 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Lord, do you want me there?
Six years had lapsed since I was last in Papua New Guinea, a land that owns a piece of me, a land that adopted me (in a literal sense), a land that I love. “But Lord, do You want us to go?” I questioned, not wanting to go for prideful or selfish reasons, yes I did want to show my wife the village I lived in for 17 months, but still, should we go? We went into the summer with great indecision, finally we bought the tickets, and thus it was decided, we were going.

Though known as “The Land of the Unexpected,” this proved but an annoyance in the lowlands where I had worked, but in the highlands, where we were headed, the people were known to be very violent, who, when sparked, thought little the use of bush knives and less of life. Maybe this should be expected, for the stories they told me about the first missionaries involved eating them. And the Pogera district, where Pogera Adventist Hospital is so conveniently located, our final destination, is the worst. “And we know that to them that love God all things work together for good, even to them that are called according to His purpose.” Romans 8:28. Became a promise that fulfilled itself, for two months prior to our coming, extra police forces had come to the area to bring an eerie sort of peace. At least tribal fighting was down.

The land had such pristine beauty, with powerful mountains and deep valleys, we longed to explore. That was a problem, to explore is to traverse another’s land, and to do so might be the loss of an arm, foot, or a high powered rifle’s ballistic. We tested the waters, wading as deep as we could, walking the roads daily, and talking with people.

One Sunday we left in the morning and walked until we came to a road we had eyed, and someone asked, “Yutupela go long we?” (where are you going?) and I would answer, “mipela wokabout tasol” (we’re just walking around), and we continued. We did not get far when a man joined us and started speaking with us. His name was Minape. Several children joined us as we went down the road. He brought us to his house, which was located high on a mountain ridge, with unparalleled views of the surrounding countryside. As we talked he told us of a waterfall, and so we arranged to go with him the following week there.

The Sabbath following we walked to the road again, and met Minape. It was just our morning walk, but he joined us and so we invited him to church. He first came to our house, and the whole time he spoke about his beliefs, though a backslidden Adventist, having fallen into chewing betel nut and smoking. He was ashamed of his clothes and his betel stained teethed, but he came. I sat outside the church with him as we perused my Pidgin bible and listened to the speaker. He sat with us in the Pidgin Sabbath school listening intensely. Then we left and parted ways. Sunday we saw him again and he took us to the waterfall, the next week he was taking me gold panning at the river.

It was my last Sunday and I was alone. I met him that morning only to learn they were fighting down by the river, so we stayed instead and instead of gold panning we talked with various people. We had lunch with his paraplegic friend, and then Minape made one request, he desired my Pidgin bible. A noble request. He came to my home with me. I sat him down and I removed my contents from the bible, took a pen and wrote, “To Minape from your brother Adam.” And because his request was as noble as Solomon’s of God, I gave him something more, the best shirt I had, my “Loma Linda University School of Medicine” shirt. I prayed for him in Pidgin before he left. 

We met once more before leaving to say our goodbyes, and I prayed again, but the tear could not be hidden from his eye. Walking back from that goodbye I knew why I had come.

