred Colvin (not mentioned in the article, but his ministry is also quite effective) and others have good reason to be excited about how God is using them. I am also excited and pray that their disciples will become even more effective in reaching Austrians for Christ. But God is also using other missionaries and national churches to accomplish his purposes. I am convinced that my wife is the greatest woman in the world, but it would be wrong for me to conclude that everyone else's wife is second class! There are Christians who charge admission and get ovations of applause at evangelistic concerts; others befriend people and show them that God has a wonderful plan for their lives, and a few come right out and preach hellfire and damnation. Which method is right? Or is there a middle-of-the-road-right-of-way? Or should we use a mixture of all methods? Is what works for me the way everyone else should do things? In Mark 9:38-40, we hear John proudly boasting that the disciples had forbidden someone from casting out devils in Christ's name because he was not one of the elect twelve. I doubt if Jesus would have anything different to tell his disciples today than what he told them back then.  Paul described our situation aptly in I Cor.13:12, "For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face; now I know in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known." We shall someday see things as God sees them, see each other as He sees us and best of all, we shall see HIM whom they - and we - crucified.

I wrote the following PS to the editors of the Evangelical Missions Quarterly:

I would like to learn more about the financial matters referred to in the article. Schneider claims that his co-worker, Scott Walt can live on less than half of what other missionaries need. Is this because he works part time? In the city where he lives, an average apartment costs $1000 as compared to $500/month in our area. Gasoline is about $3.50 per gallon and other living expenses are also considerably higher in Austria. Does the missionary accept Austrian family aid (for 4 children, this amounts to over $400 per month)? Does he spend a lot of precious time working in a garden to save on grocery bills? … Does Walt have a medical plan or retirement fund? Does he pay his own expenses for ministry or have an expense account? There are too many questions unanswered for making such a bold statement. I am not familiar with what other missions require of their workers, but GMU´s support rate for a family the size of Walts would be under $4,000, far below the $5,500 figure given and this includes some work funds, Social Security, medical coverage etc. etc.

Is there someone out there who could and would do a fair survey and report on this subject? Although one could not name missions, it would be helpful for missions and missionaries to have an overview. What kind of financing models are there? How do missions handle inequalities in financial needs on the same field? Living in a small town incurs far less rent than in a large city, for example. There are missionaries who pastor small churches and receive free housing or have ministry expenses paid. How do different missions handle this kind of thing? Are missionaries allowed to purchase housing and if so, are changes made in support levels? Another area that involves financing is that of mission projects. How do missions handle these?

We read and hear a lot about traditional missionaries and "tentmakers,“ but very little about church supported missionaries, independent missionaries or other models of missionary support. Do many missions permit their workers to earn money on the side, or allow one spouse to work at a secular occupation while the other does missionary work? Our son is marrying a fine Austrian girl, who has a fantastic job/ministry as a speech therapist in the public school system. They do not see why she should give this up and for them to go back to America to raise additional support. Yet for this reason, our son must leave the mission and also take up secular employment. I am not critical of our mission policy, for I am well aware of the problems that can arise out of such situations. But it seems that there should be ways to deal with them, that would not require the termination of an effective ministry. Incidentally, our son got a job working in an institution for physically disabled persons. There are perhaps missionaries who also do this, but the Austrian government pays his salary! And the Austrian government allows him more freedom to share the gospel than is the case in most American care facilities.
I look forward to each issue of EMQ and have recommended that each of our missionaries subscribe to this magazine.

Sincerely in Christ,

Ralph Harvey

Frankenmarkt, Austria
Index
CHAPTER 35  -  HOMECOMING

In December 2001, we celebrated our last Christmas in Austria. Becky and David decided to fly with their two daughters, Susan and Debra to Austria and celebrate with us. Ralph Jr. also came, so we were all together. God blessed us with the lovliest white Christmas we could remember. We built snowmen, went sledding and skiing and even had a two-hour sleighride (YouTube video) in the Alps complete with jungle bells and falling snow.

STEAMTRAIN RIDE

In March of 2002, one of our former youth, Franz, turned 50 and decided to throw a big party for relatives. He rented a steam train in Ampflwang with an old-fashioned dining car. About 50 relatives, his pastor and family, and we were invited. It was a memorable occasion. I also posted a video of this occasion on YouTube. 

I asked Franz if he would be willing to plan our farewell party in September. I knew that the church in Ampflwang would be willing, but was certain that the church could never hold all the people who wanted to come. I told him that we didn't want to feel like we were attending our own funeral. Our farewell party should be a happy occasion with lots of fun and food. Franz was eager to take on this task and I knew I could count on him doing it right!

April 20 until May 4, we participated in a study tour of Turkey. I decided to sell our 12' Kolibri sailboat in June, when it would bring a better price. Our final sail (YouTube) was on Attersee June 15. In late July and the beginning of August, we accompanied Richard and Martina on a vacation in Burgenland, Eastern Austria. 

August 13-18, we attended our last GMU All-Europe Conference in Switzerland. The speaker was Dr. Erwin Lutzer, Pastor of Moody Memorial Church in Chicago. He is also a church historian who leads reformation tours in Europe, so he led our missionaries on a guided tour of Geneva and the Reformation Wall. The bus trip lasted a couple of hours each way and I spent much of that time discussing church history with Dr. Lutzer. When we returned to the hotel, Verna walked out on our balcony to admire the Alpine scenery. The Lutzers had a room next to ours and were standing on their balcony doing the same. Erwin asked Verna, "Where is Ralph? I have a few thoughts to share with him." Verna called me out, but she later complained that I had no time for her because I was in love with church history! 

Dr. Lutzer had written books about several Bible characters, so I suggested that he write a book about Rabban Gamaliel and offered him my own detailed studies. He refused and said that I should write the book myself. He added, "I would be happy to write something for the cover." What had begun as a matter of curiosity had become almost an obsession with me, and now I resolved to write the book. I never asked for a recommendation though. The book might never have been published if I had not had a heart attack and gotten four bypasses in 2005. After the operation, I spent two months editing the material I had written and sent it off to Xulon Press. The book was self-published, meaning I did all the editing and paid for printing. Xulon promised that they could deliver 500 copies by the end of November, but I didn't receive them until mid January.

OUR LAST MONTHS IN AUSTRIA

The year 2002 was a busy year and although we had been preparing for our departure from Austria for many months already, we kept hoping that the Lord would return and save us the work of sorting and packing. After our mission conference in Switzerland, we realized that we had to get busy with the inevitable. I knew that we would be tossing things in the trash which we would definitely need later and packing things to ship that we should have tossed. We collected a hundred banana boxes from shops, wood pallets from a nearby factory and bought a huge roll of shrink wrap. Until this time, we were sorting things to sell or give away, but now it was time to pack or toss.

HELP!

In August, Austria was hit hard by torrential rains that just didn't want to stop. Streams and creeks flooded and the Danube River reached its highest flood stage in more than a century. By the last week of August, entire towns were devastated and the damage was estimated in the hundreds of millions of dollars. A large importer of new automobiles had thousands of new vehicles parked in open fields ready for delivery to dealerships. In 1999, a violent hailstorm totaled the cars. The firm spent a pile of money making net coverings to protect the cars, but this time it was floodwaters that destroyed them. The ground water level was highest in history and there was flooding where it had never happened before. 

I remember wishing that our house would be destroyed by the floods, but we lived on a hill and it didn't happen. We had to complete our unpleasant task. Our house was piled high with banana boxes and it was a wonder that WE didn't go bananas! We might have, if helpers had not come to our aid!

Our mission co-workers, Rudy and Linda Meier, were a great help, and at the end of August, Jim and Connie Yost, from our home church in Elmer, flew to Austria for a week. Jim had injured his elbow before the flight and also developed a bad case of diarrhea. Fortunately, I had just the right job for him. There were stacks of documents from mission and ministry correspondence that needed shredding, but we didn't have a shredder. Burning trash, however, was legal, so I delegated the task to Jim while Connie helped Verna pack and clean. The billion-dollar ENRON scandal was still in the news and an accountant named Anderson was accused of "cooking the books." After several days of "cooking our books," Jim claimed that he felt like Anderson and kept running to hide in our toilet.
SAYING GOODBYE

When Austrians part company, they say, "Aufwiedersehen," which means "see you again." I always preferred this to "good bye," which sounds so final. Although we expected to return for visits with our son and his family, and hopefully with those we had grown to love, our departure from Austria on October 21, 2002 was basically a "good bye."

Our "farewell party" was Saturday, September 14th. Although many couldn't attend due to other obligations, we counted 125 friends from all over Austria and a few from Germany and France. 
Program:

  9:30 
Reception with Coffee

10:00 
Greetings and other contributions

12:00
Noon meal and Pause

14:00
Review of what God has done in Austria since WW II with photos, old films and recordings

15:00
Review of Harvey's ministries in Austria (multimedia)

16:00
More contributions and greetings of guests
18:00
Evening meal

19:00
Multimedia Show about America (we invited many of our former neighbors in the Linz area to this)

September was a lovely day. Franz set up a large chicken griller and tables in the church parking lot. The program lasted from 9:30 AM until 6:00 PM with an hour break for a barbecue chicken dinner. Many did skits, shared memories or presented musical numbers. Richard and Martina, along with our grandchildren, had the best skit of all. They read poems and sang songs they composed themselves, which portrayed us in a very humorous light! 

In the afternoon I showed a multimedia (video and Power Point) review of our ministries over the past 38 years and also an overview of church development in Austria since WW II.  After a light evening meal of hot dogs was served, we showed our multimedia presentation on America one last time. Some of our old neighbors came for which we are thankful.  After packing up and helping with the clean up (next morning was church!), we returned home and fell exhausted into our bed at nearly 1:00 AM.

We made an album of all the cards and letters received. It was a great and memorable day for us which we will never forget!
By September 17, we had packed 70 banana boxes. The mold on the walls of our basement was so bad that we had to wear special masks, but I still developed a bad cough.

We were in Bad Ischl Saturday, September 21 - Verna was at a Women's Retreat while I made copies of our farewell video and looked for more banana boxes. Sunday, 22, we entertained a family of 6 for dinner, but we had to take them to a restaurant because there was no place to sit in our house! I was the main speaker at a weekend seminar for youth workers September 27-29, and our car had to be unregistered Monday, September 30 because the insurance would automatically renew on October 1st. The same day, we rented a small 20' motorhome which served as our home and only mode of transportation for the remaining days in Austria. 

On the way home with the camper, we came into very heavy traffic on the B-1 Highway. We learned that there had been a mass accident on the Austrian Autobahn involving more than 100 vehicles only ten miles from us. Eight persons were killed and many injured. The accident happened in sudden fog. All traffic in both directions was rerouted over the B-1 Highway which could be seen from our house. There were many more collisions that day on the detour route. 

Tuesday and Wednesday, we finished packing boxes for the container. We loaded 84 banana boxes, 10 suitcases, 8 cartons and 5 steamer trunks onto pallets and shrink wrapped them. A sofabed and other large items were also prepared for loading. 
We had ordered a 20-foot container for our possessions which arrived at 10:30 AM Thursday, October 3rd. We had just three hours to pack everything in the container before the truck hauled it away. The owner of a furniture factory near our house provided a forklift with driver for free. The container was loaded by noon but I saw that there was a six inch gap between the pallets. It looked like the stacked pallets could tip and cause damage, so I looked around and spotted a pair of single bed mattresses that I had planned to trash. After shoving them between the pallets, the doors were closed and sealed. The truck was gone within two hours after its arrival! 

Friday, we prepared for our yard sale and auction to sell the rest of our belongings. Austrians get big retirement packages if they work many years for the same employer. Someone asked if we would receive severance pay from our mission. I replied, "Whatever we get from the sale of our possessions!" When we stop to consider it however, we don't need any severance pay because our retirement benefits are out of this world! 

Austrians were not familiar with yard sales, garage sales or auctions, but I made posters and put them up all over town, announcing a combination yard sale, flea market and auction of personal effects on Saturday. The yard sale would begin at 2:00 PM and not a minute earlier, but people could inspect items any time after 9:00 AM. We laid out all items with fixed low prices. No bargaining was permitted! If a person didn't want to pay what we asked, we told them to wait for the auction at 4:00 PM. Everything that was left would be sold to the highest bidder starting at zero. I passed out cards with large numbers to bidders which they only needed to raise when bidding. This worked great and all had an enjoyable time! I have never heard of anyone else doing that even in America, but I did it three times in Austria and it was a success every time. 

Most bought items at the marked price rather than wait for the auction, but others decided to wait, hoping to get the item cheaper. Often, they wound up paying even more because several people wanted the same thing. One of our neighbors bought a box of my neckties. I asked him why because he never wore neckties. He said he just wanted something to remember me by! Another person paid twice what he planned to pay because his little girl was bidding against him (goaded on by her mother). Everyone had fun and everything sold except for our German Ford station wagon, which I refused to sell for less than a specified amount. People don't normally carry that much money around with them, so I was not surprised. 

We had prayed for good weather and even though it rained constantly for 30 hours on Friday and skies remained black all day Saturday, it didn't rain a drop until after dark! Many friends must have been praying! We were thankful for several church members, our co-workers, Rudy and Linda, and our son Richard, who helped.
After the sale, We cleaned up the house and returned the keys to the owner. In the final days, we made many visits, attended a second farewell party sponsored by the church in Ampflwang, and a third farewell at a youth leader's retreat. They presented me with the fanciest Swiss Army Knife I have ever seen, with over 40 tools! We celebrated Julia's birthday and drove to Vienna on Sunday, for a meeting of those who participated in the Turkey Study Tour earlier that year. While there, we visited the Vienna Zoo. I posted a video of the polar bear cubs swimming on YouTube.

On October 17, 2002, I wrote someone an email:
The house is empty. The container with most of our earthly possessions is somewhere aboard a ship in the Atlantic Ocean, headed for Philadelphia. Our four suitcases are packed and we are living out of carry-ons. Monday morning we board a plane in Salzburg, which takes us to Frankfurt. From there, we fly with Lufthansa to Philadelphia.  

The plane we take from Salzburg is a Dash 8Q-400, a $20 million, 72-passenger aircraft, purchased new in Canada in April. According to yesterday's newspaper, the aircraft has been plagued with technical problems which kept it from taking off 36 times already! Please help us pray it through! According to the same report, the plane has minimal room for baggage and many passengers are irate about their luggage arriving late. So you can also pray that our bags arrive on time! 
One more item of prayer: Pray that we can sell our car before leaving. We will need the money to purchase a car in America.

The 19-year-old son of our next door neighbor came to me shortly before our departure and said that he wanted our car. He paid cash!

Richard took us to the airport for our flight to Philadelphia via Frankfurt on October 21st. We arrived at 4:30 PM and my brother Dave with his wife Nancy picked us up. He set his GPS to use the German language, but I didn't realize it until we had crossed the bridge to New Jersey.

It was an undramatic conclusion to 38 years of ministry in Austria.

WHERE IS HOME?

Naomi and Ruth returned "home" after a long sojourn in a strange land with different customs, culture and religion (Ruth 2:15-16). It certainly was not home for Ruth and even Naomi must have felt like a stranger in her homeland after being away for so long.

Our return "home" was not without its surprises. People often talk about "culture shock" when missionaries arrive in a foreign country and culture to begin ministry, but one seldom hears about the culture shock that we have upon returning to our homeland.

I mentioned a few circumstances in this autobiography when we returned for furloughs, but we were entirely unprepared for what we experienced upon retirement. 

When we returned to America in 2002, we could identify with Naomi and Ruth. We were coming home, but felt like fish out of water.  We had no address, no phone, no car, furniture or household goods; just a bunch of stuff - clothing, photo albums and similar items. My brother had just built a new pole barn and offered to let us store our things until we knew where we would be living. 

We had requested an apartment in Cedar Lanes Missionary Homes a year in advance, but when we arrived, our apartment was still occupied by another missionary family due to circumstances beyond their control. We stayed with my brother Dave and his wife Nancy the first night. 
I looked in the classified ads of their daily paper to see if there were any station wagons for sale. Only three or four cars were listed and one was a 1992 Buick Roadmaster wagon. It was a Florida car with low mileage and no rust, so we borrowed my brother's Toyota 4x4 and drove about 30 miles to check it out. The owner had a home in Florida and another in Marlton, NJ. The station wagon had spent all its life in a salt-free environment and was everything the ad claimed it to be. We bought the car and the former owner drove it to Dave's house, after which I drove him back home in Dave's 4x4. Riding in the car, we got to talking and I found that he had owned and operated a motel across the street from cousin Carlton Holladay's motel at the Marlton interchange of the New Jersey Turnpike! 

Obtaining car insurance took us two weeks. We had to prove that we were residents of New Jersey, but how do you do that without an address? We finally gave them my brother's address and they accepted it. Then we had to have an account in a New Jersey bank. We opened an account and showed the insurance agent, but she needed proof that there was money in our account! That meant another trip to the bank. The agent asked how much "no-fault" insurance we wanted. I asked what that was and she said it covers us if we are hit by an uninsured motorist. I said that there was no such thing in Austria. You could not register a car without insurance and if the insurance was allowed to lapse, the tags were revoked. If the owner couldn't be found, the tag number was distributed to police all over the country. She patiently explained that nearly half the cars on the road in New Jersey were uninsured. I considered this for a moment and replied, "Good, I will be another uninsured motorist and let the other people pay." Needless to say, that didn't work!  

My father's "Pink House" was our furlough home three times, but he sold it to the church back in the 80s and it was torn down to make parking spaces. The church had pledged to find a replacement missionary home, but that never happened, so our good friends, Ken and Eileen Hill, purchased a double-wide and made it available to missionaries as a family project. We had stayed there before and it was the closest thing to "home" for us while on furlough. The first time we stayed there, all three of our children arrived separately from different places. Two were in college and one was living in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. When they arrived, each one said, "Oh, it's so good to be home!" 
Boaz was probably an industrious and efficient farmer. He would normally have insisted that the harvest workers waste nothing. But he was also generous and well aware of a Jewish gleaning law which allowed anyone to pick up after the harvest. When Ruth came to glean in his field, Boaz instructed his field hands to leave "handfuls of purpose" (vs. 16, KJV). Ruth's bountiful harvest was no accident.

The Hills said that there just happened to be an opening until November 30. They were God's "Boaz" for us and many other missionaries. We know that God has a special reward for people like that. On the afternoon of October 23, we moved into the Hill's double-wide, where we stayed until November 31. 

BUYING A HOUSE
We always hoped and prayed that the Lord would come before we had to retire, but just in case he didn't, we planned to purchase a house for our retirement years. We prayed, saved and researched many possibilities. Most of our friends, relatives and supporter churches were located in South Jersey. Because I grew up here and we had always stayed in South Jersey on furloughs, this seemed to be our logical option. We even considered giving all our retirement funds to Cedar Lanes Missionary Homes to build a house that we could live in for a modest fee plus utilities. That proved too complicated to work out. On our final furlough we had checked out a retirement community near Keswick Bible Conference. But we had always worked with young people and couldn't imagine living in an area with only "white-haired or bald-headed geezers" (like ourselves). 

We told the Lord that we were not fussy. Any place would do for these tired missionaries! Someone told us of a house near Woodstown that could be gotten cheaply because it needed work. 

November 15, 2002 To three brothers, Dave, Dan & Tim

We found a house that looks like it might be a good buy for us. It is a simple rancher with full basement, 3 bedrooms and 1 1/2 baths on an acre of ground. It is located on Fenwick Road, just about 100 or 200 yards from Rob Harvey's house. The asking price is $60,000 but the agency says "Make an offer!"

It will need all new siding, paint and a rear deck plus new interior (carpets or hardwood floors, kitchen etc.) but the substance looks okay. Our biggest concern would be the cracks in the basement walls. There are several smaller ones and two rather large ones (see photos). The yard is a mess too, but that is just hobby stuff..

What do you think? It would be good if Tim or Dan could look at it with us and the agent. We haven't seen the inside. We are thinking we might offer $50,000 if there are no big doubts raised. Then we wouldn't need a mortgage to buy it but just a loan for fixing it up.

We checked out the house, but the basement floor was covered with several inches of stale water and had mold on the walls. We had enough mold in our last rented house! 

When the real estate agent discovered that we were house shopping, we soon got swamped with offers! It was not at all like Austria, where we searched long and hard for housing, sometimes for years! We decided that we needed to use a different tactic.

I took a map and placed my finger in the center of South Jersey. It landed on Malaga. We checked out Malaga Camp, where the hymn, "Great is Thy Faithfulness" was first sung. We found a small house for sale and could have completely paid for it from our 401k. But the ground would still belong to the Malaga Camp Meeting and we would also be living next to a camp dormitory. That might have been too many young people to have around! The houses on the camp meeting grounds were all built very close together and it seemed like a fire hazard to us. We also felt that we would need a little more privacy as we grew older. We finally decided against that option because of the requirements. Residents are expected to attend a certain number of camp meetings and we or our heirs could only sell to someone who met those same requirements. 

We made a list of things we felt were necessary and another list of personal preferences. Necessary would be a single story house (no stairs), a residential setting, easy access but not on a busy highway, no crawl space, and a garage - for our car, not for junk! Under "Wishes," we listed a fireplace, vegetable garden, located near water and a wooded area where we could take walks for exercise. 

Three points on the "necessary" list were taken care of automatically. A small single-story rancher was all that we could afford, and houses in urban areas or on major highways were more expensive. I knew of a residential settlement with lots of trees near a lake where routes 55, 40 and 47 converged in Malaga. We decided to get in the car and ride through that area. There were half a dozen homes with "For Sale" signs on the lawns, so we stopped to look them over. One of the houses had a fairly new addition on the back and since it was empty, we looked through the windows. My wife saw a large kitchen with lots of cabinets. There were hand-stenciled borders of colorful fruit around the top of the walls. I could see a stairway that led down into a basement. Verna said, "Let's contact the agent and check it out." 
I stalled, "But there is no garage."

Becky and her two daughters flew East November 26-29 for Thanksgiving and Ralph Jr. also joined us. We were glad to have a few more eyes when we inspected the house. Ralph Jr. bought a house in Harrisburg in 1994 and Becky and Dave had purchased several since their marriage!

The real estate agent saw his opportunity and raved unnecessarily about the nice kitchen. I said that I wanted a house with a garage. He replied, "If this house had a garage you would be paying $150,000 instead of $120,000. You can build a garage for about $15,000." The stairway I had seen through the window led to a very small cellar under the kitchen, which had been added more recently. The main part of the house had only crawl space. 

The house had been built in the early to mid-fifties and had one small bath with period-typical robins-egg-blue fixtures showing 50 years of useage. All the rooms were small except for the kitchen. The refrigerator was standard-size for Americans, but twice as large as any we had owned in Austria. And there was an almost new dishwasher, something we had never owned! We had always had small kitchens in Austria, even with three children and numerous visitors. I asked Verna, "Now that we were just two persons, why would we need all that cabinet space?" The agent just ignored me and drew Verna's attention to the large stainless steel stove and oven. He said, "That brand is the best on the market!" 

While Verna swooned over the kitchen, I identified more with our 3-year-old granddaughter, Debra. She walked around the empty house and was not at all impressed. She said emphatically, "This house is boring!"

You don't have to listen to Paul Harvey to know the rest of the story! I consented to making an offer for the house that was $10,000 under the asking price. The real estate agent got nervous when he discovered that we had never owned a home and asked about our credit rating. We had no idea what a credit rating was. He warned us that we could expect to pay as much as 19% interest on a mortgage if we didn't have credit.

On one of our furloughs, I was unable to rent a car, so the mission let me have one of its business cards. We had never had our own credit card and it didn't look favorable, but the Lord took care of that problem in his own way. Verna remembered that one of our faithful supporters, Fred Harz, had served on the Board af a local bank; we could ask him for advice. He told us that he was now Chairman of the Board, and another one of our supporters had been named Bank President! They would arrange for us to get a home equity loan at a low rate of interest. 

Would the seller agree to our price? 
We didn't have to wait long for the answer to that question. It was getting cold and the house was not winterized. The owners now lived in Colorado and they quickly agreed to our offer. 

We would gladly have moved in immediately, but it doesn't work that way in America any more. We had to endure two long months of inspections, certifications, testings for sewage, water and termites, and plenty of burocratic red tape.

Because Cedar Lane still had no place for us to stay by the end of November, we took our belongings to Dave and Nancy's where we spent another two nights. We returned at 6:00 AM Sunday morning to clean the double-wide before the next missionaries arrived. After church services in Elmer, we returned to Dave and Nancy's to pack our bags for a Monday morning flight to Kansas City. We returned to Philadelphia Friday evening, December 6. Cedar Lane still had no place for us but had arranged for us to stay in an apartment in Mt Ephraim, so we moved in on Saturday.

It was a second floor apartment that had been used by the Assistant Pastor of Mt Ephraim Baptist Church. It was located on one of the busiest roads in South Jersey! I counted 1,800 vehicles per hour at 11 AM on a week day. In addition to heavy traffic, there was a 24/7 CVS drugstore across the street and a bar and restaurant directly under us. The bar was open until the wee morning hours and we were kept awake by drunks coming and going and a giant kitchen ventilator on the roof outside our bedroom window. By the smell, we figured they served a lot of seafood!
We can well imagine what Naomi's house must have been like after being away for so long. She and Ruth were very likely quite frustrated with the living conditions at their "homecoming."

While waiting for escrow, we flew west to spend Christmas and New Years with Becky and David in Vancouver, Washington. Susan and Debra tried to get the most mileage out of us while we were there. Even Chase, their German Shepherd, wanted ALL of our attention! He is the only dog I ever heard of that could throw a Frisbee and then run and catch it! Ralph Jr. also came for Christmas and Becky pampered us with her good cooking. She couldn't have gotten that from her mother, because Verna still has it! It was a delightful Christmas and so much quieter than the apartment in Mt. Ephraim!


After our return to New Jersey on January 2, we immediately checked on the house. The termite inspector had found a badly deteriorated sill, so repairs and extensive treatments were required at the seller's expense. The sill was replaced and the treatment carried out as ordered, but the repairman showed us that the rotted sill was due to water damage and not termites. An electrician had to replace several recepticles that were not up to code, but no inspector noticed the dangerous placement of a chimney. The gas hot water heater had been moved from an upstairs closet into the small cellar. For a chimney, the person who installed it simply broke a hole in the wall and routed a stove pipe through it. The hot exhaust was melting the vinyl siding. Overall, however, we felt that we had made a good purchase and were thankful to God for this, our first house.

Without credit, we had to pay high caution fees to get gas and electric service. We bought a pre-paid phone in 2002 and still had it in 2016. A friend saw it and said, "That thing is a dinosaur!" 
We made settlement on January 29, 2003, moving in the same day. It was cold with snow flurries, but we got finished and slept for the first time of our lives in our own home! It was a great feeling, not having to ask a landlord before hanging a picture on the wall!

REPAIRS AND RENOVATIONS
When we moved back to Ampflwang twenty years earlier, we joked about having so much "R&R." That abbreviation usually stands for "Rest and Relaxation" but for us, it meant "Repairs and Renovations." 

We soon came to hate the stairs leading into the cellar. The former owner was a welder and he built the spiral stairs himself. The steps were just 7 inches wide on the outer end and one inch wide on the inner end. Where you normally stepped was only about 4 inches wide and I fractured a rib soon after we moved. Verna fell partway down the stairs, but was just bruised. There was no way to close the opening either, so mice, spiders and other varmits that made their home in our crawl space had free access to our home. Meals were difficult to enjoy with the smell of musty cellar air in our kitchen. 
There was an outside Bilco door that accessed the cellar, so I ripped out the stairway and closed the opening with plywood. Then I built a pantry and enclosure with folding doors for the washer and dryer, which had been in the small celler. Only the gas furnace, hot water heater and water pump are now in the cellar. Verna's preserves and paint are also stored in the basement, but we seldom need to go down there. I still regretted that there was no full basement until November, 2011. Hurricane Irene changed my regrets to gratitude! Neighbors with basements had water problems which led to mold. God makes no mistakes!
The roof, vinyl windows and siding were relatively new, but the typical 50s style bathroom with baby-blue fixtures had to go. The floor around the toilet was soft from leaks, so I ripped everything out and replaced the floor with 3/4" waterproof plywood covered with nice tiled linoleum donated by my brother Dan. The plumbing fixtures were all replaced with the exception of the tub. We both always took showers, so I bought a walk in shower with seats.
The house had central air conditioning, but we soon discovered that it didn't work. The former owners had dogs that must have mistaken the AC for a fire hydrant and ruined it! We had gotten along without air conditioning for 38 years in Austria and thought that we could do the same in America. It wasn't the heat that changed our minds, but the humidity. The hardwood floors buckled so much that I had to cut slits with a circular saw in order to screw them back down. After we had a new air conditioner installed, I laid chestnut wood parquet in the living room and hallway. 
The dogs had also scratched the glass sliding patio doors, so I had to replace these as well. 

OUR HOUSE

Our kitchen had always been too small, but now we had a huge kitchen with many cabinets, a large refrigerator/freezer combination, a modern stainless stove and oven, and even an automatic dish washer! We had never enjoyed such luxuries in Austria, and everything, including curtains and light fixtures, came with the house! Rented places in Austria had bare rooms with nothing in them and Debra would have been bored to death! We had never owned a home and it was difficult to comprehend that this was to be our home for the rest of our lives! 
We brought almost no furniture, dishware or kitchen utensils back to America, but friends, relatives and church members -- an army of Boazes -- heaped gifts upon us. People treated us like we were paupers, yet we felt like a king and queen! When we were a family of five, we had only one set of dishes, but now we suddenly had four! We were given furniture, carpets, pots and pans and even small kitchen appliances. In fact, we ran out of storage and had to buy another wall cabinet! There was little that we needed to purchase.

We were actually better off than many of our American friends who were up to their ears in debt. Because we had been putting money in a 401k for years, we were able to pay half the purchase price of our house, and we still had enough left to install a new furnace, central air conditioning and a double garage. A couple of years later, we built a fireplace and screened gazebo, but before these materialized, I kept a special promise to Verna.
RALPH'S PROMISE TO VERNA

Between 1980 and 1987, our three children attended Black Forest Academy in Germany. On one of our visits to the school, Verna and I walked past a used car dealership near the school and Verna paused to admire one of the cars. "That is a cute car, what kind is it?" she asked. I replied that it was a Mercedes 450 SLC. That meant nothing to her, but she said, “I like it!” Without much forethought, I added, "When we retire, I will buy you one." From that time on, every time Verna spotted an SLC on the road, she asked, "Is that mine?"

About twenty years later, we were officially retired and drawing Social Security. Verna expected me to buy her a Matchbox or diecast Mercedes, but I had different plans. I reasoned that there must be a 25-30 year-old SLC somewhere that needed TLC and wouldn't cost too much. I kept checking eBay and newspapers, but most were too expensive or too far away. Most car-lovers know that a Mercedes SL is the sports model, but the SLC cost several thousand Dollars more than the SL. It was a coupe that could seat five adults comfortably, had an electric sunroof and all the extras.

Around the end of September, 2003, I found a really nice Burgundy SLC on eBay located near us. The reserve was too high so I didn't bid on it, but a week later, while Verna was packing for meetings in Connecticut, I checked eBay and saw that the owner had re-listed the car with a "Buy-it-Now" price of $6,000, well below it's book value. I drew the money from my retirement account which was intended for a garage and bought it. I didn't tell Verna, but stopped on our way to Connecticut. She asked where I was going and I just said, "Wait and see!" The owner opened the garage door and I said to Verna, "I kept my promise!"

Instead of praising me for keeping a promise that she never expected me to keep anyway, Verna accused me of squandering our meagre finances! She preferred to drive the Buick, but at least I enjoyed driving it for a year. Verna forgave my recklessness with money after I sold "her" car for $2000 more than I had paid. 

We used the money to pave the driveway, so when friends ask about the Mercedes, we tell them, “The Mercedes is in the driveway.” For a year, Verna was probably the world's only retired missionary who owned a Mercedes sportscar!

Right after selling the Mercedes, I found a builder near us who built us a lovely double garage with overhead doors and electric door openers that cost only $7,000. We still had $6,000 in our 401-K for emergencies.
GOD IS GOOD! 

Over and over, we have thanked the Lord for our house and its location. It is on a dead end street, so there is little traffic. On the other hand, we are less than five minutes from three major highways. Philadelphia is an hour's drive to the West and the beach is an hour to the East. We have a choice of three shopping malls within 10-15 miles. The nicest part is the close proximity to a lake and pleasant wooded pathways. I occasionally think of what an Austrian pastor told us after seeing a house that we rented: "This will be deducted from heaven." I still look forward to heaven, however.
Life in the USA was different from Europe and different from the life I was familiar with back in 1964. Until we had a permanent address, it was difficult to communicate with supporting churches, so we just attended services in our home church. In 40 years we had seldom had opportunity to sit and listen to a sermon. I was always the preacher, even when on vacation. During our periodical furloughs, I also preached every Sunday and even during the week. At first, I basked in the priviledge of listening to sermons in our church and on the radio, but I soon became disenchanted. Preachers would say things that I disagreed with, but there was no opportunity to discuss the sermons. I discovered that most pastors resent any discussion beyond the traditional “good sermon, Pastor” at the door. I became shocked at the ignorance and apathy of many Christians who could sit through sermons without giving any thought to what was said. 

The only Christian radio program that we could get in Austria was the shortwave broadcasts of Trans World Radio, but here in America, there were many. Thanks to the internet, we can even listen to the German stations we heard in Austria.

A NEW MISSIONFIELD

In nearly four decades of ministry in Austria, we could not get involved in politics. We didn't vote in American elections because we were poorly informed about candidates and the voting process required a 200 mile round trip to Vienna. Our votes would only be counted if the election was extremely close. Once settled in America, however, it didn't take us long to become active in local, state and national politics. I became infuriated with the greed and unethical practices of politicians in both parties and disgusted with citizens who just shrugged their shoulders and said, "There's nothing we can do about it." Many Christians didn't vote! I started a blog in 2007, wrote letters to newspapers, attended demonstrations and helped kick off the South Jersey Tea Party movement in April of 2009. I created a website called “Taxpayer Electoral Alliance” (T.E.A. Party) and Verna and I staged a public demonstration in front of a monument commemorating the Greenwich Tea Party of 1774, offering people free tea and cookies along with information flyers. We also helped with a demonstration on the Ocean City Boardwalk, protesting the construction of a large windmill farm planned just off shore.
At a Congress of Conservative Bloggers in 2010, I introduced ourselves as retired missionaries living in Southern New Jersey. Someone asked why we had chosen to retire in New Jersey, where property taxes were highest in the nation. I replied that we were perhaps retired from Europe, but still missionaries -- and New Jersey needs missionaries!

This would be our missionfield until the Lord calls us home or returns for his church. Just about every concieveable sin resides on our street or close by. There are drunks, drug dealers, prostitutes, members of religious sects and even a registered sex offender. And we live in what most people would consider a respectable neighborhood! It is our goal and prayer that many neighbors will get to know our Savior!

One of the first persons we talked to was a lady who lived diagonally across the street with her invalid husband. When she heard that we were retired missionaries, she said, "Well don't try to convert us; we are Jehovahs Witnesses."  I just smiled warmly and said, "We make no promises!"

Retirement

We tell people that we are not retired, but only retreaded. Soon after we returned to America and started to settle into our new situation, Gospel Missionary Union changed its name to Avant Ministries. Around the same time, the mission created a new division just for people like us. 

It is called Avant Ambassadors and composed of retirees and missionaries who had to leave their fields of service due to political conditions, a family crises or any number of other reasons, but were still willing and able to serve the Lord in some way. 


Some serve as pastors of Spanish-speaking churches in the USA and others serve in camps, work with foreign students enrolled in American Universities, do recruitment and much more. Following are some of our own activities. (go to our personal website for additional information).
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Representing missions in churches, schools, conferences & camps
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Participation in or leadership of short term mission teams and projects
[image: image4.png]


Assistance in opening new fields
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Promotion and fund-raising for special mission projects
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Personal encouragement of new or inexperienced missionaries
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Helping missionaries raise support, mediating with pastors and churches
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Assistance in the use of multimedia - PowerPoint, digital video and web development
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Conducting seminars (as requested or on prepared subjects)
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Pulpit supply

[image: image11.png]


Recruiting in colleges and universities
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Assisting churches in setting up mission conferences
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Writing articles and books
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Raising puppies for The Seeing Eye
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Multimedia on various subjects
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Chalk Talks for all occasions

Index
CHAPTER 36  -  SEEING EYE DOGS

Since 2007, we have been volunteer puppy raisers for The Seeing Eye, the nation's oldest and largest provider of guide dogs. This article should not be considered an expert viewpoint, but just reflects our own perspective after several years of experience.


Our first dog, "Venita," was a Lab/Golden mix that went to a blind woman in North Carolina. "Pumpkin" was our second dog. After finishing four months of training at The Seeing Eye, Pumpkin came into the service of an elderly blind man in upper New York State. Our third dog was a beautiful German Shepherd named "TR" that learned well but was taken out of the program due to ongoing health issues. The fourth was a black Lab named "Betsy." Someone else had raised her for six months, but something was obviously wrong. We are not given details but soon discovered that she was afraid of men. I never met a dog that I couldn't befriend quickly and this was a new experience. She was fine around Verna but if Verna left the house, Betsy went into hiding until she returned. We decided that I should feed her until she warmed up to me. As they say in German, "Love goes through the stomach." After a month, she still didn't trust me. I was able to pet her a bit but then she would walk away. We called The Seeing Eye and shared this information, saying that we wanted to raise guide dogs and not someone's pet. Betsy went back to TSE in Morristown and they found that she was also afraid of vacuum cleaners and lawn mowers. A woman who worked at TSE got her as a pet. 

The fifth puppy was "Nina," a yellow Lab and she turned out to be very special. After we raised her, she returned to TSE on October 28, 2013. We soon received notice that she had passed her physical and begun the normal four months of training in harness. She completed successfully and we attended her "Town Walk" on April 7, 2014. The next and final communication about the dog we raised would be notification that the dog had been placed with a blind person. Very little information is given at that point to ensure privacy. We attended "Family Day" at The Seeing Eye August 9th and saw that Nina's name was still on the list of dogs presently in training. We mentioned this to Nina's trainer and she said, "Oh no, Nina was matched in May. There must be a mistake!" The following day we received a phone call from the person in charge of training. He was very apologetic and explained what had happened. A female High School graduate had applied for a Seeing Eye Dog to accompany her through studies at a university. This is not uncommon, but the girl was also immobile and unable to do many things for herself. TSE only trains dogs for guiding the blind, but felt that Nina might be able to perform this difficult task. Three more months of special training of both dog and "student" were added. The man then said, "Nina is a very special dog and you can be very proud of her." 
The sixth puppy was a cute yellow Lab named "Pippi." In fact, Pippi thought her name was "Cute" and every time she heard someone say "cute" she would begin wagging her tail and jumping for attenton. She really lived up to her name. Pippi Longstocking is a fictional character in a series of children's books by Swedish author Astrid Lindgren, published in 64 languages. We are happy that our Lab didn't get Pippi's full name, "Pippilotta Delicatessa Windowshade Mackrelmint Ephraim's Daughter Longstocking"! Wikipedia describes her, "Pippi is unconventional, assertive, and has superhuman strength, being able to lift her horse one-handed without difficulty... She frequently mocks and dupes adults she encounters, Pippi usually reserves her worst behavior for the most pompous and condescending of adults. Pippi does not want to grow up." 

Pippi was the most vocal dog we ever had but we managed to stop her from barking. She then resorted to "talking" -- with her mouth closed! Verna took a video of her trying to tell me that it was time to go out and play with her wheel which I would roll and she loved to chase. She had her front paws on my knees and the toy in her mouth while talking. I pretended to not understand and she argued with me until I finally said, "Oh, you want to go out and play!" With that, she jumped off my knees and headed for the door! 

Another unforgettable experience was Pippi's Town Walk in July, 2015. We had just finished reading the book, Trusting Calvin by Sharon Peters. Calvin was the chocolate Lab guide dog of a blind Jewish Holocaust survivor, Max Edelmann. During his time in a concentration camp, Max was often made to get in a line of fellow prisoners. A guard would point to one of the men and say to his German Shepherd, "Kill!" The dog would leap for the victims jugular and tear him to shreds while the other prisoners had to watch. After many years in the USA, Max thought that he could handle a guide dog, but the needed bonding didn't take place. Calvin tried, but Max just couldn't trust the dog. Then one day, while walking with the dog, he stepped off the curb to cross a street and would have been hit by a speeding car if Calvin had not pulled him back. Max was at first shocked and then became angry that the dog had disobeyed. A bystander saw the entire episode and told Max that the dog had possibly saved his life. Max became so grateful that he hugged Calvin with tears in his eyes. From that moment on there was a deep bond between the two. It was a moving story, but what fascinated us most was the fact that Calvins trainer was Jan Abbott, the same person who trained Pippi! We got her to autograph the book and pasted a photo of her with Pippi inside the cover. She said that Pippi had done very well in training. Because we wrote in one of our monthly reports that she liked to lay in the hot sun, Jan said TSE was considering matching her with a teacher in Peurto Rico.

Our seventh puppy from The Seeing Eye was a playful black Lab named Sabrina, who joined us in July, 2015. When Sabrina was four months old, we received word from The Seeing Eye that Pippi had flunked and was being taken out of the program. Did we want Pippi as a pet? If not, there were many waiting to adopt her. 

The reason given was because Pippi insisted on jumping onto a train with her blind partner instead of walking normally. We found it difficult to fathom that Pippi went through four months of training with no problems and only during the final training month with her selected partner did she refuse to climb aboard a train properly. We said that we would happily take her back! Pippi was a great help in the last ten months of raising Sabrina. Pippi is a good working dog, so we had her certified as a therapy dog with a reputable national service dog organization. She now makes regular visits to a nearby Veterans Home and Hospital. 

Sabrina returned to The Seeing Eye on August 29, 2016 and we watched her successful Town Walk on January 12, 2017. Our 8th puppy from The Seeing Eye arrived October 24. Like Sabrina, Hannah was a lovely black Lab and a quick learner. Pippi was like a mother to her at first, but as Hannah grew, they became inseperable playmates. When we took Pippi with Sabrina or Hannah for walks, people called them "Salt and Pepper"! Hannah also completed training successfully and we enjoyed her Town Walk on May 8, 2018. 

DOG NAMES

The Seeing Eye breeds its own dogs according to a carefully thought-out plan. A few of the best dogs after training are kept for a year or two as breeders before matching them with a blind person. Puppies in each litter are given names that begin with a certain letter of the alphabet. Our first dog was from a "V" litter, the second and sixth from a "P" litter and so on. 

It seems that little care is given to naming the puppies and some of the names remind me of Johnny Cash's song about "A Boy Named Sue". Our second puppy was born on Thanksgiving Day. We had difficulty explaining to people why our black dog was named "Pumpkin" and her yellow sibling was named "Pilgrim." Another Golden Retriever was named "Angus" which is usually associated with the color black. TR is the international country code for Turkey, but TR was obviously a GERMAN Shepherd! We inserted the German word for "dogs" ("Hunde") between those two letters and got "Thunder." That name seemed more appropriate, but raisers are required to use the dog's official name when giving commands. 
GIVING THEM UP

People often ask if it isn't difficult to give up a puppy after 12 to 14 months. We tell them that we are raising them to serve others. Our parents raised us to serve and after we went off to Austria, they didn’t see much of us or our children. We raised our own children to serve and are happy that they have found their places in life. If we keep the purpose in mind, the prospect of giving the dogs up becomes anticipated rather than dreaded. It gives us a feeling of accomplishment that we can contribute in this way to a blind person's needs. 

At Christmas time, 2018, we got a great Christmas gift. Puppy raisers seldom know much about the people who get the dogs they raise. We only know what state or country the recipient lives in and sometimes their gender or occupation. It is possible for the recipient to contact the raiser if the correspondence is anonymous and forwarded through the guide dog organization. At the Puppy Raiser Club Christmas party on December 11, 2018, our club leader called Verna to the front and presented her with a hand-knit gift of four lovely place mats from the anonymous blind lady who got Hannah, the eighth puppy we raised for The Seeing Eye! Blind people can now "write" with computers via voice recognition text programs. The following letter was in the package!
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

From Hannah's partner

As I was knitting these place mats, Hannah was curled up besinde me; wev'e established joint occupancy of the futon.

My partnership with Hannah is an amazing experience that began even before she came into my life. Hannah is my fifth guide dog; most have been German Shepherds. When an instructor from The Seeing Eye came to interview me, I couldn't imagine continuing without a guide dog, I had serious reservations because I am now fully retired from teaching. By the time the instructor left, I could hardly wait to get to Morristown [headquarters of The Seeing Eye].

I had spent Easter with three generations of a family involved with "Dogs for Rescue" who had four Labs. I was surrounded by an observer, a scavenger, a snuggler and one with a stub of a tail. Once again having my hands on fur gave me an incredible joy and peace. Little did I know that this was a harbinger of  my extraordinary partnership with Hannah.

Each of my dogs has been special, but the standard was unintentionally set by my first guide dog. Hannah is the only dog that meets that standard. Some of her habits have not changed. "Licorice" is still a perfect nickname for obvious reasons. [Explanation: When Hannah returned to The Seeing Eye, we wrote a short anonymous letter to the person who would become her partner, saying a few things about Hanna. In the letter, we wrote that we had given her the nickname "Licorice" because she was black and likes to lick people to show her affection.]  I also rediscovered that if I don't eliminate soft toys, Hannah eventually will! She doesn't play with toys a lot. She often presents one to me. 

More than anything else, Hannah wants to please. I can't tell you how often Hannah deliberately makes me laugh! When I praise her for something that she does well, she prances. I almost never have to correct her. When she guides me, I feel perectly safe. 

Recently, I wanted to experience our first snowfall. I walked out into the yard with Hannah. I would not have attempted this with my other dogs out of concern that they might not be able to handle the situation. Snow without a path can be difficult to navigate for many reasons, one being how it sounds. There was a lot more snow than I expected, but Hannah learns quickly and we both enjoyed our little adventure. Oh, the stories I could tell!

As you said in your report, Hannah is incredibly smart. Here is an example. I was visiting my "forever friend" who is also blind. When I take Hannah out to relieve herself, I don't always put the harness on, which makes it difficult to follow her. When I asked Hannah to bring me back to the unfamiliar porch, she had a better idea and tokk me to the left railing ot the porch steps. 

We are "out and about" a lot. Hannah is always lavishly admired yet well-behaved. I am a member of the Glee Club in our Senior Center and recently, we visited a veteran's coffee house to honor veterans and commemorate the end of World War I. There was total chaos, much noise and a therapy dog named "Rosie" wandering around unattended. Rosie came over to Hannah, but Hannah ignored her and did her job. She was not bothered by the extreme noise, nor does thunder or fireworks bother her.

We do work with children where I introduce them to Braile and talk about guide dogs. We also give presentations to adults. 

Hannah has enriched my life more than I can explain. I plan to be in South Carolina and Florida in January, but would not do this without my guide dog. Because of her skill, Hannah has given me a new sense of independence where I don't require sighted assistance. Hannah is remarkable and has made my life glorious!

Every day I am thankful for the blessing of Hannah and am thankful to you for this most precious gift in my life.

In the letter we wrote to accompany Hannah, we mentioned that Hannah loved to attend church and we hoped that she would have that priviledge in her new life. Hannah's anonymous partner included something she wrote for her church bulletin. I will include excerpts here. 

Hannah grew to love the family that raised her and trained her as a puppy. They introduced her to a variety of experiences… When Hannah is not in harness, she is just a dog and bit of puppy. She follows me around with a big bone in her mouth... I am grateful for your prayers and support. I keep thinking of our choir anthem, "Make Me a Servant, Lord." One verse says, "Give me a willing heart, ready to go, ready to stay, willing to always obey." That is the message of Hannah and perhaps that is her message for all of us.

We are both over eighty and a dog could easily outlive us. But raising puppies for The Seeing Eye keeps us fit, and we probably won't have to make "end-of-life decisions" for our pet.  
FROM WOLVES TO GUIDE DOGS
Although people have other house pets, only one is commonly domesticated. Some might argue that cats are in the same category, but we have had both, and cats are never domesticated! Dogs belong to the family, but the family and everything else belong to the cat!

Dogs descended from wolves which do not make good pets. Wolves are inherently pack animals. We hear the term, "lone wolf," but that is a rarity. Even in zoos, wolves are seldom kept alone. If you separate a pack animal from its pack, a personality change begins to take place. In extreme cases, an isolated pack animal will refuse to eat, get sick or even die, but dogs have adapted to humans over time. They are still pack animals by nature, which is why a dog gets excited when it sees another dog.
 
Dogs are very teachable, sociable and cooperative because of their need to belong. If dogs are neglected or mistreated, however, they can become vicious. In cities of some third world nations, roaming packs of wild dogs have become a serious problem.
 
A wolf pack is composed of an "alpha pair" and its offspring, consisting of anywhere from 6 to 15 wolves. The alpha male is the pack leader but there are also "beta wolves" which aid the leader in organizing and commanding the pack. If the alpha wolf weakens, is injured or dies, a beta wolf will assume the position of alpha wolf. A hierarchy also develops within the pack. The struggle for superiority begins in a litter as pups contend with one another in play. Wolves may gain superiority by means of their strength, their capabilities or due to their age and experience. Just as the litter can have a "runt," the pack may have an outcast. But all wolves cooperate with the alpha pair.
 
Some breeds of dogs make excellent sheep dogs because their herding instinct is strong. Herding is actually a tactic of hunting. Wolves surround their prey before attacking.
 
 Like most other animals, dogs are guided almost entirely by instinct, and a dog's instinct tells it to seek its kind. If there is no other dog around, the dog looks for the next best company. You have perhaps heard stories and seen pictures of dogs that adopt kittens or other animals. Watch this clip of a dog and deer friendship http://www.dogwork.com/ddsff4/
 A wolf rarely barks and it is possible that dogs bark more because they are domesticated. They bark to get humans' attention, but growling and whining are the preferred methods of communicating with other dogs. A dog may whine when it wants or needs something. There are friendly growls and warning growls, but humans have difficulty distinguishing between them. Dogs yelp when they are hurting and puppy raisers also learn to emit a high-pitched yelp when a puppy uses its razor-sharp teeth where it shouldn't!
 
PUPPY RAISERS
Persons wishing to raise a Seeing Eye puppy must attend a local club of puppy raisers for several months before they receive a puppy. Some of the best puppy raisers are young people. A young person who raises two puppies for the Seeing Eye by graduation from High School receives a college scholarship, but most don't raise puppies for that reason.We have a teenager in our local club who has successfully raised 11 puppies! A number of puppy raisers have raised 25 or more puppies, and we met one lady, who raised 75! 

The puppy raiser club is one of very few situations in which young and old work together, enjoy each other's company and learn from each other. Even churches generally separate people into specific age groups.
 
Puppy raisers for The Seeing Eye are all volunteers and receive no pay. The Seeing Eye pays veterinarian costs and defrays the cost of food, but young dogs like to chew and can destroy articles of clothing, carpets and even furniture! Such expenses come out of our own pockets, so we are constantly watching and diverting their attention with appropriate toys. We keep a can of "Bitter Apple" handy to spray on chair and table legs. Dogs don't like the taste of the stuff.
 
Puppy raisers for The Seeing Eye get a comprehensive folder containing information, commands, tips and guidelines along with their puppy. Some commands are different from those used by other dog-owners. When a puppy jumps up on people or furniture, the command is, "Off!" Instead of "Stay" we use the command, "Rest." The command, "Stay back!" is used to tell the dog that it can't go with us. There is good reason for every rule even when it seems to be contrary to a dog's nature. The dog must learn "park time," eliminating on command when and where it is told to do so. A male dog must learn not to raise its leg or "mark territory."


Instead of the customary "heel" command, raisers teach the dog to "forward." The rear hips of the dog should be about even with the raiser's left side and the dog should have a steady pull on the leash. Strangers sometimes ask us if the dog is taking us for a walk. It actually is because that is what guide dogs do! But even when it is guiding, the dog is following commands. When we give a command, we always say the dog's name to get its attention. This could also prevent a stranger from telling the dog to do something that might cause problems for a blind person.
 
Most animal trainers use treats or food, but The Seeing Eye puppy raiser uses only patience and praise. When the puppy has difficulty understanding what it is to do, we allow it time to process what we want. When it obeys, even if not perfectly or by chance, we still give it praise. The puppies catch on quickly and become eager learners. Commands are seldom repeated once they are learned. If the dog doesn't respond immediately, the raiser waits patiently until it does. If a dog does something we don't like or picks up an item it shouldn't have, we utter a sharp, "aah aah!" If it is on a leash, we may also give it a quick tug. Raisers may forcefully remove a forbidden object from the puppy's mouth, but physical punishment is not an option, nor is it necessary. Simply turning our back on the dog is sometimes sufficient correction.
 
A guide dog is not allowed to eat any "people food." The dog lies quietly under the table when it's master eats. We can eat hamburgers in our car and the dog doesn't beg. This may seem cruel to many dog owners, but the guide dog will be permitted in restaurants and grocery stores, so this is an important rule. Dogs must learn to abide by rules even when no one is watching. No blind person would want a "counter surfer" or a dog that steals and hides shoes.
 
Our dogs are always on a leash when away from home. In public places they usually wear a scarf or, if over six months old, a vest. They must pass a test in order to get "vested." When we put The Seeing Eye scarf or vest on our dogs, they know that they are expected to be on their best behavior. They learn quickly to distinguish between work and play times.
 
We try to expose the dogs to as many situations as possible, taking the dogs almost everywhere we go. They become familiar with shops, malls, parades, traffic and even meetings. Some of us take our dogs to church. The dog learns to lie quietly at the feet of its master in meetings, cars, trains and even on airplanes. Some airports sponsor practice boarding for puppy raiser clubs, including a body check of the dogs. Raisers give dogs  experience on stairs and in elevators, but use of an escalator is reserved for professional trainers of The Seeing Eye. Most businesses and authorities are aware of the guide dog program and cooperate readily. We attempt to use common sense in all situations, requesting permission when in doubt. Because our puppies are not yet fully trained, restaurants, grocery stores and swimming beaches are off limits unless we receive special permission. There are also insurance and legal restrictions that we must abide by. Once the dogs are fully trained by The Seeing Eye and matched with a blind person, there are very few places where a guide dog may not go. 
 
Puppy raisers get together monthly in local clubs to learn, to share experiences and to practice obedience. When one raiser goes on vacation, another will "puppy sit." The dogs soon realize that we all belong to the "pack." We can trade off puppies and go through the commands with no problem because all abide by the same rules.
 
Clubs organize outings to ball games and other events where there are crowds and unusual noises. We have taken dogs on ferry and steam train rides, concerts, to a live Christmas nativity, Longwood Gardens and a Civil War Reenactment.
We also do demonstrations at fairs, in schools and for various groups. It is important to inform people how to act around service dogs. We did a demo for a group of several hundred Girls Scouts on one occasion. The girls were invited to pet one of the dogs afterward and it seemed that all of them wanted to pet our silky black Pumpkin! She seemed to enjoy all the attention! 
 
The Seeing Eye has its own breeding station, selecting breeders according to learning capability as much as their physical condition. By the time a puppy raiser gets the dog at 7 weeks, it can sit on command and is eager to learn. 
 
If the total cost of The Seeing Eye operation is divided by the number of successful matches, a Seeing Eye dog costs about $65,000! The blind person, however, pays only a symbolical fee of $150 for the first dog. That includes travel to TSE, room, board, and equipment.
 
About 70% of the dogs make it through the entire guide dog program. A few are released from the program for physical reasons, others for showing fear in certain situations or because they get too easily distracted. An OPD or "Out-of-Program Dog" often gets a "career change." We recently watched a demonstration of police dogs by the County Sheriff's Department. After showing what one of the dogs could do in sniffing out drugs or bombs, the K-9 officer proudly said, "This is our best dog, but he was a drop-out from The Seeing Eye." Other OPDs become therapy dogs or search and rescue dogs. No dog raised by Seeing Eye puppy raisers could become an attack dog for catching criminals, however. Our dogs are trained to be very docile.

 
Because guide dogs are shown much kindness and gentleness, they don't get aggressive. They are often together with other dogs in the club and interact well. This creates a problem, however, in that service dogs can be vulnerable to attack by an aggressive dog. Some States have passed laws to protect working dogs and the owners of dogs that injure or kill a working dog may be fined. Unfortunately, there are States that still have no such law on their books.
 
It is important to note that puppy raisers are not trainers. Professional training takes place at The Seeing Eye headquarters in Morristown, New Jersey when the dog is 12-15 months old. Training generally lasts four months after which the raiser is invited to go to Morristown and watch the "Town Walk." This is a sort of "graduation exercise" in which we can watch the dog do all that it was trained to do. This includes what TSE calls "civil disobedience." If a guide dog perceives danger, it will disobey the command of it's owner. You can watch our first dog, "Venita's Town Walk" on YouTube. 


There are usually a few tears when a dog returns to The Seeing Eye, but not on the part of the dog. It has become so eager to learn, that it actually anticipates the next adventure. Whoever provides care, food and direction will be the next "pack leader." And we soon have another cute puppy to raise.
 
For more information, check The Seeing Eye website: http://www.seeingeye.org/
I am webmaster of our local Seeing Eye Puppy Raiser Club: http:www.cc4hpuppypower.org
December 6, 2012 blog - Puppy Raising at 2:30 AM
We got the fifth puppy to raise for The Seeing Eye three weeks ago. After Venita, Pumpkin, TR and Betsy, we now have Nina. I don't know of any female piano players named Nina, but at ten weeks, Nina is the pee-anist puppy we ever saw. 

Dogs normally learn ways to signal their masters when they need to pee or poop, but The Seeing Eye pup must learn the "Park Time" command (TSE terminology). We take the puppy out right after it wakes up from a nap and soon after it eats. For the first month or so, we also take the pup out in half-hour intervals for "Park Time." We wait patiently until the puppy "eliminates" (another TSE term), after which the pup is praised and petted. As the puppy learns to restrain itself, the intervals between Park Times can be gradually extended.
I was up four times with Nina the first night we had her. In the second night, it was only twice and the third night, Nina made it through until 5:00 AM. In the first week, Nina had only a few accidents during the day, so we were optimistic. The second week was something else! And last night was hopefully the climax of Nina's incontinence.

Nina did her Park Time at 10:00 PM before going to bed, but woke me up at 2:30 AM this morning, wanting to go out. I should have jumped, but first tried to tell her that she was a Seeing Eye Pup and was supposed to do Park Time on command. "Go back to sleep!" I said.

That was a mistake, and Nina only whined more urgently. I rubbed sleep out of my eyes, turned on the lamp, and pulled on my shoes and pants. Seeing Eye dogs always sleep tied to the bed, so I unhooked her. Before I could fasten the leash to her collar, Nina dashed out of the room with me hot in pursuit. Not wanting to clean up after her, I didn't take time to turn on the hall light. That was my second mistake.

The outside of our home is decorated for Christmas, but I just got boxes of decorations out of the attic yesterday to do the inside. Verna said she wanted to polish the furniture and finish washing windows before we got started on that project. Because our home is small, I stacked the boxes temporarily in our narrow hallway. Another mistake!

You can guess what happened next. After getting out of my tangle of ornaments, I saw the puppy squatting on the carpet in my office! I grabbed her before she was finished eliminating and took off running for the door. Fourth mistake of the morning! 

We have a folding gate to keep the puppy out of the living room, but usually keep it open at night. It was pitch dark and I had to rely on memory to find the door. The gate was closed and I became a noisy gate crasher. Nina was so frightened that she eliminated on my arm. My wife finally woke up and yelled, "Are you hurt?" I had fallen onto the grapefruit tree, which has one inch thorns as sharp as puppy teeth. But I lied and said, "No, I am okay."

Nina had run into a corner and was trembling after all that commotion. I comforted her and talked soothingly before picking her up and taking her out for Park Time. Believe it or not, she not only pooped, but also peed some more!

I made my wife promise to get rid of that grapefruit tree before letting her go back to sleep. It took me a while to get to sleep. I had learned a little of what it must be like to be blind. And I came to realize how important it is, that we teach our puppies when, where and how to eliminate. 

Index
CHAPTER 37  -  ROMANS 8:28

And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to his purpose. 

Nearly all Christians have at some time memorized this verse and drawn comfort from it, but few pause to consider the broad scope of the Apostle's words. "All things working together" are for good! For whom? "To them that love God" (agape= full commitment with no expectation of personal reward). "To them who are the called according to His purpose." The second word of this verse, "we," is defined by the latter conditions. If the latter conditions describe you, then you can include yourself in the "we".  

The Apostle Paul is writing these words. He says, "we know," expecting that recipients of his letter would identify with his statement. He doesn't claim to be quoting God, but he fully expects all committed Christians to agree with him if we are "called according to God's purpose." His purpose for us is established and cannot be questioned. The word "called" is in the past tense, meaning we have at some time responded and accepted God's call. 

I must confess that I have often had a problem believing this verse and at times done exactly the opposite – I doubted that my service for God was producing anything of value. I often felt that I was wasting time and money. I am not a chronic pessimist, and some close friends have labeled me "an incurable optimist," but there were many situations in which I felt defeated and questioned God's leading. Some of those feelings may have filtered through in what I have written in this autobiography. I am quite human and am certainly not a giant of the faith! 

Although there were phases of doubting, I can say looking back, that God has been faithful and never tested me more than I could bear (I Corinthians 10:13). Whatever we do according to God's purpose produces fruit. In fact, it may keep on producing fruit long after we are out of the picture.   

Back in 1966 we started a "Jungschar" (German for kids who no longer want to be called children, yet are not readily accepted by teenagers) in Ampflwang. Eighteen years later, Kurt Mühlematter enrolled as a student in the Austrian Bible Institute with a burden to start a national Jungschar organization (covered in Chapter 27). Because God had given me the same desire, we joined forces and the flame burned brighter. By the time Kurt graduated, the Jungschar organization was founded and growing all over Austria! Christians in other European nations heard about the movement and asked for help starting similar groups. In 2001, we helped Kurt with the first international Jungschar Leadership Camp, held in central Slovakia with nine nations represented! We retired from Austria the following year, but 25 years after its founding, the Jungschar has expanded into a dozen European nations and it may soon come to America! 

The history of the Bible Institute that we founded in 1984 (Chapter 21) reminds me of Joseph's interpretation of Pharaoh's troubling dream. He told Pharaoh that there would be seven bountiful years followed by seven lean years. This was also the case with the Bible Institute, which grew and thrived until 1991. In that year the Board voted to purchase a property in Lower Austria. I had argued against the move for several reasons, one being that I could not move with the school if it relocated to another province. The next seven years were plagued with problems and instead of growth, there were fewer students each year. In 1999, after 14 years of operation as a boarding school, a new program of decentralized theological study in major urban centers was introduced. The name was changed again to "Evangelikales Bildungswerk Österreich" and a cooperative arrangement with the Martin Bucher Seminary in Germany enabled students to earn Bachelors and Masters degrees. The school continued under this new format, offering localized Christian training in urban centers, but I was disappointed. 
Two years after we retired from missionary service in Austria, a second school, the Evangelikale Akademie Österreich (Evangelical Academy of Austria) was founded in Vienna. The founder and Director was Richard Moosheer, who served 14 years as Professor and member of the Board of Directors in our Bible Institute. Sometime after that, a third school, the "Akademie für Theologie und Gemeinde Österreichs" was also founded. 
Then, in 2017, we received a pleasant surprise.

Before I share that surprise, I need to share some more history. For many centuries, there was only one recognized religion in Austria: the Roman Catholic Church. This explains the origin of the term, "Holy Roman Empire" which was ruled by the Hapsburg lineage for six centuries. During those years, there were no printed Bibles, mass was in Latin and access to God's Word was reserved for clergy. The only "gospel" that most people received was that which was depicted in paintings or shared in other art forms such as music and imagery.
 
Luther's protestant reformation began in Germany but soon found fruitful soil in Austria. Within a few short years, a majority of Austrians claimed to be protestant, but around 1600, the tables were turned and the brutal "counter reformation" began. Many who refused to return to the Catholic Church or leave their homeland were slaughtered and there was a mass exodus of protestants, not a few of whom sailed to the New World.
 
It was not until October 13, 1781 (six days before the American Revolution ended), that Emperor Joseph II signed the "edict of toleration" allowing protestants to live in Austria. Leaders in the Habsburg regime and Catholic Church were shocked when over 76,000 citizens immediately declared themselves to be protestants. There would have been many more, but especially anabaptist groups feared that the edict was a ploy to trick them into revealing themselves. For many years non-Catholics continued to be suppressed. Their churches were not permitted within 200 meters of any roadway or to have steeples, for example.
 
After World War I and especially during the Allied Occupation, several other religions received government recognition as churches. Recognition of the Jewish religion was practically mandated following the holocaust. The Mormons received recognition in 1955 through the influence of a high-ranking American General, and the Methodists received state recognition after a wealthy member of the church donated a valuable property in central Vienna to the Austrian Socialist Party. Other churches such as the Baptists were free to have houses of worship, but these were treated as private clubs. 


Evangelical Churches Finally recognized  
After Austria joined the European Union in 1996, the matter of limited religious freedom became an issue in the European Parliament. Because there were no longer borders between member states, citizens of member countries were demanding the same recognition and treatment across the EU. In 2013, various religious groups began negotiating with the Austrian government and some received limited recognition. Baptists, for instance, formed a loose alliance with other evangelical churches in order to meet membership requirements set by the government. This new recognition as churches does not make them equal to already established "State Churches" such as the Roman Catholics and Lutherans, but they are now recognized as religious institutions and there is much more "freedom of religion."


One pastor jested at a conference, "Now we can visit our members in jail." Prior to recognition, Pastors were often denied permission to visit their own church members in hospitals outside of normal visiting hours. Most public hospitals now permit this, but some Catholic hospitals still show resistance. When our children attended public schools, they were listed as having no religious affiliation. Baptists are still not permitted to baptize anyone under 18 without parental consent and members enjoy no tax benefits for their charitable gifts to the church. Churches, however, can no longer be "bullied" as heretical sects in the press or denied freedoms enjoyed by other religions.

Now comes that pleasant surprise for us: When Austria recognized evangelical churches, one clause stated that their educational institutions would be recognized under the same criteria as other educational institutions. Leaders of these three schools prayerfully decided to merge in order to meet requirements for state recognition as a private Christian university! The more than 700-page application was presented to the Austrian government in February of 2018. 

God has already performed several miracles, one of them being the provision of an ideally suited and located campus. A Christian real estate agent had acquired a property next to the new Central Railway Station of Vienna and agreed to lease space to the University for a reasonable price. Work began in early 2018 to prepare the campus. Everything had to meet standards for handicap access and safety regulations.

The legal application for university status was presented to the Austrian government for approval on February 28, 2018 and returned three times for needed revisions. It grew to over 800 pages and a couple of the demands seemed impossible to meet, yet God again worked miracles as only he can. 

At least in the beginning, a sizable portion of the finances must come from donations and the government would not accept this without legal assurances. It demanded a six-year assurance of annually 100,000 Euros. God laid this need on the hearts of several Christian businessmen who signed legal assurances to cover 600,000 Euros of possible operational shortfall. 

The choice and financing of qualified professors was another difficult hurdle. It was finally decided that the university at first offer only theological education with the well-qualified faculty already present. As other departments are added, individual application for approval would be made. 

Work on the future home of the proposed Christian University, "Campus Danubia," progressed throughout 2018 and was finally completed in September. Over 14,000 books were transferred to the new library (many of which came from our Bible Institute library). Installation of furnishings, fixtures and equipment followed, and a Dedication Service for the new campus was set for October 5th. God showed his favor on this occasion in a very special way. Just three hours before the meeting was to begin, notice was served by the Austrian government stating that the (now 800-page) application had been approved! The final step was a two-day visitation of an international commission with leaders of the school on February 12 and 13, 2019 to determine accreditation. The results of this process is still not 100% complete, but university classes began in the Fall of 2019! 

The new Central Railroad Station of Vienna next door to the new University
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Campus Danubia University


CHAPTER 38  -  LAMBS & WOLVES

The New Testament records two occasions on which our Lord sent out disciples. Matthew 10 reports on the sending of the twelve and Luke 10 records the sending of seventy disciples. Missionaries generally use the passage in Luke 10 for their presentations. Luke 10:1-20 seems custom tailored for missionary presentations, covering the entire spectrum of modern missions:
 * Seventy missionaries are commissioned by the Lord in verse one.
 * The great need in the world and the sense of urgency for missions is expressed in verse two.
 * The Lord sends the seventy out into missionary service ("Go!") in verse three.
 * Verse four deals with missionary support levels and initial outfitting.
 * Verses 5 – 11 present a detailed mission strategy.
 * In verses 12 – 16, the missionaries are told what they can expect and how to respond.
 * Finally, in verses 17 – 20, the missionaries come home on furlough and report to the Home Board, where they get a debriefing.

 Luke concludes the missions challenge in verse 17 with the happy ending that people, especially Americans, delight in. The disciples return rejoicing and victorious!
 
Matthew skips the happy ending and adds 25 extremely uncomfortable verses. It's no wonder missionaries prefer to use the text in Luke 10. (Read Matthew 10!)
 
But there is one difficult verse in both passages that missionaries and pastors normally gloss over. I have never heard anyone expound on Matthew 10:16 or Luke 10:3. Jesus made virtually the same statement in both commissioning services. Why don't missionaries deal seriously with these verses?
 
In Matthew 10:16, Jesus, the Good Shepherd, sends his disciples out as “sheep in the midst of wolves!” Luke 10:3 says, "as lambs among wolves." 
 
You have most likely read and heard these verses many times. Have you ever paused to consider what Jesus is saying? After all, it IS part of the so-called "Great Commission." And if it is repeated in both sendings, Jesus must have felt that it was important for us to know and understand. 
SHEEP AND LAMBS
Sheep are fearful, clumsy and defenseless creatures. And they are also dumb. The flock is their refuge, and the shepherd is their protectorate. This is particularly true of lambs. A dozen sheep could be considered a small flock, but not 70 lambs.
 
No shepherd in his right mind would lead his flock of sheep or lambs anywhere near wolves, yet the "Good Shepherd" actually SENDS them! According to Luke 10:1 the Lord sends his lambs into places where he himself had not yet been. And he sends them two by two - among wolves!
 
I will repeat: He sends his lambs or his sheep two by two among the wolves where he himself has not yet been! Did you get that folks?
 
The proverbial "lone wolf" is a rarity. Wolves travel in packs. They circle around a flock of sheep and select their victim. The hapless sheep or lamb doesn't have a chance to defend itself and is quickly ripped to shreds and devoured by the wolves. Yet Jesus sends his lambs out 2x2 into the wolves (plural) - a wolf pack!
 
What makes the Lord's statement even more puzzling is the fact that other passages warn us about wolves. In John 10, Jesus says that a hired shepherd sees the wolf coming and flees. The wolf snatches his meal and the other sheep are scattered. Jesus calls himself the GOOD shepherd who gives his life for the sheep. Paul warns the church in Acts 20:29, For I know this, that after my departure, great wolves will enter in among you, and they won't spare the flock! In Matthew 7:15, Jesus says, Beware of false prophets, which come to you in sheep's clothing, but inwardly they are ravening wolves. In Matthew 10:16-39, where Jesus sends out the twelve disciples, he describes the wolves in vivid detail (read it!). We find in these verses a capsulated view of church history. It is similar to the account of those Old Testament martyrs listed in Hebrews 11 (read that too!). Wolves are very real! Evil men, including religious leaders dressed in sheepskins, and even your closest relatives will slander, persecute, and in some instances kill you!
 
The havoc wolves create can not be considered collateral damage. Wolves kill for a living! Wolves are not loved by shepherds but they often do the flock an unintended service. The victim is frequently a sickly animal and that helps keep the flock strong, healthy and close to the shepherd. It hardly appears that this was the intent of the Lord's command to the seventy, however, for he sent them as "lambs" among the wolves! 
 
MISSIONARIES - A SPECIAL BREED
Missionaries are disciples, apostles, a special breed of people who receive unusual marching orders. 
Missionaries are Forerunners. In Luke 10:1, Jesus sent the seventy out in pairs to places where he himself had not been. John the Baptist was the forerunner of Christ and pioneer missionaries are also forerunners, preaching Christ where He is not yet known.
 
The best definition of the Greek word translated "disciple" is "apprentice," one who learns from the Master and attempts to follow his example. Jesus left his glorious home in heaven to be born into a world of wolves. The Lamb of God was sent to "the lost sheep of the house of Israel" and not a few were wolves. Jesus expects the same of his disciples. Jesus told his apprentices, “Just as the Father hath sent me, so send I you!”
 
Missionaries live exciting lives. If 70 sheep attacked a lone wolf, the wolf might be intimidated and flee, but sheep don't do that and wolves travel in packs. Jesus sends his lambs out two by two into a pack of wolves, but the results are often surprising!
 
Missions is always unpopular, often dangerous, and sometimes deadly. Missionary victims of the wolves occasionally make headlines, but most casualties go unnoticed by the press. Several Avant missionaries were involved in that fateful attempt to reach the Auca Indians in 1956. That incident was reported in the media, but a number of other Avant missionaries who were killed, taken hostage or victimized in the line of duty received little or no press coverage. Every day around the world, Christians are persecuted and killed.
 
I too have had exciting experiences among wolves in Austria. A drunk once threatened to kill his wife and I tried to talk him out of it. He told me not to meddle in his personal affairs and pressed a knife against my chest to emphasize the point (pun intended!).
 
Working with drug addicts was not without its dangers. I had threats on my life, the door of our home was once smashed, and one of our converts was murdered by a drug dealer who feared betrayal.
 
I shared a couple of our experiences with terrorists in Chapter 14. In the eighties, an Austrian extremist was sending letter bombs to foreigners and those who worked with refugees. We fit both categories and were very cautious about opening our mail. The letter bomber was finally captured after killing ten persons and maiming many others, including the Mayor of Vienna.
 
THERE IS JOY IN SERVING JESUS!
If missions is such a difficult and dangerous task, why do they do it? Why do they return and make a career of missions? They don't do it for fame or recognition. They may be recognized back home, but not on their field of service! Nor do they do it for money! Most have a college education and could earn much more at a secular job.
 
What is even more significant, is that the children of missionaries often become missionaries. And most astounding is the fact that a large number of widows and orphans of missionary casualties, also return to missions. Avant missionary, Dave Osterhus, crashed his light plane in the jungle of Ecuador and lived to tell about it. Several decades later, his only son was killed when his plane crashed a few miles from where his father's plane went down. His widow continued serving the Lord in the jungles of Ecuador and, although long past retirement age, Osterhus Senior is still busy recruiting for missions and making frequent mission trips to Ecuador. Two other missionaries were killed in that fateful plane crash and their spouses also continued serving as missionaries. Another Avant missionary, Gil Reimer, was murdered in Mexico, but his widow continued to serve.
 
The writer of Hebrews said that our Lord suffered the agony of the cross for the joy that was set before him (Hebrews 12:2). Missionaries share in that joy. Missionaries may be aware of the dangers, but they also know the excitement and joy that accompanies the job. Missionaries know how much fun it is to enter a wolf pack with the gospel! It is an exciting and rewarding experience. Try to picture a pair of crazy sheep running toward - not away from - a pack of wolves! They are forerunners, remember? Can you imagine the confusion that creates in a wolf pack?
 
The light of a tiny candle is capable of dispelling the greatest darkness, and the light of the gospel, the Holy Spirit's conviction and blood of the lamb can overwhelm the greatest sinner. Drunks, criminals, child molesters and other despicable specimens of humanity may be despised by others, but Jesus loves them and died to save and convert them into useful disciples. 
Look at what happened to Saul of Tarsus. Saul was a promising young Pharisee of the Pharisees, who had Roman citizenship and carried credentials of the High Priest. He successfully jailed a bunch of Christians and assisted in the stoning of Stephen. But Saul and his wolf pack were no match for the Lord's lambs. Saul became Paul and from that time on, HE was the one getting jailed and stoned. Readers of Paul’s many epistles will notice that he speaks more about his joy than his troubles.

Read the letter he wrote from jail to the Philippians! No trace of a martyr's complex or remorse. He writes, “I count it all joy!” The prisoner Paul told King Agrippa and his entourage that he wished they could all be just like him – except for the chains (Acts 26:29). 
 
I would like to insert my opinion here.  I believe that Saul was sincerely trying to serve God when struck down on the way to Damascus . He had observed the turbulent religious situation in Israel, the rapid growth of what he believed to be a dangerous sect, and he agonized with God for guidance about what should be done. I believe that he wanted, more than anything else in life, to do what was right. How else could we explain the manner in which God dealt with him on the road to Damascus? God would never violate a man's free will! God was answering Saul's prayers. He sent one of his lambs - Ananias - to deliver the gospel message and baptize Saul. 
 
When the seventy returned for their first furlough (all 70 did return!), they were really excited and rejoicing. And the seventy returned again with joy, saying, Lord, even the devils are subject unto us through thy name. (Luke 10:17) Jesus had to chide them a little about their exuberance.
 
So, don't ever feel sorry for “poor suffering missionaries.” And if you should hear one of them seeking your sympathy, pray for his spiritual condition! "There is joy in serving Jesus!"
 
WHERE ARE THE SHEEP AND LAMBS TODAY?
Missions is everywhere because wolves are everywhere - including in America. They are in politics, business, sports, the work place, schools, society, the military and the police force. But where are the sheep and lambs?

In Chapter 36, I shared about raising service dogs. People often ask us if it isn't difficult to give up a puppy after having it for a year. It is a similar situation in raising children. Children normally leave home at some point and if parents and children are not properly prepared for this step, it can cause problems for both. When parents raise their children selfishly, both they and their children miss the greater joy and purpose of life. 

Jacob and Rachel gave their son Joseph preferential treatment and it led to a tragic separation. For years, they mourned Joseph's death while God was blessing him in Egypt. Daniel's parents obviously raised their son to serve God and man faithfully. They were probably killed in the war, but their investment in Daniel paid great spiritual dividends for the nation of Israel and even those of us who follow Christ today.

We are raising dogs to serve and we raised our children to serve. We are happy that they have found their place of service. If we keep God's purpose in mind, the prospect of releasing our children to serve God and others becomes our goal and the fulfillment of that goal is anticipated rather than dreaded. 

Christians rightfully want to protect their children from wolves. But if parents view the church youth group or Christian schools as safe havens for their kids, they may be shocked to discover that there are wolves even in these institutions. They may be dressed in sheepskins, but they are nonetheless wolves.
The job of the military is not to keep soldiers out of harm's way. The purpose of Christian schools and youth ministries should be to prepare kids to go out and confront wolves with the gospel, not just to provide a safe haven for them. Christians are not to be OF the world, but we are definitely IN the world. Jesus even commanded us to go into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature. Jesus not only loves his sheep and lambs; he loves wolves. There are Christians who avoid wolves during the week and try not to get fleeced on Sunday. There is nothing more pitiful than a sheep that dies of old age and never got shorn. I have watched sheep frolicking in the pasture after they were shorn! 

Jesus mentions two other creatures in Matthew 10.
 
SNAKES AND DOVES
Behold, I send you forth as sheep in the midst of wolves: be ye therefore wise as serpents, and harmless as doves. Matthew 10:16.  When theology students see the word, "therefore," they are taught to ask what it is there for. Because we are sent as lambs among wolves, we are to be wise as serpents and harmless as doves. If you never heard a sermon on lambs and wolves, you probably never heard one on serpents and doves. Ever since the Garden of Eden, snakes have gotten a bad rap. They are feared, despised, hunted and killed by people, but they manage to survive. The snake is clever and wise. It can make itself nearly invisible even when moving and hunting for prey.
 
In four decades of missionary work, we learned that wisdom (characteristic of the snake) is better than brute strength, and friendliness (think of the dove and the lamb) wins more than accusations. Enemies of the gospel often attempt to silence us and prevent us from sharing God's Word, but wisdom, honesty and love are very effective tools in winning the lost.
 
CONCLUSION
Is God perhaps asking you to get on his team? Parents, are you willing to give your lambs to God for missions? I repeat: "The lambs win!"


Index
CHAPTER 39,  “AUFWIEDERSEHEN”
When we retired in 2002, Verna was in perfect health but I had a number of serious issues Verna passed away on September 21, 2022 of dementia. She is now free from all sickness, pain and stress while I am learning to deal with these things more and more with each passing day. Americans say “goodbye” or “farewell” but Austrians say “Aufwiedersehen” which means, “See you again!” The Lord is our help and comfort in this life and I will soon be with him, with Verna and others in Heaven.  It’s a win-win situation! 
For I consider that the sufferings of this present time are not worth comparing with the glory that is to be revealed to us. Romans 8:18  

The burial service was rushed due to bed sores that would otherwise have required extensive embalming. The family decided to have a memorial service later on. The date was set for Saturday, November 26, from 12:00 until 3:00 in the Elmer Grange Hall, about a mile from where I lived as a youth. Those who could not attend were given links to a Dropbox where they could view the photo presentations of Verna’s life in English and German (this is still available). 

Verna’s goal in life was to help and serve anyone in need, but it was her friendly, quiet spirit, that won the hearts and admiration of all who crossed her path. It helped that she was very gifted and capable, but her simple, uncomplicated way of communicating and sharing set her apart. I was privileged to be her husband for 59 years and never met anyone who did not think highly of her. 

The Memorial Service
Because the number of persons attending was not known, we decided to have a simple but plentiful luncheon buffet of sandwiches, salads, cold and hot drinks. Friends and family were invited to bring cake, cookies or other deserts. I asked Pastor Erik Hanson, of First Baptist Church in Elmer to give thanks for the food, after which everyone helped themselves at the buffet. After eating he brought a fitting devotional taken from Verna’s favorite book, the Bible.
The photo presentation was difficult to put together for several reasons. First of all, it covered over 80 years of a very full life. Secondly, the oldest pictures were mostly black and white, taken with cheap cameras, then came color photographs and slides, all of which had to be digitized. Those in attendance only knew the half of Verna’s life spent in America, and most of that was since we retired in 2002. Friends in Europe knew little or nothing about that period of her life, nor of her life prior to service in Europe. For the same reasons, most of those attending knew only bits and pieces of our life and ministry in Europe. We returned to America every four or five years to visit those who faithfully prayed for us and supported our ministry, but those visits were brief and presentations seldom exceeded half an hour. 
Everywhere Verna went, she made friends. In Europe, Verna was probably best known for her cooking. She cooked for church functions, conferences, camps and other occasions. She was cook for the Austrian Bible Institute that we founded and the students always looked forward to Friday noon meals, which they nick-named “The Week in Review” (after a TV show).  She had hoped to write a cook book titled “Leftovers” in which the index would be composed of ingredients. There are hundreds of cook books in every book store, but have you ever heard of one like that? I am convinced that it would have been a best-seller! 

Verna was also a gifted artist, seamstress and musician. At 10, she played in an Accordion Orchestra and later in childrens’ classes and church services, but few Americans ever heard her play. Best of all, Verna was a near perfect wife! I am the only person who knows all that, but everyone who knew her, would agree that she never sought personal recognition.
Verna participated in over 1000 workout sessions at Curves, raised eight puppies for The Seeing Eye, was an active member of the Country Garden Club and First Baptist Church of Elmer. She also had around two thousand stamps for making greeting cards. All that was after retirement, which is why so many friends attended the Memorial Service. 

Our Son-in-law, David Pallmann, posted both the English and German shows in a “Dropbox” that is saved on the “cloud” in North America and Europe. Anyone should be able to download and view them. 

US and Canada Downloads

English 

https://verna-harvey-memorial.s3.amazonaws.com/verna-slide-show.pdf 

https://verna-harvey-memorial.s3.amazonaws.com/vernas-memorial.pdf
German

https://verna-harvey-memorial.s3.amazonaws.com/verna-slide-show-de.pdf


 HYPERLINK "https://verna-harvey-memorial.s3.amazonaws.com/vernas-memorial-de.pdf" https://verna-harvey-memorial.s3.amazonaws.com/vernas-memorial-de.pdf
Europe Downloads 
German

https://verna-harvey-memorial-europe.s3.eu-central-1.amazonaws.com/verna-slide-show-de.pdf
https://verna-harvey-memorial-europe.s3.eu-central-1.amazonaws.com/vernas-memorial-de.pdf
English

https://verna-harvey-memorial-europe.s3.eu-central-1.amazonaws.com/verna-slide-show.pdf 

https://verna-harvey-memorial-europe.s3.eu-central-1.amazonaws.com/vernas-memorial.pdf
Verna’s Memorial Service was on November 26th and all declared that the story of Verna’s life in photos that I put together was very enlightening and inspiring. She was known by all as a friend and faithful servant of her Lord. Even our grandchildren were amazed at what they learned. 

Many neighbors who knew us as the elderly couple that took long walks with their dogs attended and have become more open to discussing spiritual matters. Country Garden Club members, ladies who attended Curves with Verna, church members and Seeing Eye Puppy Raisers also attended the Memorial Service.  A perhaps greater number of friends in Europe were able to watch the pictorial presentation of Verna’s life and ministry (in German) thanks to our son-in-law, David Pallmann, a “Cloud” specialist for Amazon. 

Much has changed, but God is still on his throne and in complete control. I have no debts, am able to keep busy and feed myself.  I even have time to serve the Lord in other ways. This past year it has been almost impossible to get involved in normal retirement ministry. I thank God for his leading and enabling. And I still appreciate prayer!
This does not mean that life in the past months was dull and unrewarding! Many experiences I would not want to have missed: 

Verna often got her purse and Bible and asked me to take her home. At first I tried to explain that we were home, but that didn’t work. I decided to take her for a ride in the car, hoping she would feel at home afterwards. The first time, I stopped at an ice cream parlor and bought her a hot fudge sundae and myself a milkshake. That did the trick, but whenever I took her for a ride after that, Verna asked if we were stopping at the ice cream parlor! She was cook for our Bible Institute, for conferences, camps and church functions, yet she couldn’t remember how to boil an egg due to dementia! Yet she could not forget that ice cream parlor! It became a regular event once a week after that! 

In the final 48 hours of her life, we had two amazing experiences. A nurse came to do paperwork for hospice care and got frustrated because her computer was not doing what it was supposed to do.  Verna had neither eaten nor drunk anything for several days, and hadn’t even opened her eyes or moved, yet she began moving her hand slowly towards the nurse and placed the palm of her hand on her stomach, keeping it there for several minutes.  The nurse began to weep uncontrollably and asked how Verna knew that she was expecting.  I assured her that we knew nothing about her condition. She then told us the tragic story of her life. She was born in Brazil and had a difficult childhood. As a young teen, she ran away and somehow got to America. I won’t go into detail, but she found work and used the money to get an education. She had accumulated Bachelor, Masters and nursing degrees! That was not all! She said that she was expecting twins! Then she added, “I was a twin and I have already had two sets of twins plus five other children.” The twins were not easy births and now, in her mid-40s but she was expecting a third set of twins! She said nothing about her marriage except that her husband was a Moslem. Then she added, “not a good one.”  By this time, I was choked up too. I said that my mother had raised 11 children but none were twins. I told her that we were retired missionaries and that God had allowed Verna to do one more missionary act before she died. She had blessed her twins. Before parting, I insisted that she tell “us” when the babies were born. She promised, so please pray for her. 

Two days later, Verna’s condition remained unchanged. She was still in a coma and breathing. Two of our children, Ralph Jr. and Becky were with me at her bedside. Richard had tried to get a flight from Austria, but he was refused. The airline said that America would not permit him to enter because he was not vaccinated. We decided to hold hands with each other and with Mom and then to pray. Becky was praying when she suddenly paused and said, “Mom stopped breathing!” I replied that I was holding her wrist and still felt a pulse. I then prayed and while I prayed, I felt her pulse stop. It was September 21, at 8:40 PM, exactly 48 hours from the time the nurses’ computer had placed Verna in Hospice Care. 

Verna died at 2:40 PM, Austrian time. Eight hours later, Our grandson, Michael lost control of his Volvo and flipped it over. His car was totaled. Police and ambulance crews said that by viewing the wreck, he should have been killed, but he only suffered a broken collar bone. Richard was still in Austria to visit him in the hospital. He was later granted a “humanitarian exception” and permitted to fly to America. He arrived at our house at 3:00 AM on September 24th.  It was too late for the burial and too early for the Memorial Service, but God felt that he was needed at home in Austria. 

Sometime in 2020, Medicare suddenly stopped paying for Verna’s health costs. Fortunately, she only had two doctors visits during 2021, one was her annual physical and the other was for an infected tick bite. I spent countless hours trying to discover why they refused to pay but the person would only say, “according to our information, she has another primary payer.” Verna couldn’t understand them nor her situation and it was a major battle getting Medicare to recognize me as her legal representative. When I asked who her primary payer was, they refused to reveal the information. Quest labs sent the bill for her bloodwork and I was told to pay the entire amount even though Medicare never does. It came to exactly $666! Sound familiar?  I refused and ignored their warnings of non payment penalties, saying that they were not my responsibility. They finally gave up rather than take me to court. 

Our daughter Becky has a friend in California who works for Medicare and asked for advice. She couldn’t help but gave Becky the telephone number of someone who works in the national Medicare department. He was able to access Verna’s account (I was not permitted to do that) and change the primary payer back to Medicare around the end of 2021. The agent told us that Traveler’s Insurance was named as the primary payer. We never had it, but a woman ran a stop sign with red blinking light several years ago that totaled our car. Her insurance (Travelers) paid for our car and Verna’s minor injuries. She also got a CAT scan to check for head injury. That is when Medicare workers changed the account and quit paying bills. The agent said that often happens and my brother in Florida told me that he also had Traveler’s as primary payer for a while following an accident.  In January of 2022, Verna had her first three weeks in the hospital and I thank God that Medicare paid the bills!  

In January and June she spent a total of six weeks in hospitals and rehab facilities. After Verna’s first stay in Rehab, she was permanently “un-potty-trained”. I spent about an hour every day changing sheets, mattress covers and bed pads, and then another hour or so washing everything. I had to spend hours with Verna each day in the hospitals to make sure she ate and took her meds. They are all short-staffed.  Verna’s back and feet were covered with ugly bed sores and I was actually relieved when the Lord took her home. I miss her dearly, but will see her again soon and she is now enjoying perfect health! 

Our oldest grandchild, Julia and her husband Artur gave us our first great grandchild on October 16th 2022. Jael Mirabell Mierau was born the day before her mother (who was born October 17th)! 
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