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Neither Here Nor There
The purpose for writing The Dickson Diaries was inspired many
years ago when my oldest daughter, Angella, who gave me as a
Christmas present a special leather-bound, blank-page book that she
had ordered from some specialty gift shop. When she presented the
book to me, she said, “Could you write down for us children special
notes of interest so we can have them in remembrance of you.” That
request was not forgotten, for it forced me to research through my
dissipating memory those special events that I have experienced
throughout my life. To some extent, snippets of those events have been
released on social media as The Dickson Diaries. After recording some
of these events, I deemed it possible to list them in this e-book.
However, my oldest daughter was not finished with her request.
She kept asking concerning the ancestry of the Dickson clan, its origins
in Europe and migration to the New World. She did a great deal of
research in this area, and subsequently inspired me to do the same. The
result of our combined research has led to this marriage between the
original purpose of The Dickson Diaries and the Dickson genealogy.
Research and writing one’s
personal genealogy is fraught with
difficultly. Sometimes the records
in Europe are vague, if not quite
confusing in reference to a specific
line of ancestry. This has proven
true in reference to following the
genealogy of the Dicksons from its
very early beginning in Scotland.
It may be that our desires are
Nevertheless, we have given it our
genetically encoded, but here is
best, and thus have opened this
Bertram Dickson, a Scottish pilot
book with what information my around 1900. Both my uncle Wayne
daughter and myself have Dickson and oldest brother Orlyn
Dickson were pilots and members
researched on the early beginnings
of the Flying Farmers of Kansas.
I have simply carried on with the
of the early Dickson farmers.
tradition, or genetics, as a pilot
It is important for the reader
for the Lord in mission areas.
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to the preceding marriage of two themes in order to understand the
nature of how this book was orchestrated as one ensemble about the
heritage of the Dicksons. I wanted to add an assortment of my personal
experiences in order to make this book a collection of unique
experiences, some of which, have been previously recorded in other
books that I have written as autobiographies. This assortment of books
can be sourced from a website that is managed by my son, Matthew
Dickson. I would encourage the reader to download the following books
from www.africainternational.org. They are in the Bible Research
Library under the following listing:
Autobiographies
Book 94:
Book 95:
Book 96:
Book 97:
Book 98:
Book 104:

Latin America Odyssey
African Odyssey
African Workshop Odyssey
African Literature Odyssey
Encounter With Ghana
The Dickson Diaries

You might discover that some of the stories that are included in
this book as The Dickson Dairies are also mentioned in some of the
preceding autobiographies. I thought some of the personal experiences
that Martha and I have had with one another throughout the years should
be repeated and expanded, or at least possibly embellished with better
prose. So since my writing style in prose is more relaxing than my
typical analytical writing style with which I have commonly written
biblically researched material throughout the years, I have chosen to
enhance specific experiences that I thought would be of interest in
reference to my physical heritage, with my spiritual heritage looking in
from the outside.
So sit back and enjoy the reading ride. Martha and I have lived
several lifetimes in one assigned life. By the conclusion of this book,
and the preceding that are listed above, there is only one conclusion to
which the objective reader can come. Indeed, God has worked in our
lives for His glory.
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Adventure 1
“IN THE BEGINNING”
Many ancestor hunters want to trace their family roots back to
some royalty in Europe. I could go back to the “Dicks” and “Richards”
in order to add some royalty to my own ancestry, but I will not indulge
myself in such dubious speculation. On the contrary, I prefer to go
back to some humble farmers who resided in the region of the Scotts,
and primarily to those of northern Ireland.
We can never know for certain, so presumably the farming
profession of many of the Dicksons, as well as thousands of others
who lived in Europe, may have been farmers as the result of the Black
Plague (bubonic plague) that swept across Europe two centuries before.
According to some historians, the plague wiped about one third of
humanity off the face of the planet, sometimes more in other places of
Europe. Between 1347 and 1350, thirty percent of the European
population died. In some cities, the death rate was much higher. In
July 1348 the plague made its way to Ireland when a rat with fleas—the
medium by which the plague was transmitted—jumped ship in Dublin.
One third or more of the cities and towns of Ireland succumbed to
the plague. The people came to believe that the only way they could
escape the plague was to escape populated areas. As a result, social
distancing took place across Europe. Many people fled to the country
where they took up farming in order to survive. Since the northern
parts of both England (Scotland) and Ireland were fertile lands for
farming, the “Dicks,” or “Richards”—later referred to as “Dicksons”—
made their way into social isolation on farm lands. When the plague
eventually subsided, the people of Europe never forgot how they fought
the plague. Social distancing to the country was the answer.
After centuries as farmers on the northern part of the “English
island” (present-day Scotland), and even back to somewhere between
1608 and 1688, when civil unrest in the south between the Welch and
the want-to-be royalty of kings and lords arose, a migration was sparked
in the hearts of five Dickson brothers of the Scottish Dickson clan.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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This clan of Scottish Dicksons were not
comfortable with the political and religious
unrest that prevailed at the time among the Welch
and English in the seventeenth century. The civil
unrest threatened their independent spirit as
farmers and peaceful existence in the country
on farms. The civil wars that prevailed during
those years in the south were influencing the
social stability of the north. So sometime in that
century, it was time for some of the Scottish One of many Dickson
family crests
Dickson clan to lead the way and move west
of Scotland.
across the north channel of the Sea of Ireland to
the fertile fields and more peaceful environment of northern Ireland.
This sense of inherent freedom may have been embedded within
the Dickson social DNA of their ancestry before the seventeenth century.
It was a social characteristic that followed them throughout their
generations as a clan of people who seemed to always look west for
freedom, or at least a new adventure—I personally may have reversed
this direction of migration with my migration east to South Africa.
But the spirit of migration was inspired during the civil unrest in
the southern part of “the island” and carried on until the Dicksons of
the northern part of the island eventually reached the New World. The
“game of thrones” in Europe was still playing itself out at a time in
history in that region when there was no such thing as “nations”
throughout the world. There were only tribes, clans, feudal kingdoms
and empires that existed around common languages and cultures, and
loyalty to a particular royal figure. Vast people groups of the world
were ruled by either kings or queens in the European world, chiefs in
Africa and America, Czars in Russia, Pharaohs in Egypt, sheikhs in
Arabia and war lords in the Far East. So during the civil turmoil between
thrones in the southern part of the island of England, at least five Scottish
Dickson brothers in the Scottish area of the island decided to make an
adventurous escape to the west. Their move sparked a migration that
would two centuries later extend itself through some of the Dickson
clan to the central plains of America.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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With their roots grounded in farming—as most of the population
at the time—the power struggles of who was in control of this or that
cultural group of people was too much for these five brothers of the
Dickson clan. They felt that they had to lead the way to establish roots
in another land of fertile soil where they could again enjoy a sense of
independence and religious freedom. So
sometime in the seventeenth century, the brothers
packed up their belongings and made their way
west to the northern part of the “island” of Ireland.
From this mixed assortment of Irish
Dicksons I eventually made my way into this
world. But it was not a smooth arrival. Without
going through all the confusion that seems to
plague the Dickson genealogy, one particular One of many Dickson
family crests
Dickson ancestor seems to have typified the
of Ireland.
character and adventuresome spirit of the
Dickson clan, and thousands of others like him who eventually made
their way to freedom from political and religious contention in the Old
World.
In the Old World, the Dicksons were Protestants—Methodists or
Presbyterians—not Church of England or Catholics. Therefore, they
first saw in northern Ireland religious freedom in reference to Protestants,
and then in the New World an opportunity to continue their faith without
conflict coming from established religions. To this day, those residents
who remained in North Ireland have maintained the region as a Protestant
stronghold, and thus have for years resisted the Catholic Church from
becoming a dominant faith of the region.
About one hundred years after the migration of those five Dickson
brothers from Scotland to northern Ireland, Thomas Dickson was born
into the clan in 1789 in the city of Coagh, Ireland. He came into this
world as a blessing to honest and respectable parents who were farmers,
a trade that seems to have followed the Dicksons in all their adventurous
wanderings. Unfortunately, at the tender age of fifteen, the father of
Thomas, after suffering from illness for many years, died at the age of
forty-five. When Thomas’ father was on his death bed, he called for
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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and charged young Thomas with the care of the farm, his mother and
three younger siblings. Many years later, Thomas wrote what his father
said to him on the occasion of his father’s death:
“Thomas, God bless and grant you grace and strength to go through what
seems now to come in your way; one request I ask,” said he, while his
death-cold hand was clasped in mine, “is that you will give your heart to
God, worship and serve Him with all your heart, and [have] no doubt of
His promises being made over to you. Thomas, farewell; think well on
these things and when this hand you now hold lies mouldering in dust, I
hope you will remember this my dying request.”*

Only a few years after the death of his father, Thomas’ mother also
passed away. Concerning the death of his mother, Thomas later wrote,
“I have every reason to believe
she died happy in the Lord, and,
by experience, knew that her
sins were forgiven through the
peace speaking blood of Jesus
Christ.”*
All the Dickson clan in
those years seemed to be
characterized by a faith that
stayed with them throughout
their wanderings. At least in my
research concerning their faith
Scottish family farming around 1800.
throughout the centuries, they
seem to have maintained a faithful commitment to the providence of
God in their lives. This spiritual heritage was passed on from one
generation to another.
As a young man who had been entrusted with the overwhelming
responsibility of running an established farm, caring for an aged mother,
______________

* This and the following quotations are from the book, Text Of The Dickson Family And Its
Immediate Collateral Branches - With Notes On The Scottish Emigration To North Ireland, edited by William Brown Dickson, 1908. In the quotations, I have added bracketed words or
statements in order to clarify some of the writing of Thomas Dickson.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

1 - “In The Beginning”

9

as well as being a role model for his sibling sisters, Thomas was molded
in character in youth for the tremendous leap of migration that he would
eventually take his own family in migrating to the New World. Years
later after the death of his father, and then later the death of his mother,
he wrote the following:
This [passing of my father] proved very hard for me to pass through, yet
I can truly say that God was according to His promise to me, for He has
said, “As thy day is so shall thy strength be.” [This] to me truly verified
that promise, “I will be with you in six troubles; yea, in seven I will not
forsake you.” Likewise that other enduring promise: “I will be a father to
the fatherless.”*
At this time [of the death of my father] I did not so fully understand the
dealings of Providence as afterwards, but there was always something
resting in my mind saying, “You shall worship and serve God.”*

Thomas followed through with the commission of his father, and
beginning as a fifteen-year-old young man, assumed the responsibility

At fifteen years of age, Thomas Dickson was farming as this young Scottish
boy on a farm in Scotland. This system of farming was taken to the New
World. When I grew up on our farm in central Kansas, the old horse-drawn
farming implements that were used by my great, great grandfather and great
grandfather were lying in a junk heap in the pasture.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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of running the farm in Ireland that was given to him as an inheritance.
Those were different people in those years, for everyone grew up quickly,
having to assume responsibilities that meant their survival.
When he was of age, Thomas married Mary Brow, with the
subsequent gift of being blessed with nine children as a result of their
union in marriage. Now this is where the story line of one segment of
the Dickson ancestry becomes quite interesting. The migration of the
Dicksons, both throughout the Old and New Worlds, is sometimes
confusing. Nevertheless, there was the characteristic adventure on the
part of the Dickson clan in both the Old and New Worlds to expand
their vision to new horizons.
So in 1822, two of Thomas Dickson’s sisters immigrated to the
New World of America. They married and settled in the region of
Pennsylvania, and subsequently established the Pennsylvania Dickson
ancestry that continues to this day. Pennsylvania eventually became
the settlement location to and from which other Dicksons migrated even
further west in America, though my ancestry through the Dicksons did
not originate initially out of Pennsylvania, but directly out of northern
Ireland. However, my ancestry of Dicksons immigrated directly out of
Ireland, and then passed through the Dickson settlement of Pennsylvania.
But back to Thomas in northern Ireland. He seems to have been
infected with the same migrating spirit of adventure as his two sisters,
who themselves had in some ways illustrated the adventurous spirit
that either plagued or blessed the Dickson clan. This spirit seemed to
also vex Thomas’ soul, or at least, it momentarily came over him on
one fateful day to vacate northern Ireland in order to launch out for the
New World.
For years the mystique of America had worked on the soul of
Thomas to the point that he was ready to do something that was quite
outlandish, if not just short of insanity. He needed relief for his vagabond
inclinations. It may have been that he and his wife, Mary, were not in
agreement at the time on his obsession with the New World. I am sure
that Mary felt very secure on the farm in northern Ireland, with which
thing we would certainly agree since she and Thomas had nine children.
They had financial security on the farm and emotional stability with
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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friends and neighbors. Add to this that they were
spiritually established with their church family,
whether Methodist or Presbyterian, we do not
know, though Thomas and Mary were married
in a Presbyterian church building. Nevertheless,
something was quietly eating away at the
adventurous soul of Thomas that could not be
satisfied with the year after year existence of life
on a farm in northern Ireland.
Painting of
Letters from his two sisters in America had
Nicolas Dickson,
a Scottish
possibly generated within his spirit that there
preacher.
were other lands to be farmed in a faraway world.
This urge to go and see had already been realized by his two sisters.
They had gone before, and now, we can only imagine that Thomas and
Mary had endless discussions, if not contentious debates, concerning
their migration also to the New World. It would have been a good time
to be a “fly on the wall” during the evenings at the supper table in the
Thomas farm house. We would assume that Thomas could not persuade
Mary to uproot and move in order to join the two sisters in Pennsylvania.
Mary had tradition and security on her side. Thomas, on the other
hand, had only his obsession to go where Dicksons had already boldly
gone before.
So one day Thomas woke up early in the morning and possibly
said to Mary before sunrise, “I need to take some goods to Belfast to
sell in the market.” Well, Mary thought nothing of the matter since
Thomas left the house in the morning of that day with only the clothes
on his back, with nine children and a wife waving “good bye” from the
porch of that old farm house. And besides, Thomas had made this trip
many times before. Nothing would be different. So Mary had no need
for suspicions in reference to the journey to the market, and thus assumed
that Thomas would return in a day or so, and life would carry on as
usual on the farm as it had for many years. So as Thomas ventured out
of sight seated on a horse-drawn cart, Mary probably turned and said to
the children, “Let’s finish breakfast.” And that was that.
But fortunately, or unfortunately, this would not be the case. The
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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world was about to be turned upside down for this Thomas Dickson
family, if not right side up. Their lives were about to be changed forever
on earth. The year was 1830.
When Thomas eventually arrived in Belfast, he took his goods on
to Glasgow, and after eight days, returned to Belfast. “Providentially,”
he passed by the docks at the harbor in Belfast, and sure enough, there
was a ship tied to the docks. Thomas’ curiosity got the best of him, and
so he inquired, “To what distant land is this ship destined?” Fate replied,
“It will soon set sail for Baltimore, America.” It was then that the
unquenchable vexation that had been continually eating away at Thomas’
inner soul for so long surfaced with an almost volcanic relief of an
inward emotional explosion. Thomas later wrote of his feelings on
that fateful day:
“Before I engaged my passage in this vessel [to Baltimore], I walked up
and down the street for a length of time before I could bring my mind
fully to the point of proceeding forward.”*

If he could not win the nightly supper-table arguments at home,
then he could at least launch out on his own to some far away land
without telling Mary and the children. Thomas later wrote of his
trepidation as he initially left the ticket office on that fateful day without
booking a passage to America in order to fulfill a daring quest that
would satisfy his adventure to the New World. He confessed that it
would be a step just outside sanity on the part of a farmer who was
obsessed with taking a leap of faith by doing what he firmly believed
God wanted him to do. He later wrote of his apprehensions that he had
at the time he first left the booking office:
“I prayed to God for direction on this important step. The dangers of the
journey and the thoughts of perhaps never seeing my dear wife and family
pressed heavily on my mind. What I felt at that time I cannot fully
describe.”*

After more restless wandering up and down the narrow streets of
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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Belfast—my own desire to walk and think seems to have been inherited
from my Dickson forefathers—Thomas added the following to his
writings of that moment in his life:
“I proceeded back to the office fully resolved to agree for my passage
with a humble confidence that God would be with me and carry me safely
back to my dear family.”*

So Thomas relinquished to years of dreams, and bought a passage
to the New World. In a leap of faith he bought the ticket and destined
himself to Baltimore, America on the ship Benjamin Rush, with Captain
Duff at the helm. He later rationalized that his motives for making this
spontaneous decision were “pure, and not to satisfy any evil desire, but
solely for the good and well-being of my family.”*
We must not forget that Thomas had inherited the responsibility of
a farm at the young age of fifteen. By the time in his life when he first
made this spontaneous trip to America, possibly half of his nine children
were of that age and older. Some were possibly in their late teens. So it
was not that he was leaving them in a destitute situation. They would
all carry on as usual on the farm just as he did when his father died.
(Nevertheless, all you who are married to a Dickson, the next time you
send your adventurous spouse off to the market to sell produce from
the farm, make sure he or she has a tracking app on his or her cell
phone.)
So on October 13, 1830, Thomas Dickson apprehensively boarded
a ship and set out on a five-week, sea-sickening sail across the Atlantic
Ocean, seeking to discover a new life in America for his family. At the
time of his departure from Belfast, he wrote a letter back to Mary and
the children on the farm and revealed to them that he had come to the
conclusion that he had to follow his heart. And his heart dictated, “Go
west, young man. Go west.”
One can only imagine what went through Mary’s mind upon
reception of that farewell letter. There would be no more supper-table
debates. Thomas had won the argument by his impetuous unilateral
actions. Mary had by then probably resigned herself to being married
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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to a man who had to follow his dreams. In the end, she most certainly
concluded that God would make it all good. And He did.
Upon completion of the confined journey across the Atlantic Ocean,
Thomas eventually made his way to the Dickson clan who had formerly
settled in Pennsylvania. After spending some reunion time with his
two sisters, and the rest of the Dickson clan who had settled in the
region, Thomas made various exploratory excursions during the winter
months in order to spy out the land. After a few months of difficult
explorations about which he wrote later in his writings, he eventually
made his way back to the warm fellowship of the Dickson clan in
Pennsylvania. The spy had come in from the cold.
After weeks at sea, again enduring seasickness, he made his way
back to Ireland. After securing a horse in Belfast, he again appeared at
the horizon of the farm as he neared his beloved family. We can only
imagine his apprehension concerning the first supper-table discussion
that he had to have with Mary and the family that first night he returned.
However, upon his arrival, and before any debates could commence
at the supper table, after prayer he immediately announced to Mary and
the children that they were going to sell the farm, pack up their limited
belongings, buy tickets for the entire family, and immigrate as a family
to America. The conversation was over. There would be no more
supper-table debates. Whether there were cheers or remorse on the
part of the entire family, we know not. We can only assume that Mary,
after having given birth to nine children, simply sighed with a breath of
resignation, or relief, and said to Thomas, “Then let us get on with it.”
When all the matters were eventually finalized to leave one region
of the world for another, the entire family boarded a ship in Belfast and
made their way west to a new beginning. We can only conclude that by
this time they had all been infected with the Dickson migration virus to
explore new lands.
(I can fully understand all these matters in reference to Thomas
and Mary because of the ventures of my own life. On two different
occasions in my life, I ventured alone to a new world —though Martha
was aware of the venture in advance. When I returned home, our lives
would never be the same. Upon my return from one venture to a foreign
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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land, I announced to Martha upon arrival, “We are migrating to the
other side of the planet, and more than that, we are moving to the bottom
side of the world.” So Martha resigned herself with a sigh, “sold the
farm and packed up,” boarded an airplane, and then, as Mary Thomas,
went to a land to which she had never been before.
On another adventurous migration, neither of us had been to the
new world to which we were destined. Nevertheless, we boarded an
airplane with four small children and flew off to the bottom side of the
planet. On this occasion, Martha and I walked by faith. It seems that
this is the way the Dicksons functioned when it was time for a migration
to another world. At least it has worked for my family because Martha
was first submitted to God, and then to her husband. She has been
indeed the ancestral sister to Mary, the wife of Thomas. I suppose she
is one person of a passing generation of Americans who still believe
that in marriage there remains a head of the house to which wives must
trust and submit.
I have written the preceding to give you some idea of the character

Dickson
Name Distribution
In The
United Kingdom

Least

Most

Least

Most
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of some of my ancestral Dicksons. They were a clan of people who
could move on to new opportunities. Some of them were people who
could look over the horizon and imagine existence in a new world.
They wrestled against being tied down with loyalty to lands and royalty
that did not offer hope for the future. They were adventurers, brave and
willing to launch out into the deep with their Lord as their provider and
protector.
What has inspired me most about some of my ancestors is the fact
that they deeply trusted in God to make a way for them in fulfilling the
urges of their adventurous spirits. Their faith was strong, and it was
this strong faith that carried them as pioneers to distant lands. In my
case, it has been a strong faith on the part of both Martha and myself
that has carried us throughout the migrations that finally landed us in
South Africa, along with other Dicksons who also migrated here before
us over a century ago. But that is another ancestral study of Dicksons
who migrated out of Europe.
There was then another migration of the Dickson clan from northern
Ireland with which I am directly connected. This migration began with
the birth of James Kelly Dickson in Downs, Ireland on March 6, 1837.
Of the many Dicksons who carried the name “James,” this James Kelly
Dickson was my great great grandfather.
As usual, and with other siblings, and at the age of eighteen, James
Kelly, having to leave all
his teenage friends, was
brought by his parents to
America from Ireland. This
family of Dicksons initially
settled in the state of
Pennsylvania in 1855.
However, about six years
after landing in America,
James Kelly had the
adventurous inclination to
join the northern army
Sod house of an early settler
in the plains of America
during the American Civil
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War, which war lasted from 1861
to 1865.
Though over 620,000
people on both the northern and
southern sides of the American
Civil War died as a result of that
war, James Kelly Dickson
survived. I have always thought
that if just one bullet had found
Life on the Kansas plains
its mark in his body, the Dickson
in early America.
heritage of my particular ancestry
of Dicksons would have been terminated somewhere on a battlefield.
One bullet could have terminated an ancestry that led a century later to
my service for the Lord for this past half century. I look back and see
that it was in the providence of God that my great, great grandfather
James Kelly Dickson was led safely through that war for my sake and
the sake of thousands of people throughout the world today whom I
have been touched through my ministry for the Lord. The Lord indeed
providentially works in mysterious ways.
After the civil war, my great great grandfather, James Kelly
Dickson, followed the Dickson inclination to continue to migrate west.
After the Civil War, and in 1876, he followed his migrating Dickson
spirit to settle near what was then called “sod town.” All the dwellings
of this settlement were constructed out of earth sod that was dug up
from the top soil and stacked upon one another. There were no trees in

Stafford, Kansas around 1888.
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the entire region in those days, but some sun-dried bricks. The settlement
was later named Stafford, Kansas.
The beginning of trees on the plains of middle America began in
1873 with the introduction by the US government of the Tree Culture
Act. If one were to claim and settle a quarter of a square mile of land,
he could homestead the land if he planted forty acres of trees on the
land. The result of this Act was that thousands of trees were planted
throughout middle America by settlers who were the first to move into
the region in order to cultivate the land.
It is also interesting to note that a brother in Christ, Chancy Clothier,
two years before the arrival of James Kelly to “sod town,” organized a
wagon train of pioneers in Bares County, Missouri. He led this group
of fifty settlers to central Kansas in the spring of 1874 where they
homesteaded and planted trees. With the efforts of many others, they
also took advantage of the government land that was being allotted to
those who would settle the land, plant trees, and make the land
productive. To our knowledge, their settlement in the region led to the
first establishment of the church in all of central Kansas. For a complete
survey of the establishment of the church in central Kansas, one should
read the masterpiece of research on the Kansas church in the book, A
Prairie Beacon, by Grant M. Clothier and Jeanie Clothier Montford.

Stafford was growing in the early part of the 1900s.
(Notice on the horison that there still are no trees in the entire region.)
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The book is listed on Amazon.
At the time, the government was allotting free land to those who
had faithfully fought in and survived the civil war. James Kelly Dickson
took advantage of this generous offer. He subsequently homesteaded
land south of Stafford and remained there until his death on October
20, 1910. He had taken possession of land six miles south and one east
of “sod town.” It was there that he commenced to do what his ancestors
had done for centuries in Scotland and Ireland. He was a farmer. And
in reference to his part in settling middle America, he was what his
obituary said of him, “One of Stafford county’s pioneer settlers.” He
was one of those settlers who first put a plow in the soil of central
America that had never before been touched by human hands since
creation.
It seems that James Kelly Dickson was not only a farmer, but a
servant of the people, involving himself in the affairs of the community
for the betterment of the people. His joining the army during the Civil
War indicated that he was patriotic to his adopted New World of
opportunity, and thus he continued his patriotic duties as a farmer in
central Stafford county. In his obituary of the Stafford Courier in 1910,
it was written of him:
Mr. [James] Dickson was one of those sturdy, persistent citizens who
stayed faithfully by his state and county during the period of adversity
[during the civil war], and he lived to enjoy several years of the reward
which he had so richly earned. He was a man who enjoyed the highest
respect and esteem of all who knew him.

And so James Kelly was as they laid him to rest in the cemetery of
Stafford, Kansas. Today there is a war veteran star on his grave site,
indicating that we was a Civil War veteran. Being the son of immigrants,
and galvanized in spirit by surviving through almost five years of civil
war, this Dickson was typical of all those pioneers who first put plow to
the virgin soil of central Kansas. As farmers, they made the state of
Kansas what it is today.
When James Kelly Dickson died at the age of fifty-five, among
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other children, he had fathered my great grandfather, James Victor
Dickson, who was born on September 8, 1890. James Victor married
Lora Dunn, from whom my father, Edgar James Dickson was born in
1913. Edgar James married Wanda Jewell Browning, to whom were
born four children, Orlyn, Zina, James and Roger.
Since James Victor died in 1951, I was only four years of age at
the time, having myself been born on September 1, 1947. Edgar James
died in 1993 at the age of eighty-one, and Wanda Jewell Dickson died
in 1996. Their son, Roger Eugene is carrying on, not as a farmer, but as
a world citizen who seeks to better the world by planting the Seed of the
kingdom in the hearts of men. The farming tradition of the Dicksons was
terminated in reference to my lack of desire to till the land. The best I
have done is plant a garden and mow the grass. However, through my
brother, James Ray Dickson, the Dickson farming tradition continues on
the original homesteaded land of James Kelly Dickson, which farming
of the original homestead is being carried on by his son, Andrew Dickson.
It is worthy to note in this lineage of Dickson farmers that the
farming culture of all American farmers until the middle of the 1970s

Stafford, Kansas in 1995.
(By this time in history, the trees had come into the region of central Kansas.)
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was the incubation soil for most preachers of the church in America at
that time. In 1972, Harding College (now, university), conducted a
survey of the preachers of the church throughout America. When the
survey forms were returned, people were amazed to discover that over
two-thirds of the preachers of the church at that time had grown up on
a farm. In other words, two-thirds of the preachers were homegrown
farm boys. I can testify to this truth and bear witness to the cause of
this phenomenon. Before going off to college, I spent many hours
preaching from a tractor to cows, birds and sheep, with a few jack rabbits,
as I monotonously plowed a field hour after hour. My speaking started
then, and seems to have continued unto this day, though not so much in
spoken words, but with endless written words.
This Dickson, Roger Eugene, after living through Brazil and the
West Indies, has since turned the direction of a portion of the Dickson
migration to the east. In 1989, Martha and I immigrated to South Africa
where we are to this day in 2021. However, we have stayed with the
Dickson tradition by migrating our children back to the west, and thus
all four descendants of the Roger Eugene Dickson heritage now reside
in what was three centuries ago considered a New World of opportunity,
the United States of America.

The Dickson’s system of farming today has certainly changed since the days
of the horse-drawn plow. There are now many mechanical horses pulling the
equipment that cultivates the Dickson Kansas farm that was once
plowed by horses of a single-bottom plow.
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Adventure 2
REAL LOCKDOWN
The usual—as in every Midwestern America winter—great monster
of a winter blizzard was bearing down upon us in the old farmhouse.
At the time of the relentless onslaught, it was just a few degrees above
freezing Fahrenheit inside our old farmhouse in central Kansas that
had absolutely no insulation. It was the same in all those farmhouses
that were built at the turn of the last century. And because of cooking
and human humidity, ice froze on the inside of the windows. Because
there was only a thin layer of wood on the outside of the wall studs, and
plaster on slats on the inside, these thin walls stood as a minimal barrier
between human flesh and those miserable conditions outside. Within
we could only sit there cocooned in cotton blankets. We sat there
listening to the howling northern monster coming through the trees
that our father had planted years before on the north side of the house in
order to somewhat cushion the house and those frail human occupants
from those invading “Northerners.” In all this typical winter blizzard,
we believed we that were all fine in such a lockdown. Sometimes we
were mostly inside that house for weeks, busying ourselves with our
own entertainment.
Thankfully, and without any prodding by our father, we three

Winter lockdown on a Kansas farm.
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brothers had during the fall chopped and gathered enough fire wood to
stoke a homemade furnace in the basement. Our father had knocked
the end out of two fifty gallon drums, welded the two opened ends
together, welded on legs, and then cut a log-size hole in one end into
which we would faithfully, as railroad engineers, stoke the fire with
wood. This was the main heater of the old farmhouse because it was in
the basement. Convection would take its life-preserving heat to the
second floor, and then on to the top floor where we slept in somewhat
refrigerated comfort. On the intermediate floor there was an added
diesel-burning heater that was likewise laboriously puffing away in the
living room. With the two sources of survival running full blast, and
with winter sweaters cloaking our tender bodies, we could survive any
demon out of the north during those cold winter nights in central Kansas.
When one of those Northerners came through, the temperature
outside our survival cocoon would plummet to as low as -10 degrees
Fahrenheit (-23 Celsius), and sometimes much colder. I remember—I
do not know why I remember this—that on one winter night the
weatherman reported that it was colder in Goodland, Kansas for the day
than any place on the entire northern continent of America and Canada,
even in Alaska. It was -17 degrees Fahrenheit (-27 Celsius). We somewhat
took pride in that historical fact of Kansas cold, for it toughened us to
live longer—people who live in colder climates live longer. I also
remember that for three years from 1960 to 1962 there was very little
snow. The reason I was told that there was little snow was that it was too
cold to snow. And indeed it was simply frigid during those years.
But back then we did not know how good we had it. When Kansas
was first settled by the early pioneers in the middle 1800s, including
the Dicksons, there was no fire wood in those regions. By the time of
our day when we cut firewood for the blast furnace in our basement, we
were cutting wood from trees, particularly Cottonwoods, that had been
planted in central Kansas when time turned the calendar to the 1900s,
and specifically when America went through the great tree-planting,
job-creating New Deal of the Great Depression. But back in those
pioneer days of the 1800s, there were only “buffalo chips” to burn.
And if you do not know what a buffalo chip is, it is, or was, the sunDickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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dried manure of the buffalo herds that had wandered throughout the
region. Little did those buffalos know that they deposited survival
possibilities for a future civilization by relieving themselves of “fire
wood” for settlers who would later follow in their footsteps ... well ...
not actually in their steps. Once dried in the sun, the manure made
good “fire wood.” At least one advantage of the old sod houses was
that they had tremendous insulation, and thus a little heat from the buffalo
chips would allow the occupants to survive. So in my day in growing
up on the farm, we really had it good. At least we could cut existing
wood and not wander around the Kansas plains searching for and picking
up dried buffalo manure.
So what do humans do in such conditions? They go into real
lockdown. These were the days before central heating was installed in
homes in the northern hemisphere. These were the days before anyone
ever heard of insulation. These were the days when vehicle batteries
were so cold that they could barely start an engine. If a cold snap
surprised the diesel fuel industry, the diesel fuel would congeal and not
flow through the fuel lines because the oil companies did not have time
to put a special additive in the diesel in order that it not become like
jelly in frigid conditions. Those were the “good ole days” only because
we were totally ignorant of any better days.
Now suppose you lived in such conditions for three to four months
out of every year. I remember what we did in those lockdown days,
which conditions are now almost totally foreign to those today who
“suffer” through a few weeks of lockdown during a pandemic. I can
remember that during the “winter lockdowns” we played a lot of
monopoly, and then spades, hearts and bridge with cards, and then
dominoes, and then whatever board game we had in the house. I am
not certain, but I believe that the creativity of many people inspired the
creation of games during those years that later made them a great deal
of money when the games were eventually sold on the market.
Sometimes we would just dream up some type of entertainment,
like sliding down the staircase on a mattress, or roller skating in the
basement. We had no television, and rarely listened to the radio. There
were more exciting things to do than sitting idly in front of a TV or radio.
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For example, my brother and I once made a sand box in the basement of
the old farmhouse wherein we crafted our own tractors and vehicles out
of wood for our miniature farms we shaped in the sand. My oldest brother
had his trains with which he played endlessly. In other words, we busied
ourselves with ourselves. Being alone was not frightful.
There was no such thing as video
games or computers, and “Zoom”
referred to Flash Gordon. No telephone.
Well ... we had a telephone, but the ice
in the middle of the winter often
collected on the telephone lines and
subsequently brought down the lines.
We were out of touch with the world,
and the house itself became our only
world. We were isolated in an icy world,
and sometimes snow drifts behind the farm buildings were so large we
could dig a cave in them. Because we were in such isolation, we created
our own little worlds. I must confess that I do not ever remember being
bored. The winter lockdown forced the development of our creativity,
and thus we entertained ourselves. Those were the days when family
members were interdependent, not disconnected from one another during
the week with countless individual activities of people outside the
immediate family.
Other than going out to the barn dressed with coats, clothes and
boots that weighed almost as much as our bodies as small children, we
fed the cows, and then scurried back to the shelter of the house. When
we came in from the cold, we welcomed the warmth of the lockdown,
realizing that if we were stranded outside, we would certainly end up
being just another icicle.
So for all those grumblers out there who complain today about
lockdowns during pandemics, I would suggest that you be thankful that
every winter you do not have to go about chopping wood, or even worse,
scavenging around the prairie collecting buffalo chips. Nevertheless, I
can remember that when I left the farm I told others that I did not want
to ever be cold again.
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Adventure 3
THE LOSS OF COMMUNITY
Laura Ingalls Wilder prolifically, and with no embellishment, put
pen to paper and graphically described in a series of books the farming
community of rural America between 1870 and 1894. The third in her
series of masterpieces of literature entitled, Little House On The Prairie, that was published in 1935, described well the social environment
of country life into which my great grandfather and great grandmother
brought into the world my grandfather and grandmother when the nineteenth century gave way to the twentieth century.
Wilder was so romantic in describing the social fellowship of those
times that when people started losing the warmth of that never-againto-be-society of America, a TV series was produced that aired from
March 1974 to 1983. The series was entitled—you guessed it—Little
House On The Prairie. I came into the world far on this side of the
sunset of that era. Nevertheless, I still enjoyed some of the social remnants of that culture of America that had not yet faded away into history
books by the time of my youth.
My earliest years of breath in this world were taken at the close of
a social paradigm of community that has long passed into history. What
I remember of the times in the early 1950s was indeed sweet. City
people will not understand the surreal experience of the innocent life
that formed the early social roots of country people in the American
Midwest. Even during those times when we were being molded by
The Old Dickson Farmhouse
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what now seems to be a far away world, those who lived in the cities
across America could not comprehend the community that was relished
by those who lived in the farming community.
World War II eventually drained the innocence out of that culture
by deploying young farm boys around the world to be traumatized by
death and destruction. Since my father did not go war—my uncle
Willard did—because he was exempt as a farmer, he at least gave us an
early life that was free of war experiences. Therefore, in reference to
the early 1950s in rural America I can honestly say, “Those were the
days.”
I remember when I was no more than five years of age that I pleaded
with my mother to allow me to go with my brother, who was a year and
a half older than me, to the one-room York Center school that was only
for grades 1-8. At least there were other children there with whom I
could play, even though there were only eight students in the entire
school who sat under the tutorship of a single teacher. My mother
eventually yielded to my pleas to be delivered from the friendship of
only dogs and cats. However, my visit to the school from 8:00 to 4:00
was only occasional. Nevertheless, I at least was able to enjoy the
companionship of humans of the same kind.
I can remember in those early years of the farming community that
the farmers were in community with one another. World War II had
brought America together as no
other sociological event since the
days of the Revolutionary War
over one hundred and fifty years
before. America was simply
driven together in order to win the
war. And they did.
In my early years everyone
carted off on Sunday morning to
their own favorite church fellowThe old barn and chicken house
ships. But in those days on the
of the Kansas farm waste away.
It is now all gone, having been
eve of an early American commutorn down and planted a corn field.
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war era, community fellowship seemed to be just as important as church
fellowship. Relics of the prewar community of America lingered on in
the farming communities of the Midwest of America, being quarantined from the vast differences that were taking place in urban centers.
We were all quarantined on small farms, not realizing our seclusion,
but naturally seeking to commune with other creatures that could speak
real languages, and not just moo, baa, cluck, or quack.
For example, throughout middle Kansas, my father was one of the
hundreds of players of the American sport, baseball. My mother and
we children would faithfully be driven off in a 1949 Buick to other
farming communities who also had baseball teams. The game was
more than a baseball game. It was an opportunity for farmers to come
together in order to enjoy some sport in fellowship with one another.
Only those who are now at least in their late 70s know what I am saying. The baseball games became an opportunity for the York township
of Stafford county to make contact with other farmers in central Kansas. It was indeed a joyous event and an effort to hold on to the community spirit that was devastated by so many farm boys being sent off
to war.
Before we were eventually bused off to the “town school”—
Preston, Kansas, population 265—all of us children went to York Center School that was simply a one-room house standing alone in a field
at the corner where four dirt roads junction with one another. This
school house was the “community center” for the entire York township. The single teacher of the school not only tutored each of us students during school hours, but she or he was also a musician, production manager, and a firm disciplinarian. The teacher would organize
and teach songs to the students for special plays, and then we would
perform for the community during Easter, Thanksgiving, and especially
Christmas. I can still remember rehearsing long-forgotten songs as the
teacher banged away on the old piano.
There was a stage in that old school house where all of us would
do our Hollywood performances long before we even realized that there
was a place called Hollywood. We had no television set in those days,
at least in our house in my younger years. The best “performance” we
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could experience at the time was the imagination of our minds as Gun
Smoke played out creative vocal scenes on the radio.
When there were no productions going on at the local school, the
community would dream up other social events in order to bring the
community together. Long before the local community lake dried up,
during the winter months it would freeze over. And sure enough, everyone owned a pair of ice skates, and to the lake the whole community
would go. As a very young child I remember looking out over that lake
that was only about a hundred meters wide and two hundred long, and
seeing people everywhere. It was community fellowship in action on
ice.
Other than the big city of Stafford, population 2,800, there was the
community of Neola about three kilometers east of our farmhouse. It
was a center for grain collection for the local farmers. There were a
total of three houses there, with a post office and the grain storage bins.
Neola existed because the railroad came through to pick up our harvested grain in order to take it off to the flour mill in a faraway city. I
can remember when one of the last steam engines chugged out of Neola
as my father drove away in the truck beside the train tracks. That old
steam engine chocked out burnt coal ashes all over the bonnet (hood)
of our truck. It was the closest experience we ever had with a volcano
until many years later. This was around the years of 1951 or 52.
What was so important about Neola was that it represented more
than grain and trains. It represented a community of middle America
that connected neighbors. I can remember sitting on the floor of the
old Neola office/store and listening to my father and other farmers going on for hours discussing weather and politics. In the winter months—
which were many in those years—the glowing coal furnace in the center of the room would be stoked continually as the conversation went
on until the weather was forecast for the coming week and every political issue was settled. The isolated farmers seemed as if they had spent
too many lonely hours out in the field on their tractors, or possibly
needed more fellowship than with their cows and chickens . . . and
wives. Neola was a true man cave.
At least into his old age, and while Neola still existed, my father
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would go there and just sit down and talk to the last remaining resident
of the settlement. Neola represented a community, but a community
that eventually came to a close in middle America. When Neola was
eventually reclaimed by the Kansas bush, it seemed that a communal
way of life in middle America strolled off into a distant sunset never to
be experienced again.
As we now socially distance ourselves from one another, memories of yesteryear seem to arise from the past. At least we pine away
over the way it was. With the invention of television, we started to
move away from one another in order to enjoy some TV series that was
pumped into our living rooms. Telephones were a futile effort to socially connect us with facial expressions. But then another attack against
our community was the invention of the Internet and smartphones. Civilization was rapidly distancing itself from personal contact of the close
community. And now it seems that the last straw has been broken that
gave us a right to exist as people on this planet. What good is civilization if there can be no more clans, no more tribes, no more farming
communities, and now no more sweet fellowship under a ringing church
bell or school hall?
Civilization is based on community, but when community is forced
to disengage because of some invisible enemy that separates us from
one another, then there is no civilization. We all become individualists
who can survive only with ourselves, and possibly a few cats and dogs.
Lockdown means the death of community.
And then again, maybe the unknown viral enemy that is now trying to produce such a famine of community will drive us to an unquenchable urge to again be with one another. Lockdown may eventually come to mean that we all went through a period of social famine.
We were all so starved of one another during the famine, that when the
“war” was over, we started to reconnect. It is not natural for humans to
be alone. A quarantined human is an oxymoron. Human means social
connectivity. Quarantine is the opposite. It is contradictory to humanity. Nevertheless, as fasting strengthens the body physically, social fasting will do the same for our soul. We will be made stronger with one
another after we pass through this social famine.
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In a world society that is presently in the throes of social chaos, we
are encouraged by a longing that we see rising in the distant future.
Instead of dividing and fighting over nonsense, as we have so commonly performed in the past, in our starvation for one another we will
be driven together after the silent enemy has been defeated. When we
view our television now, we are repulsed when we see political divisions. We are repugnant at armed conflict somewhere in the world. We
change the channel when we see a report of some military conflict going on in some distant land. Political division now seems to be so
trivial, if not insane. Our repugnance of such is the result of too much
information being pumped into our homes through social media. It is a
mental paradigm into which we now seek to be delivered.
Now instead of arguing with our neighbor, we have this urge to go
over there and hug him . . . while still maintaining a safe social distance, of course. We seem to have entered a time machine and been
hurled back into the social days when we were once in community with
one another in those farm days of yesteryear. If Satan is using the present
pandemic to drive us apart, he has certainly shot himself in the foot in
this matter. We are being driven together in our isolation, for we have
finally learned that it is lonely in our own houses when we are confined
there in fear of exposure. Cats and dogs just cannot satisfy the longing
that we have for human beings. So we plead with our Father that He
will once again allow us go to school with one another. We can hear
church bells and school bells ringing again in the near future.
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Adventure 4
CHURCH ON THE FARM
I once wrestled my old bones out of a cozy bed on a farmer’s early
morning in order to encounter a rural group of faraway disciples. They
had regularly corralled themselves together on Sunday morning on a
distant farm two towns away from where Martha and I had homesteaded
in Philadelphia, South Africa. Once my bones had reconnected, and
my mind recovered to some sense just past dreams, I was on my way to
a land just beyond the rising sun. I concluded that it was going to be a
great day.
A warm invitation had initially and telephonically arrived at my
ear a month before from a Christian game reserve and farm manager on
the West Coast of South Africa. As soon as Stefan, the manager, released the words “game farm” into the telephone, there was no hesitation in my reply. How could I, as a relic of old farming days, deny such
an alluring invitation to my distant past?
For a long month that surely passed beyond the allotted limit of
thirty days, I eagerly awaited in anticipation to ignite the diesel cylinders of our White Rhino (Ford Ranger) in order to press the throttle
toward a return to a familiar culture of yesteryear. Being burdened
with the urban, I was ambitious to awaken suppressed sentiments of
foregone days on a farm in central Kansas.
After bypassing two towns on my exciting adventure to an exciting destination, the comfort of smoothly paved passage ways turned

Farm life in modern-day Minnesota
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into the challenge of dusty dirt and sandy farm roads. As the dust crept
through every minute crevice in the cocoon of my transport, the smell
of choking dust restored my long-forgotten memories. I was at last on
my way to my almost forgotten rural roots. I recalled from memory what
my father over a half century ago always said: “Boys, you can take the
boy off the farm, but you can never take the farm out of the farm boy.” It
was going to be a great day of giving freedom to this former farm boy
that had laid in solitary confinement in the bondage of my present.
And how do you supposed an eagerly expectant visitor is greeted
at the entrance gate into a farming kingdom? The inviting warm smile
of Stefan was there as he swung his farm heart and gate wide open for
my arrival. From that entrance moment that was just short of the Pearly
Gates to come, myself and others enjoyed the sweet hospitality that
only isolated farmers can offer. We all basked ourselves in the loving
arms of the Stefan Steencamps and one another. Throughout the encounter of those of a kindred spirit, love blossomed as the daisies in a
near pasture.
Novels are written of surreal rural encounters as these. I was given
birth by a farmers wife who was a host and Bible teacher for farmers in
rural Kansas. My past finally caught up with me, and that past was
sweet. The experiential fellowship of such farm gatherings are difficult to generate in urban centers with those, who during the gatherings,
often have somewhere else on their minds to go. Before urbanites get
over their weekly re-acquaintance with one another as disconnected
disciples of the city, their encounter in assembly is often shut down
with a “closing prayer.” Before they realize it, their “appointed hour”
is over and they find themselves in making formal “good byes” in order
to escape to another appointment. What sometimes becomes habitual
formalities in assembly often makes the participants emotionally distant from one another. But farmhouse assemblies are often very different. In such reunions, one finds himself or herself forcing departure
from one another, even though in a few days all the participants will
encounter one another again in loving fellowship the following Sunday.
It seems that exhilarant communication springs into life when
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Christian farmers come together. It is as if their assembly encounter
with one another only seven days before never came to an end. They
simply pick up the conversation from where they left off, focusing on a
common cultural connection with Christ and farming. It’s just not like
urban encounters where each participant of the group has been in a
different business adventure and culture throughout the week. Too few
attendees have a common vocational background upon which communication can be continued indefinitely. Christ is in common, but there
is no platform of life-style culture that bonds them together. Farmers
speak a common language that is a strange tongue to urbanites.
And then there is the matter of one’s taste buds. On this occasion,
my taste buds were driven into a surreal experience around a luscious
love feast. On the farm, “home grown” is light years away from “shop
bought.” There is a freshness about the farm table. It overflows with
the succulence that stimulates salivation long before the first bite is
ushered through one’s entrance into the stomach. “Oh my!” are the
only words that are fit to describe fruits and vegetables that have been
freshly freed from a garden just outside a farm house. Their new residence was on top of my taste buds, and then into a stomach that could
be revived only by lounging for some time afterwards on a sofa. In
definition of rural culture, the love feast reaches a zenith of expression
by the participants, who conclude, “Where have we been all our lives?”
The table of a farm assembly declares throughout the meal experience
that we have all finally come home.
Because I had another encounter that day “in the city” at 5:00, I
slipped up for a moment by regressing back into my city culture. Since
I wear no watch, I had to ask someone, “What time is it?” I had to
instantly become apologetic for having to depart from such a spiritual
gathering when someone said, “It’s about 5:00.” That information set
in motion my hasty departure, wondering at the time, how much better
can a Sunday get? It was a great day.
So I tore myself away from the arms of love, and was back in the
White Rhino. As I throttled speedily down that rugged country road, I
was again reminded that dust smells good. So I darted through the first
small village, and then made my way on to the next. As I meandered
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through town two, I made a wrong turn, corrected, and then was back
on the main way through congestion. As I passed through the squatter
camp on the south side of town, I hunkered down behind the controls
of the vehicle. When in such areas one’s mind often envisions a thrown
rock or something worse.
As I began to breathe some relief on the way out of town, I passed
through a taxi (bus) depot. In the midst of a Sunday evening crowd of
hopefuls who were on their way back home as I, taxis and buses surrounded the intersection. A hoard of humanity populated the area as
passengers waited patiently for some bus to carry them home from the
city, many going to places from which I had just come ... the farm. I
came to a stop at an intersection in the midst of the masses. I glanced
both ways, and then anxiously pressed on. Out of the corner of my eye,
and in the midst of bodies between two buses, I thought I saw Felix.
Brother Felix is a Malawian immigrant who lives in my home village. He has worked my garden every two weeks for over a year. He is
married, with a wife and two children back in Rumphi, Malawi. I think
I may have taught seminars at the Rumphi Mission in Malawi during
the 90s long before he was born.
I said to myself, “Surely not. How could my eye in a glance pick
Felix out of a mass of humanity, and then disappear behind a bus as I
traveled on?” So I carried on for about a city block. But then I pulled
over to the side of the road. I just sat there thinking that I had only
experienced seeing someone who only looked like Felix. I made every
argument to myself not to go back into that mass of humanity and vehicles. After all, I almost convincingly rationalized, I had the 5:00
meeting that I was rushing on to attend.
So while I momentarily sat there and pondered the possibility that
I had only experienced some vision of Felix, I glanced in my rear view
mirror. And in a distance I could see this man running furiously toward
me with bags in both hands—maybe bags of rocks. As he neared the
door of the White Rhino, he swung the door open with a smile that
went from one ear to another. It was indeed brother Felix who was
returning home after a Sunday assembly in that town.
Both of us just sat there, being overwhelmed with the surrealism
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of the encounter. We just absorbed the moment. He had been waiting
for a bus for over three hours. We just could not get over such a chance
encounter of two brothers discovering one another in the midst of a
mass of people in another town. He said that out of the corner of his
eye he also saw the White Rhino—which he had washed many times at
the house—before I passed beyond the buses. It seems that visionary
moments as these are locked in one’s memory forever. He said he
peered around the buses and saw my tail lights come on, and that I had
pulled over. So he said, “I picked up my bags and started running as
fast as I could.” A great day had now turned in a magnificent day!
We were exhilarated by the “chance” encounter we had with one
another in another town. We could not get over the ordeal, as we now
traveled on to our home village where both of us lived. I told Felix that
I was going home to pick up Martha, and then go on to the 5:00 meeting in the city.
After about fifteen minutes down the road, Felix started to vigorously look through his bags and check his pockets. Both of our hearts
just sank deep into despair when he announced, “I can’t find my
cellphone!” We drove on. All the communication numbers of those with
whom he worked, as well as his wife and two children in Malawi, were
on that phone. He transferred his money to his wife and children to
Malawi through an account that was linked to that phone. I thought to
myself, “What a terrible ordeal to end such a surreal day. Satan has done
his best to dash the joy of both of us.” Satan made a good day turn bad.
I became desperate in despair as I empathized so much with him.
But I could not overcome the shocking disappointment that he was
experiencing. I thought that I could just buy him a new phone, as someone had bought for him the phone that was now lost. That might soothe
his pain. But this would not replace all the information on the phone.
I could not bear the disappointment any longer. Empathy conquered hopelessness. So I just stopped in the middle of traffic on a
busy main road, and turned back. With all hope against hope, we would
return to the scene where Satan had ruined both of our good days. Felix
explained that he had put the phone in his shirt pocket. We both concluded that it must have bounced out of his pocket when he ran so
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

4 - Church On The Farm

37

vigorously for me at the bus stop.
We eventually arrived at the scene of discouragement. I stopped
about a city block before the bus stop and let Felix out to start a futile
search by walking back to where he commenced his vigorous jog to
catch me. We both knew that this was a hopeless effort because there
were people milling around everywhere. Someone had surely looked
down, saw the phone, and then went away with a newly acquired gift.
Nevertheless, we were both trying to do everything possible to relieve
ourselves of despondency.
I then drove up to the intersection of the bus stop. I casually glanced
across the road and saw on the ground a faint sparkle gleaming from under
the dust of the walkway along the road. “That can’t be,” I thought to myself. With a hopeful thrill, I knew I had to check the source of the
sparkle. I crammed on the brakes in the middle of the intersection with
people and cars dodging around me. I threw open the door of the White
Rhino, jumped out in the traffic and ran to the sparkle. I ran as if in a
100-meter scramble to beat others who likewise may have noticed the
sparkle.
And looking down, I saw through the dust that had been thrown
over the object that was emitting the sparkle. It was Felix’s cellphone
almost completely covered in dust. In all my exhilaration I just could not
believe what I had just discovered. Only that sparkle off the corner of the
phone was exposed, and subsequently had caught my eye from the far
side of the road as the evening sun notified me that all would be well.
You can only imagine the exuberance of both Felix and myself as
we carried on. We just went on and on with joy over the experience. It
was simply a surreal discovery, so surreal that one’s faith moves him to
conclude that more was at work than fate. Who would ever have believed that a cellphone that was lost in the middle of the masses at a bus
stop would ever be found? I said to Felix, “Satan tried to spoil our day,
but God had our backs. It’s going to be a fabulous day!”
(I missed that 5:00. But I was so high on thanksgiving, that I never
thought about it again. Sometimes in our lives, something happens
that just cannot be explained by either fate or coincidence. If you have
read this editorial, we both know who to thank.)
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Adventure 5
THE LEGACY OF OLE RED
Have you ever been knocked down so many times that you felt
you could not get up again, fearing the possibility of getting knocked
down again? If so, I have a story for you.
It was one of those miserably cold winter mornings in central Kansas when bones creaked while struggling to be released from bed. When
I discovered the usual ice on the inside of the bedroom window, I deducted, “This will be a great day for an early road patrol for some tasty
rabbit for the pot.” So after layering my body with a pair of long-Johns
and an assortment of other garments that would seal up what body heat
I could retain, I then thrust myself into the frigid outdoors of a Kansas
winter in the late 1950s.
Throughout that particular winter night only a slight breeze came
in from the north. Mother Nature had eloquently decorated the farmlands with only a slight blanket of fluffy snow. The scene was a serene
picture of what only nature could paint. So being a hunter by instinct,
I concluded that these were perfect conditions for rabbit patrol.
I grabbed my arsenal of weapons and headed for Ole Red, an old
1948 farm pickup truck that was used as our utility vehicle for our farm
maintenance in the field. But then some of our alert dogs who had also
endured the night, spied the weapons in my hands. Ears instantly perked
up and tails commenced to wag with vigor. The alert canines sensed
that there was a hunt blowing in the cold winter air, and they were

Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

5 - The Legacy Of Ole Red

39

instantly ready!
These sometimes obnoxious hounds then rushed to the driver’s
door of Ole Red, waiting like half-starved T-rexes who had not eaten
for a week. It was not so much the possibility of a luscious feast they
might enjoy, but just the excitement of the hunt. We always had about
five or six dogs at any one time on the farm. On this particular morning
I managed to slip by two of the obsessed hunters who were still in the
house, unaware of the adventure that was about to unfold this day in
the lives of both man and those unlucky dogs who were so eager to join
the hunt.
So the door of Ole Red squeaked open with a hardy tug, and three
energetic hounds competed for who would be inside. I then shuffled in
the firearms, and we were ready. Ole Red, however, was not. It was so
cold that only a resistant grumble could be heard as I heartily cranked
and choked away in order to bring some form of life to an unwilling
Dodge engine. But then there was a reluctant spark in one of the cylinders, and then another, until a resurrection from the dead was finally
realized. It was a hallelujah moment for all the passengers anticipating
an exciting hunt.
We were subsequently on our way with mouths gapping and tongues
slopping canine saliva here and there on man and seats. It was all so
exciting. It seemed that those dogs never wanted to miss an opportunity to run full throttle across a field after some rabbit they could never
catch. Regardless, this is how country people walked their dogs in
those days. Maybe city people could solve their dog walking responsibilities by just releasing a few rabbits in the city.
On this particular cold and clear winter morning, Mother Nature
had given birth to a light snow that had settled on the leeward side of
various clusters of trees along the road. A light breeze during the night
had swept clean the rest of the road between the tree clusters. Therefore, there was only about an inch or two of snow on the road when I
came upon these clusters of trees.
So as any adventurous teenager would do, I concluded that the
eager dogs and I should have some Kansas cold-weather fun. While
driving down the road, and when I was in the middle of one of those
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patches of snow, I would turn the steering wheel slightly in order to
start a swerving motion of the tail end of Ole Red. I calculated that the
swerve would be stopped when I proceeded off the snow-covered portion of the road and on to that portion of the road that had been swept
clean by the night’s breeze.
So I swerved into our first venture. Back and forth the dogs and I
gently waved down the road in slow motion on the snow. All proceeded with excitement through about three or four fishtails until I hit
clean pavement. When I did, Ole Red jerked back into a stable forward
projection and I continued on. After the first adventure, I looked at the
dogs and am sure that I read their wide-eyed, wide open slobbering
mouths to say, “Do it again! Do it again!”
So up came another opportunity. I slightly turned the steering wheel
to the right, and sure enough, adventure again commenced. When the
tail of Ole Red started coming around to the left, I would turn to the
left. Back and forth we would oscillate down the road. Dogs were
panting and I thought that everything was under control. At that time
life was an adventure so we just enjoyed the ride.
However, the adventure soon turned into tragedy when I failed to
calculate the length of a particular patch of snow covered road. So I
kept correcting the fishtailing of Ole Red, noticing with some dismay
that in every oscillation, the tail of Ole Red seemed to be advancing
further in order to overtake the front end of the vehicle.
I eventually concluded that we were in dismal peril when the tail
end of Ole Red finally began to overtake both dogs and driver. As I
could now look in the review mirror in order to determine our direction
of projection, all was not well. So as we proceeded down the road with
dogs and driver now facing in the opposition direction of the forward
motion of Ole Red, we started moving off to the side of the road in a
backward configuration. Unfortunately, the winter cold had frozen the
soil on the edge of the road, so when the wheels of Ole Red made
contact with frozen dirt, vehicle, beasts, driver and artillery rolled over
with a ferocious slam on the side.
The inside cab of Ole Red became a quagmire of scrambling dogs,
with the mixture of guns and a human body in the entanglement. It was
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total chaos. After relieving my throat of a gun butt, and taking a dog
foot out of my mouth, I made myself upright, and reached for the escape hatch, which now weighed in at about fifty pounds. Nevertheless,
adrenaline threw it open. I fetched one dog after another and slung
them to safety through the opened escape hatch. I then saved myself as
the captain of the marooned ship that had already gone down.
When I finally came to myself, I caught a glance at the tucked tails
of those dogs who were already on their way back to the farm house
which was little over a mile away. However, I am sure one of them
looked back with a scowl on his face and thought, “Don’t ever do that
again!”
Nevertheless, I joined the bewildered hounds and made my way
home where I fetched a tractor and my older brother. Ole Red was
down, on her side, but not out. We uprighted her wounded body, filled
her with oil, and she was subsequently ready for another day on the
Dickson farm.
It was not long after this unfortunate trauma that I drove over to
my best friend’s house with Ole Red. My friend was standing outside
the rolled-down window of Ole Red. I was lounging behind the steering wheel inside and fumbling with the artillery that was always present
in our vehicles when we were on the road—after all, there might be a
rabbit, or pheasant, or duck, or whatever along the road that might need
to be procured for the pot.
While sitting there and talking
about teenage whatnot, I unconsciously put my hand on an old temperamental single-shot 12-gage shotgun by the seat that we had borrowed
from a neighbor. We were sporting
the old lady around to see how she
would shoot, which later proved to be
most miserable. But as I fumbled with
Some of my relatives back in
the hammer on the old firearm, my
Scotland also had an affair
thumb accidently slipped off the hamwith guns.
mer. With one horrific boom inside
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the cab of Ole Red, the old gun let out an unnerving roar.
The long barrel of that shotgun was pointed straight at the middle
of the floorboard. Unfortunately, just beyond the floorboard was the
backside of Old Red’s engine block. And sure enough, there was enough
force from the fellowship of pellets from that blast to fly out of the end
of the barrel in unison to make a perfect hole of about three inches in
diameter of Ole Red’s engine. I immediately disembarked and joined
my also startled friend as we both bent down and gazed under the belly
of Ole Red. Sure enough, there was engine water gushing out everywhere. Ole Red suffered another traumatic blow. This time, she had
been shot to death.
So I again fetched my brother and we towed Ole Red back to the
farmstead and entombed her in the workshop. She was down, however, she was not out. When our father saw the damage, he uttered no
words, evidently realizing that teenagers are simply cursed with some
nonsense now and again.
Our father was a master welder in those days, even on cast iron as
was the iron of the block of that old Dodge engine. So he artfully cut
out a perfect circle of an iron patch, carefully measured it over the hole
in the back of the wounded engine, and Ole Red was resurrected to
endure another day on the Dickson farm. She was shot down, but refused to stay in the grave.
Sometime either before or after that engine kill, my brother and I
were out doing our normal thing of diminishing animal wildlife in central Kansas in order to fill the evening pot. During pheasant season we
were once over at an old deserted farm house—we called them haunted
houses back in those days. We had chased some critter up in the bushes
near the old house. I disembarked Ole Red in order to stand ready for
the rewarding shot. While I stayed ready to fill the evening pot with
whatever dashed forth from under the bushes, with Ole Red my brother
chased my way whatever might seek to escape the evening pot. I subsequently bagged the game, and then my brother came in Ole Red to
investigate the bounty.
Unfortunately, when both of us sought to embark Ole Red again in
order to carry on to another opportunity to increase the evening pot, we
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both opened the doors of Ole Red at the same time. On my side, I
threw the door open, but all the artillery inside had unknowingly fallen
over to my side of the vehicle during the mad game-chasing rush. It
was all laying hard up against the door. As the door came open, down
came the guns.
We had an old double-barreled 12-gage shot gun that we had erroneously left loaded with live cartridges in the chambers. This was an
open hammer type weapon, and thus, when this particular instrument
of our arsenal came tumbling down out of Ole Red, one of the hammers hit the running board, and Ole Red subsequently paid the price for
our carelessness. A traumatic blow was inflicted on the innards of that
faithful old girl.
The shot rang out and echoed throughout the surroundings. The
cluster of shotgun pellets that proceeded out of the barrel began their
devastating venture udthrough the bashboard of Ole Red. They entered the first layer of metal of the dashboard on the bottom, substantially slowing down their velocity. They then carried on in unison until
they took out the radio and every other thing under the dashboard, including wiring, ash trays and whatnot. The final accomplishment on
their ravaging adventure through the dashboard of Ole Red was finalized by the iron plating at the top of the dashboard. In those days vehicles were made out of iron, not plastic, including the dashboard compartments. So the projectiles of the old double-barrel finally came to a
halt at the top end of the dashboard, but not without making a substantial upward protruding dent.
Ole Red was again inflicted, but not mortally wounded. My brother
and I took the wounded ole girl home and hammered the protruding
dent in the dashboard back into some respectable presentation. With a
little red paint, Ole Red proudly bore the scar of this battle wound to
the end of her years. Ole Red, being shot a second time, proudly lived
to enjoy another day on the Dickson farm. She was shot down for a
moment, but then she was faithfully up and going again.
But fate was not finished with this first vehicle that my brother
and I tortured in our early teenage years. When we were thirteen or
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nately, was the first vehicle that we used to punish through our preliminary learning years of vehicleship.
On another occasion, my brother was driving—I was an innocent
passenger on this one. While in the field, our father had commissioned
us to walk to the farm house and fetch Ole Red because he had to do
some repairs in the field on some old broken equipment we struggled
to keep together to cultivate the crops of the farm. So my brother and I
scurried off on foot to the farm house. We secured Ole Red, cranked
her up, and then proceeded at a youthful speed—somewhat fast—toward the field where our father eagerly awaited our arrival. After some
time waiting, our father knew that something was up. So he eventually
came walking to the farm house, searching for the two adventurous
boys whom he had commissioned to secure Ole Red.
And sure enough, he found them both in a somewhat of a disoriented state of mind, and one with blood running down his face profusely. On that occasion, I joined Ole Red, and consequently had taken
an almost fatal blow.
What transpired was that when my brother eagerly sped down the
sandy road of the farmstead toward the field—of course with my urging—the deep sand of the farm pathway securely grabbed the left front
wheel of Ole Red. The steering wheel was subsequently flung out of
my brother’s grasp. In the blink of eye, we were uncontrollably sanddirected into this most solidly planted corner fence post. The forward
motion of Old Red was instantly terminated. The left fender of Ole
Red ungraciously caught the stubborn fence post, which post subsequently tried to encircle itself with the metal of Ole Red’s fender. And
my poor head—we had not even heard of seat belts in those days—
proceeded with substantial velocity to penetrate the windshield. Unfortunately ... or fortunately ... the windshield would not yield, so thereupon the windshield my head was planted, resulting in a sizeable break
in the shatterproof glass and a surgical cutting of some blood vessels in
my head. The steering wheel fortunately terminated my brother’s forward motion, and thus he suffered only a few bruises.
I was patched up in the kitchen shop and Ole Red was taken again
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moved the mashed fender, and thus did a surgical job in pounding out
the major deformities of the fender. Ole Red, as well as myself, subsequently lived again for another day on the Dickson farm. She was
down for a moment, but up and going again in about a week. There is
no rest for the weary.
In pursuit of numerous rabbits, Ole Red had been driven with breakneck speed across the torturous fields of central Kansas. Her frame
was subsequently weakened in the horrendous driving adventures of
chasing rabbits, and her body was not without numerous injuries, with
various cracks blemishing her waning bodily appearance. You must
know this in preparation for the next adventure when Ole Red was
again knocked down and tested at the hands of its owners.
So one day our father decided to change out the engine of our
ancient P-Case combine. He rigged up a wench (hoist) on the back of
Ole Red, and backed her up to the front of the combine. We securely
hooked on the engine of the combine with a strong chain, and then
commenced to hoist away. However, as we focused on the engine and
the limited progress we were making in lifting the stubborn engine off
the frame of the combine, we started to wonder why all our diligent
hoisting was making little progress. Nevertheless, we kept hoisting
and the engine was not moving.
For some reason, we had this innate inclination to turn around and
observe the status of Ole Red. And behold, Old Red had become a
distorted figure of an A frame, having bent herself in the middle into
some contorted formation. It was a peculiar spectacle to gaze upon. It
was certainly a “Kodak moment” to see this now humpback pickup
truck looking as if someone had planted a bomb midway underneath
her belly and blasted the middle section toward the heavens. The poor
old girl looked awkwardly deformed. And so she was.
So we concluded that engine hoisting was not a job for the now
fragile Ole Red. We had by this time brought her to her knees, or broke
her backbone. She was indeed broken, right in the middle. So we hand
pushed the fragile old lady again to the repair shop and decided that
major bone reconstruction had to be performed. We loaded in the front
of her bed as much heavy iron as we could. We then jumped up and
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down on her carcass, while heating with the torch the unbroken part of
her backbone. And then we pronounced her to be miraculously healed.
She gently came to some respectable presentation and was pronounced
fit for another testing. There was nothing that a welder and torch could
not solve on the farm, so our father had again worked his magic on Ole
Red. She was truly broken, and down, but then lifted up by caring
hands to endure another test of life. She was restored to survive another day on the Dickson farm.
One day our father decided that enough was enough. So without
our knowledge, he quietly drove off into the sunset with Ole Red, herself breathing a sigh of relief. After about a half day, he returned, driving another service vehicle for the farm. It was a 1955 blue Chevrolet
pickup truck. We rejoiced over the new opportunity, knowing certainly
well that that Chevrolet had no idea what was in store for her. But that
is another story. But to make a long story short, Ole Blue was eventually dragged off to the back pasture and left for dead.
And Ole Red, I remember what my father had said in reference to
what the car dealer had given him for her in trade for Old Blue. There
was surprise in his voice when he told us, “I can’t believe it! They gave
me fifty dollars for Ole Red!”
We could only imagine that that was junk price, and thus believed
that Ole Red finally found her peace in some foundry where she joined
in that eternal vehicle nirvana of those faithful vehicles who had served
well their masters. She had been knocked down so many times, that
she did not know any better but to get back up and keep struggling on
in tough times. It was her life. It is also ours.
We know that God will do the same for us when we are down, and
sometimes in lockdown. He will eventually lift our bodies out of the
grave for something new and different that is prepared for an eternal
dwelling. So the Holy Spirit through John gave us hope:
Beloved, now we are the children of God, and it has not yet been revealed
what we will be. But we know that when He appears, we will be like Him,
for we will see Him as He is (1 Jn 3:2).
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Here’s another promise of hope straight from the resurrected mouth of
Jesus:
Do not fear those things that you will suffer. Behold, the devil will cast
some of you into prison so that you may be tested. And you will have
tribulation ten days. Be faithful unto death and I will give you the crown
of life (Rv 2:10).

In view of our circumstances today, we might add the following from
Jesus:
Because you have kept the word of My perseverance, I also will keep you
from the hour of trial that will come on the whole world to test those who
dwell on the earth (Rv 3:10).

Ole Red was cast into the prison of farm service. She was thoroughly
tested. She had tribulation all her life. Nevertheless, she was faithful
unto her final hour. So must we.
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Adventure 6
CITY GIRL GOES TO THE FARM
Back in those days as farmer boys we called them “city-slickers.”
These were people who had been slicked up by the city, and thus had
no idea what it meant to survive in our “real” world, which we considered to be life on the farm. City-slickers had no calluses on their hands,
no grease under their fingernails, and seemed to be quite frail in body,
having underdeveloped muscles. So when this transplanted farm boy
ventured into the city, he eyed one of those frail female “city-slickers,”
roped her into an infatuation with his muscular physique, and then wooed
her into believing that she had now found her future husband. After a
few months of courtship in the city, it was now time for the city-slicker
wife-to-be to venture into the real world of what she was totally unfamiliar. If she would be so brave as to marry a farmer, then to the farm
she must go, and thus be indoctrinated with the “real” world.
Back in those days, taking a truly born and bred city-slicker into
the fine culture of farm living was often a frightful journey into the
truly unknown. Venturing to the planet Mars would probably have
been culturally easier, if not safer, for my city-slicker friend to endure.
Nevertheless, it was time for this resident of a far away galaxy to board
my yellow 1956 Chevrolet craft and be taken as an innocent victim to
boldly go where no one of her family kind had gone before. It was time
to encounter a species of her unfamiliar kind (my parents) in a galaxy
that might as well have been on the far side of the universe. She was
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Dickson farmhouse when visited by the city girl.
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going to the farm that had given birth to the character with whom she
had now committed to marry, and thus with whom she destined to live
out the remainder of her days—possibly on a farm.
So at the end of our foreplanned trek, and the beginning of her
farm experience, she had her first encounter with the wildlife of the
country. When we were about one mile from the farm, I realized that I
had innocence under my care when a common jack rabbit suddenly and
speedily scurried across the road, which I presumed had been previously shot at by a host of hunters, including myself.
At that moment, my foreign passenger and I were engaged in conversation concerning the adventures she was about to enjoy on the farm.
It was during this conversation when my wife-to-be spotted that supposedly monster jack rabbit. “What’s that?”, she diverted from the
conversation in a high pitched voice—she has been catching glimpses
of rabbits or squirrels in conversations ever since. But when she did
not know a common creature of life in the country, I then realized that
I had on my hands someone of the uncommon kind. It was a nineteen
year old farmer boy hooked up with a nineteen year old city-slicker. I
should have clued in on this when she kept asking, “Is that wheat?”—
I chuckled when she asked if the wheat was ripe for harvest when it
was as green as it could be at that time. “Is that corn?” “What is that
and that and that?” The questions went on without end.
But in reference to the rabbit, I responded with a puzzled face,
“That’s just a jack rabbit.” I continued to explain, “They are everywhere out here in the country.” (We regularly hunted jack rabbits to be
sold for ten cents each, which rabbits were shipped back “east” to be
made into dog food.)
“But its ears were as high as the car!” she responded with excitement—and to this day she still believes that that rabbit had those gigantic ears. First impressions, I guess, are difficult to erase from one’s
memory.
So our extended journey from city to country was finally realized
as we slowly made our way up the drive way to the farm “white house”
from which all the executive orders were made for the operation of the
farm. Having grown up in a small house in the poorer part of town just
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this side of the railroad tracks in Hutchinson, Kansas, Martha was extremely fascinated with all the farm buildings that were scattered here
and there, both large and small. In her panoramic survey of the farm
equipment and buildings, she only noticed briefly a uniquely small
wooden structure that was about fifty paces into the shadows of the
trees at the back of the main house. It seemed to be an inconsequential
small shack that just stood there conspicuously alone for no reason at
all.
For the first eighteen years of my life I knew only the culture and
existence of the isolated farm life. I was a “foreigner” to the city, which
in those days was totally outside my paradigm of existence. We were
farmers who rarely shook hands with one another, for our hands were
always dirty with either dirt or grease. And of course we never hugged
one another, especially men. That was girly.
Our family farm was eight miles from the nearest village of any
significance. I went to a small one-room farm school that was built in
the corner of a field two miles away from our farm house. When in the
seventh grade, my brother and I eventually drove to a city school that
was in a village of about 265 people.
Ours was a small world, nothing like the big city in which my cityslicker wife-to-be had lived, and into which she would eventually lead
me. So this initial venture of hers was really a cultural awakening for
her. We were both nineteen years old at the time. In her initial culture
shock of the farm, everything that was encountered was somewhat overwhelming and out of place in reference to her customary reality. It was
a surreal world of giant rabbits, unknown plants, and stinky animals.
Her initial scent of the farm was somewhat overwhelming, for the house
was only about seventy-five paces from the barnyard. She said something about the smell, but my desensitized farm nose smelt nothing. So
the adventure began. She was along for an exploratory ride.
It was mid afternoon when we arrived. It was then that Martha
started to deduct that she had, on the journey from her city world, possibly experienced a time warp into another dimension of human existence. It was in the evening of the day that we landed that Martha had
her first experience with farm reality. It all involved a call from nature.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

6 - City Girl Goes To The Farm

51

She had to follow nature’s course and find relief by searching for a
toilet. Upon our arrival, I initially introduced her to the old farm house
and its three stories of dwelling. I escorted her to the “upstairs,” then to
the living area, and finally to the basement where we all sometimes
huddled in fear when we presumed that a tornado was approaching.
But when nature finally called on that day, Martha wanted to be
discreet by not asking her husband-to-be where to find the “facilities.”
So she quietly went up the stairs to the top floor, searching here and
there for the “bathroom” wherein she could find some relief. After
opening a few closet and attic doors, she made no discoveries in the
upper chambers. Then she descended to the main living area. Again,
after going from room to room, opening and closing closet doors, there
were still no good discoveries to be made. And then she presumed, the
“room” is in the basement. So down the stairs and into the lower chambers she descended in hope. By this time she was walking cautiously
as the necessity for relief began to intensify. But again there was no
happy discoveries in the basement, though she did notice this big white
pot on the floor off in the corner that had a lid. She lifted the lid, and
thought, “No way.” She then went back to the living area where my
mother was seated. She embarrassingly asked my mother, “Mrs. Dickson, could you please tell me where to find the toilet?”
My mother, with a farmer’s grin spread across her face, kindly
took the inexperienced city-slicker to the back window of the house.
While pointing a finger out the window, she said to Martha, “Do you
see that little inconsequential house out there in the shadows of the
trees? That’s the outhouse and that is where you will find the relief you
are so desperately seeking.” A city-slicker’s fears had now become a
reality. This was not a happy discovery.
To this day over fifty years later Martha still remembers that initial
embarrassing discovery of living on the farm. For the first time in her
life she realized that she had just stepped into a time machine and blasted
into the ancient past where primitive people still did not put stinky
toilets into the same house in which they slept. Nevertheless, at the
time, she made her way out to that inconsequential little house, opened
the door, closed her nose, and sat herself down on a cold, wooden seat,
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where relief came only with some apprehensive difficulty.
As she sat there, she noticed that the little house was full of many
small holes. She wrongly assumed, “Maybe these were made to ventilate the stinky little house.” She inquisitively asked me later about
these holes after all her business was finalized. She inquired, “What
are all those little holes in the outhouse?”—she probably should not
have asked.
“Those are bullet holes,” I informed her. “When we come out of
the main house with our guns, and are going on a hunt, we sometimes
fire off a few shots at the toilet house in order to make sure that our
guns are functioning in proper order.”
“WHAT!”
“Well ...,” I tried to calm her in order to bring the excited expression on her face back to some normality. This was certainly not a reassuring revelation to farm living, especially with hunters around. The
little white pot in the basement was started to look more functional.
So with some reasonable explanation I tried to bring rationality to
the target practice. I explained, “But before we open fire on the outhouse, we at least yell out to see if there is anyone in there.”
That answer did not seem to calm her hysteria about the matter,
nor did it calm her nerves the next time she had to use the “facilities.”
The next time nature called, however, she asked around to find out if
anyone was planning to go on a hunt.
So it was at about this time in her venture to the farm that a deep
yearning began to arise in her soul to either wake up from a bad nightmare she has having, or get back into that yellow Chevrolet craft and
make her way back to civilization in the city.
Now the evening sun of our first day on the farm together was now
about to slither over the beautiful western horizon—I really miss those
Kansas farm sunsets. It was time to bed down for the night. In her
survey of the premises for an indoor toilet, Martha had inspected all the
beds, assuming, and correctly, that there was a bed for the parents and
for me. But when she asked, “Where do I sleep,” my mother was quick
to reply. “You will sleep with me, my darling, in my former daughter’s
bed. We will be as two farm bugs in a rug.”
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Well, that didn’t seem half bad. Martha wrongly assumed that
maybe it is true in farm culture that when future daughter-in-laws sleep
at the houses of their future husbands, it is supposedly the responsibility of the daughter-in-law to first sleep with the mother-in-law. Maybe
there was some bed bonding that needed to take place before a mother’s
son got into bed with the second woman he loved. She had wrongly
concluded so many other things so far on this farm “galaxy,” what else
could it be that she should sleep with her future mother-in-law.
But actually this experience was of no consequence to Martha.
She had previously experienced sleeping with an old woman. She had
grown up in a small two-bedroom house in the city, sleeping in her
childhood with her grandmother. So she concluded that sleeping with
another old woman was just a change in beds. This should not be too
much out of the ordinary. If she could sleep with one old woman who
carried on all night with a deafening snore, then surely she was prepared to endure the same with another old woman.
So now it was well into the middle of the night when Martha laid
there on the side of the bed up against the wall. It was a cool winter
night. Martha later explained that my mother’s “hairy leg” kept encroaching to her side of the bed and against her leg. Martha further
explained that my mother just keep moving her “hairy” leg up against
her leg. She was so squeezed up against the wall that she could not
move over another hair. She explained, “I would move my leg over a
little, and then, here would come your mother’s leg to lay up against
my leg. So I just laid there stiff as a log up against the wall.”
This leg-moving drama went on for some time until Martha was
squeezed so tight against the wall that she could move no further. And
then Martha related to me that after some time laying there squeezed
up against the wall that her future mother-in-law quickly raised up the
covers, and commanded, “Penny, GET OUT OF THERE!” And then
this sad-eyed, hairy dog came involuntarily crawling out from under
the covers.
Penny was my mother’s little shorthaired dog who had unknowingly crawled down under the covers in order to keep warm in the cool
of the winter night. Back in those days many people on the farm slept
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with some animal. Those old and cold farm houses had no insulation,
and thus sleeping with an animal was a matter of warmth. Martha
concluded that if she would marry a future farmer, then she too would
have to learn how to sleep with animals. And to this day, she has, even
though we are not on the farm.
But on this first experience of sleeping with an animal, Penny the
dog relinquished to the command of her master, and wiggled out from
under the covers. Martha then had plenty of room and comfort for the
remainder of the night without that hairy old dog. I have always been
amazed that Martha was willing to sleep with my mother’s “old hairy
leg” up against her. But then again, Martha had grown up sleeping
against the old hairy leg of her grandmother. And one old hairy leg is
just as good as another old hairy leg. But in this case, it was an old
hairy dog instead of an old hairy leg.
So it was on to the following day of this farm adventure that Martha
was introduced to what farmers did in reference to recreation in their
lives. What started her on this next exploratory adventure was the fact
that she unfortunately informed me that she had never shot a gun in her
life. “Well,” I replied, “if you are going to marry a farmer, then you
must understand that guns are a part of our lives. You must shoot a
gun.” I assumed at the time that she might as well get started and shoot
a gun on this first venture into the realm of farm society.
(At the time I had this single-shot, three-inch magnum 12 gauge
shotgun—those of you who are reading this know the foolishness of
what I imposed on my frail future wife by allowing her to shoot such a
tortuously lightweight weapon that delivered a painful kick. I myself
could only fire five rounds in the gun before my shoulder was sore.
The gun was simply too light in weight to be firing such a large charge
with a 36-inch full choke barrel. Nevertheless, and as my excuse, it
was at that time the only gun available to introduce this city girl to farm
fun.)
So without thinking clearly, I retreated into the house and retrieved
my shotgun. I loaded it up with one 12 gauge three-inch magnum shell,
and then placed it on the delicate shoulder of my 110-pound (48 kilos)
wife to be. I had to build up her confidence to pull the trigger. After all,
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she could tell her city-slicker friends back in the city that she had fired
a gun on the farm.
So with closed eyes, she timidly pulled that trigger. It was only a
blur as to what transpired next. There was no fun. The gun roared into
life, flew in the air, throwing the victim staggering back, and trying not
to be thrown flat on the ground. The gun eventually made a circuit in
the air and then came tumbling to the surface of mother earth, where it
made an abrupt landing, braking the stock, with wood splinters flying
in different directions. After the stunned shooter came to her senses,
there were no kind words coming forth from her mouth, but certainly
vain apologies coming from mine, with a chuckle mixed in between
apologies. From that day Martha never fired another gun. I never asked
her. But she still married me.
So Martha survived her first two days on the farm. With a black
and blue shoulder that was somewhat bruised internally, my city-slicker
future wife was ready to make her way back into civilization. With the
engagement still secured, we were back in that old yellow Chevrolet
making our way back into a world from which I promised never to take

Martha Jane Hill married Mr. Adventure on December 30, 1966.
I wonder if she would have said, “I do,” if she had known at the time
everywhere in the world that “I do” would take her?
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her again on a permanent basis as a farmer’s wife. That promise somewhat reassured her, and thus she kept the engagement ring and continued on unabated with the relationship.
To this day Martha has been so thankful to the Lord for calling me
off the farm into a life of ministering the gospel in big cities around the
world, which cities were full of city-slickers. We started off our ministry in the big city of Dallas, Texas, and then moved on to the big city of
Sao Paulo, Brazil, and then to the big city of San Juan, Puerto Rico, and
then to the big city of Cape Town, South Africa. It seems that Martha
may have uttered some prayer of faith back in those days after her farm
experience. It was surely, “Lord, please call this man to the city.” If the
prayer was uttered, then certainly it was answered.
It is only now that we have both advanced in years to be two old
people, both with hairy legs, that we reside away from farm foolishness
in a village of 1,000 in population. From the time of her first small
farm experience in central Kansas over fifty years ago, God has kept
Martha safe in the city until her husband finally grew up, or grew too
old to involve himself in farming culture. However, just outside the
small farm village in which we now live in South Africa I can take my
daily walk through wheat fields and vineyards. I have not, however,
encountered any of those giant jack rabbits whose ears reach even to
the top of vehicles. And Martha, she now lives with her ex-farmer
husband in a house that has five “outhouses” scattered here and there,
all with not one bullet hole in any of the walls. God evidently answered another one of her prayers of faith.
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Adventure 7
INVASION OF THE WOOLIE KIND
Among the numerous animals for which my father attended on a
Kansas farm in central America, were sheep. He always had between
400 to 500 of these wool-bearing creatures. Because sheep demanded
so much maintenance, none of us three brothers, once grown, ever
wanted to possess another sheep. It is not that they are not lovely little
creations, but that they require some serious maintenance. But this
may be why the Great One created them. He needed to give us an
animal that would teach us how to care for others as He cares for us.
My once close relationship with sheep taught me to be a care giver,
as well as a loyal follower. It all started in my younger years with a
particular orphan. During the time of year when the mama sheep were
at the end of baking in the oven new baby sheep, there were cute little
miniature sheep—lambs—popping out in the dangerous world everywhere in the pasture.
There can be nothing more innocent than a cute little newly born
lamb. But at the same time, there is nothing more dependent than these
little balls of fluffy wool who constantly wiggle their tails as they sumptuously drain milk from their mamas. Unfortunately, sometimes either
by coyotes, or the untimely death of some mother sheep, an orphaned
lamb must be rescued by humans. It is then that the real adventure of
sheep farming springs into life.
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I must have been no more than shoulder high to a mama sheep
when a particular mama sheep orphaned her cuddly offspring into the
care of humans. This was my first experience with raising orphaned
lambs. At the time, I thought it a thrilling opportunity to have a lamb as
a pet. So I adopted and named, and thus, Woolie became my adopted
friend. But before you consign yourself to running a lamb orphanage,
there are a few facts of life—not human life, but lamb life—that you
should know. I speak as a seasoned lamb/sheep whisperer who experienced the adventures that these little innocent critters can unload on
those who are so brave as to accept the responsibility of becoming the
mama to a lamb.
So into my youthful arms came Woolie. He was a cute little critter
from the time when his mother met her demise one fateful night when
the coyotes roamed the Kansas prairie. It was in the early morning hours
when my father heard the baying cries of an orphan who had lost his
mother to the dangers of life. My father subsequently rescued little Woolie
and brought him safely to the comfort and care of the farm house.
It was indeed exciting to nurture from a bottle this little “pet.” We
warmed the milk, poured it into a Coke bottle, put a nipple on it, and
then little Woolie went to work sumptuously draining every drop. At
the time, it seemed that I had become the “duck mother” to an orphan
of another species. Little Woolie took no concern for this difference,
knowing only that I was a warm body who held the bottle that satisfied
his relentless hunger. From his lambhood, therefore, he would not leave
my side, always hoping for a Coke bottle full of nourishment.
When Woolie was just a little staggering lamb, all went well. But
when the Coke bottle feeding gave way to the regular sustenance of
abundant hay, then things began to change.
Cute little Woolie became this obnoxious big sheep who could not
stay away from his adopted human herd of people. Whenever we were
working on the machinery of the farm, there was that obnoxious sheep
right there in our midst, nosing his way here and there in order to intrude into our business. After all, Woolie surely thought that there was
a Coke bottle or bundle of hay to be discovered among the gears and
bearings of the machinery.
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Sometimes when we opened the door of the truck, he, as the dogs,
would just jump into the cab. If dogs were welcome to do such, Woolie
reasoned that he too should be accepted just as some flee-ridden dog.
But after a few harsh words and an unpleasant tug on an ear, Woolie
was extracted from the cab of the truck and left bewildered as we would
drive away, leaving him standing there forlorn as to why he too could
not go with the humans as the dogs. He surely could not understand
why his devotion to follow was crushed as the truck disappeared down
the road and out of sight.
If you have grown up among sheep, you know this story. Once a
sheep has relinquished himself or herself to you, you cannot drive them
away, and you cannot drive away from them. They are so innocent in
this way. You have become the adopted mother and the bonded herd of
their fellowship in this world. Where you lead, they will go. Where you
are, they want to be. And so was Woolie. He was as God made him.
In about a year after I adopted Woolie, my body had advanced in
growth to place my head not far above the tall shoulders of Woolie.
Throughout his growth, and our encounters with one another, Woolie
was able to take me through countless adventures. One of these adventures was indelibly imprinted on my conscious memory even to these
sixty-five years after the experience. If my mother were still alive, she
too would bear witness that what I experienced on one eventful day
with Woolie, or caused to happen, became the subject of many stories
she would tell throughout her years. She wrote a regular column in a
local newspaper. On one occasion, she wrote of this eventful day, which
if I had the original column, I would simply repeat it here verbatim.
The occasion was on a calm summer morning at our farm house in
central Kansas. My mother had previously invited numerous farm wives
together for her regular weekly Bible fellowship, which she commenced
to teach on the day of the extravaganza. So you can picture all these
refined women calmly sitting in all their made-over refinery in the living room of our old farm house. This was always a special day for the
area wives to experience an occasion of social finesse. They were all
there with their Bibles open, totally focused on receiving as much nourishment as possible from the Bread of Life.
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But then, there was an invasion of the animal kind. The whole
episode originated from my own hunger. Unfortunately, the relief to
my physical duress was in the kitchen. But between me and relief was
this crowd of focused women in the entire living room of the house. So
I quietly came up to the front door of the house, and took a cautious
peek through the cracked door. There I discovered a calm gathering of
women who were seated in a circle in great solitude and concentration.
But I was dreadfully hungry. I thought that I could just stealthily walk
unnoticed through the midst of the multitude who were so engrossed in
the subject of the hour. They would not notice me at all. If I were quiet,
they would not be disturbed. At the moment, hunger was in control of
my stomach, and food had become an obsession that distorted my plans
of invasion. Therefore, I reasoned, what would be the harm of me just
quietly sneaking through their midst on my way to find sustenance in
the kitchen? So hunger won out over being a shy farm boy. I quietly
opened the screen door of the house. I then shuffled as quietly and
unnoticed as possible through the gathering of refined society.
But then, for some reason, all chaos spontaneously generated among
the multitudes. I can still remember the exact location in the living
room in which I stood when the horrors of the moment broke into pandemonium. High octave shrieks from exasperated female voices penetrated my ears. Commotion turned into chaos everywhere behind me.
The multitude of excited females were uncontrollably jumping up here
and there, spilling cups of coffee and tea on delicate dresses and carpets. Tables were overturned and papers of class notes went flying.
Clutched Bibles were turned into shields against flying debris. Pens
and pencils became projectiles that were launched at the invading monster. It was as if a Kansas tornado had just entered the house behind
me. Since my face was focused toward the food in the kitchen, I could
not figure out why my supposedly quiet slither through the multitudes
would cause such a fiasco. I was at first puzzled.
And then what was transpiring behind me was sternly announced
to me by my mother. She screamed out, “Roger Dickson, get that sheep
out of here!” I said, “What sheep?” “That sheep,” to which she angrily
directed her stiffened index finger. When I turned around, there was
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my faithful disciple, Woolie, right on my heels.
Unfortunately in the midst of the social chaos of the moment,
Woolie was also caught up in a moment of ecstasy. And as all sheep do
when they get excited, wide-eyed and terrified Woolie now began releasing little brown pellets from his posterior. He just could not help
himself. Surrounded with all the female hysteria in the room, it was
only for him to have an involuntary natural response. Subsequently,
smashed pellets by churchgoing shoes only intensified the hysteria of
the chaos.
What had happened was that before the door had closed behind
me, Woolie was right there edging his nose in before the door closed.
He then instinctively followed his master. Regardless of the chaotic
social environment that was transpiring, Woolie was dead focused on
following where I lead. He was focused on following the one who
nourished him all his life into a fully grown sheep who was somewhat
fat at the time because of all the nourishment we had given him from
the day he was orphaned. He was now extremely obese Woolie. He
was a full grown monster of a sheep who had dared to go where no
sheep had gone before, just to stay close to his master. He never grew
out of his desire to follow me wherever I went, regardless of the hostiles through which he had to traverse in order to stay close.
I would do the same to traverse through the hostilities of this world
to stay close to my Master and Savior, Jesus.
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Adventure 8
GAMES THAT FARMERS PLAY
I could not have been more than six or seven years old when I
experienced one of those frights of life that makes a long-lasting impression on one’s mind. It was on one of those ordinary days on the
farm when I wandered from the barnyard to the farm house for some
unknown reason. I was slowly meandering along thinking about nothing, or about just the peace of a farm life cocoon. After all, at that age,
there were no cares in one’s simple life as a youth on the farm. As farm
children we only ventured from one encounter to another in order to
entertain ourselves without all the hassles of responsibility that came
with adulthood. Those were innocent years when life presented one
opportunity for learning after another that mold one’s personality for
life.
So on my inconsequential meander from the barnyard to the house,
I was nearing the sidewalk that led up to the back-door of the old farm
house. For some reason, I looked up and discovered that my oldest
brother, who was five years older, was staring at me through the backdoor window. He was behind the door with this devilish grin across his
face, which at the time seemed somewhat perplexing. So I just grinned
back in appreciation for his curious state of excitement. As I now cautiously moved up the sidewalk, I still could not figure out why he was
grinning from ear to ear behind the door.
And then he started vigorously pointing down. For some reason, I
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could not at first figure out what his intent was by pointing his finger
down at the ground. Was there something behind the door he wanted
to show me? It seemed to be an odd gesture for one who was guarded
behind a closed door. So I stopped and questioned him, “What?” He
subsequently cracked the door open, continuing to vigorously point to
the ground, all the time maintaining this devilish smile behind the door.
It was as if he were expecting an action movie film to begin.
And then I casually looked down at my feet. Have you ever had a
moment in time when words just could not be formulated, and then if
they could, there was no breath to burst them out of your mouth? As I
was now stepping slowly toward the back-door, I look down under the
next step I was about to make. And to my horror, there was this monster bull snake that seemed at the time to be as large as my leg. It was
slithering in the opposite direction of my approach to the back-door.
When enough breath could eventually be mustered up from somewhere
in the deep confines of my lungs, a horrendous high vocal shrill eventually made its way up my throat and burst out of my mouth. By now
the devilish grin of my older brother had turned into a hilarious laughter.
These are those times in one’s life when fear takes control of all
that one’s body can possibly spur into spontaneous movement. The
surroundings of the moment produced within me a stomach-wrenching
response of overpowering anxiety. Self-preservation took control for
my deliverance from the environment as everything started to move in
slow motion—it is amazing how fast adrenaline can be pumped into
one’s blood stream in order to deliver an energetic leap that could go
down in history as an Olympic record.
As my leg muscles delivered a herculean kick that propelled me
into the heavens, the next words that proceeded out of my mouth and
directed toward my mischievous older brother were not pleasant, and
thus, cannot be repeated here. Infuriation climaxed with rebuke that
was hurled at a brother whose grin had now turned into a belly laugh,
which laugh was certainly not contagious on my part. When I finally
made contact with mother earth, surely dust was kicked into the air as
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diately ejected myself from the snake-infested surroundings. But my
brother was even more ecstatic in laughter as he witnessed my frantic
response to leap from the surroundings. Unforgiveness lingered for
some time in my spirit.
To this day I still have this nightmare imprinted on my mind of
that monster bull snake just wiggling off down the edge of the sidewalk, probably headed back home to a horde of children snakes to whom
he surely told a bed time story about seeing this human, with no reason
at all, flying almost to the heavens. Nevertheless, as if that snake were
deaf to the hysteria he had just generated in this little human, he leisurely snaked his way out into the surrounding grass, possibly glancing
back and wondering what all the excitement was about.
There seems to be an inborn fear of snakes within young children,
especially young girls. Young girls probably have their own justifiable
fear that they will have to take up later with Eve. Nevertheless, as
young children on the farm, we had this initial innate fear of all slithering critters. And for this reason, we had to learn to tame those fears.
As we grew up on the farm, we had to learn how to adapt to new
encounters. We overcame our fears. Fear changed into caution, and
thus we learned that fear should never be the foundation upon which
we should make any decisions. Decisions that are based on fear are
often illogical. This was a lesson in fear that we learned early on the
farm. Growing up on a farm offered all the unexpected events in life
with which to deal, especially fear of the unknown.
A few years after the bull snake episode that almost caused my
ascension before the last trumpet, I learned more about the snakes of
the farm, especially the harmless bull snake that was not poisonous.
When I eventually explained this personal experience to a good neighbor friend, he gave me some questionable advice. My good neighbor
friend advised me that in the presence of a snake, I must take command
of the situation. In doing this, he explained, “One must first frighten
the snake, and then get the snake to flee from you.”
“Instead of the snake scaring you,” my friend persisted, “you must
make him scared of you. The snake does not necessarily attack something that is much larger than himself. Therefore, get the snake on the
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run, and then run after him.” My friend then added, “At least that is
what someone told me. I have never personally tried such to see if it
works.”
At first, this seemed like irrational advice, if not somewhat insane,
especially since my good friend had never chased a snake. He had no
experience in snake chasing.
“Take my word for it,” my farmer friend continued to convince me
on this matter. “When the snake is hurriedly slithering from you, you
can then run up behind him and catch him by the tail. Once you have a
firm grip on his tail, whip him like you would whip a towel.” What
was conceived in my mind was to be like Zorro. I would whip a snake
as Zorro would whip and crack his leather whip.
At about this time in our informative conversation, I joked with
my friend that this was insane advice. And then my friend confidently
affirmed, “If you whip a snake by the tail, his head will fly off, and then
you have a dead snake in your hand. At least that is what they tell me.”
At the time in my early teenage years, the snake-whipping advice
sounded crazy. But we were farm boys who would trying anything ... at
least once. So a couple years after the sidewalk-snake adventure and
conversation with my good friend, I was again meandering through the
grounds around the old farm house. And suddenly, there again appeared an unwanted bull snake slithering along, minding his own business. By this time, however, I was a little older and had subsequently
overcome most of my fear of snakes. I was now equipped with the
“sound” advice of my friend in reference to dealing with unwanted
slithering creatures.
So I thought I would implement into action the advice that my
friend had given to me in order to rid the farm yard around the house of
one more snake—usually we just fetched a gun and solved the matter.
But that was too easy and lacked adventure. After all, snake whipping
had to be proven true. Right? (My mother always told me that I was
too naive ... or innocent. She never used the word, “gullible.”)
So I shouted at the invading critter at the top of my voice. I furiously waved my arms like a mad man. I launched no few sticks and
stones at the unwanted intruder. And sure enough, that snake began to
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flee with diligence from my scary presence.
So according to previous instructions, I gave pursuit after the unwanted critter, while at the same time, suppressing all fear and apprehension that screamed out from within me that I was doing something
that was surely most outrageous. Nevertheless, after a couple misses at
grabbing his tail, I eventually succeeded to latch on to the hinder parts
of the scurrying snake. Without a moments hesitation, and with all the
vigor I could muster up from the adrenaline of the moment, I whipped
the unwelcome reptile like a towel. And sure enough, there went his
detached head with a zing. We were less one snake on the farm. So I
would give my testimony that “snake whipping” is an efficient way to
dispatch snakes on a farm. However, “do not try this at home.” Bull
snakes are not poisonous.
I am telling you this story not to pass on foolish advice that you
should try. I now live in Africa and have not even considered the insanity of grabbing the tail of a poisonous black mamba or cobra. These
snakes do not easily flee. And if they did, I am not too excited as in my
“gullible” days to grab any snake tails. Africans have their ways of
dispatching poisonous snakes, as I once experienced in Ghana when
we teachers were teaching Bible to a group of preachers. Someone
excitedly burst into the classroom and yelled out, “Snake!” The entire
classroom of preachers immediately vacated the classroom, rushed out,
and then surrounded the invading cobra. They hurled sticks and stones
while someone fetched a long stick and dispatched the unwanted critter. At least this was a safer method, if not wiser, than grabbing the
snake’s tail.
My point in confessing some of our farm-style foolishness in reference to “snake whipping” is that we must learn how to overcome our
fears. Farm life presents many opportunities to do so, whereas living
in the city offers few adventures in reference to chasing snakes. Farmers grow up learning how to overcome in times of adversity, if not
managing fear when there is famine, broken down machinery sitting
idle in a field that is ready for harvest, and depressed markets for the
grain in which the farmer has the mortgage of his farm invested.
Because there are so many things to learn in growing up on a farm,
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one naturally grows up without a debilitating sense of fear. He becomes strong because he has experienced so many victories in the face
of overwhelming obstacles. Fear is simply not an option when things
need to be done, especially dispatching unwanted snakes. There are
just too many situations in farm life that one must learn and overcome
through the power of will. One’s emotional behavior is thus trained to
learn new things, overcome, and then move on to the next unexpected
adventure. Fear is not an option. So in the minds of old farmers, the
following words of our reigning King Jesus are precious. They burst
off the page with deep meaning: “Do not fear. I am the first and the
last” (Rv 1:17). We must never forget this.
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Adventure 9
UNCERTAIN DESTINIES
“We’ve not seen any people for hours?” Martha, my wife, nervously questioned as we found ourselves somewhere on a deserted
wilderness road off the grid in the outback of Africa.
We had been laboriously bouncing along this pathway from one
pothole to another, sometimes anxiously wondering why we were where
we were in the first place. Unfortunately, I have this adventurous spirit
deep in my soul for which Martha has often had to pay the price or just
enjoy the ride. Most of the time she rode shotgun with a willing spirit.
But then there were those times—this was one of them—when she
patiently struggled against the residuals of security that still lingered
from her city bones. Over the years, I have tried to extract those bones
from her in order to give her some relief in the midst of my adventurous
excursions that ended us up in situations in which we were on this day.
“Don’t worry. I think I know where we are,” I confidently replied
as we edged near to the summit of another mountain. I had assured
myself that the peak of this mountain would give us hope of where we
might be in the African wilderness in which we found ourselves.
When adventuring in a wilderness, mountains are always opportunities for great expectations that lie just beyond the peaks. There is a
certain hope that generates within one’s mind as he or she nears the summit. One leads himself to believe that just on the other side of the peak
there is a panoramic view that will lead to the discovery of where he
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really is. And hopefully this discovery will reveal that one is closer to his
intended destination. So on one of those adventurous wandering expeditions, and over a particular mountain peak of expectation, we both peered
from a forsaken path somewhere off the grid in the middle of Africa.
So before we reached the peak, I prepared Martha. I put on a face
of confidence as I turned and said to her, “As soon as we peek over this
peak we will discover where we are.” We were in a deserted range of
mountains that had concealed civilization. Admittedly, both of us
yearned for an end to our epic bone-rattling expedition.
After uttering these words, I covertly concealed my own apprehensions concerning our whereabouts. I was soberly cautious not to
signal through any facial expressions or voice articulation any of my
own possibility that we just might be somewhat lost. At the time, Martha
needed some settling reassurance from her supposed brave African
guide. After all, I had convinced her throughout the years that men
never get lost. They only lose some recollection of their presence.
So as we tipped over the summit of a particular mountain somewhere in Africa, the expectations of both of us were suddenly dashed.
Martha quivered out loud, “But the road has no end.” We were both
condemned to the unknown. Our faith had brought us to one mountain
after another, but the peaks gave us no satisfaction.
It was as if our destiny had been shifted far beyond our hope. Our
expectations were exhausted. We were cheated of destiny. And so
often is life. When we think we have arrived, we find ourselves behind. When we think we have reached a peak for hope, we are jolted
into reality that we are really in the pits.
When traveling for Jesus, mountain peaks of hope often deliver no
direction for one’s arrival at a particular time in life. Sometimes, they
only bring us to a point of disorientation. Life for Jesus is that way
simply because Jesus expects our faith to kick in when we are in times of
despair. If we keep going in the right direction, His destiny for us will
eventually be realized. And as long as we are looking unto Jesus, we
have no other recourse but to keep going from one mountain to another.
I cautiously glanced out of the corner of my eye at the fuel gage
and calculated somewhat how much further we could journey on into
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the forsaken wilderness in which we found ourselves. Once I realized
that the petrol gage was quivering close to “E,” I came to the uncomfortable realization that all was not well. There was that gut feeling
that led me to surmise that our intended destiny might be beyond the
capacity of what was left in our fuel tank. There certainly would be no
joy stranded in the middle of the wilderness with an empty tank. All
those stories of people being lost, stranded and dying in Africa flashed
through my memory.
In my spiritual life, I have been in such situations as this before.
At the time, I thought I was out of spiritual gas in a wilderness of disorientation with no direction. I knew my gifts as a disciple of Jesus,
but the destiny, or where I would minister with those gifts, would just
not reveal itself. My destiny seemed to be so evasive, if not totally
obscure in the unknown future. So I just continued to laboriously journey over one mountain peak after another until frustration set in. Prayers
then became pleas for a peak of hope.
Nevertheless, faith drove me on regardless of what was yet to be.
There was no other alternative in this glorious adventure of living the
gospel of Jesus. As Jesus stood on the brink of heaven, I am sure He
felt as I when He was about to make that leap of faith into an incarnate
body of flesh on earth. He, as I, could only say, “Not my will, Father,
but yours be done.”
Many years ago back in the 60s when Martha uttered the words, “I
do,” she had no idea that she was marrying adventure. Our first adventure to places we had never been sprang into life as we, with four children from nine months to six years of age, were off to Brazil. We then
made our way all over the West Indies. And finally it was to Africa.
Just before boarding a plane for the African continent, we were at
a shopping mall in America. Martha witnessed me throwing sleeping
bags, tents and other wilderness paraphernalia into the shopping cart.
“Why are you buying sleeping bags and all that stuff?”, she interrogated, while starting to realize the real “Indiana Jones” she had signed
up with back in 66.
“Everybody in Africa sleeps in sleeping bags and tents,” I sheepishly replied. She had no idea what was on my mind and what to exDickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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pect. She had never been to Africa, so I played on her ignorance of the
adventure into which I was leading her.
During that first year in Africa we found ourselves venturing here
and there from one wilderness to another, from one Bible teaching class
to another. Throughout the 90s we made our way into the interior of
ten to twelve countries a year in order to fulfill the destiny of both of
our lives. I had found my destiny, and she was along to enjoy the ride
to discover her own.
Once one discovers his or her God-given gifts, and the destiny
where those gifts can be implemented to the glory of God, then it is as
if that final mountain peak over which one gazes leads toward one’s
purpose in life. I can assure you that it is an adventure of faith along the
way. Nevertheless, it is a joyous adventure with our Lord Jesus Christ.
It has to be that way.
On that particular wilderness journey from one mountain peak to another, we finally arrived at the final peak where our destiny was gloriously
realized. There was an end to the road. We had conquered all apprehension through faith. By just driving on and on in the face of doubt, we were
finally awarded with our destiny. We just kept the faith along the way.
We somehow find those journeys that lead to questionable destinations. I have a tendency to leave the bold lines that indicate main
roads on a map in order to explore the fine lines. I once submitted
Martha to take with me a questionable turn off the main-line path that
was carved out of the Namib Desert of Namibia in order to traverse in
an area where there were no lines. It was another adventure into the
unknown and I just could not help myself. As we labored along on a
sandy road, it seemed as if the whole world disappeared behind us as
we ventured over one sand dune to another. As we struggled along in
the sand in second gear, Martha became increasingly silent. And when
Martha is silent, there is disturbance in the air.
Along that desert sand track that seemed to lead to nowhere, I
again glanced at the fuel gage. So had she. The anxiety of the moment
was increasing as both of us hoped for a destiny to arise just over the
summit of the next sand dune. It seemed like we were again trying to
go beyond the limits of our fuel tank.
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Everyone has experienced a wilderness at times in life. It is the
way life is. We have all found ourselves in a desert with no destiny in
view. We sometimes feel marooned without hope. We often find ourselves just skipping along from one peak to another, sometimes numb
emotionally and without any hope for better things. Each pothole almost becomes unbearable. Our fuel tank is running dangerously low.
Martha and I have a closet that is full of T-shirts on these matters.
When you are there—marooned in a desert—it is a time for faith.
In fact, maybe God allows us to go into the wilderness or desert in
order to exercise the vitality of our faith, or maybe just validate our
faith. And then maybe we are to just keep pushing the envelope of our
faith. If this is all true, then I will be the first to testify that it works.
Some doors do not open unless you leap toward them when they are
closed. But keep in mind, that my closet is also full of T-shirts. Each
one hangs there in my closet as a testimony that God does deliver us
from desert dunes and wilderness journeys.
So over one hopeful dune after another, I did not know exactly
where we were on that Namib Desert pathway we were making for
ourselves. I just knew that we needed to keep driving west. That was
the direction of the Atlantic Ocean, which was a pretty big body of
water that I was sure we could not miss. Sooner or later, we would
strike water and waves as the desert gave way to ocean.
But I will never forget that when we peaked over that final dune,
Martha leaned forward and strained her eyes to see far into the distance. She excitedly turned to me and burst out, “CARS! CARS!”
What she really meant was, “We’re saved! We’re saved!”
She was the first to identify two or three vehicles that were driving
on the coastal road of the Atlantic Ocean of the Namib Desert. So
indeed, we were saved.
I suppose the moral of this story is that in those times of great
apprehension in life—or simply downright discouragement or disorientation—just keep driving over the mountain peaks or sand dunes.
Keep looking for the cars. I assure you, sooner or later you will be able
to cry out, “I’m saved! I’m saved!” And indeed you are by the grace of
God. Never forget that.
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Adventure 10
EXISTENTIAL ENCOUNTERS
So I was on a long road recently from one destination that was
now far in my rear view mirror to another in southern Africa doing
gospel outreach. In the morning of that day—that now seemed liked a
week ago—I had concluded a Gospel Workshop with over 300 participants. And now, I had been on the road for hours ... I was wasted. As
the sun turned into its many evening colors, it began to slowly slither
over the western horizon to take its own nap for the night. It was time
for me to do likewise.
Being in the middle of nowhere, the usual evening decision arose
in my labored mind after a day that commenced at 3:00am. Where
would I pull over my eggshell bed in the back of the White Rhino (Ford
Ranger) and slumber off into a coma for the night? Believe me when I
say that one is very tired when he yearns for the opportunity to sleep in
the back of a pickup truck in the middle of the wilderness.
My search for a cozy hideaway was finally realized when I eventually came upon a shadowy clump of trees off the road to my right. This
secluded “dark forest” begged for my companionship for the night. But
this cluster of tranquil trees had already lured another weary traveler,
for in their midst was this camper castle that housed one who would be
my neighbor for the night. So off the main road I turned and headed
directly into the quiet forest and the solo camper who had first laid
claim to the self-made campsite for the both of us.
It was there that I met “Paul”—I have struggled through my memory
to remember his surname, but
Paul’s real surname has already
gone back into solitary confinement. So for now and forever
he will just be Paul. What Paul
and I discussed on that lonely
night together somehow burned
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a “wish-I-had” thought in my aged mind of things about which I had
dreamed in my younger years.
While living in Brazil in the 70s, with my wife and four children,
I had dreamed about making our way across the snowy Andes Mountains of South America, through Central America, and then on to
America. And then there was the time several years ago when I was
going to ship my vehicle off to the Far East and then wander my way
back to civilization in South Africa, preaching wherever I had the opportunity. I had made plans and inquiries for that trip. But it will
always be a “wish-I-had” epic.
In all these hopeful evangelistic dreams I did eventually plan and
execute in 1997 a five-month preaching odyssey up through the heart
of Africa to Ethiopia and back, conducting 33 workshops along the
way of the 22,000-mile trek. But that was all when the number of my
years had not accumulated to the extent they have today. Those were
evangelistic works and dreams of yesteryear.
But nothing compared to the extreme adventure into which Paul,
his wife, and two children, were about to launch themselves. The “camper
castle” that is pictured here was Paul’s special creation that he had constructed from kitchen-table plans over two years before. He and his good
wife had tested their travel dreams, as well as their camper creation on
the rugged roads of southern Africa. They had made a prototype and
tested a concept. But now it was time, Paul explained, to get serious about
what he and his wife had always wanted to do. They wanted to fulfill a
dream. It was time to expand their horizons to greater adventures.
So I found Paul there in that unique forest of trees on a lonely road
between Cape Town and Johannesburg. He was on a mission. He was
from Cape Town—I had noticed that special Capetonian glow about him
upon arrival. So as a fellow Capetonian, we ushered into our discussions the
revelations as to why we connected with one another and where we were
both going at the moment. I was concluding a mission. He was beginning
the first leap into his.
As our conversation progressed into the late hours of the night, Paul
disclosed where he and his family were going in the future. Throughout
our conversation there was something that stirred within our souls with
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which both of us found a harmonic tune.
It was an inner melody I have always played as a Kansas farm boy,
but have had a very difficult time explaining to others. Those of my
generation were the grandsons of a pioneering bred of the American homesteading frontiersmen. We are the last generation of such adventurous
folks, the sons of the “greatest American generation,” that fought and
won WW II.
It has been especially difficult to explain the pioneering inclinations of this American generation to cocooned city dwellers in the
present. We have few pioneer preachers who come from urban churches
today. However, in order set the example of how we should willingly
go into all the world, one good Capetonian preacher bought a bus ticket
for himself and went alone to a mission point over three days travel
north of Cape Town. Another quit his job and headed out with a tent to
preach the gospel on the Angolan border. Another went into Botswana
and slept in a tree in order to protect himself from the lions. These
maybe anomalies among us, but we need to hold up such disciples as
examples for the rest of us.
The scurry of words sumptuously flowed as Paul explained in detail to me what he and his wife were now planning to do—I now remember that their children were about seven and ten. On our encoun-

Before I grounded myself, I once traveled Africa
in a more adventurous manner.
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ter of fate with one another in a dark forest of trees, Paul explained that
he was on his way to Johannesburg to sell his mobile camping castle.
After I had so admired and coveted his creation—something as this for
evangelistic purposes over the past thirty years in Africa would have
been Martha’s dream machine—I questioned Paul, “Why in the ‘world’
would you want to sell this beauty? Had your dreams fallen off the
edge of the kitchen table?”
Paul was a very successful businessman. He was now about fortyfive years of age and realized that life was more than being successful.
So he told me, “My wife and I decided that if we are going to do our
dream, then it was time to do it.”
For the past two years they had been getting their financial house
in order, saving every cent in order to fulfill their dream. Their business was now handed over to others, and thus he could be free to do
what the two of them had dreamed for so many years. But I was persistent. “What in the ‘world’ are you going to do?”
Paul’s dream was what every adventure-stricken traveler has always
wanted to do. So he explained, “I am on my way to Johannesburg to sell
this traveling castle in order to build a bigger one that is mounted on a
twin-axle Mercedes truck. We are then going to pack up as a family
and take three years to drive around the world!”
“What!” The excitement was building within me to the point that
like a ten-year old I was obsessed with questions. “Where are you
going to go?” “What is your route?” “How will you get your truck
from one continent to another?” And on and on I childishly went with
inquiries that did not belabor him for explanations. As a patient fellow
adventure, he answered with specifics every inquiry, leading me to conclude that he and his wife had spent many long hours into the night at
the kitchen table planning the fulfillment of their dream.
As we expressed our “good nights”—we would not see one another
in the morning, or possibly forever—we both savored the thrilling and
like-minded conversation we had just had with one another. Paul then
disappeared into his camping castle and I submitted to the lure of my eggshelled comfort in the back of the White Rhino. As the long day of
conducting a workshop in the morning, and the drive to the dark forest
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finally conquered my eyes, I prayed off into the night with urges of “going into all the world with the gospel as Paul and his family were going
simply for adventure.”
As I lay snuggled in my so very comfortable bed for the night, I
wondered why there were so few among us today who cannot leave
fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters and lands in order to take the gospel
into all the world. If the lure of adventure would take this family of
unbelievers into all the world without the gospel, I wondered why we
believers, with the gospel, were not clamoring over one another at airports with tickets to far off lands. It seems that the spirit of evangelistic
adventure that captivated the hearts of Christians after WW II has now
dwindled into oblivion as we march through the 21st century.
We find few today who can dream beyond the limits of the cities
in which they are confined. The irony of the Millennial Generation is
that in their youth they were the most traveled generation of church
history, but the least in history to actually move their families into all
the world. They had their two-week vacationary trip in their youth, but
then it was home to stay. Add to the irony of this generation the fact
that the church paid for a great deal of airplane tickets in what the contributors thought would be an investment in gospel missions. Unfortunately, the Millennial Generation seems to be the least interested in
either sending or personally taking the gospel into all the world.
Translations of Matthew 28:19 were not literal in most versions of
the Bible. But the International King James Version did it right: “Going, therefore, disciple all the nations.” In the Greek text, the word
“going” is a participle, not an imperative. The participle captures the
spirit of those who first heard these words from the mouth of the incarnate and resurrected Son of God. Those first disciples were going regardless. They needed no imperative command. They had the good
news on their hearts, and it was that gospel that spurred them to go into
all the world. Jesus only had to give the instructions, “Disciple.”
Have we become so weak in understanding the motivating power
of the gospel that there is no longer any impetus, or at least adventure,
to go into all the world? Have we lost the power of the gospel in our
hearts?
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TWO MAGIC WORDS
In years gone by on an adventurous excursion into a never-to-berevisited wilderness, I was personally mindful of two very profound
words that are the difference between a preserved happy marriage, or
one that is a perpetual prison of relenting conflict.
The occasion was that Martha and I had been long on the road in
the distant outback of Africa. We were laboriously returning from somewhere up on the Angolan border that was at least a three-day road trip
north of our quaint nest back in Cape Town. At the time, our faithful
cocoon of transport was pointed southbound toward home, and thus we
were bearing down to get there in order to find some relief from our
weary journey. After over two weeks of intense ministry in the dust
bowl of the African bush, we both were beyond exhaustion. It was as if
we were just outside an emergency room, awaiting admittance for prolonged fatigue.
So we were finally on our way to a tranquil place where we would
eventually lay our war-worn bodies down in the peace of our native bed.
Our journey on the road on that final day of endless travel was the last of
three consecutive days of road-wear on our now aged bodies. So we labored on in hope. We both envisioned the glory of a familiar bed that was
not carried along on wheels that bounced from one pothole to another.
The silver moon was about to flip off the switch of another setting
sun when I decided that I had had enough of this endless road trip.

4
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After twelve hours of a bone-breaking drive on that day, that certainly
went beyond twenty-four hours, my tormented body craved relief. I
perceived that Martha was in the same mental and physical condition.
We needed the peaceful sleep of some parallel time in reference to a bed,
which bed we had in the back of our traveling home away from home. It
was not homegrown, but it had nurtured our bodies for what now seemed
to be a trek that would never end.
So in a moment of inconsiderate desperation, I made a unilateral
decision ... it would prove to be a bad decision, one of those spur-ofthe-moment decisions that disrupt tranquil marriages. As was my normal bush custom when traveling alone, I often sought an off-road track
that led to somewhere I assumed no man had ever gone before. At the
time, I erroneously assumed that the two parties of this expedition would
find some relief from such a road if we only ventured into the bush for
just one last night. I turned off the main road. However, I failed to
consult the other party of this expedition in order to reach some agreeable consent.
So I determined for myself—that was my mistake—that we would
turn off the security of the main road and head aimlessly into the obscurity of a “Jurassic Park” wilderness. After all—I unfortunately reasoned—surely I was the head of this expedition and I had the right to
determine personally that the existing party of two needed to make
camp for the night. And also, was I not the head of this marital party?
The headship part was right, but on this particular occasion the head
became abnormally dysfunctional.
While traveling along on the main road with a destiny that would
be our home, Martha and I had been dialoguing with one another about
this and that. But something unexpectedly went wrong when I made
that fatal turn onto a track off the main road into the unknown wilderness of bush and trees. In her fertile imagination I had just turned onto
a pathway into the midst of wild animals that were salivating for an
evening meal of delicate human flesh.
Therefore, after some time on my venture down this forgotten track
into the wilderness, I suddenly came to a frightening realization. The
previous dialogue of the party of two on the main road had now turned
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into a monologue. Martha went dead silent. I took a reality check of
the situation and shockingly assessed that this was definitely not good.
I had been faithfully trained in the past that when this woman went
silent, I had somehow forgotten to utter the two magic words of a successful marriage. At the time of my unilateral adventure to turn into
the uncertainty of the bush, she had subjectively relented to the will of
a determined mate who momentarily had forgotten the two magic words
that preserve two people in the marital expedition for life.
Nevertheless, I doggedly persisted as white knuckles on the steering wheel revealed my dysfunctional determination. My reassuring
monologue about the safety of our newly discovered “Jurassic Park”
reaped no satisfaction from the one who was now my silent partner on
this intrepid adventure.
In the deep twilight hours of the evening, I could faintly read
Martha’s facial language. My discovery brought no peace of mind.
Her stoic expression wordlessly shouted out that all my reassurance
that we were safe to be in such an obscure place only proved to be
words that were gone in the wind that blew dust across our pathway
into oblivion.
I eventually started to come to some sense of sanity when I began
to reason to myself that if both of us were devoured by creatures in this
isolated sector of earth, no one would discover our vehicle and bones ...
ever. Our children would eventually have to sign death certificates that
read, “Cause of death: Unknown. Place of death: Unknown.” The
lyrics of the 1950s Kingston Trio singers sounded in my memory: “Did
he ever return? No, he never returned. He was lost forever beneath
the streets of Boston. He was the man who never returned.”
Seeking some reassurance in this now tested partnership, I continued to strain intensely through the twilight in a futile hope to discover
even the slightest signal of approval on Martha’s face. But it was to no
avail. She continued stoic. My reassuring monologue produced absolutely no glimmer of approval.
I then came to a forgotten realization. I immediately needed to
behave and say the two magic marital words that would preserve this
expedition. If I were not obedient to the action that these words deDickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
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manded, I would get no sleep that night. I would toss and turn endlessly
until I came to the eventual conclusion that I was in deep, deep trouble.
After not one brief peep came forth from the party with whom I
had signed an expedition contract back in 1966 with the words “I do,”
I frightfully realized that I had had a lapse of memory. I realized that I
may have violated the contract. So I came to the conclusion that an
immediate and certain decision had to be made that would salvage the
happy atmosphere that I had enjoyed with the second party of this expedition unto this junction into the wilderness. Consequently, in my
mind and heart I blurted out the magic words of a successful marriage,
“Yes dear!” I then started the engine of our traveling cocoon, and
speedily backtracked our way out of “Jurassic Park” and back onto the
security of the main road toward civilization. The marriage contract
was revalidated and preserved.
When we eventually arrived at the reassurance of the main road to
continue our trek, my monotonous monologue gave way to a restored
dialogue between the two partners of the expedition. Peace became the
serendipity of two mates who could now continue on with their relentless homeward bound journey.
It was now dark and well into the time when the stars dominated
the firmament of the heavens. Nevertheless, we toiled on. We continued to gruel on into
the night. Both of
us were now truly
and totally wasted.
We strained to discover hope in what
seemed to be an
eternal darkness.
As we surveyed the
darkened horizon
for some faint hope
of civilization, we Once she said, “I do” in 1966, and I learned to say,
were almost at the “Yes, dear,” we were gone into all the world, and
as a family we camped everywhere.
point of despair.
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And then discovery was realized. When we reached the peak of a
hill on a road that seemed to have no end, we found hope in the dim
lights of a far away village just this side of the horizon. We were both
ecstatically overjoyed that now at last we had rediscovered civilization. Those lights revealed that there were human beings with whom
we could reestablish our citizenship with humanity. There would be
this night no lurking creatures under the cover of darkness who were
seeking fresh meat.
So we meandered into this village or town that had itself long gone
into dreamland. We were strangers seeking an inn, or campsite, or
whatever among the narrow streets and alleys where we could camp
and coma for the night. To this day I cannot recall the name of that
village, or town, or whatever. I have no idea where we stopped and
slept in the back of our home on wheels. All I know is that “Yes dear”
had brought us to a place where sleep could be secured with a wife who
was now resting in the arms of a husband who had behaved the two
magic words of a successful marriage.
He had momentarily gone off the main road—had a lapse of
memory—but he repentantly was now back into fulfilling a contract
that long ago read, “To love and to protect.” All it took was “Yes dear,”
and subsequently a restoration of peace was secured among the two
parties of this lifetime expedition, or at least, “until death do us part.”
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Adventure 12
GHOST IN THE NIGHT
I was recently and unpleasantly startled as those disciples on a
stormy Sea of Galilee when Jesus came wandering to them on water
between the lashing waves of the night. As those disciples were shocked,
I too thought I saw a ghost in the night.
It had been a very long day that began when I was rudely interrupted from my dreams at 4:00am. But after the toil of another long day,
the stars of the night were finally about to twinkle on as I prepared to
relinquish my labored body to another moment of sweet solitude in the
midst of another enchanting forest of trees.
The pestering monkeys of that faraway location had finally given
up their relentless raid on my exposed food in the back of the White
Rhino (my truck). They had deviously cheated me out of some of my
precious vitals because I had carelessly left my window open. But now
everything was calm. The monkey wars were over and I was now alone
in order to shut down a nervous system that had experienced too much
in a single day for an old man.
The firmament of the heavens had now darkened. The wondrous
canopy of twinkling stars now began their majestic performance in the
absence of the sun, with the cheering audience of the moon and myself
in attention. So as I shuffled this and that as an encircling mother animal preparing her nest for her little ones for the night, I glanced to my
left and briefly noticed a “white tree stump” at a near distance. It was
there in the dim light that only heavenly bodies can provide. In the
moment, I thought nothing of the mysterious apparition, but wondered
why a tree stump would give a dim glow of appearance in the night.
Nevertheless, I took no more notice of the supposed imagination, and
carried on with my nest preparations. I had already subconsciously
cuddled up in a sleeping bag, ready for another adventure into the
dreamland of sleep.
Once I had assured myself that I could nestle comfortably and safely
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

12 - Ghost In The Night

84

in my nest, I again noticed that unusual “white tree stump.” I had not
noticed it there when I first parked amidst the trees of this newly discovered forest camp. Nevertheless, my curiosity took over. So I focused through the imposing night with an intense stare. The natural
thing to do when one stares so intensely through aged eyes is to hunker
down and focus. And then . . . I got the fright of my life. The “white
tree stump” also hunkered down and stared back at me.
Now my heart was racing. Muscles tensed. Stomach knotted. I
had long forgotten the slumber of a long day. I was shocked into a
sudden reality that this was a creature! It was a creature in the night
that had been standing off over there for some time, just observing
cautiously my every move, possibly making some plan for attack.
A revengeful “ghost monkey” flashed through my vivid imagination, thinking that the illusive creature was going to lay claim to my
settlement as soon as I dozed off into dreamland. With all the selfcontrol that I could muster up for the moment, I held back doing what
those disciples did centuries ago when they thought that they saw a
ghost on the stormy Sea of Galilee. They cried out! My outcry was
strenuously contained by a vocal system that had now gone dead for
fright.
But then after assessing that my kitchen-utensil weapons and strategy would lead to conquest because the night creature was smaller than
me, I concluded that I could overpower it by suffering only a few
scratches and bites here and there in our mortal confrontation. So with
very cautious steps, and cooking weapons in hand, I eased toward this
ghost creature of the night whom I would fend off from my settlement.
But then, something very unsettling happened. The ghostly “tree
stump” also advanced by taking a step toward me. Even more frightening, and what seemed to be a two-edged sword, flipped up behind the
advancing creature.
What could I do? I stopped breathing and prepared for a mortal
conflict between a razor sharp two-edged sword and my dull cooking
utensils. But then for a moment, we both stopped dead in our own
tracks. In my mind I concluded that we both were waiting for an attack
to come from the opposite party. But then again, the night creature
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commenced to enter into the war zone for conflict by moving forward.
My mind was running wild. My knuckles whitened around my cooking weapons.
But then out of the silence
of the night in this enchanted
forest, I heard a familiar sound
that totally disarmed me. It was
the purring of a cat. As the
ghost creature in the night cautiously approached closer, it
was as if a thousand muscles
in my body settled into tranquil neutrality. I was overcome with rejoicing and relief after being disarmed from a possible mortal confrontation with some creature of the wild. The mysterious creature was a
ginger-colored “camp cat” who had flipped up his “two-edged” tail,
not a sword in order to engage in conflict, but in peace talks. With his
tail, he simply wanted to signal to me that we both should engage one
another in peace.
I wondered what was going through his own mind as he too stood
tense at a distance and surveyed the two-legged “night creature” who
had invaded his settlement. After observing the nonthreatening behavior of this two-legged creature, he had first decided to stand at a distance in the night until the two-legged creature could reveal his intentions. And then, he took on the challenge of changing me. He came
close, just as Jesus came close to me in order to transform the hostility
of my ways into His ways.
It seems that I cannot make a long story short about this chance
encounter in the night between two creatures of God in a faraway forest. That cat knew how to draw out of me every ounce of affection I
had to offer for animals. He drew righteousness out of me towards
animals. In order to do this, he just came as close as possible. He
threw himself down at my feet, and washed my feet with the silk of his
cozy fur. I melted in response to the gesture of his affection. I could
only lean down and scratch a head that could not show enough affection for me. He was the opposite of the character of the monkeys who
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could only think of what they could come and take. This curious cat
only wanted to come and give his affection. What he received in response was only the serendipity of his affection.
So laying aside the kitchen weapons of my imagined carnal warfare, I had to return the favor for his affection. Jesus has washed my
feet so many times, I cannot stop living in gratitude. Somehow I just
keep looking for dirty feet. I keep loving because He keeps loving me.
Jesus did not stand at a distance and wish for me to respond with
love. It was as John said, “We love because He first loved us” (1 Jn
4:19). There is nothing more powerful to stir love in our hearts than to
see someone at our feet with a towel.
It was then that I remembered the words of my mother, words that
she said more than once throughout my early years on the farm. “A
righteous man regards the life of his animal” (Pv 12:10). And for the
night in that far away camp forest, that ghostly cat was my God-provided animal. I began to understand what my mother sought to teach
her children with these precious words of Solomon. That cat drew out
of me righteousness, that is, doing right in reference to one’s animal.
When we begin to understand that God so loved the world that He
sent His beloved Son into a dark world of “sinful animals,” where there
was no one worth such a love offering, it is then that we seek to emulate the same righteousness for any creature who is beneath us. The
righteous man passes on the affection (love) that was extended toward
him through the incarnational offering of the Son of God on the cross.
As God regarded our life, so we regard the life of any animal.
So on that night I regarded my animal, a camp cat that had yearned
for affection as I yearned for God’s love. That cat was no different than
ourselves in reference to the loving grace of God. Throughout the night
until I bedded down in my nest, he simply stayed as close as possible to
my affection. He continued to roll on his back at my feet, awaiting any
generous scratching that I might relish upon him. And finally, after a
shared morsel of food for the night, I tucked myself comfortably away
for my expected coma. As I lay down my head, I then wondered where
my animal might go for the night.
After some time in dreamland, the first tweet of a morning bird
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signaled that the stars had given way to the rising sun that brought on
another day. I looked outside my cocoon window and saw that the
rising sun said I had had enough sleep. It was time to accomplish more
for Him in the blessing of another day.
After morning prayer in bed for an hour or so, I began to wonder
where my animal had rested for the night. That question did not linger
long in my mind when I saw my animal come stretching out from under
my vehicle. He had made his bed for the night under the vehicle of the
one who had returned loving affection for him. That is what love does.
We gravitate to those who hold dirty towels that have washed our feet.
So my animal resumed his normal unpretentious pose . . . sitting
off over there at a distance, observing my preparation for my breakfast
of coffee and porridge that I prepared for myself from my own food
supply. The kettle steamed, the coffee was prepared, and the porridge
was mixed in my bowl. My animal just sat there and observed all my
narcissistic preparation for myself.
And then I had to surrender as my Lord surrendered for me. I had
an extra bowl and milk. So into the bowl the milk was shared. I made
only a glance at my animal, and he immediately came running to my
love offering. He submerged himself in the milk with lapping that
echoed throughout the trees. I likewise indulged myself in my bowl of
porridge. We ate together.
I felt good about having regard for my animal that God had provided for me for the night. Whether a test, or just coincidence, my
mother’s repetition of Solomon’s words throughout my young life continued to ring in my memory: “A righteous man regards the life of his
animal” (Pv 12:10). That ghost in the night extracted righteousness
out of me. He was a stranger that now had become a friend. I envisioned heading down the road toward home with a two-edged ginger
tail dangling out the back window.
Something happened on that morning that reminded me of all those
selfish prayers that I had already uttered. I just kept asking God for this
and that. I asked for a safe day of travel. I asked for opportunities to
preach Jesus. I asked to bless or protect this person and that person. I
asked Him to bless the mission that I was struggling to complete. I
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asked without end.
After my animal scarfed down the milk of blessing in his bowl, he
look up at me with those squinted eyes, that could only mean one thing:
“Please, my bowl is empty.” I looked into his desperation, wondering
where he would ever get his next meal. That slightly titled head and
squinting eyes broke down every power of resistance that I could muster. I relinquished.
I looked into my bowl that was still half full of porridge, looked at
him, and then said, “You ask for my porridge also?” I knew his reply.
It was by now as if there were a mental path of telepathy between the
two of us.
So I stooped down, scratched his head to draw again that precious
purring, and then set down the remainder of my bowl of porridge before him. What else could I have done? I just think God invented
purring to soften the hearts of those who have little regard for animals.
I am sometimes embarrassed because I keep asking, and asking,
and asking God for so much. But the incredible thing that I try to
comprehend is that He keeps setting down porridge before me. I keep
purring through prayers of thanksgiving, and He keeps putting before
me exceedingly, abundantly more than what I expect or deserve. “Thank
you, Jesus.”
My response to His security is as those relieved disciples of Jesus
on that now calm sea. Jesus entered into their boat, and only that which
is natural, happened, “They worshiped Him.”
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Adventure 13
MY LION KING
I cuddled up in a cozy sleeping bag on the African plains in selfquarantine one crisp night after a grueling adventure down sandy roads
that did not deserve the name. Being alone in an isolated place that
only God now remembers, there was some apprehension about the affair of being out there alone that I remained in solitary confinement in
the back of my mind. But then through the calm cool air of the quiet
African night came the reverberating sound that all was well. It was
the reassuring guttural roar of a confident African male lion who roared
out from a hopeful distance in the darkness of adventure. He was proclaiming to all, “I am in control.”
There is always a feeling of awesomeness that apprehensive travelers feel in the roar of an African lion in the night. It is reassurance
that the pride has already made its kill, eaten to their full, and now king
Simba can confidently announce to all night creatures that he is still
king and all are to be aware of his presence. Therefore, in the solitude
of the stars I slumbered off into dreamland amidst sounds that only the
African night can provide for a weary sojourner.
I am a self-proclaimed cat whisperer. I have my defense for this
claim because I grew up on a farm in middle America that evidently
prepared me for the cats of Africa. When I was a small child in the
middle 1950s, I took it upon myself one day to count the number of cat
critters that roamed around the barn and farm house of our homestead
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in central Kansas. Sure enough, counting the cats that were within
screeching distance, and those that could be discovered by only a glance
at a flipped up tail, I remember counting twenty-eight cats, maybe more.
Most of these estranged Kansas wild cats did not voice themselves
at night as African big cats, but they often did let themselves be known
in the dark hours of the night when two of the wild ones would encounter one another in a dispute over territory. Cat fights were common
simply because cats like to fight in order to claim their territory. When
a fertile feline was involved, then the screeching became quite intense.
When a particular relinquishing female was in heat, then the frequency
of the skirmishes often bordered on mortal conflict.
Now come forward to the present day. Unknowingly, those wild
Kansas farm cats had prepared me for the African bush. Admittedly,
their African counterparts are somewhat bigger, but they are still cats.
For a brief period of time, we were once without a cat around our
present house here in Africa. So my wife took it upon herself to reacquaint me with my cat companionship yearnings. She subsequently
purchased this homeless critter that some soft-hearted lady had rescued
from the wild. And believe me, at first this cat critter was just this side
of being a truly wild African cat.
As this adopted, and paid for orphan—buying a cat was outside
my paradigm—grew into adult cathood of about a year in age, we began to understand that this indeed was an African cat that was not too
far this side of the wild. He did not like to be held, but always wanted
our attention, and thus be close to the pride. After initially concealing
himself for three days somewhere in inner chambers of our house when
we first acquired him, Marmalade—the given name for the creature—
revealed himself at the local water hole beneath the sink in the kitchen.
Since I was the one who furnished the “kill” for him in the middle
of the night, I became Marmalade’s “duck mother,” . . . and have been
such ever since. This sometimes obnoxious critter now follows me
everywhere around the house. Since this was a “pavement special”
adoption, I am sure there is some dog mixed in with his behavior somewhere back in his feral lineage. If he hears the sound of my footsteps,
he is at my feet, just like a dog. When I give the cat call, he comes
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running. I am a pursued duck mother by a feline who was probably
weaned away from his real mother far too soon. And now, he never
again wants to be kicked out of the pride.
But all this origin business is not my primary point of Marmalade’s
story. Marmalade’s character was initially revealed to us one night by
a startling experience that occurred soon after he took up residence
with us. After all the cordial arrangements had been established between creature and duck mother when he first moved in, Martha and I
were once sitting comfortably, quietly and peacefully in our living room
one evening just before the lights of our old bones were about to go out.
We were, on a never-to-be-forgotten memorial night, seriously considering the fact that we must cozy in for the night. After all, it was almost
into the late hours at about 9:00 in the evening—that’s late for old people.
It was then that we were suddenly startled out of our chairs, and
most certainly out of our wits. Penetrating through the late evening
night hours came this blood curdling “roar” ... I mean screech. It penetrated to the inner most recesses of our aged souls and increased our
heart beats to dangerous levels. We both jumped with a fright, thinking
in the back of our minds that some truly wild African cat had tracked us
down and was about to have us for his evening kill and meal.
With great trepidation I burst out of my chair and bravely dashed
toward the origin of the unnerving screech in order to possibly
beat off some dangerous creature
who had invaded our house. I
was sure that the house had been
breached by monsters and Marmalade was in danger, as well as
ourselves. Believe me, I have
heard cats give out some unnerving sounds during intense cat
fights on that Kansas farm, but I
There have always been cats in our
had never heard anything like lives as a family. Animals teach people
how to be kind. It is a thing that farmers
this.
learn early on the farm.
In stumbling over footstools
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and chairs, I rushed to the back room of the house, and there was Marmalade just sitting there calmly and confidently looking out the window. He did not seem to be worried at all. I was puzzled as for the
reason of the terrifying “roar,” for only Marmalade was inside the room.
Marmalade just looked at me, possibly thinking, “What?”
The problem was that on the outside of the window there was the
neighbor’s wild African cat just standing there with a hunched back,
and a tail that was stiff and at least twice its normal size. The poor
fellow had this terrified look on his face that was now composed mostly
of gigantic protruding eyes. When I appeared on the scene to supposedly rescue our purchased wild African cat, the neighbor’s cat fled the
scene with a scat and Marmalade just continued looking at me and
probably thinking, “What’s your problem? I got this covered.”
From that first “roar,”—and there have been many more since—I
learned that this intimidating cat was uniquely African by nature and
knew how to claim his territory with only one “roar.” There needed to
be no drawn out series of roars. No mortal battles. Just one terrifying
screech would do the trick of scaring the living day lights out of any
possible intruder into his claimed territory, and especially the den he
had claimed from humans. He knew how to intimidate the countless
neighborhood competitors who often worked up enough bravado to
make a chance venture into his backyard territory, and especially into
his self-proclaimed den, our house.
So on many occasions since that first “roar,” I have heard that
blood curdling screech, rushed to the rescue, only to see the hind quarters of some supposedly vicious wild cat tearing off for safety into the
night. And to this day, Marmalade does not have one battle scare from
any paw-to-paw conflicts with any other wild African cats. When this
skinny little creature of Africa opens his mouth and roars, the fight is
over before it has a chance to begin.
Marmalade would be a good preacher, not because of his terrifying screech—indeed some preachers so speak—but because of the power
of the message that is proclaimed. It was initially as this on our continent two thousand years ago when an African government official once
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tween Jerusalem and Ethiopia. That preacher opened his mouth for the
Lion King of Judah, and the sound of his message reverberated across
a continent and throughout the centuries unto this day (At 8:35).
So in the evenings, I continue to lay down my head in the security
of the den of our house. When I look down at my feet and see curled up
our wild African cat, I realize that all is well. There will be peace in the
village tonight. Though there are no roars, our Lion King lies curled up
with a soothing purr that says, “I got your back. Sleep in peace.” It is
as when the South African musician, Solomon Ntsele, wrote in 1939
the lyrics of the song Mbube,
“In the jungle, the mighty jungle,
The lion sleeps tonight.”
But the true peace that surpasses all understanding radiates from
the throne of God and from the Lion of Judah:
Do not be anxious for anything, but in everything by prayer and supplication with thanksgiving let your requests be made known to God. And
the peace of God that surpasses all understanding will keep your hearts
and minds in Christ Jesus (Ph 4:6,7).
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Adventure 14
PARENTS OF A NIGHTINGALE
During the Crimean War in the middle of the nineteenth century,
there was a unique young lady in England who could no longer sit
around reading about the miserable conditions of wounded English soldiers who were dying in filthy conditions on the frontlines of the war.
So she packed herself up, recruited 38 other like-minded volunteer
nurses, and the English government shipped these daughters of England off to the frontlines of the war, knowing very well that many of
them would also fall in the battle of duty. Luden Baudens later wrote
of the young Nightingale, “This frail woman ... embraced in her solicitude the sick of three armies.” On the frontlines and in the tents of the
wounded and dying, she became known as, “The lady with the lamp.”
Nightingale was continually among the wounded in the middle of the
night. She was checking for those among the living who might need
comfort and care in order to make it through just one more night.
Nightingale left a legacy that has inspired the profession of nursing far beyond her lifetime, especially among the English. I was recently sitting in my living room watching the local news concerning
one of the economically depressed townships of Africans here in South
Africa. The news reporter was there interviewing the members of a
special team. It was a team of young volunteer English descendants of
about twenty out there in the midst of the township people passing out
brochures to educate people about how to protect themselves against
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the coronavirus. Nightingale left a legacy in England that has reverberated throughout the world to this day. Her legacy also made its way
across the Atlantic Ocean to America.
On the news this morning an Uber driver finally had a paying customer in the state of Washington in America. She recorded the single
twenty-five-year-old nurse on her way as a necessary worker to be out
during the lockdown that was in force. The devoted young nurse said,
“It is necessary for me to be out on lockdown because all my patients
are suffering from coronavirus.” What is it about these nurses that the
rest of us try to comprehend? There seems to be a certain nature within
their souls that sets them apart from the rest of us.
My wife and I continue to experience our own Florence Nightingale. This daughter, endeared to us with the name, Cindy, was certainly God-molded to be who she is now as other nurses, a dedicated
nurse on the frontlines of the Coronavirus War. She is a part of that
extremely dedicated class of people throughout the world who have
sacrificially thrown themselves into mortal conflict on the frontlines of
the War. She, and thousands like her, are a tribute to the unselfish
service that these medical soldiers exert every day among those who
are clinging to life for just one more breath. Sometimes, many themselves have also succumbed to the invisible enemy they have chosen to
engage. The doctor will prescribe a ventilator, and then move on to
another patient. But the valiant necessary nurses must stay there with
the fallen victims day after day because there are too many victims for
the doctor.
This morning I was listening to a British Broadcasting Corporation interview with a thirty-year veteran of nursing in England who had
long ago retired. But in her retirement, she could not set back and
watch a virus-stricken society in England languish away in the global
Coronavirus War. So she showed up at a local hospital and told the
management, “I’m back.” The BBC interviewer asked why she came
out of retirement in order to endanger her own life for others. The aged
gray-haired nurse replied, “It was not a matter of making a decision. It
is who I am. I do not want to live in a selfish society, and thus I must
live selflessly.”
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My wife and I have one of these selfless heroes as a daughter. You
have to have personally had one of them in your home in order to understand who they are. I would briefly say that these Nightingales are
who they are because they can be no other way. For example, I remember coming home one afternoon when Cindy was fifteen years old. She
had taken off all the screens of the windows of the entire house and was
cleaning the screens and washing the windows. I asked this fifteenyear-old why she was doing this. She simply replied, “They were dirty.”
Nightingales see a need, and then they cannot help themselves but show
up.
Our Nightingale was evidently born this way, and then maybe
picked up a work ethic from her parents along the way to her present
profession. She always had to be doing something, and the something
was not for herself, but to release her heart on others. She, as so many
other nurses throughout the world, have big hearts that move them to
eventually find expression in becoming nurses. So Cindy secured her
own student loan, enrolled in nursing school, and set the course of her
life to join the millions of like-minded nurses out there who cannot
help themselves. “It’s just the way they are.”
In the very unique work that Cindy and others like her presently
do as nurses, it is truly a frontline business. She is not held up in a
hospital, but on the road to patients who have been given into her care,
which patients have been diagnosed to have only months to live. Often
in the middle of the northern winter nights of the state of Wisconsin in
America, she will receive a call from a family member. On the other
end of the line is the plea, “Come quickly!” For these missions it does
not make any difference if there is a foot of snow on the road. She is
into her 4 X 4 Dodge Ram and headed for the finality of someone’s life.
Sometimes she arrives in time, sometimes not. When she does not, she
must pronounce and record a death, and then call for the coroner. This
has been Cindy’s life, and many other nurses like her, day after day, and
year after year.
We are in lockdown at this time in South Africa. Before this time
came, our daughter Cindy would contact us and ask if we were doing
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plained about her own situation of ministering to the dying on the
frontlines. I once said to her, “Cindy, you minister to the needs of more
people than any minister I know.” While preachers sometimes enclose
themselves in their white castles, tens of thousands of nurses like Cindy
sink their hands in the sicknesses of humanity. The ministry of nurses
reveals the very core of human empathy. These soldiers of the medical
field minister to the people while the rest of us just keep their phone
numbers on speed dial.
Though we have not been in the company of our Nightingale for
over three years, the last thing she wants us to do is get on some airplane, or board a ship and come to her side on the other side of the
world. She has yearned on the telephone for a parental encounter, but
we all know that we all must put ourselves on hold until we pass through
this time of separation until the war is won.
Therefore, as you hug your children in the security of your home
in lockdown, be grateful. There are thousands of mothers and fathers
throughout the world today whose sons and daughters work on the
frontlines of the Coronavirus War as caring nurses. As ourselves, many
mothers and fathers around the world are more than willing to offer
their children on the altar of sacrifice on the frontlines in order that this
war be won. This does not mean that we parents do not yearn to withdraw our children from the frontlines and hug them close in our own
lockdown. We simply understand that great sacrifices are needed in
order to conquer overwhelming enemies of civilization.
As in the case of many others who are the parents of these frontline heroes, we can only offer endless prayers that our Nightingales not
be personally attacked by the invisible enemy. But if you are in the
vicinity of our Nightingale of north Wisconsin, you can be assured that
she is only a phone call away. And if you call, she will be in her Dodge
Ram and on her way down snow-covered roads to your bedside.
You are asking us why she and thousands of other nurses like her
put themselves in peril for others? We do not know about the others,
but we do know that is the way God made Cindy. Neither she nor her
parents want to live in any world that is selfish.
So you might have asked who such a person as Cindy would marry.
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An English Nightingale, of course. Jonathan, who studied to follow in
his parents’ footsteps in the medical field, is now working as a dermatologist, seeing over fifty patients a day. He is the product of two Nightingales of England. They are all a tribe of exceptional people who just
cannot help themselves.
The Holy Spirit had something to say about this concerning all of
us: “Be kindly affectionate to one another with brotherly love, in honor
preferring one another” (Rm 12:10). “In humility of mind let each
esteem others better than themselves” (Ph 2:3). I am sure He was talking specifically about nurses.
This is incarnational living as Jesus in spirit in heaven, who said
to His Father, “I am going to the frontlines to win this war of sin” (See
Ph 2:5-8). Our hats are off to all the Nightingales who are directly and
sacrificially engaged in the world war against the coronavirus, as well
as those who are parents of those valiant medical soldiers.
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Adventure 15
SAVED BY CHLOROQUINE
(Since the drug chloroquine—hydroxychloroquine—seems to be on the
minds of many in these times, I thought it would be good to relate to
you one of my own experiences with the drug. As you read through
this, keep in mind that every evangelist could write similar accounts of
their own experiences with chloroquine and malaria. This was just one
of my experiences that came at an inopportune time.)
I had relentlessly tortured my now belabored body for over four
months on a continuous struggle down the pothole-ridden roads of seven
countries of central Africa to teach Bible seminars. An occasional
thought after this seemingly never-ending story had by now hardly ever
emerged out of solitary confinement in my mind as to my primal origins in Cape Town. When there was a momentary emergence, I would
suppress the reminder, and subsequently press on as if I were a vagabond evangelist roaming across Africa from one nation to another. In
order to do such a thing, I simply convinced myself that this was who I
was and this was how I lived. At this point in the saga I had conducted
over twenty-five Bible seminars during those months of vagabond evangelism in 1995. I felt in company with Paul. I was now pushing on to
another seminar somewhere around Kasama, Zambia, a small village
that was listed on my map only as a small dot.
The evening before my arrival at Kasama, I had adventurously
directed the horses of my Nissan off the road into a now dark forested
area where I would find myself again in friendship of solitude. As on
many of the previous isolated nights of this odyssey, I was thankful that
I had constructed for myself a comfortable bed in the back of my Nissan.
It was there where I regularly secluded myself from the wild world of
African critters and creatures. From this particular camp before Kasama,
I would drive on five more hours the next day to a scheduled two-day
lecture. Therefore, I slept in peace, realizing that the seclusion of my
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established campsite in this unknown forest was far beyond civilization. If I expired that night, it would be only explorers of the far future
who would study my bones to determine some cause of death. Surely,
they would conclude, “This man died in peace.”
So I slept in peace in the arms of Jesus, looking forward to another
meeting of what now seemed to be an endless series of seminars that I
had previously put together throughout a year of intense planning. This
was long before email was in use in Africa. But I was now on the
backside of my schedule, and thus encouraged by the emerging thought
of some faraway place called home, which was now a little over a month
away. I had already labored at least 20,000 miles down African roads,
and now I had only a little over 2,000 to go.
On this eventful day, I planned to first encounter a brother in the
small village of Kasama. He would then direct me to some obscure
location where a great company of disciples of the region had planned
to come together for an intense two days of Berean behavior in reference to the Scriptures. Upon my initial arrival in Kasama, however, I
should have suspected that something was amiss according to my Western thinking. My suspicions were aroused when the mind-set of my
beloved African guide took control of my life. Nevertheless, I presumptuously asked, “How far is it to the location of the meeting?”
Experience had taught me well in these African matters. So when
my faithful African guide responded, “Not far,” I knew that my trek for
the day had not yet finished its course. “Not far” could mean anything
from an hour to a half-day journey. Fortunately, this “not far” was
abbreviated. Therefore, after a short time driving down bush walkways and through fields, we eventually relinquished to a grove of trees
in the middle of nowhere, which was where this meeting was scheduled to be. It was there that I was pleasantly surprised to witness a
multitude of villagers who had walked longer than I had driven for the
day just to come to this Bible meeting. I repented of my silent murmuring, and then commenced immediately to accept warm greetings that
only Africans can relish upon traveling evangelists. The pots were already boiling, and their affectionate love boiled over into my spirit. We
were going to have a fantastic time together.
Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

15 - Saved By Chloroquine

101

But then I began to notice within myself that something was definitely not right. African brethren had always asked me, “Brother Dickson, why is it that you can wear out three translators a day by speaking
for eight to nine hours a day?” I sometimes brushed this off on genes
that I had inherited from a very godly and industrious mother. But my
final credit for such endurance always led me back to God. At the
beginning of what eventually led to a five-month venture of a thirtythree-seminar trek across Africa, I lectured about eight hours a day for
the first two weeks. I then had a break of two or three travel days
between seminars thereafter. I can confidently witness to you, however, that humans cannot normally do this type of thing. Therefore, I
give all credit to God for empowering my vocal cords and body. I am
proof that God can physically empower you physically if you do His
work. I do not know how He does this, but I have this only as my
answer for how I have been so blessed on so many occasions. I can
take no credit for myself on this matter. One must simply lay his hand
to the plow and let God do His thing. But then, God created some little
creatures whom He sent forth to keep us humble. On this trip, I experienced one of these silent critters.
By the evening of this seminar somewhere in the bush outside
Kasama, Zambia, my body was running extremely low on fuel. God
had finally decided to remind me that I was human, and that I must
again trust in His sustaining help to continue on. That night, and as I
cozied in the cocoon of my Nissan, I discovered that I was not running
out of petrol, but my body had been invaded by one of God’s humbling
critters.
Sometime around eleven days before, a hungry female Anopheles
mosquito had decided that I would be the evening cuisine of her dinner,
myself being the main dish. So in order to make her encounter with me
unknown in the quietness of the evening feast, she was so kind as to
inject through her saliva glands an enzyme to prevent my body from
losing any precious blood. At the time she dipped in her “fork” to
extract some of my delicious blood, her injected enzyme also contained
a dose of pain killer. I should have been so thankful at the time, for she
both guarded herself from a vicious slap from her victim, as well as
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prevented me from any pain by the injection of her penetrating syringe.
So that night in the bush of northeastern Zambia, I suffered alone
as the incubated plasmodium parasites finally gave birth in my liver
and burst forth into the blood stream of my body. I was shivering and
shaking uncontrollably. I could not grab my body to restrain it from the
jitters. Cold chills raced throughout my possible corpse. Clothes and
covers were to no avail as I crumbled myself with folded arms into a
fetal position and hoped for the day.
Experience and past association with every African citizen had
educated me to the fact that I was stricken with malaria. When I conducted seminars throughout the continent, malaria was always present,
and thus I took a preventative prophylactic. But the preventative pills
are not one hundred percent effective. Back in those days when I shook
hands with one hundred attendees of a seminar, I could tell through the
handshake that from three to four were afflicted with malaria. And
since some of these faithful disciples had struggled great distances under the duress of malaria, I could not feel sorry for myself on this night
of cold chills and shivers.
The problem with my predicament was the next day. When I eventually rousted myself out of my cocoon at sunrise after a sleepless night,
I was expected to lecture all day ... and I did. Have you ever envisioned
a limp rag trying to stand? Nevertheless, one of the tricks to the trade
of lecturing endlessly is to sit down for about a fourth of the time of the
lecture. Knowing that I would be lecturing for thirty-three seminars on
this odyssey, I brought along with me on this trip a folding stool onto
which, on this day, I threw my ragged body. I did survive until the
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evening, but miserably. That night was better in bed, but I was simply
wasted of energy. I felt like someone had dragged a tree over me, and
then threw out my body in a rubbish heap. I felt in fellowship with Job.
Nevertheless, this story has a happy ending. I survived for I am
now writing the story. In the morning, one of the brothers had requested
that I possibly take him home to Mpika, which was on the way to the
next seminar that I would conduct in northern, Botswana. I considered
his request to be a message from God. God knew I had no business
continuing on the journey in the condition in which I was. I needed
someone by my side.
So after my strained good-byes to the over-affectionate brothers
and sisters, my guardian angel and I were on our way. I can remember
that at that time I strained to carry on some struggled conversation with
my guardian angel as we made our way back into civilization. I drove
the Nissan with the steering wheel comfortably used as a crutch to keep
me at some state of slumped alertness. So we carried on. All I had on
my mind at the time was getting to some village and acquiring chloroquine for the parasites who were occupying my wasted body. They
were not good tenants.
I had determined that once we were out of the bush, we would stop
at the first village and find healing. Fortunately, Mpika, the destination
of my guardian angel, was the first village on the map. I have no trouble
connecting the dots between my need for aid and God coming to my
rescue to get me to Mpika. I can also remember pulling into this small
village and giving my angel the instructions, “Go find me some chloroquine immediately!” I was a patient who needed to self-medicate. Malaria is so common in Africa that everyone knows how to diagnose
themselves. If one does go to a doctor with symptoms of something,
some doctors will first put the patient on chloroquine. If the symptoms
persist, then the doctor will look for something else.
So in Mpika, I parked in a shaded area of trees in order to shield
my inflicted body from the relentless heat of the sun on my now sensitized body. The malaria had so sensitized my skin that I wanted to hide
in some dark, cool cave.
Realizing my dire situation, my guardian angel sprang into life
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and went on the search. Since more than one million people in the
world die every year because of malaria, most of this number being in
Africa, acquiring chloroquine in any village was like buying aspirin in
a drug (chemist) store. It was not long until my angel returned with the
assigned number of tablets to treat my malaria over the next two days.
So immediately down the hatch with a gulp of water went the first two
500 milligram tablets. Just feeling this miracle drug slipping down my
parched throat gave me some sense of being finally saved from a scourge
that I was at the time enduring.
Since it came into use in the early twentieth century, chloroquine
has saved millions of lives. It has been used so much in Africa, that the
malaria parasites of our little female mosquito friend have built up over
the years some immunity to this lifesaving drug. So the scientists, in
their efforts to stay one step ahead of the persistent parasites, added by
their ingenuity, a little sulfate to the mixture and came up with
hydroxychloroquine, which is extensively used throughout Africa today, both as a preventative, and well as a cure for malaria.
But my story is not over. I had previously heard of a mission
settlement that was established in the middle of Zambia by one of the
descendants of the Scottish missionary, Robert Moffat (1795-1883),
the father-in-law of David Livingstone. So being of Scottish descent
myself, I was curious to visit this mission station. Since it was on my
way to Botswana, I decided that this would be a great place to convalesce in the care of those who would understand my affliction. So after
clutching to the steering wheel of the Nissan for another five hours, I
eventually found myself again in the African bush. But my joy of meeting the Moffats was frustrated. There was only one person home. The
farm manager was home alone, for the Moffats had traveled to the capitol
for supplies.
But all was not lost. The farm manager immediately recognized
my stricken condition as I stood before him slumped as an aged man of
no less than a hundred years. So he graciously informed me that he had
the right to let any guests into the Moffat’s house. He was the second
guardian angel of this seemingly endless sick saga.
He led me to the door of the Moffat house, and I stumbled in as an
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old man being checked into a nursing home. I could not thank him
enough after he had showed me all the comforts of the house. At the
time, it was as if I had stepped into a wonderland mansion, for I had
been sleeping for over a week in the back of the Nissan, and often in
the bush. It was if I had stepped into civilization and did not know
what to do with myself.
In the house, the Moffat’s had a bathtub attached to their bedroom.
I want to give a final testimony in this legacy to what water will do for
a recovering malaria patient. When I lowered my rag body into the
water of that bathtub, to this day I can still feel the soothing healing that
transpired throughout my body. It was a bath to be savored, one which
I had never experienced until that moment and unto this day. I was
finally saved as the water soothed my body on the outside, and the
chloroquine inside cleansed my parasite-stricken blood of the last unseen enemy that had ravaged me so over the past two days. I concluded
that I would live, and eventually, see home again.

Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

16 - Dipping Deep Into Faith

106

Adventure 16
DIPPING DEEP INTO FAITH
For all of you who are old geezers, have you ever wondered how
you were back in those days when nothing could go wrong? Remember when you were so steeped in idealism that you felt like you had the
world by the tail and were swinging it at will? And because you saturated your life with the work of God’s business, you knew that He would
never fail you?
We now consider such faith as sometimes a “blind faith,” but in
looking back it was unquestionable faith. It was real love for the work
of our King Jesus. We moved on in our lives without all the old-age
apprehensions with which we are so often cursed in our old age. We
just assumed back then that everything would turn out just fine. And, it
did. But we must conclude that our young lives proved that God was
working then. He is still working today to bring glory to Himself through
His people. In fact, our love for God has increased far beyond what it
was in our youth. In those days, we never allowed fear to overcome
our love for His business. We live by the same principle today.
If you were that way then—but now in old age a little apprehensive—you have so many victory T-shirts that it takes several closets to
hang them all. Of course, some of them you have just packed away in
boxes and stored in the attic. These are probably all those black Tshirts that remind you of those times when you stumbled over your
youth. Nevertheless, the power of the love of God continues to spur us
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on in the face of any war or pandemic.
I have my own closets, as well as those black T-shirt boxes in the
attic. Because of all the victories, however, I have no regrets for the
spiritual idealism with which both Martha and I began our journey with
God over fifty years ago. We have lived several lifetimes throughout
our journey of love for the work of God. Each life was a resounding
proof that God has worked so wonderfully in our lives that we are sometimes overwhelmed concerning the awesome power with which He labored in order to give us several victories. In fact, the results of His
incredible power in our feeble lives is a resounding testimony to the
fact that He works in the lives of all His people who have relinquished
themselves to His overpowering love.
We would not be so presumptuous as to claim any glory for His
wonderful work. He simply empowered our abilities. As I scribble
these few words I am humbled by the incredible power that we certainly have from a God who works all things together for our good.
The minor thing that Martha and I can claim is that His work in our
lives from the very beginning of our spiritual journey together with
Him is that He loved us so much that He would not allow Satan to
defeat us regardless of all our black T-shirts. He scared the fear of the
unknown out of us by empowering us with His love. Therefore, we
cannot imagine having lived different lives.
The most fulfilling experience of life is when two people in the
union of marriage experience together the wonderful work of God as
they engaged in doing His business along their spiritual journey. There
is nothing more fulfilling than to grow old together in one another’s
arms while still doing Divine business. We have sought to return His
love for us in the past by not fearing that which was before us in the
future.
And so in the beginning of our adventure together, it was a typical
clear-blue sky in 1974 when the south coast winds of the Mississippi
Gulf Coast whipped up the sands of the white beaches. It was a fateful
day of ministry conclusions and a destiny of beginnings. On that day of
beginning, there stood before a crowd of farewell folks two idealistic
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tual dreams. The oldest of the involuntary sibling team, Angella, was
six years old, and the second, Matthew, was three. The last two, Cindy
and Lisa, both in soggy diapers at the time, were two and a half and a
little over six months. Here were two determined parents who were
young enough to perceive no fear concerning the epic journey on which
they were about to embark for a land to which they had never ventured
before. Little did they know that they stood at the brink of a cultural
paradigm in life to which they would never return. The two parental
units were about to step into a new social and cultural paradigm that
would end only when the Lord Jesus would call them once again into
an eternal paradigm of rest.
For the past nine prayerful months the two parental members of
this expedition had worked feverishly in order to scrape together enough
support from friends and churches who surely thought the two adventurers were somewhat of a questionable state of mind to do what they
were about to do. Nevertheless, the parental squad worked themselves
and their children through sixteen different documents each in order to
go on the expedition. The authorities of their future countries of residence required all this documentation in order to launch them into the
unknown of an intrepid journey that would eventually end up being a
lifetime of a never ending story. In all the documentation, they even
had to acquire an Act of Congress because they were immigrating to a
far away foreign country for the name of Jesus.
On the day of his inauguration in 1933, and when America was in the
midst of the Great Depression, newly elected Franklin D. Roosevelt proclaimed, “We have nothing to fear but fear itself.” Most people on that
occasion within hearing distance of that statement did not understand what
Roosevelt was saying. What the newly elected President, in the midst of
a depression, was communicating to the American people was the fact
that if we succumb to our fears of the present depressed economic conditions of America, then we will give up. The economic environment would
thus reign over and conquer their hope. Fear would destroy their aspirations for a better future. When a people lose hope, they are finished.
Therefore, we must fear that fear that would detour us from moving on.
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The Holy Spirit said the same thing in different words in another context: “Perfect love casts out fear” (1 Jn 4:18). In fact, the Spirit went on to
say, “He who fears is not made perfect in love” (1 Jn 4:18). If Peter had
allowed fear to control his life, then he would never have taken that first
step out of the security of the boat on his way to Jesus. That first step
revealed that he loved Jesus more than he feared the mighty waves of the
prevailing storm (Mt 14:28,29). If we allow fear to reign in our lives, then
we too will stay in the boat. But our love for our Lord Jesus must always
conquer our fears of the unknown. We must step outside the security of
the familiar. We must take our families and board the plane in order to
preach the gospel to the world.

It was all so surreal at the time as Martha and I, with our four
children, were about to throw ourselves into a storm. We were at the
edge of a boat as Peter, ready to launch into doing something that had
always been the spark of a dream in the back of our minds. In her
youth, Martha always had this illusive dream of going east to China as
a missionary. Myself, it didn’t matter where we would go, as long as
the ship set sail for the horizon of the earth. We both dreamed about
going somewhere from the day we were connected in marriage. And
now, we were on our way south to the land of coffee ... Brazil. And at
the time, neither of us drank coffee. Nevertheless, when God goes to
work in one’s life, he or she can do some marvelous things. And to this
day, I am a Brazilian converted coffeeholic.
On the day our ship set sail in the air, I can still remember all of us
standing in front of the Gulfport church building with a crowd of older
people who surely—as I can now understand—thought that we had
lost our minds. But there we were for prayers and good-byes from
faithful brothers and sisters who had nurtured us since the days we had
graduated from Bible school.
The children of this fearless mission crew, as you can imagine,
were somewhat confused with all the excitement of the moment. Someone had suggested that we give them a sedative in order to better cope
with the long flight south. I still have this movie picture in my mind of
Martha scurrying here and there chasing siblings with a bottle and spoon
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in her hands. She was persistently extending the spoon in order to
entice the four minors of the expedition to partake of the juice. They
all eventually relinquished to the wishes of their mother who foresaw
anxious times coming. Unfortunately, the juice seemed to work in reverse. It might as well have been an “upper” because the four minors
of the crew could not get over the excitement of the moment, nor for
many moments thereafter. The juice probably took them down a notch
or two in excitement because they were so “high” throughout the trip.
After all, they were only victims in this saga of two small-town parents
in their mid-twenties who were following their dream into a land where
they sought to return the love of God that was displayed on the cross.
During those days, we continually reminded ourselves of what Jesus
said to His disciples before they had any understanding of the mission
upon which He was about to commission them: “Lift up your eyes and
look on the fields, for they are white already for harvest!” (Jn 4:35).
And then our saga began. What came next seemed to be a broken
film in an old forgotten movie. It was only emotional stamina that kept
us tunnel visioned during what seemed to be an unending nightmare
from which we both would struggled to awake. We traveled through
endless flying tubes and camped out on airplane and airport floors and
lounge seats in airport terminals without end. All I can remember from
the surreal flights and airports that eventually ended us in Sao Paulo,
Brazil was child number three, Cindy, wept almost all the way because
of all the turmoil of the world that engulfed her. The leader of the crew
could probably have done the same if he had not maintained his Scottish stiff upper lip.
At the time, we really did not realize that our lives had changed
forever. A cultural paradigm was in the process of shifting, and we
would never again be those two innocent small-town youth of yesteryear. This was only the first chapter of a never ending book that is still
in the process of being written by that once young parental crew.
Before the adventure began, we had packed two suitcases full of
disposable diapers. This was done in order that all the untrained bottoms were covered for the trip, as well as a supply for at least a week
when we beached at our destination. Every member of the expedition
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of this venture had been given some type of carry-on luggage. Therefore, even the sibling members were issued a few diapers in their packs
in order to service the two youngest of the crew. I had to recant all my
previous complaints to Martha before the trip concerning all her bulk
buying of the diapers, which at the time seemed extravagant. But her
foresight in this matter seemed to be prophetic. What eventually transpired on the expedition from Mississippi to Brazil was the deposit of a
stinky diaper in every trash bin at every airport along the way. Surely
the airport cleaners the following day had concluded that the Dicksons
had passed this way. We left a stinky diaper trail from Mississippi all
the way to Brazil.
When the final flight approached to what would be the “village”
of our new home, my first vision of the settlement as I gazed through
the window of the airplane sent an unsettling thought through the mind
of this Kansas farm boy. At the time of our arrival, over eleven million
other human beings formerly had the same idea about settling into Sao
Paulo as we did. What startled me most was that the sky scrapers of the
city extended over the distant horizon in every direction. Being a farm
boy who had come from a Kansas farm, and then immigrating to a
town of about 35,000, it was initially an awesome sight to behold. Then
reality struck as I pressed my nose against the window. This airplane
was going to dispatch these small-town Kansas people into this mass
of humanity and concrete.
“Are we really doing this?” I said faintly to Martha. “How many
years did we commit to live in this concrete jungle?” As I write this,
you must believe that I am not exaggerating. After residing in Sao
Paulo for a short time, one day our crew went to a shopping center. As
we passed the garden equipment display outside the center, we were
still able to identify this small patch of grass that was planted for advertising purposes. It was about the size of a vehicle hood (bonnet). Our
oldest fell down immediately to hands and knees on the grass, and like
a caged animal taken from the wilds of the jungle, she crawled on the
grass while moving her fingers gently through every blade of grass.
The now seven-year old hypnotically uttered, “Grass! Grass!” I still
have that picture implanted in my mind. As a Kansas farm boy, I thought,
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“Is this the destiny to which I have brought my children?” A cultural
paradigm had truly shifted.
And then came that final sweet sound of airplane wheels screeching on the runway of Sao Paulo International Airport in order to end
our nightmare. At least we were jolted awake from a moment. It was
now time to wake up to reality. That landing signaled the beginning of
a new walk with God. The sensation went through Martha and myself,
“WE SURVIVED ... no, we have arrived.”
And then all the beginnings started. At the airport, there were
hordes of people everywhere. There were lines here and there that led
to somewhere. As stumbling zombies after such an epic journey, we
just bumped along wherever the multitudes carried us. From those
crowds, we were initiated into a megacity of human species who seemed
to be everywhere. We were simply numbers in the midst of a mob
trying to get through customs and immigration at the same time. It was
then that we pleasantly discovered one of the most marvelous characteristics of the Brazilian culture. Brazilians loved children, and we had
plenty in hand and on hips at the time. If you had small children, therefore, you went to the front of the line. So here came this official to
fetch these two zombie parents with their four small free passes that
allowed us to be led from the back of an extended line right to the front.
So to the front we were marched. Thank you, Jesus.
We deducted that Someone up there was working overtime for us.
Our four sibling emissaries got us through customs and immigration in
a flash. Faith had brought us this far, and our Father had not yet completed His special journey for us. You must understand that we were
total strangers in a foreign city that was so intimidating. It was one of
those times when faith needed to kick into high gear. We simply relinquished to the circumstances and followed our instincts, assuming that
God would also influence our instincts.
Once the immigration officer went through our series of passports,
we were let loose into the maze of humanity in Sao Paulo. We were on
our own. At the time that did not feel good. We had no idea who would
meet us at the airport or where we would dispatch our bodies for the
night. So you can only imagine that when the last sweet stamp sound
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on our passports rang in our ears, Martha and I looked at each other and
thought, “Now what?” No words came out of our mouths because we
were somewhat dazed youth in a foreign mass of humanity who spoke
only gibberish. We craved for someone to say at least one word in
English in order to bring some familiarity to the environment. But no
such deliverance was uttered, and we knew no Portuguese.
In the midst of that horde of people in the terminal, I looked up
and saw a familiar face come rushing through the doors of the terminal.
The face of deliverance was also looking directly at me. And then joy
ran through our souls when one word was yelled out, “Roger!” It was
Carl Henderson who had come to deliver us from the mob of arrivals.
Traffic jams had delayed him, but God made sure that he would be
there just in time to deliver us. I could write a book on how God always delivered us just in time. I know what Peter felt when Jesus
grabbed his hand as he was going down.
It was then that Martha and I learned to hug like Brazilians. We
embraced Carl until he had no breath, feeling that we had now been
delivered. Now the next quest on this eventful adventure may seem
somewhat impossible to understand, or comprehend, for all of you who
are not acquainted with the old Volkswagen Beetle. I am not stretching
the truth here, cross my heart. Because he and his wife lived in a small
apartment, Carl secured a taxi to take us to a hotel where he had rented
a room for us for a few days.
So the taxi pulled up to the curb, and sure enough, it was one of
those Beetles. Now you must use your imagination for this moment.
Add up the figures of people and envision the space in that minute
Beetle. There were two adults in our family, plus the four siblings of
our crew. Add Carl, and then the taxi driver who occupied the two
front seats, Carl being issued one of the siblings. Remember all our
luggage? Don’t forget those diapers. Can you imagine two adults and
the remaining siblings being crammed into the back seated of a
Volkswagen Beetle? We proved that it could be done. There was luggage and diapers everywhere. There were people everywhere. That tin
can taxi then rushed off with a pack of human flesh squeezed everywhere possible.
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And then the real adventure began. If you have never taken a ride
in a Brazilian taxi, then you will not understand our first real encounter
with controlled road rage. It was total offensive driving, and supposedly, the taxi driver had somehow concluded that we were the only
vehicle on the road and he had to get us to the hotel before closing time.
We clutched one another as caged monkeys in that back seat, praying
that we had come too far to end up mangled in a pile of smashed vehicles. So when we survived the flight to the hotel, after hearing only
the terrifying screech of tires when we turned corners, Martha and I
loosened our grip on one another and our children. We then started to
breathe again. Either fortunately, or unfortunately, I eventually converted to offensive driving in Brazil. Since those Brazilian days, Martha
sometimes reminds me that I still live with that curse unto this day.
While in Brazil, Martha decided that she would keep her sanity and
never drive while we lived in the country. I think she wanted to preserve herself as a mother of four children. I was expendable.
I supposed God wanted to immediately embed us in the real world
of urban Brazil. He placed us right in the middle of downtown Sao
Paulo. So into this mass of eleven million humans, we were landed
after what seemed to have been an eternal venture from a land that now
seemed to be in another galaxy far, far away. Downtown Sao Paulo
was a good introduction to what we would experience from then on.
Walking down the streets in the downtown area was an experience of
shoulder to shoulder bumping. In the beginning, it seemed like the
entire eleven million people were always coming my way when I just
wanted to walk down to the shop for an espresso.
We firmly believe that God led us to a mission in Brazil. One
evidence of this is that He led us to the fellowship of other experienced
evangelists who ushered us through the culture and work. I have always looked back and been so thankful that God provided a smooth
landing for us in that ministry. He knew that we needed a gentle ushering into the rest of our lives, and so He provided. It was an experience
that these many years later I have accredited to God for providing us
with that which would continue to this day a half century later to where
we now are as world citizens. But surely know, I still do not like cramped
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airline flights. Neither have I ever had a desire to own a Volkswagon
Beetle, nor to check into a hotel. And for your information, I have not
handled a dirty diaper since. There is some bad experience in my past
that makes me feel good when camped in the middle of nowhere in Africa with clean smelling air. And in reference to living in Sao Paulo,
Martha and I made a visit through the city about twenty years after we
lived there. We both said to one another, “How did we ever live here?”
But then there is that part of Brazil that I miss. The Brazilian
culture made an indelible mark on my behavior that has never faded
away. For example, when people talk about social distancing today, I
silently express this inward chuckle when I remember our Brazilian
days. Asking Brazilians to socially distance is like asking this hugging
and kissing people to deny who they are. I have to admit these many
years later that I still have a little Brazilian in me in reference to communal brotherhood. This emotion especially rises to the surface when
I have this innate urge to have a cafezinho (espresso) down at the local
corner bakery on Friday evening with the local bros.
And then when my driving is a little aggressive, Martha is quick to
remind me that we are not in Brazil.
Can God deliver a farm boy from the chaos of a concrete jungle?
Yes He can! Look below at our deliverance in our old age. We now
live in the small hamlet of Philadelphia, a small settlement of about
one thousand people that is twenty minutes north of Cape Town, South
Africa.

Dickson Biblical Research Library, Book 104, www.africainternational.org
The Dickson Diaries - Roger E. Dickson, ©2021: Hutchinson, Kansas U.S.A., Philadelphia, South Africa

17 - All Things To All Men

116

Adventure 17
ALL THINGS TO ALL MEN
We—a tribe of six—had finally shuffled ourselves into our own
rented castle among almost ten million humans in Sao Paulo, Brazil.
At the time we were still dazed by the multitude of different crunched
cultures in an endless city that spread over the horizon. And most intriguing of all, the smog of the big city was eye-watering. Afternoons
were as if a horror movie were in production and this brownish monster was hovering over the unfortunate inhabitants of Gotham City. Nevertheless, we felt somewhat reassured by shuffling our apprehensive
clan into our first residence in this jungle of mixed humanity.
Suppressing every feeling to isolate ourselves into an unnatural
lockdown, our first selection on the menu of neighborhood was to meet
the neighbors. On one side of our settlement were Brazilian nationals.
No problem there. Since we had four siblings from six years to six
months, the Brazilian hospitality and overwhelming warmth had already been poured out upon us since our arrival ... or maybe it was
unspoken sympathy.
Camped on the other side of our encampment, however, was a German couple and their thirteen year old daughter. Since we had signed a
peace accord with Germany after the Great War, a United Nations conference was initiated. Being themselves foreigners in a strange land, they
initiated a gracious move to invite Martha and I over for evening dining.
Martha and I were still just out of small-town America, myself
being a small-town farm boy, and Martha was the city girl ... well ...
town girl. Fortunately, we had lived for two years in Dallas, but that
was only a sprint through big-city culture, and besides, in Texas there
are no strangers. We then ended up on the Mississippi Gulf Coast. In
our trivial introduction to life outside the Kansas cultural cocoon, we
knew little about being drafted into the human coffee grinder of Brazil
... and indeed, the coffee was terrific. It was simply a luscious experience to have one’s culture ground down into an espresso.
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But knowing nothing of German culture, we eagerly accepted the
invitation for an evening meal with our newly acquired neighbors. It
was all so new to us. Our German friends knew a little English and
Portuguese. We knew a lot of English, but little Portuguese, and certainly no German. Martha and I were still at the stage of moving into a
new land, but a move to a land where we knew not the language of the
land. We would often go shopping in a food store for tinned foods. If
there were no art work or pictures on the labels of the tins on which
there was only writing in Portuguese, mealtime back at the house was
always a surprise event as to what we had bought at the store. Every
day, therefore, was another exciting exploratory adventure of what we
would eat for the day.
So we were somewhat prepared for another entree on our list of
unusual foods. Fortunately, our neighbors’ thirteen year old daughter
knew a smattering of English that she had learned at school. She was
thus the official interpreter for the evening.
When the evening came, we arrived in our evening dress ware,
knowing nothing about what to expect. As young foreigners ourselves,
we just assumed that we were out on another adventure to learn the
culture, and especially the cultural foods of another tribe.
Our hosts were certainly presidential in presenting an eloquent
atmosphere for a meeting of the league of nations. All dress was formally casual. The table presentation could not have been arranged with
more precision for some foreign diplomat. Our hosts surely used a
measuring ruler to lay out all the dishes and silverware. Glasses where
regimented in-line on the table better than a group of disciplined German soldiers. Throughout the dining room, candles illuminated the
serenity of the moment as we were ushered to our proper seating.
Once positioned, the lady of the house brought out the starters that
teased our taste buds for the main course. While working laboriously
through our interpreter, the conversation was somewhat strained as we
all sought to communicate with some precision what we wanted to say.
When there was something lost in translation, repetition was necessary, but always softened by warmth that all of us needed in order to
settle ourselves in for the evening.
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And then it was the moment of the hour. Our host politely excused herself from the table, made her way back into the inner sanctuary of the kitchen, and eventually came forth with two large bowls. As
she neared the table, I first became somewhat anxious, not trusting my
vision in the dim light. I glanced over to Martha who was closer for
inspection. And now she too slightly stiffened at what she discovered
in the two bowls.
Our host was so gracious, not knowing that she was dealing with
two young Kansas small-town transplants who knew only meals of tatters and gravy, with well-done beef that was baked just this side of
being crisp. But when we looked into those two bowls, I am sure our
host sensed our hesitation, and possibly wider than usual eyes. It was a
Kodak moment of surprised in slow motion.
When we were initially seated at the table, both Martha and I
thought the center presentation of the table was certainly exquisite, if
not quite unique. There in the middle of the table were these two large
candles burning under two pots that were covered with lids. We thought
these were unique table decorations, and so complimented our host for
the presidential table presentation. We had no idea that we were revealing our Kansas naivete.
But Martha
could not take her
eyes off what was in
those two bowls that
our host eagerly
placed on the table.
Neither could I. We
both thought, “What
will we do?” Our
minds were swirling, wondering what
and how these GerOur first weeks in Brazil were full of surprises.
The
adventurous family, top right to left: Roger,
mans must usually
Martha, bottom: Angella, Cindy, Lisa, Matthew
eat. Was this something left over from the war? How could we possibly turn away from
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something that our host had spent so much time in preparation to please
her guests.
Our host sensed tension in the air when she asked Martha how
much she wanted of the contents of the two bowls. I was glad that she
had first asked Martha. I was trying to recover from shock as to what I
should do. I know what the apostle Paul said in reference to all food,
“Ask no questions.” But at this moment, I was about to go beyond
Bible instructions. I was about to blurt out a catalog of objections and
questions concerning the contents of those two bowls.
So Martha sheepishly responded to our gracious host, “I’ll just
take two small pieces.” I thought she was so brave. So following her
lead, I too bravely said, “Give me the same,” though I could have settled
for none. For the entire meal, I felt that I could just as well fill myself
with the starters.
It was then that the understanding German mind of our host finally
kicked in. The surprised expressions on the faces of the two foreigners, and the small blocks of chopped raw beef in the bowls, finally
made our host realize that she was dealing with two uncultured locals
who knew little about international cuisine. It was then that her Emily
Vanderbilt etiquette went to work.
She very graciously explained, “This is a fondue meal. You can
take the little forks on each of your plates, stick them into the squares
of the raw meat in the bowls, and then cook them in the two pots of oil
that are heating over the two candle flames. When they are cooked
according to your liking. And don’t worry, we have more raw meat in
the kitchen.”
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Her daughter was also graciously smiling as she translated these
words for the two new natives.
Oh, did we all laugh ... and relax. We two foreigners had just
become international. So the evening went into the late hours. The
food was just out of this world, at least out of our Kansas culture. I am
sure our two new German friends have told this story a thousand times
over, about inviting over to their house these two naive Americans in
Brazil who had never before experienced a fondue meal.
So Martha and I walked away from that educational experience
with a reaffirmed principle of gospel living. And since I am writing
these words almost fifty years later, a lot of different cuisine has passed
through our teeth. In all this, we are thankful that God taught us early
in our international ministry never to allow food to be an obstacle to
friendship and preaching the gospel. An international Jew of the New
Testament said it best: “I have become all things to all men so that I
might by all means save some. And this I do for the sake of the gospel
so that I might be partaker of it” (1 Co 9:22,23).
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Adventure 18
I LED FIVE PEOPLE BEFORE A FIRING SQUAD
Back in another era when I was born into a central Kansas farm
family—that was countless years in the past—the medical profession
of those days called them “shots”—I will explain in a minute. Being
only a runt of three or five years of age at the time, I was unwillingly
subjected by my parents to “being shot” with these needles that seemed
in the eyes of one just this side of infancy, to be long enough to pass for
a medieval knight’s sword. The diameter of the needles at the time
appeared in the eyes of a post-infant to be at least the size of an adult
thumb, which thumb I always obsessed over at the time some foreign
liquid was injected into my frail body, and most painfully, at that.
Being one of the first victims to test a new vaccine that had come
out a few years before when “shot” victims were given vaccines to
prevent infection, I was at the head of the line for this new trial. This
was to test the penicillin vaccine on those who were at some stage of
progress with rheumatic fever. And since I was in the hospital with a
diagnosed case of rheumatic fever sometime in the late 1940s and early
1950s, I was subsequently volunteered by my mother and father to be a
test case.
The vaccinations were called “shots” in those days, probably because so many people had been “shot” and wounded during WW II.
The penicillin vaccine was used successfully and extensively during
that war to prevent infections from wartime wounds. Dr. Longwood,
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our family doctor in Stafford, Kansas, had heard of the use of the penicillin vaccine in reference to treating rheumatic fever. So he asked my
parents if he could use their youngest—that was me—as a guinea pig
for a trial test. I was subsequently offered up on the altar of sacrifice by
my parents in order to endure the pain of having my own sensitive flesh
suffer through those thumb-sized needle injections. But we can thank
the Lord that the vaccinations were successful. I suffered only a light
case of rheumatic fever, with minimal heart valve weakening.
But now the medical world has become more sophisticated in administering these “shots.” In these days these inflictions of pain on
human flesh are no longer referred to as “shots” with thumb-sized
needles. On the contrary, they are more reverently referred to as “vaccinations.” Nevertheless, the pain has not been sophisticated with the
new terminology. The British, on the other hand, were somewhat more
literal in their reference to these painful incursions into human flesh.
The British “shots” are called “jabs,” and I suppose that is exactly what
transpires during the painful ordeal.
We were residing in Sao Paulo, Brazil in the late 1970s when a
meningitis pandemic broke out across the city. Though there are two
types of meningitis, viral and bacterial, the unseen virus attacks the
lining that surrounds the brain and spinal cord. Cerebral meningitis is
not good, often leading to death. It was imperative, therefore, that possible victims of the disease in Sao Paulo be vaccinated as quickly as
possible in order to prevent a pandemic. So realizing the seriousness
of the matter, the health officials in Sao Paulo went into immediate
action. Now keep in mind that this was around 1976, back in the ancient days according to some today.
The meningitis serum was produced in gallons in Brazil. Over all
the news media in those days—newspapers, TV, radio—the government requested, not commanded, that as many people as possible be
“shot” with the vaccine. They wanted to “shoot” millions in the city of
Sao Paulo in order to stop a potential pandemic. So they subsequently
set up “shooting” stations at shopping mall parking lots throughout the
city of Sao Paulo. All one had to do was make his or her way to the
“shooting” stations, and subsequently be “shot” with the vaccine.
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It was not a happy day for our children on the appointed day of the
vaccination. When Saturday morning for the execution of the ordeal
came, only then did Martha and I announce to our four innocent victims the sentence that we all had to go to one of the designated shopping malls and get our “shots.” Gloom immediately set over an otherwise jubilant squad of innocent children who were from three to nine
years of age. And since “shot” meant pain, I think I recall a tear trickle
down the cheek of one or two of those innocent victims as they questioned why they had to be subjected to pain. Nevertheless, in order to
halt the pandemic, all of us, willing or unwillingly, needed to do our
part and submit to the jab.
So into the vehicle of doom we were all herded, and subsequently
headed for the location of execution. There was not a word murmured
from the condemned victims in the back seat as their mother and father
ushered them off to be inflicted with pain. I remember feeling like an
executioner taking four condemn victims off to the gallows—oh grief,
I was following in the footsteps of my own parents. In this case, they
too were all innocent victims. The four victims could not understand
even the word “pandemic,” and especially the word “meningitis.” All
they knew was that those thumb-sized needles meant pain, and pain
was not good.
So we arrived at the Correfour Shopping Center where we witnessed hundreds of volunteers lined up to be “shot.” For a moment,
our four innocent victims found comfort in the fact that so many victims would go down with them in this genocide of pain. There were
also many other children there who would likewise suffer the same fate
as that to which their parents had condemned them.
So they obediently followed their mother and father guards in the
line of hundreds of unwitting victims who rolled up their sleeves and
willingly marched to the tent of execution. I remember that there were
at least five nurses stationed with “injection guns” who rapidly administered the “shots” one victim after another. It was a production line of
execution.
When my family neared the moment of execution, there was a
solemn cloud of darkness that came over my crew of obedient victims.
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Of course mom and dad had to go first to show the way. “Click,”
“Click,” and it was all over. And since no tears flowed down the cheeks
of mom and dad, our oldest daughter then stepped forward. She may
have said at the time, “Let me have it.” “Click,” “Click,” and it was all
over for her. And then the other three unwilling volunteers, one or two
with tears still streaming down cheeks, found confidence at the command of their parents, and submitted to the “click” that delivered the
life-saving vaccine with no pain at all.
The medical team was using those injection guns that just shot the
serum straight into one’s flesh without any pain at all. Confidence was
subsequently restored in parents who led their children to be vaccinated for a dreaded disease. Though they had no idea of all the implications of a pandemic at the time, they obediently followed the direction of their parents, just as that reluctant child many years ago back in
Stafford, Kansas, who himself has been grateful ever since.
After the ordeal, a sense of cheer was restored to our family, and
of course, it was time for ice cream ... lots of ice cream. In fact, we
bought so much ice cream on that day that we took it home and celebrated for two days thereafter. It was indeed a time when we as a
family endured an obstacle that only our minds imagined. The sense of
great relief was experienced among our children. Even in their innocent minds that was a sense of satisfaction that we had all played our
part in bringing a pandemic to an end. From that intense week, nothing
more was heard about the meningitis pandemic.
During that first weekend of the mass vaccination in Sao Paulo,
over one million people submitted to being lined up in parking lots
across the city and administered the “shot.” If I remember right, I think
there were about three million vaccinated by the end of the week. In a
city of about eleven million at the time, that was pretty intense. You
can now understand why Martha and I wonder why the vaccination
process for the Covid-19, that is going on in countries around the world,
is so laboriously slow. I think all the health departments around the
world should call up those Brazilians and ask them how to vaccinate
millions of people in a week.
For some reason, the following statement of the Holy Spirit rings
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in my ears as I conclude this episode: “Children, obey your parents in
the Lord, for this is right [and safe]” (Ep 6:1).
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Adventure 19
THE POLLSTER
My mother, Wanda Dickson, was a pollster, as we called them back
in those days, and still do. These were patriotic volunteers who sat for a
day at a designated polling (voting) station across America while people
in each community came in to cast their votes for a particular candidate.
They carried out their duty with grave seriousness, knowing that any
democracy depended on the integrity of a nation’s voting system.
I was only hip-high to a jack rabbit in those days, maybe ten or
eleven years old. It was over sixty years ago, back in the 1950s. And
let me add to her story that she was a Democrat. Now saying that she
was a Democrat then certainly assumes a definition that is far different
than what a Democrat is today. The same goes for Republicans too.
Those were different political parties in those days because the people
were different. Nevertheless, there is always some political confusion
in all political parties throughout history.
Now to add to this political confusion, my grandmother, who was,
according to my mother’s thinking, “one of those Republicans.” I have
no idea where, when or why my mother jumped ship to a different party
than her mother, but she did. But please keep in mind that when I say
“Democrat” or “Republican,” the definition of these two political parties back then was far different than they are today. If you are over
sixty years of age, then you will understand this difference. The only
thing that has survived to this day that has any similarity with the par-
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ties of the past are the names of the parties. But what makes the vast
difference between then and now are the people.
Nevertheless, my mother and grandmother back in those days had
their differences. However, when grandmother was over for a stay on
the farm, I confess that I never heard the two discuss or argue any politics. Both of them were first determined patriots of America, regardless of any political differences they might have had. General Dwight
D. Eisenhower, the president at the time, had led America to win the
war for freedom from the Nazis, and that was far more important than
any political positions of either the Democrats or Republicans. It was
an era when patriotism to country stood far above any political parties,
for everyone had lost some friend or family member in that war in
order to restore the right to democratic vote for European countries.
I can vaguely remember once when in my presence my mother
said to my grandmother something that had any political connotations.
I think it was something like, “That’s what a Republican would do.”
My grandmother simply replied, “Ah, fooy.” And that was the end of
that conversation, if indeed it could be considered a conversation. After this minor diversion in the real discussion at the time, they both
returned to talking about canning corn or whatever few events transpired out there on that isolated Kansas farm.
When it came to some election day, however, my mother truly
revealed who she was as an American patriot. All of us children at the
time were quite awed at her total and complete reverence to the responsibility for which she had volunteered. She drove three miles east to
Neola—the local village of two families where the township voters
would come to vote. Neola had been designated the polling station for
York Township. It was there that she would sit all day alone, waiting
for voters to come in and cast their votes. No one was allowed to be
with her at the voting station, and so it was a time to read one’s Bible.
No political literature or placards or whatever was allowed within sight
of the voting station. As children, we once bought her a “democratic
watch” with the picture of an elephant on the face of the watch. But
when she went to perform her patriotic duty at the polling station, the
watch was always left behind.
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This was a farming community with only a handful of farmers in
the region. I remember that we once asked her one day how many
people came in to vote. She was quite reluctant to give an answer, but
finally confessed that seven people had come to vote—like I said, it
was a small voting district.
But what impressed us children at the time was how seriously and
honestly she considered this patriotic responsibility to serve her country by preserving the integrity of the voting system. When one of the
seven voters came in to vote, she was not allowed in any way to watch
them when they voted. (“Watching over” was mandated only at the
counting station where two sets of eyes always counted each vote while
others observed. There was absolutely no fraud allowed back in those
days because such was against the moral values of everyone who was
involved in the voting process.)
At her small polling station the votes had to be folded, sealed in an
envelope, and then placed carefully in a secured box that was covered.
Late in the afternoon when it was time to terminate all the voting at a
designated hour, she said that all the sealed-enveloped votes had to be
then sealed in the ballot box. “Under no circumstances whatsoever,”
she reminded us children, “could anyone be allowed to touch that box
except myself.” We were all enthralled at how seriously she sought to
preserve the integrity of the democratic system of voting.
On the very day that voting had been concluded, the box of ballots
would then have to be immediately transported to the county voting
center, where she signed off the delivery. Under no circumstances was
she allowed to take the box of ballots home that night and turn them in
the next day. The sealed ballot box had to be turned in on the same day
of voting. All she knew about the votes in the box was that seven
people had voted. We asked, but she would not even tell us who the
voters were. She handled the entire matter as if there had been seven
hundred thousand voters who showed up to vote, instead of just seven.
She followed the written voting requirements for a pollster as if
she were in obedience to Holy Scripture. To her, it was all a matter of
integrity and honesty to preserve the democracy of a free America. She
once reminded us that in two wars hundreds of thousands of young
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Americans had given their lives to restore the right to vote in Europe.
Because they gave their lives to fight for such, voting was not something to be taken lightly. The integrity of a democratic nation depended
entirely on how the people conducted their system of voting.
Our mother also once said to her children that if she violated either her honesty or integrity she would have to dismiss herself from
being a pollster because such would have violated her moral standards
as a Bible-believing Christian.
All of us children were simply impressed that on this day of her
life her integrity as a human being and Christian were truly revealed.
Under no circumstances could there be any violation of the written
requirements for being a pollster, in which thing she took great pride,
even though there were only seven voters in the township. Subsequently,
her children were very proud of her because she, as a patriotic American, never messed around when it came to pollster responsibilities. She
took her Christian moral values right into that Neola polling station.
As I write these words about those days when there was certainly
another paradigm of society in American history, there is a certain sadness about the present and future of America. In that social paradigm
of yesteryear the moral standards of the time dictated honesty, integrity
and true patriotism to a country in a free world, which world had only a
decade before it slaughtered over fifty-two million people in a world
war. That was the greatest American generation that fought for freedom and integrity in which voting was a guarantee of freedom. It was
a generation that knew the cost of freedom, but sadly it was a generation that is now fast fading away from American history. And since it is
fading, it will never again exist because the majority of the citizens of
the new America have long given up on the moral standards that are
taught in the Bible.
Since many of the American society today have turned away from
God, they have turned away from the moral standards that preserve
human civilizations. When even the pollsters of a society are allowed
to lose their moral compass, then we know that the candidates for whom
votes are cast, have already lost their compass, and thus, a God-focused moral foundation for society is fading away. If my mother were
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alive today, I wonder what she would think of the scandalous polling
shenanigans in an American society that has lost its moral way?
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Adventure 20
WE STOOD ON THE TOP OF HELL
I have no idea of the origins for the spunk of adventure that seems
to be embedded deep in the morrow of my bones. Coupled with a
somewhat lack of fear, I have continually led my city-cultured wife,
Martha, into some precarious situations where only eagles dare. This
is particularly true in reference to mountains. I can remember sitting as
a 6-year-old first grader in a county school in central Kansas drawing
pictures of mountains that I envisioned, which visions certainly puzzled
my teacher since we were all flat-land country farm boys. The mountain obsession had to be some innate birthright since there were absolutely no mountains in the farming region of central Kansas. The highest “mountain” in those parts was only a mole hill, or some farmer’s
stack of bailed hay.
I need to introduce this saga with the preceding in order to prepare
you for a seemingly impossible adventure that unexpectedly played itself out in a faraway “galaxy” many years later after that Kansas farm
boy left the flat lands. While living in the Greater Antilles in the West
Indies, there once came into our lives this unexpected opportunity to
exert my inner love for higher ground. Since by this time I had already
extracted Martha from her comfortable city life-style, a love affair began with a fellow adventurer who also was converted to mountains.
Well, she was a mountaineer convert for she too had grown up in the
flat country of Kansas, but later once climbed a mountain in her youth
in the state of New Mexico. Right behind her came four unsuspecting
children who were, fortunately or unfortunately, born into this culture
of questionable mental mountaineering adventures. They too, in their
formative years, had to be discipled to our obsession.
While we were living in Puerto Rico an opportunity presented itself wherein as a family we could make a relaxing voyage over to a
neighboring island. I knew there was a mountain there, so you can
imagine my excitement to make the journey a reality. So into our “family
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airplane” we all baggaged ourselves with excitement and I set sail on a
direct course to the small Caribbean island of Montserrat. One of my
former Bible students, Sandy Hartman, was working alone evangelistically at the time on Montserrat. Our voyage was initially in response to
her request for a visit, though there was also this wilderness mountain
in the background of my mind that was luring my mountaineering spirit
of conquest.
At the time, there were about 12,000 lucky residents residing on
this independent island country that was formerly a part of the British
Empire of the West Indies. Montserrat was only 16 kilometers (10
miles) long and 11 kilometers (7 miles) wide. Therefore, if there had
been a degree or two off on my dead reckoning compass flight to the
island, we would have missed the speck of dust for sure. The next stop
would have been somewhere out in the Atlantic Ocean. But when we
fortunately neared the speck, and while breaking through the clouds,
there stood this marvelous wonder of God’s creation. Mount Soufriere
reached into heights in which only airplanes are to fly. It was just a
beautiful sight to behold (pictured).
This trip was indeed a surreal escape for city-dwellers who had the
opportunity to venture out of bondage and into the adventure of another galaxy. After escaping the concrete jungle of San Juan, Puerto
Rico, nothing could have been laid before us that would better medicate our forlorn spirits with primitive origins. These were things about
which only farm boys dreamed. In some sense, therefore, we felt that
we had come home in order to have a spiritual rebirth of our miscarriaged
life in the jungle of cars, concrete and castle caves.
After previously living in Antigua in the Caribbean for three years,
both Martha and I had long since been converted to the way of island
living. At least we had the taste of island living so deeply ingrained
into our souls that we could never again be satisfied with the placebo of
shopping center habitation. Nevertheless, at the time we were both
two prisoners in San Juan who had been locked down in solitary confinement in an overbearing Latin American city. But now as we cruised
at several thousand feet headed due east, we behaved as escaped prisoners who were venturing into a wilderness twilight zone of freedom
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and adventure.
Ever since we moved from the West Indies (Caribbean), these many
years later we will sometimes be watching something on TV that stimulates us to remember our Caribbean days. Both of us will in the moment experience a spontaneous emergence of a love affair of yesteryear. So we will look at one another with forlorn expressions, and ask
one another, “Now, why did we move away from the Caribbean?”
We had not been in town in Montserrat for a day after our landing
when Sandy challenged us with this crazy idea. I think she perceived a
somewhat longing on my face as I continually gazed as a Kansas farm
boy at the summit of Soufriere. So she only inquisitively challenged
me,
“Do you want to climb that mountain?”
Martha turned and stared at me with an apprehensive approval,
knowing exactly what I would say. That big mountain around which
we had flown upon our arrival looked so overpowering to her. We had
just landed at a very short landing strip at the foot of the mountain only
a day before. That landing took a special pucker of the lips and a twisted
nose in order to dive into what should have prepared her for Sandy’s
question. After the landing, the mountain looked so overpowering as
we tied down the airplane at its foot and accepted Sandy’s warm greetings. It certainly looked intimidating, especially when looking from
the ground up instead of from the sky down.
At that time in our lives, three of our children, Matthew (15), Cindy
(14) and Lisa (12), were still at home. They were all too young to sense
any danger about scaling the monster of nature around which we had
just flown upon our arrival. My demeanor in challenges as this was to
reflect no fear, and thus I accredit any apprehension that they may have
in reserve in later life as a reaction to avoid being hooked into some
questionable adventure by their father. But I must take ownership of
the mountain adventure their mother adopted because she was my disciple on the many mountains we conquered throughout our early years.
So I eagerly responded to Sandy’s challenge, “WHY NOT! At
least we can go as far up as we can, and then turn back.”
When I responded to such adventures as this, Martha simply gave
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a sigh of relinquishment. Nevertheless, the confidence of Sandy spurred
us all on, for she had never climbed the mountain. Martha also clung to
the words, “As far as we can, and then turn back.” So the apprehensive
faith of my crew that day was strong enough to accept the challenge.
So behind all the facial expressions of apprehension, there was a unanimous positive response. There was a “why not” that needed to be released on a mountain whose top seemed to venture even into the heavens. And then there was that rash promise, “As far as we can.”
So early in the morning we all stood at the foot of Soufriere, being
enthralled at a distant summit that would test to the limit our physical
and mental abilities. We all agreed to be as Hilary with Everest and
take on the challenge of this mountain. The evening before, Sandy had
directed that we could all climb up the northern slope of the mountain
which was a gradual hike. What we did not realize at the time was that
the hike would eventually digress into a climb.
Only experienced mountain climbers, with all their climbing gear,
could go up the south side which was made up of some very high rock
cliffs. So since we had come on this trip with no climbing gear, it was
up the north slope we would “hike.” With sandals and tennis shoes, we
concluded that the summit was far beyond our abilities. But what else
could escaped prisoners from the concrete jungle do? I still remember
that we all reassured ourselves, “We will just go as far as we can, and
then turn back.” Those were futile words, but at least words that were
sufficient to urge us on to take a leisurely family hike up the gradual
north side slope of the overpowering mountain.
So the epic assent began. Fortunately, Sandy’s frail vehicle was
able to make it somewhat up the north side sloped to where the team of
six mountaineers embarked on foot. As we all gazed upon the summit,
we again noticed smoke, or steam or whatever belching from orifices
in what seemed to be a living geological monster.
Someone remarked, “There is steam coming out of the top.”
“Don’t worry,” another replied. “We have come this far. We can
do this. And we will just go as far as we can, and then turn back.”
Sandy reassured, “This is an extinct volcano that has been dormant for thousands of years.”
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So onward this valiant team of amateurs advanced toward an obstacle of mother nature that seemed to be beyond conquest. We thus
trudged on to what became an overwhelming ordeal of just pure stubbornness. A rainstorm the night before made sure that every step on the
way up was often into a sludge of dead leaves and mud. Clothes and
bodies became robed with a layer of mountain mud that was not unlike
two challengers in a mud-wrestling match. In the absence of proper
ropes, extended tree roots became sufficient substitutes to hoist one
another over one obstacle after another. As the incline steepened, someone would advance and the others would be thrown a root rope and
pulled up. It was then that we realized that a planned casual hike had
evolved into an ardent climb. Nevertheless, we continued to encourage one another with the hopeful words, “We will go as far as we can,
and then turn back.”
But it all became such a surreal nightmare of what seemed to be
futility. But there was something generated in the spirits of these adventurous strugglers that would not allow them to turn back. The challenging climb appeared to have unleashed an ardent determination from
within our spirits. I was so impressed with our children who kept egging one another on. When someone fell at a slippery slope, there was
encouragement that generated within us something that none of us had
ever experienced before.
If church were as this, then I began to realize that each one of us
can be more than a conqueror. We are conquerors only if we throw
spiritual root ropes to one another in order to shroud ourselves in hope
that we are all in this together. No man will be left behind.
Struggles bonded ... yea, molded ... us together into a team of valiant conquerors who could now rejoice in the face of trials in order to
climb on with all joy. On the side of that mountain that day we began
to understand what it meant to struggle together amidst all the trails
that life could wage against us. Our bonding as fellow conquerors was
truly a serendipity of the adventure.
And then there was victory! We came to a plateau wherein we
were encompassed by an umbrella of trees. We could not see beyond
three-trees deep into the jungled forest, but we all assured ourselves
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that we had conquered Soufriere together. For the moment, we were
overcome with so much joy that we all simply fell down into mud and
all, and patted ourselves on the back. We thanked God that He had
given us the victory. We had earlier determined that we would climb as
far as we could on that day, and then turn back. We were all so proud of
ourselves that we had climbed to the summit and gained the victory
over that mountain.
And then someone causally stepped into a small clearing of trees
that allowed a flickering glimpse toward the heavens. I forgot who it
was, but he or she became the prophet of bad news and doom. Disheartening words came forth from the mouth of this bad-news prophet.
“Hey everyone, this is not the peak! This is only a plateau. I can
see the peak still further up.”
You could have tasted the disappointment that settled over those
would-be victors. We simply all laid there stunned and disappointed.
We wallowed in our disappointment and saw our victory celebration
wash away in a river of mud.
Life is always this way. Life is often a series of mountains. But
what else could it be if we are here in order to prepare our characters
for being there for eternity. If we as fellow disciples are to be molded
into a unit of one, then it seems that only struggle together will bond us
to the point of being one without end.
Nevertheless, something marvelous then happened. I think it was
one of our children who blurted out, “Let’s go for it.” So after dragging
ourselves out of a momentary spirit of discouragement, a brief pep talk
generated within us some hidden and previously unknown energy in
our spirits with which we determined to continue the saga. No one said
a word about retreating to the security of civilization. There was a
certain release in our spirits that drove us to conclude that since we had
come this far after hours of struggle, then certainly we could never turn
back. Our hands had already been laid to the plow and the field was
unfinished.
I must confess that I was certainly proud of our children. Throughout the entire mountain ordeal not one word of complaint came from
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ture on which their father had enticed them to go. They generated within
themselves a spirit of conquest as they assailed that mountain. It was
for them a university course in life development that has since carried
them through many struggles in their lives.
So with tree-root ropes clutched in our hands, and sandal-mountain shoes secured to blistered feet, we bravely commenced to repeat
the last hours of struggle toward what we now witnessed to be the summit. With all our reserves of determination tapped, we struggled to our
feet and ventured on. Only the summit would now satisfy our unquenchable thirst for victory. We had experienced a small taste of victory on
the plateau, but now we understood that the insatiable thirst for victory
could not be satisfied unless this entire mountain was beneath our feet.
Though we were on the north slope of that beast of nature, at least we
could be thankful for tree-root steps and soften mud that cushioned
each fall as the incline of the mountain changed from a slope to a steep
incline. We simply adapted our posture from being two-legged homo
sapiens to four-legged anthropoids as we struggled onward and up from
one tree to another.
After another couple hours of grueling struggle against this obstacle of nature, someone in front of the team eventually stepped into a
clearing and shouted, “I’m in the clear! I’m in the clear! We’ve reached
the summit!”
Another cried out, “Don’t lie. Are you sure?”
“I am sure!” was the reply. “It all smells like super rotten eggs!”
And it did, for such is the smell of sulphur. All the steam that
came up from the heart of the earth spewed forth sulphur that permeated the air. The hot steam, which we had witnessed when flying in,
continually belched forth from the inner chambers of this monster on
which we were all now standing victoriously. The boiling hot water
spewed forth as if the monster had deep within it a groaning indigestion that needed to be relieved by a magnanimous belch.
At the moment, an incredible surge of joy swept away all the exhaustion of our ravaged bodies. The adrenaline of success revived our
spirits as we cast our eyes far away to the horizon of the Caribbean Sea
to the West and the Atlantic Ocean to the East. There is no way I can
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possibly put into words such a surreal feeling of ecstasy that comes
only from accomplishing such a great human feat. That initial feeling
of “let’s go as far as we can” had taken us all the way to the summit.
We thought we were alone with God at the moment, and so we just
sat down on the nearest rocks in order to savor our victory, while at the
same time, choking in the sulfuric smell of the environment. It was a
time for a prayer of thanksgiving.
And then along came these two young men. We were all shocked
to encounter someone else on that mountain. Were these angels of a
burning bush? They were adventurous young tourists who had also
accepted the challenge of Soufriere. They informed us that with proper
mountaineering equipment, they had just scaled the south slope of rock,
sometimes climbing straight up the rock side of the mountain. Martha
has never forgotten what one of these young mountaineers, who was
wearing rugged leather hiking boots, said to her as he looked down at
her feet.
“Did you come up here wearing those sandals?” he questioned in
almost unbelief.
Sometimes God will inspire within us the urge to venture beyond
what we feel we can do on our own power. It is for this reason that we
must throw ourselves into those challenges that will drag out of us
formerly unknown gifts of which we are usually not aware. We must
remember that the gift of our spirit was given to us at conception by our
Creator. And our Creator does not create weak or incompetent spirits.
The curse of fear is that we are often too afraid to step outside our
comfortable paradigms in order to allow our God-created spirit to work
abundantly in our lives. There is no awakening of the power of our
God-created spirit if we cower in the clutches of fear. We must jump
out of the boat of security, and into the unstable waters of life, before
Jesus can grab our hands and lift us up.
Someone in our team finally came to the realization that the summit party needed to be terminated because the setting sun had her eye
set on the evening western horizon. So as we lounged there on top of
that victory, lavishing ourselves in the aroma of conquest that we had
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ing steam that was belching out of this behemoth of nature. We could
now with a good conscience “turn back.”
So we commenced our descent, which was so much easier. Much
of the time during our descent we just let go and mud-slid down between trees, sometimes not being able to dodge a tree or two. Our
children thought this was a thrilling experience on one of nature’s roller
coasters. And it was.
As the setting sun began to slither over the western horizon, it
produced another one of those Caribbean-only sunsets. It was the close
of one of the most fantastic days of our lives. We were all now safely at
Sandy’s house, peeling off mud-ridden clothes. We sat strewn throughout the house administering self-medication to scrapes, cuts and rootburn that had now become badges of victory which were awarded to
each of us by the mountain. We were all so proud of ourselves that we
had survived an “Everest” of the Caribbean in relatively good shape.
We had put that mountain under our feet, but not until she had unleashed from us our deepest inner strength. We felt somewhat proud of
ourselves, and thus reaffirmed that there was no mountain of life that
we could not overcome. As long as we are looking unto the summit of
Jesus, we can overcome absolutely every mountain that comes our way.
We must simply dig deep into our inner being and sap the strength of
our God-created spirit, and say to the world, “Bring it on!”
[On July 18, 1995, all of us who had scaled Soufriere a short time
before were shocked into a serious moment of fateful reconsideration.
On that eventful July 18th day, Mount Soufriere blew her top into the
heavens. The eruption was so violent that it destroyed the entire city of
Plymouth, the capital of the country, from which Sandy had already
moved. Hundreds of houses and people were buried in ash throughout
the southern two thirds of the island. With brimstone heat and smoke,
a pyroclastic flow swept down the north slope of the mountain, that we
had climbed, at a hundred miles an hour. The summit on which we
lounged on rocks, was blown into the stratosphere. The “Emerald Isle
of the Caribbean” was turned into a moonish landscape whereon only
about 1,200 marooned inhabitants remained on the far northern end of
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the island. The other two-thirds of the island was declared an “exclusion zone.” From 1995 to 2000, periodic eruptions continued to remind everyone that a volcano which had been dormant for millennia,
and while we were sitting on its peak, was now alive and active. That
steaming indigestion that we experienced while on the summit has to
this day been relieving itself continually with periodic burps. All of us
are simply thankful that it was not yet our time when we scaled the
summit of Soufriere. We sat on top of what eventually became a revelation of hell. We are now walking more in appreciation for the grace
of God who at that time had His finger on the trigger, but allowed us
the opportunity to awaken within ourselves a smoldering self-determination that needed to be released for the rest of our lives.]
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Adventure 21
“IT’S MY SIGN”
Many years ago—I don’t remember how many—there was this
catchy proverbial phrase, “It’s your sign.” The meaning behind the
statement, which we would make to one another, was that something
unexpectedly had happened in one’s life that revealed who one truly
was, or where he or she was headed in life. Our “sign” was an event in
our lives through which others could see us as we were, as opposed to
who we either claimed to be, or how we presented ourselves to others.
I, too, recently had a “sign” that shocked me into a frightening
reality of who I really was, but had difficulty confessing. In one startling moment I realized that I was living in a world of self-denial by
refusing to give up my past.
My finger struggles to press pen to paper in order to confess to that
which I have for the last few years refused to consciously confess to
myself. But I was given a “sign.” At the time, I realized that decades of
the past were struggling to survive in present realities. My recent rude
awakening of my “sign” came when I pulled up and stopped at a roadworks sign in the outback of South Africa. It was as the one that is
pictured below. But before I reveal the “sign” I experienced at the road
works sign on that eventful day, I must confess to some of my younger
years of endurance on African roads. The continent of Africa is almost
three times the size of the continental United States, and thus travel
across this vast continent is always a test of endurance.
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When Martha and I first found ourselves landed on the African
continent over thirty years ago, we did some serious road trips. And
when I say serious, I am not exaggerating when I traveled in one year to
twelve countries. I remember on several occasions when Martha and I
would determine to trek north out of Cape Town to neighboring countries to the north in order to conduct Bible meetings. You might not
understand the distances we drove in kilometers, or miles—it doesn’t
make any difference—but we would leave Cape Town early afternoon
and often drive nonstop to our first destination. The distance to the
first “full” stop was measured in time, not in some quantity of miles or
kilometers. For example, sometimes our first destination for our first
overnight was in the northern border city of Musina in South Africa.
Musina was twenty-six hours northeast of Cape Town. On more than
one occasion I would drive that twenty-six hours straight through, with
stops only for petrol. I could easily do that in those days. If I became
somewhat sleepy along the way, I had an apple, or potato chips, or
something at hand beside the seat. I would eat until the sleepy passed,
all the time observing Martha who was in another dimension in the
other seat. But I would just drive on.
In those days I had energy tanks that seemed to always be filled
with an inexhaustible amount of endurance for the road. I seemed to be
able to run on extended bladder tanks hour after hour. But recently, “I
saw my sign.” And it was not a good feeling. Quite depressing, I might
say.
I recently experienced a particular roadworks on South African
roads, which thing is very common. So I pulled up at the roadworks
sign that read, “Stop.” And I did. I noticed the “waiting time” that I
would be held in captivity until the now single-lane road would remain
closed until the oncoming traffic passed. I would sit in bondage for
only “10 minutes.” So I was obedient, for the taskmaster sign read,
“PLEASE BE PATIENT.” And I was.
I was about two vehicles back from the front of the line, having
arrived almost immediately after the flag man rotated the sign to read,
“STOP.” It was not long, however, until a multitude of other vehicles
behind me began to join with me in confinement. Within a couple
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minutes, the “be patient” crowd began to make a line of vehicles that
extended far back over the hill behind me.
So I thought to myself, “I have been on the road for hours. I will
just patiently wait here, and rest my eyes.” After all, I rationalized, I
would be there for a whole ten minutes unto the flag man turned the
sign to “GO” and all of us would be released and could travel on. I
reasoned that since my weary eyes were somewhat tired from an early
start on that day, I would just take a brief moment of prayer and rest my
eyes. So I relaxed behind the steering wheel, kept my head upright,
and then prayed while my eyes were closed.
It seemed that I had just closed my eyes when I heard this very
faint yell that came from a great distance away. And then I heard it
again ... and then again. I could not determine the origin of the yell, for
nothing exciting had transpired at the time I shut my eyes. At the moment, I did not want to open my eyes, for I felt so relaxed after being on
the road for such a long time. After all, I just closed them a moment
ago. And then I faintly heard a vehicle coming around me and proceeding on down the road. As the vehicle passed, the driver was hooting
(honking) his horn. That sound was also faint.
So I gave up, being a little frustrated with all the noises that were
disturbing my moment of meditation. So after realizing that my mouth
had somehow dropped wide open, I peeled my eyes open, and to my
shock, the yelling man was the flag man coming toward me while waving his arms in frustration. I caught a glimpse of the vehicle that had
rudely hooted his horn at me as he passed. When I looked forward, the
two vehicles in front had simply vanished, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye. I glimpsed in the review mirror, and sure enough, all
those vehicles behind me that extended over the hill, had likewise somehow been beamed up by some extraterrestrial spaceship. I was there
alone, staring at a sign that now read, “GO!” ... “you idiot.” I was just
sitting there as a waving, yelling, and now frustrated flag man came
toward me. Whether he thought I had just died, and needed resurrected, I know not. But then I realized my “sign.” Old men cannot just
rest their eyes after having been on a long road trip for hours. (Likewise, as the flag man, Martha keeps complaining about my dozing off
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to sleep in the middle of a TV program.)
Once I had fully gained my senses from deep sleep, I salivated my
parched tongue, I cranked up my vehicle, put it in gear, and carried on
as if everything was normal—and it was for old people. (Martha has
more than once turned down the TV, and gone on to bed.) As I passed
the glaring eyes of the “alarm clock” flag man, I smiled and carried on
as if all was usual—just as Martha would turn down the TV and go to
bed. I was confident that when the flag man saw my gray hair he would
have understood that he had not resurrected someone from the dead.
There was just another old man behind the wheel who needed to be
startled into seeing his “sign.” I was sure this had happened to him
before.
But on that day I saw my “sign.” Getting old has it surprises. For
those of you who are much younger, please keep in mind that you are
headed my way. Your mind may stay alert ... at least most of the time.
But it is the body that struggles to retain the youth of a mind that has
not yet gone to sleep. But when you finally see your “sign,” it is then
that you will start seeing flag men coming toward you, rudely yelling at
the top of their voices to see your “sign.”
Not long after that “sign,” I felt very energetic one morning back
at the house. I was up in the morning, in the garage, fetching a ladder,
and then headed for the roof. Repairs needed to be done. As before, I
was up there on the roof before Martha realized that it was another day.
However, I experienced another “sign.” I stumbled into our bedroom while Martha was still asleep. I leaned over the bed, and said
quietly, “Martha, I think you need to take me to the hospital.” She
opened her sleepy eyes, and to her horror, there was this Frankenstein
creature with blood running everywhere down his face. I tried to ease
her somewhat by apologizing, “It doesn’t hurt much. I just fell off the
roof face down on the ladder. Can you take me to the emergency room?”
And we were off.
The last words that doctor said to me while he finished the last stitch
of two gashes in my face, “You are too old to be climbing on a roof.”
It was my second “sign.”
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ing, yet the inward man is being renewed day by day” (2 Co 4:16). I
wonder how many signs had to be given to Paul before he wrote those
words?
But I also remember another note of exhortation that Paul wrote:
“Awake you who sleep and arise from the dead, and Christ will give
you light” (Ep 5:14).
Keep an eye out for any flag man.
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Adventure 22
“PLEASE TAKE ME!”
So in thoughtful preparation for an anticipated journey to do some
filming for a dynamic new series concerning our spiritual connection
with King Jesus, I delicately lifted my Canon camera out of its carrying
case in order to recharge the battery and check the memory card. As
usual in my office, there was this faithful fluffy creature looking with a
forlorn stare at me from the floor. Because of previous unfortunate
experiences on his part, he was evidently anticipating that something
was up. And what was up was him being left home alone. Nevertheless, ignoring the forlorn stare of our critter, Marmalade, I briefly stepped
outside the office for a moment in order to place the battery in the
charger.
I was not gone for a couple minutes before I returned. When I
entered the office, I saw a beggar about which numerous imaginable
captions could have been inscribed. You can scribble your own about
the pathetic picture below I had to click off with the camera. The picture could assume countless thoughts that were going through
Marmalade’s pleading cat mind. Maybe he thought, “Please, don’t leave
me again.” “See, you have room for me. I can fit anywhere” “If you
leave me, I will have to stay home with mother, and that can be quite
boring.” “See! See! I will take up no room at all, so please don’t leave
me behind.”
Ever since I took that photo I have assumed my own captions. It
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did stimulate a flashback to my youth when I was about five or six
years old on a Kansas farm. My brother was almost two years older
than me at the time. Our father was farming some fields that were
about a forty-five minute drive west of the farm house. He would load
up the truck early in the morning, hitch up the trailer with needed farm
equipment, and then my brother and I, after we realized that it was time
for adventure, started our individual routine of begging to go.
“Please don’t leave me,” each one of us pled until our father eventually relinquished to the pleas of only one of us. For safety reasons
and space in the cab of the truck, he could take only one of us. And
besides this, when he returned at the end of the day, it would be far into
the night hours. Nevertheless, to this day I can remember how despondent I was when I was not the chosen one, and thus, had to be left
behind.
When my father returned home far into the night, I had long gone
to bed. But I remember that those were boring days when I simply
wandered around looking for something to do. And picking vegetables
out of the garden all day long with your mother was not that exciting.
Those were the days before X-Box and video games. And without a
television, it was difficult dreaming up something to do by one’s self
all day long.
As small children, we have this inborn urge to always be taken,
never left behind. Sometimes we just want our Father to reach down,
pick us up, and take us wherever, regardless. Maybe I have become
somewhat sentimental in my old age ... or senile—Martha keeps reminding me it is probably more of the latter.
For some reason, I also remember when I was four years old, and
having just visited Longwood’s Clinic on a side street of Stafford, Kansas, my father, mother and I were walking from the clinic on East Main
Street. We were walking toward the main intersection of the small
“town” (village) of about 2,700 people. As we approached the bank on
the corner, I looked up at my father as a four-year-old and pleaded,
“Can you carry me?” My father looked down and said, “Can’t you
walk?” But with four-year-old pleading eyes I looked up and lamented,
“Yes, but I’m tired.” So without further ado, I was picked up. I was
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taken up into his arms and felt reassured that there was strength present
that could carry me in my time of need.
After the apostle John had written a lengthy revelation concerning
the horrendous times that were about to come upon his readers in a few
years, he was personally exhausted about what had just been revealed
to him through visions. He was exhausted. So he subsequently fell
down before King Jesus after he had dotted the last thoughts of an
extremely prophetic dissertation of tribulations through which the early
disciples were about to go. John scribbled the last revealed words of
King Jesus to all humanity on earth: “He who testified these things
says, ‘Surely I am coming quickly’” (Rv 22:20).
The King wanted to reassure the now exhausted scribe, but also
remind His disciples for ages to come, “In My Father’s house are many
dwelling places ... I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and
prepare a place for you, I will come again and receive you to Myself
[in my arms], so that where I am, there you may be also” (Jn 14:2,3).
John’s response to the King at the end of the book of Revelation was
sublimely inspirational. His recording of what he cried out in reference to the presence of King Jesus was inspired to be written for our
encouragement in times of social turmoil. After seeing all the graphic
visions of judgment, John simply burst out on the isle of Patmos with a
statement that has reverberated down through the centuries unto this
very day: “Amen. Even so, come, Lord Jesus” (Rv 22:20). That response should be continually on our lips in prayer.
In the desperation of our times, we feel the same as John. If the sin
and sickness of this world is the way it is going to be until King Jesus is
revealed from heaven with His mighty angels (2 Th 1:6-9), then we too
cry out in prayer, “Come now, Lord Jesus.” Take us up into your arms
and take us home to another land. Don’t leave us in a world that is
infected with so much sin and sickness. And surely, in due time, this
will transpire ... better sooner than later. We know that “the Lord Himself will descend from heaven with a shout, with the voice of an archangel, and the trumpet of God” in order to take us up into His arms for
eternal residence in a place that has been prepared just for us (1 Th
4:16). We all, therefore, would respond in chorus with John, “Even so,
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come Lord Jesus” (Rv 22:20). Don’t leave us behind! I agree with
Goldsmith who wrote, “For here forlorn and lost I tread.”
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