
 
 

…through Jesus Christ, our Lord, Amen. 
 

 I suppose my earliest memory of the power of prayer was in Nebraska, during visits our family made to 
my grandmother. There were other predictable joys at Grandma’s, like the wooden box under her bed that held 
toys, and the crystal candy dish with the aluminum lid and the wooden knob handle – inside were lemon drops.  
And Grandma let us children grind saltine crackers in her hand-cranked coffee grinder. My, we felt so grown 
up turning the black handle, filling the little drawer with “cracker dust.”  When we were done, the kitchen table 
was a crumby mess that Grandma seemed willing to clean up. She saved the “cracker grinds” and used them in 
her baked dishes. Our fascination with the grinder allowed the grownups stretches of uninterrupted talking, 
and there always seemed to be a lot that was said among them – not many awkward spots where the 
conversation floundered.  
 But, rooted in my mind are the times when she and her three grown sons would sit in the dining room 
and speak in German, and then, still in German, they would pray. Long, long prayers, with all of them taking 
turns spinning an ongoing talk with God. I watched from the next room. (This was an era where children didn’t 
run in and interrupt such things.) It was as though I was watching a chick peck out of its egg, or a magnificent 
summer thundercloud form. I simply couldn’t turn my eyes away, I couldn’t get enough. The air was filled with 
the lilting guttural sounds of the German language – the rest of the world seemed to be non-existent. The room 
was filled with a clear feeling of deep trust, of humbleness before God, and the prayers went on and on and on. 
Lots and lots of things needed to be “talked out,” “prayed out.” Listening to this unrushed conversation with 
their trusted Maker, I felt that I had come to the heart of something, the center of the forest where a fire 
crackled, comforted, cleared and deeply calmed the shadows and haze of living. 
 In this world of words, a world of thousands and thousands of Christian words, in song, book, audio 
form, and in teaching, isn’t it amazing that my earliest perception of the power of prayer was a setting where I 
did not understand one word that was spoken! What I saw were two burly uncles and my small German 
grandmother with her long braid wound up on the back of her head, her gnarled fingers slowly working as she 
prayed. What I saw was my Dad completely away from the responsibilities that kept him so constantly going, 
now with this small woman, his mother, so distanced from his working world four hours south, yet all of them 
sitting and talking together, with God, in German. 
 Years ago, I saved this quote but not the source: “Our words uttered before God as we pray are a prelude 
to the words we will utter to the world.” I will never know what was said in Grandma’s dining room, what great 
concerns, shared only with the closest of family, were unburdened. But my earth moved to hear those prayers, 
to have them spun out in my view. I knew that, whatever these family members were in life, had to be 
entwined, substantively connected, to what I saw and felt taking place. 
 Our coming Lenten Sundays will focus on Jesus in prayer in the Gospel of Luke. Ponder your earliest 
memories of the power of prayer. We would be strengthened to hear from you. 
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     If you love those who love you, 
what credit is that to you? For 
even sinners love those who love 
them. And if you do good to those 
who do good to you, what credit is 
that to you? For even sinners do 
the same. And if you lend to those 
from whom you hope to receive, 
what credit is that to you? Even 
sinners lend to sinners, to 
receive as much again. But love 
your enemies, and do good, and 
lend, expecting nothing in return; 
and your reward will be great, 
and you will be sons of the Most 
High; for he is kind to the 
ungrateful and the selfish. Be 
merciful, even as your Father is 
merciful. 

The	  Mennonite	  Hymnal	  (1970)	  
No.	  696	  (para.	  4)	  



Appreciation of Bob and Judy Jantz 
	   Prior	  to	  the	  start	  of	  our	  annual	  meeting,	  Doug	  
Miller	  officially	  thanked	  Bob	  and	  Judy	  Jantz	  for	  the	  
decades	  they	  have	  been	  our	  church	  custodians.	  Then	  
Myrta	  Bartel	  was	  invited	  to	  read	  the	  poem	  she	  had	  
written	  to	  Jantzes	  for	  the	  appreciation	  book	  the	  
congregation	  was	  presenting	  to	  them:	  
	  
	   Ode	  to	  Retirement	  
	   	  	  	  	  by	  Myrta	  Bartel	  
There	  once	  was	  a	  young	  man	  named	  Bob	  
Who	  answered	  a	  plea	  for	  a	  job;	  
With	  wife	  Judy	  beside	  him	  
And	  the	  church	  rules	  to	  guide	  them,	  
They	  did	  an	  outstanding	  job.	  
	  
There	  were	  weddings	  and	  funerals	  and	  such	  
Each	  needing	  their	  own	  special	  touch,	  
With	  heavy	  tables	  to	  wrestle	  
And	  an	  occasional	  quilt	  trestle,	  
The	  workload	  never	  seemed	  like	  too	  much.	  
	  
With	  Judy’s	  keen	  knack	  for	  décor	  
The	  church	  looked	  great	  right	  from	  the	  door,	  
With	  some	  planters	  in	  view,	  
And	  wicker	  chairs	  in	  the	  loo;	  
Special	  touches	  like	  that	  we	  adore.	  
	  
So,	  thanks	  for	  your	  years	  of	  devotion	  
To	  our	  church.	  But	  don’t	  get	  the	  notion	  
That	  out	  of	  sight,	  out	  of	  mind	  –	  
We’re	  just	  not	  that	  kind	  –	  
Our	  gratitude	  is	  as	  big	  as	  the	  ocean.	  
	  
	   Bob	  and	  Judy	  then	  spoke	  extemporaneously,	  
expressing	  appreciation,	  in	  return,	  for	  the	  all	  the	  help	  
and	  patience	  they	  have	  received	  from	  the	  
congregation	  –	  for	  how	  much	  they	  had	  enjoyed	  all	  the	  
pastors	  and	  youth	  pastors	  they	  have	  known,	  giving	  
various	  lighthearted	  anecdotes	  of	  some	  of	  their	  
experiences	  –	  and	  for	  the	  opportunities	  they	  have	  had	  
to	  get	  to	  know	  people	  more	  personally	  through	  
chance	  conversations	  in	  the	  hallways	  while	  they	  were	  
working.	  And	  Judy	  amused	  us	  by	  saying	  that,	  when	  
Bob	  remarked	  to	  her	  earlier	  that	  day	  that	  the	  
sanctuary	  seemed	  cool,	  she	  responded	  promptly	  with,	  
“Don’t	  touch	  it!”	  (the	  thermostat).	  Doug	  concluded	  
the	  appreciation	  by	  reading	  Philippians	  2:	  5-‐11	  and	  by	  
praying:	  thanking	  Bob	  and	  Judy	  for	  modeling	  
servanthood,	  asking	  God	  to	  equip	  them	  for	  whatever	  
tasks	  are	  ahead,	  and	  expressing	  gratitude	  to	  God	  for	  
providing	  them	  to	  serve	  us.	  They	  were	  then	  presented	  
with	  a	  bouquet	  of	  flowers.	  

Ministries Council Minutes 
Annual meeting: January 27, 2013 
Pastor’s Report: Susan Jantzen reflected on the 
importance of the annual meeting and reviewed several 
events from the past year; she encouraged the 
congregation to lift up people serving on each council 
and committee and to affirm them for their hard work. 
Youth Pastor’s Report: Asia Frye reflected on the 
youth’s Service Day trip to Hutchinson. The Variety 
Show is popular and she’s planning for it to become an 
annual event. This year is Youth Convention year in 
Phoenix: a group of kids will be going for their first 
time. Dollars spent on youth are well spent. 
Council Reports. Discernment. Darrel Knoll: 
Reflected on times that the Discernment Council met at 
Nadine Friesen’s with meaningful devotions and good 
snacks. The goal of the Council is to call out and 
encourage people to follow their God-given gifts in 
serving God and others. A list of ministry team leaders 
was distributed. Doug Miller called for an affirmation 
vote of these and other appointments. This passed 
unanimously by a show of hands. Vision. Keith 
Harder: What is God doing in the world and how do we 
connect? Reflected on a series of three Sunday School 
meetings this past year to help us think about how God 
is calling and directing our congregation in regard to our 
mission. Working on keeping the pastor and 
congregation connected by providing counsel and 
direction. Pastoral review process was recently 
completed using a new process. The findings of this 
review will be shared with the congregation soon. 
Committee Reports. Care. Elfrieda Funk: Verda 
Albrecht has stepped down as leader of the Care 
Committee and Elfrieda has accepted this new role. 
Reflected on the help that was given to several families 
over the past year. During the holidays, the congregation 
collected food and other items for a needy family: Verda 
delivered these and the family was very grateful. Pastor 
Susan shared that another function of the Care 
Committee is to participate in conversations with those 
who desire to become members of First Mennonite 
Church. Hospitality. Lenna Knoll: Among other 
activities, they arranged for food to be provided for 
funerals, put together Christmas snack sacks and hosted 
the pool party. The pool party was a fun event for all 
ages. An FMC Hillsboro restaurant event may take place 
this year. Nurture. Jan Amstutz: Safe Sanctuaries 
policy and training were completed this past year. 
Summer Sunday School was a success. Vacation Bible 
School went very well and was well attended. All 
teachers and helpers are very much appreciated. The 
recent women’s Sunday School sessions were very 
meaningful. Gift baskets were put together for college 
students. Hoping to offer some additional adult Sunday 
School classes. Mission. Doug Bartel: DOOR trip to 
Denver was good and others are encouraged to join on 



the next trip. Andrew Sensenig (who attended the 
DOOR trip) reflected on some of his experiences and 
said he enjoyed the chance to be led in spiritual activities 
by high school-aged kids. The committee will be looking 
for intergenerational summer mission opportunities in 
the coming year. Recycling Center improvements are 
being discussed. Many thanks to Loren and Lois 
Groening for documenting their findings and input 
concerning area recycling. Worship. Judy Harder: 
Acknowledged the work of so many people and the time 
they have given to the church to help make worship 
central for us. She reviewed several of the special events 
of the past year. Stewardship. Kent Funk reflected on 
projects that have been completed over the past year, 
including office renovations, spring auction, cemetery 
maintenance, and window replacement. Kitchen 
renovations are planned for the upcoming year. 
Treasurer. Glen Diener said our year ended above our 
starting balance. A complete accounting is furnished in 
the printed Annual Report. Many thanks to the 
congregation for their generous support and donations to 
the church. 2013 Church Budget: Motion by the 
Stewardship Committee to approve the proposed budget 
was seconded by Jeff Jensen. A question of clarification 
was raised concerning the Corinthian Plan. Keith Harder 
responded with a brief explanation. Motion passed 
unanimously by a show of hands. 
 Pastor Susan closed with prayer and led a communal 
song God Is So Good. 
(The official version of the minutes is available in the 
church office.) 
	  
High Fryve 
 I want to take a second to recognize and thank 
Judy Harder. She put in tons of time to make the 
Christmas Eve service happen. Did you all know 
that she writes those plays herself? She knows 
those kids so well that she writes parts just to fit 
their personalities and then personally practices 
with them throughout December. I heard that we 
have had that stable for 30 years! You'd think she 
would be about out of stories to tell by now, but 
somehow she and God always work something out. 
Thanks, Judy! 

*  *  * 
 On January 11, area youth groups hosted a 5th 
quarter coffee house at Little Pleasures following 
the HHS basketball game. It was good to cooperate 
with the other local youth pastors but, if we are all 
honest, Sara Jo Waldron at Hillsboro MB had the 
vision and the rest of us just assisted. Sara Jo's 
sister, Kelsie Babcock, is a professional musician 
and stand-up comedian in LA and was home for the 
holidays, so agreed to play for us. It was a nice 
night for January, so Casson and I took over our 
ping-pong table and foosball table and set them up 

on the sidewalk. A lot of youth played outside since 
they were still hot from the basketball game, and 
the tables were hopping all night, but Kelsie was 
certainly the main event. She played popular music 
requests from the kids, did some fun interactive 
stuff, and was just in general a really funny 
presence. I was cracking up the whole time. Little 
Pleasures provided hot chocolate and tons of 
snacks and the staff was available for custom 
coffee drinks. By the end of the night, we had 70 
different youth attend. It was a casual event, so the 
kids talked back and forth with Kelsie, chatted with 
their friends, and milled around, but were very 
engaged the whole time. It was impressive. At the 
end of the night Kelsie told me that they were the 
best audience she'd ever had because they were 
having so much fun and were so into the event. It 
made me proud of our Hillsboro kids. Kelsie closed 
the night with a rap that was loudly requested by 
Casson and Grant, The Fresh Prince of Bel Aire. 
Clean-up was quick and we all went home. 

Asia 
 
 
This month’s events 
6 8:00 p.m. Worship Committee meeting 
10 Youth Sunday 
13 7:00 p.m. Ash Wednesday service 
17 First Sunday of Lent 
24 MCC Fellowship meal @ FMC 
 
March activities 
3 Tabor College choir during worship 
10 Peppernut baking 
16-24 Spring break for Bethel College 
18-22 Spring break for Tabor College and USD 410 
24 Palm Sunday  
31 Easter Sunday 
 
 
Know Jesus 
	   January	  26-‐27,	  I	  went	  to	  “Know	  Jesus”	  at	  Hesston	  
College	  with	  Sarah	  Diener	  and	  her	  friend	  Grace	  
Major.	  This	  is	  a	  Junior	  High	  retreat,that	  happens	  
every	  two	  years,	  and	  is	  sponsored	  by	  our	  Western	  
District	  Conference.	  I	  went	  to	  it	  probably	  ten	  years	  
ago	  with	  my	  son	  Nathan	  and	  some	  others	  from	  his	  
youth	  group,	  and	  remembered	  what	  a	  marvelous	  
experience	  it	  was	  for	  Junior	  Highers.	  
	   We	  started	  out	  with	  a	  scavenger	  hunt	  all	  over	  
Hesston	  College	  campus.	  This	  helped	  us	  familiarize	  
ourselves	  with	  various	  buildings	  –	  which	  was	  helpful	  
that	  evening.	  Then,	  the	  youth	  had	  some	  get-‐
acquainted	  games	  while	  the	  sponsors	  met	  and	  
learned	  the	  rules	  and	  schedule	  for	  the	  weekend.	  



	   Next,	  after	  a	  time	  of	  praise	  and	  worship,	  we	  had	  
our	  first	  session	  with	  Pastor	  Dave,	  the	  speaker	  for	  the	  
weekend.	  He	  was	  an	  energetic	  speaker	  with	  a	  red	  
curly	  mop	  of	  hair	  hanging	  in	  his	  eyes.	  He	  had	  many	  
fun	  and	  interesting	  stories	  that	  brought	  home	  points	  
on	  salvation,	  and	  what	  it	  really	  means	  to	  follow	  Jesus.	  
He	  insisted	  we	  all	  stand	  and	  read	  our	  Bibles	  along	  
with	  him.	  
	   Then,	  the	  leaders	  gave	  us	  a	  brief	  background	  on	  
what	  it	  means,	  and	  meant	  many	  years	  ago,	  to	  be	  an	  
Anabaptist.	  We	  watched	  a	  short	  video	  about	  the	  start	  
of	  Mennonites,	  and	  were	  given	  a	  brief	  introduction	  to	  
the	  Anabaptist	  Game	  we	  would	  all	  be	  playing	  that	  
evening	  all	  around	  campus.	  	  
	   After	  supper	  at	  the	  cafeteria,	  we	  had	  more	  praise	  
music,	  and	  then	  another	  session	  with	  Dave.	  He	  
dressed	  up	  like	  a	  magician	  and	  did	  a	  silly	  “magic	  
trick”	  by	  taping	  a	  broken	  pencil	  with	  duct	  tape	  
(behind	  a	  curtain),	  and	  saying	  he	  magically	  made	  it	  
all	  one	  piece	  again.	  He	  asked	  if	  we	  thought	  he	  really	  
was	  a	  magician,	  and	  of	  course	  we	  said	  “No!”	  He	  
related	  that	  to	  pretending	  to	  be	  a	  Christian,	  but	  then	  
not	  having	  actions	  that	  matched	  what	  we	  claimed	  to	  
be.	  He	  talked	  about	  how	  important	  the	  Bible	  is,	  and	  to	  
allow	  it	  to	  change	  our	  desires,	  habits,	  and	  lifestyle.	  
	   After	  some	  more	  instructions,	  we	  divided	  up	  into	  
groups	  of	  about	  ten	  to	  play	  the	  Anabaptist	  Game.	  We	  
joined	  with	  the	  group	  from	  Trinity	  that	  brought	  six	  
kids,	  along	  with	  Patti	  Funk	  and	  Kenton	  Kaufman	  for	  
sponsors.	  Basically,	  the	  idea	  was	  to	  sneak	  around	  
campus	  and	  try	  to	  find	  eight	  different	  people	  
portraying	  early	  Anabaptist	  leaders.	  Each	  one	  would	  
tell	  their	  story	  and	  then	  would	  give	  us	  a	  card	  with	  a	  
Bible	  verse	  on	  it.	  There	  were	  some	  very	  dramatic	  
stories,	  and	  several	  were	  stopped	  when	  there	  was	  
loud	  pounding	  on	  the	  door,	  and	  we	  had	  to	  escape	  
through	  a	  back	  way.	  Meanwhile,	  there	  were	  soldiers	  
all	  around	  campus	  carrying	  torches,	  who	  would	  try	  to	  
capture	  your	  group	  and	  take	  them	  to	  trial	  at	  the	  
Hesston	  College	  Church.	  If	  you	  were	  caught,	  the	  
group	  would	  be	  brought	  before	  a	  prominent	  religious	  
leader	  who	  would	  severely	  question	  the	  group	  on	  
their	  beliefs.	  The	  group	  would	  have	  to	  kneel	  before	  
him	  and	  answer	  his	  pointed	  questions	  on	  why	  they	  
wanted	  to	  be	  Anabaptists.	  Other	  Hesston	  students,	  
dressed	  in	  dark	  robes,	  were	  scattered	  around	  the	  
room	  and	  would	  hurl	  insults	  and	  ridicule	  the	  Junior	  
Highers	  when	  they	  tried	  to	  state	  their	  beliefs.	  The	  
prominent	  religious	  leader	  would	  judge	  the	  group	  
and	  then	  send	  them	  to	  the	  dungeon.	  The	  dungeon	  
was	  a	  dark	  and	  scary	  place	  in	  the	  basement,	  with	  
moaning	  and	  crying.	  We	  were	  only	  kept	  there	  a	  short	  
time,	  and	  were	  allowed	  out	  when	  we	  sang	  a	  song.	  
Occasionally,	  on	  campus	  we	  would	  find	  someone	  
dressed	  in	  white	  who	  was	  the	  Holy	  Spirit.	  They	  could	  

guide	  you	  to	  the	  next	  Anabaptist	  leader,	  and	  the	  
soldiers	  could	  not	  touch	  you	  while	  you	  were	  with	  	  ny	  
of	  them.	  There	  were	  also	  spies	  along	  the	  way	  who	  
tried	  to	  point	  you	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  soldiers.	  It	  
was	  an	  exciting	  game,	  as	  we	  had	  to	  duck	  into	  
buildings,	  and	  once	  hid	  in	  a	  very	  dark	  stairway	  to	  
escape	  the	  soldiers.	  The	  Anabaptist	  leaders	  spoke	  
with	  great	  conviction,	  and	  told	  tales	  of	  loved	  ones	  
killed	  for	  their	  beliefs.	  We	  also	  witnessed	  the	  first	  
adult	  baptisms	  and	  Dirk	  Willems	  being	  taken	  away	  to	  
prison	  after	  he	  rescued	  the	  man	  who	  fell	  in	  the	  ice	  
while	  chasing	  him.	  	  
	   We	  met	  in	  small	  groups	  afterwards	  and	  discussed	  
the	  evening	  and	  what	  impressed	  the	  kids.	  Yes,	  it	  was	  
a	  game,	  but	  I	  think	  it	  had	  significant	  meaning	  for	  all	  of	  
us.	  	  
	   After	  ice	  cream	  and	  hot	  chocolate,	  we	  played	  fun	  
inside	  games	  until	  bedtime.	  
	   Sunday	  morning	  we	  had	  a	  snack,	  more	  praise	  and	  
worship,	  and	  then	  our	  last	  session	  with	  Dave.	  He	  
focused	  on	  surrender	  to	  God,	  and	  how	  we	  need	  to	  
embrace	  what	  God	  wants	  to	  do	  in	  us.	  He	  said	  God	  
needs	  to	  be	  sovereign	  in	  our	  lives,	  which	  he	  said	  
means	  “to	  rule	  and	  reign”	  in	  us.	  We	  should	  watch	  for	  
any	  “But	  God…”	  attitudes	  that	  tend	  to	  get	  in	  the	  way	  
of	  His	  plan	  for	  us.	  The	  focus	  needs	  to	  be	  “not	  about	  
me,	  but	  about	  God	  living	  in	  me”.	  	  He	  gave	  the	  
illustration	  of	  a	  child	  learning	  to	  walk.	  He	  discovered	  
with	  his	  own	  children	  that	  they	  wanted	  to	  hold	  onto	  
his	  fingers	  when	  they	  were	  first	  walking,	  but	  then	  
they	  could	  fall	  easily.	  He	  realized	  it	  worked	  better	  for	  
him	  to	  also	  wrap	  his	  fingers	  around	  their	  hands,	  in	  
order	  to	  be	  able	  to	  catch	  them	  if	  they	  tried	  to	  fall.	  He	  
said	  we	  need	  Jesus	  in	  the	  same	  way,	  wrapping	  his	  
arms	  around	  us,	  and	  then	  God	  is	  around	  Jesus.	  He	  
ended	  each	  session	  with	  the	  prayer:”	  What	  we	  know	  
not,	  teach	  us.	  What	  we	  have	  not,	  give	  us.	  What	  we	  are	  
not,	  make	  us.”	  
	   We	  ended	  the	  morning	  with	  a	  delicious	  brunch.	  
Sarah	  and	  Grace	  were	  so	  much	  fun,	  and	  seemed	  to	  
really	  enjoy	  the	  weekend.	  I	  recommend	  we	  try	  to	  
encourage	  some	  of	  our	  youth	  to	  go	  to	  this	  again	  in	  
two	  years,	  and	  make	  it	  a	  priority	  with	  our	  time	  and	  
resources	  to	  also	  send	  several	  other	  youth	  from	  the	  
community	  who	  might	  not	  otherwise	  have	  this	  
opportunity.	  

Jan Amstutz 
	  
 
Pay attention and listen to the sayings of the 
wise, apply your heart to what I teach, for it is 
pleasing when you keep them in your heart 
and have all of them ready on your lips. So 
that your trust may be in the Lord, I teach you 
today, even you (Proverb 22: 17-19). 



Psalm: Tattooed to My Lips 
by Gary Bergman, Manitoba, Canada 
 
The words of praise to the Lord are tattooed to my lips, 
 the glory of God’s name branded onto my tongue. 
 
The great mountains erode, 
 the skyscrapers topple in their clumsy, man-made  
      weight, 
    but the undying God of my ancestors 
  stands amidst the divisions of time. 
 
What was new turns old, and what was born dies, 
 yet the Lord who could see 
 before the light of the sun was kindled to fire, 
 and the Lord who shall tuck the earth into bed 
  when time is done 
 shall stay true and accountable to those he created. 
 
My God, 
 you caress the light with your palms, 
 you weave the water in your garments, 
 you wear wind as your jewelry, 
 you comprehend the gibberish fire speaks, 
 you store wisdom in each grain of sand, 
 and knowledge in every blade of grass. 
 
May my eyes never shut on the goodness you give 
 in the deep glades of the forests of peace, 
 and in the bright noise of the city’s pulse. 
 
Keep me strong in the ways you direct me, 
 and relentless in the task you set before me. 
May my eyes never tire of looking to your hidden face, 
 and my feet unceasing in the dance of your praise. 

Submitted by Elaine Jantzen 
	  

 
“I would play every day with the neighbor 
kids. I would herd goats and cattle with 
them. And I’d eat locusts and caterpillars…”	  

Getting to know Andrew Sensenig 
 “I grew up in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. My 
parents are probably fourth cousins so I have lots of 
relatives still living in that part of the world. In the early 
‘80s my parents decided they wanted to serve in a rural 
community with Eastern Mennonite Mission in health 
care and education. I believe they chose Africa, and they 
were sent to Swaziland. That’s where I got a taste for 
rural living with fewer frills. We lived under a tin roof, 
no electricity, (cinder) block walls (because of all the 
termites). It was about four different rooms all on one 
level. Kerosene lamps. It was furnished when we got 
there: couch, table, couple of beds, carpets. Our water 
was rainwater which was gathered in a big tank at the 
back of the house. When, in the dry season, we ran out, 

there was a bigger municipal tank which was fed from 
underground. We boiled the water that had been on our 
roof because bacteria can grow in warm storage tanks. I 
lived there from age three to six, impressionable years for 
a child.” 
 “Were you the only child?” 
 “I have two younger brothers, one of whom was 
born there – and then I got to watch this pseudo-baptism 
ritual done to him by the women in the village. That 
made a big impression on me – mostly positive in the 
sense that it was educational, and I trusted them. I just 
thought their ritual was a little weird,” he smiled, and 
then added, “As I do with most religious rituals in my 
own church.” He gave a quick laugh. “In this case, the 
women made a teepee of sticks over a basin of water and 
then they dunked my completely naked, five-day old 
brother in the cold water.” 
 “Cold water?” 
 “Yes. I just said to myself, ‘These are their traditions 
so whatever they do here is okay, as long as there’s no 
knives involved.’” 
 “Were the women Christian?” 
 “Yes. This was an African Independent Church 
(AIC), a loosely affiliated collection of churches in South 
Africa begun by an independent American evangelist. 
They combined African traditions with western 
traditions and this ritual was probably an example of 
that. We went to the AIC which is located just 100 feet 
from our house. It had a tin roof too. As worshippers, we 
would take our shoes off before entering, for then one 
stood on holy ground. And the adults would carry staffs 
to church; they were symbolic because Moses carried a 
staff. My uncle was a missionary there at the same time 
and he made one for me but I didn’t have the courage to 
carry it to church. I think I felt like I wasn’t completely in 
the culture and that to be carrying aspects of their 
culture and not all of it felt a little pretentious.” (An 
amazingly mature deduction for a four year old, I 
thought.) 
   It seems that, from early on, Andrew has been very 
much his own person – and, as an adult, he’s known that 
his love of ‘creepy-crawlies’ sets him apart from most of 
the rest of us. He takes all that in stride and, in fact, 
enjoys trying to help people learn to appreciate them.  
 “Did you learn the language?” 
 “I believe I learned the language better than my 
parents but that would’ve been because I was at the age 
where it’s right for that.” 
 “Did you go to a preschool?” 
 “My last year there I went one day a week to a 
Methodist preschool in town which was about a 20-
minute drive away.” 
 “So, what was your mother doing over there?” 
 “My mother was involved in rural home-based 
nursing so our house was the clinic. The people would 
come to her for minor ailments, and when they needed 



emergency care she’d drive them to the town. There 
were a lot of snake-bite victims – and she assisted many 
women to give birth if it was too late to get to the town.” 
 “Who did you play with?” 
 “We were the only white people – we’d see an 
occasional American teacher from the high school a 
couple of kilometers away – but there was a lot of kids 
around; I would play every day with the neighbor kids. I 
would herd goats and cattle with them. And I’d eat 
locusts and caterpillars…” He laughed when I wrinkled 
my nose. “They were cooked. They were made into a 
stew or fried crisp in a tin can. Or they’d be dried in the 
sun.” 
 “How big would they be?” 
 “I’d say about four inches,” he grinned. “And, as 
they’d mature into moths, they’d be about seven inches 
across.” All the time we were talking, Andrew was on his 
computer – Googling Swaziland so I could see its 
location in eastern Africa, zooming in on his village, even 
his house. Now he brought up pictures of some of the 
caterpillars he’d mentioned, one of which turns into a 
species of Saturniid moth. (We have other species of 
Saturniid moths in Kansas.) The caterpillar’s very 
striking with its white, black and red markings; as a 
moth, it turns reddish brown and has a beautiful ‘eye’ on 
each of its main wings. He loves these creatures and, like 
everything one learns more about, they’ve become  
increasingly interesting to him. 
 “Livestock were integral to that culture,” he 
continued. “Cattle and goats. A large portion of the 
cattle were raised solely for meat with a few kept for 
milk. I remember drinking cattle milk. My mother 
discouraged it but if I was with my friends I would do it!” 
 “What do people eat mostly?” 
 “For breakfast, corn gruel is very popular. There was 
a general grocery store” (he Googled it and it reminded 
me a little of a 19th century western saloon with its 
covered deck in the front) “where we could buy tea and 
bread and general supplies. But we could get to the town 
quite easily: we had a Baki (pick-up truck) for our family 
vehicle and, for a while, a Peugeot car, and there was a 
fairly decent transportation network – buses, trucks).” 
 “Did you go on vacations?” 
 “Yes. We would go to Mlilwane which is a wildlife 
park. The animals had hundreds of acres to roam 
around in but the lodge area was made secure from 
them.” He showed me a photo of the restaurant there; it 
was built over the water so guests could watch the hippos 
and crocs just a few feet below them. And, in another 
shot of the park, he showed me a replica beehive village 
which is how the natives would build their houses out of 
woven vegetation. He then said, “You drove through the 
park because the lions and the African Cape Buffalo and 
the hippos could be dangerous. At least every six months 
we’d go there for several days because that was only 
about a half-hour drive from our home. 

 “We also drove to South Africa multiple times, and 
this was during the apartheid era so signs like Whites only 
could be found in toilets, hospitals and restaurants. 
 “One of my favorite vacation memories was 
traveling to Maputo, Mozambique. There had been a 
fairly long civil war: Maputo had been a huge city but 
because of the war it became a ghost town. I liked it 
because it was on the Indian Ocean and I collected lots 
of spotted cowrie shells on the beach. My mother still has 
them.” 
 “What did your father do?” 
 “My father was a history and math teacher at a high 
school. He went in every day. When he started he was 
told by the headmaster to beat his students every so often 
so they would respect him.” Andrew smiled. 
 “Did he?” 
 “No. He taught them to respect him in other ways.” 
He smiled again and added, “He even had a princess in 
his classroom at least once.” I showed my surprise which 
made him smile again, “The king had a couple hundred 
wives so he had a lot of royal offspring. So it wasn’t 
unusual for princes and princesses to be around. It was a 
British colony so they were expected to learn English, 
and they were pretty fluent by the time they got to fifth 
grade. I believe the kids I was hanging out with were 
fluent in English but they also spoke Siswati which is a 
Zulu language spoken only in Swaziland. It’s one of the 
factors that unites the country.” 
 “Was living here when you became interested in 
bugs?” 
 Looking up at a wall poster he said, “I definitely 
wasn’t afraid of these things. There were scorpions 
around our house: we would find them occasionally 
when we flipped over rocks. I would be fascinated by 
them rather than repulsed. Snakes too, even though they 
were lethal: Black Mambas would grow to be seven feet 
long and about two inches in diameter. They can be 
quite aggressive defending their territory or making sure 
they get rid of predators, etcetera. They will actually 
pursue humans for a short distance.” I shuddered 
inwardly as he went on. “Puff adders kill more people 
than the Black Mambas because they’re out at night. 
They’re about 18 inches long and don’t get out of the 
way when people walk through the grass at night. And 
Spitting Cobras. They can spit their venom in your eyes; 
if they do it has a very harmful effect on your eyes if you 
don’t wash them out within seconds. They’re fairly good 
shots too. They turn their fangs forward somehow.” He 
showed me a photo of a cobra spitting at a researcher 
(who was wearing goggles and had positioned himself 
just beyond the snake’s reach). It was amazing to see the 
volume of venom hanging in the air between them. 
 The Sensenigs returned to Pennsylvania but, after a 
couple of years, they decided to go back to Africa. They 
chose Tanzania but ended up in Mogadishu, the capital 
city of Somalia, where it was deemed there was a greater 



need for people with their credentials. “Along with some 
Italian Catholic nuns, my mom helped develop an 
education course for nurses in the city hospital.” He 
laughed appreciatively as he added, “My mom’s 
Mennonite head covering blended in well with the nuns’ 
– but a lot of the U.S. government workers didn’t know 
what to make of her!” 
 Andrew remembers Somalia being hot and dry and 
the electricity being unreliable. “Not a comfortable place 
by any means, but as a kid I liked it. I guess I’m 
adaptable. 
 “We went to an American school so the only Somali 
I learned was from our guards and from people in the 
markets and places like that.” 
 “Guards?” 
 “Yes, everyone who owned property was likely to be 
broken into so houses had high walls around them, and 
day and night guards who’d carry a spear. Our night 
guard was a little bit senile: we were nervous about him 
because you don’t want to come across someone who’s 
senile and has a spear, especially in the dark.” People’s 
foibles amuse Andrew and he laughed again. 
 We talked some about the Somali language and he 
said, “It’s a mix of African and Arabic influences, first 
written in about 1970. Lots of people there also speak 
Arabic. I learned just a couple of phrases, that’s all. 
 “I would go to my friends’ homes from school. My 
best friend for a time was Adil from Bhutan.” (Bhutan is 
a small Buddhist country in the Himalayas which is 
known as The Happiest Place on Earth: their national policy 
is to measure their progress in Gross National Happiness 
through interrelationships, sustainable living, and so 
forth.) “We would play with his toys and, if a friend had 
a VHS player, we would watch movies. I enjoyed 
reading books so I was appalled when I would discover 
an occasional friend who didn’t have any books. I had an 
Iraqi friend, Ali, who was more western than I was. For 
example, Ali had a Michael Jackson tape that was 
awesome. Star Wars had already been out about a decade 
by then and I was fascinated by Star Wars picture books. 
I didn’t get to actually see it until I was back in the States 
about age fourteen. 
 “Also, we would go to the swimming pool. One 
friend’s family was wealthy enough to have their own 
pool but we belonged to the American Golf & Tennis 
Club so we kids could learn how to swim, and there was 
a public pool. 
 “It’s basically desert where we were but I learned to 
enjoy the scrub, particularly the acacia bushes which had 
little pink balls all over them in flowering season.” 
 Still Googling he continued, “I was about ten when 
my bird-watching really took off. I loved it. Birds just 
stand out better in dry land.” And he showed me photos 
on his computer of a variety of exotically colorful birds. 
“I think it helped that there were a lot of missionaries at 
that time that were dedicated bird-watchers. They would 

take me on trips, maybe three or four people, out into 
the desert to the remoter sanctuaries.” He scrolled 
through photos of Carmine Bee-Eaters, Weaver Birds, 
Lilac-Breasted Rollers (“they roll as they fly,” he 
explained), Whydah Birds. It looked like a beauty contest 
with each species trying to outdo the others with its fancy 
tail or its brilliant colors. 
 Then he found photos of termite mounds and told 
me, “Termites represent an ancient and potent source of 
the greenhouse gas methane, to which humans have 
added (among other things) cows (methane), machinery 
(carbon dioxide), and landscape changes such as tropical 
deforestation (methane and carbon dioxide).” Two good 
things about termites, I’ve decided: they don’t need fossil 
fuels to power their homes or to travel. 

PB 
	  (Andrew’s	  life	  story	  will	  be	  continued.)	  

 
 
Prayer – A Holy Occupation 
 This is the title of a book by Oswald Chambers. 
Since Pastor Susan will be leading us in a study of 
prayer during Lent, the following are a few prominent 
Christians’ thoughts and prayers, all conveying aspects 
of what some of us have been taught should be the basis 
of our prayers: ACTS – Adoration, Confession, 
Thanksgiving, Supplication. 
 
 The richness of God's Word ought to determine our 
prayer, not the poverty of our heart.   (Dietrich Bon-
hoeffer: German Lutheran pastor, theologian, dissident 
anti-Nazi; executed in Nazi concentration camp, 1945) 
 
 It is much easier for me to imagine a praying 
murderer, a praying prostitute, than a vain person 
praying. Nothing is so odds with prayer as vanity. 

(Dietrich Bonhoeffer) 
 
 It matters little what form of prayer we adopt or 
how many words we use. What matters is the faith 
which lays hold on God, knowing that He knows our 
needs before we even ask Him. That is what gives 
Christian prayer its boundless confidence and its 
joyous certainty.  (Dietrich Bonhoeffer)  
 
 We need passion in our faith! Instead of praying,  
'If I should die before I wake', we should pray, 'Lord 
wake me up before I die!' 

(Tony Campolo: American pastor, 
sociologist, author, and speaker: b. 1935) 

 
 O Lord, my heart constantly longs to be fit in 
your sight that I might finish to your praise that 
which you have commenced in me. Amen 

(Maeyken Boosers, 16th century Anabaptist martyr) 



 You are shade in the heat, You are shelter in the 
cold, You are eyes to the blind, You are a staff to the 
pilgrim, You are an island in the sea, You are a 
stronghold upon land, You are healing to the sick. You 
are the luck of every joy, You are the light of the 
sun's beam, You are the door of lordly welcome, You 
are the pole star of guidance, You are the step of the 
roe of the height, You are the step of the white-
faced mare, You are the grace of the swimming swan, 
You are the jewel in each mystery. 

(16th century Gaelic prayer) 
 
 I ask you neither for health nor for sickness, for 
life nor for death; but that you may dispose of my 
health and my sickness, my life and my death, for 
your glory...You alone know what is expedient for me; 
you are the sovereign master, do with me according to 
your will. Give to me, or take away from me, only 
conform my will to yours. I know but one thing, Lord, 
that it is good to follow you, and bad to offend you. 
Apart from that, I know not what is good or bad in 
anything. I know not which is most profitable to me, 
health or sickness, wealth or poverty, nor anything 
else in the world. That discernment is beyond the 
power of men or angels, and is hidden among the 
secrets of your providence, which I adore, but do not 
seek to fathom. 

(Blaise Pascal: French mathematician, physicist, 
inventor, writer and Christian philosopher: 1623-1662) 

 
 Come, Lord Jesus, and abide in my heart. How 
grateful I am to realize that the answer to my 
prayer does not depend on me at all. As I quietly 
abide in You and let Your life flow into me, what 
freedom it is to know that the Father does not see my 
threadbare patience or insufficient trust, rather only 
Your patience, Lord, and Your confidence that the 
Father has everything in hand. In Your faith I thank 
You right now for a more glorious answer to my 
prayer than I can imagine. Amen. 

(Catherine Marshall: American author of nonfiction, 
inspirational, and fiction works: 1914-1983) 

 
 Teach me. O God, to use all the circumstances of 
my life today that they may bring forth in me the 
fruits of holiness rather than the fruits of sin. Let me 
use disappointment as material for patience: Let me 
use success as material for thankfulness: Let me use 
suspense as material for perseverance: Let me use 
danger as material for courage: Let me use reproach 
as material for longsuffering: Let me use praise as 
material for humility: Let me use pleasures as 
material for temperance: Let me use pains as material 
for endurance. 

(John Baillie: Scottish theologian and minister who 
taught in U.S., Canada, U.K.: 1886-1960) 

 Dear God, Help my unbelief. When I'm in pain, I 
forget that you care about me. I forget that you 
have helped me through my trials. I forget that you 
hold me in your arms to keep me safe. I forget that 
you are feeling my pain with me. I forget that you 
love me, I forget that I am important to you. Show 
me your presence - let me feel your enveloping love. 
Heal my hurting soul. Thank you for staying with me 
even in my unbelief.      (Timothy Dailey) 
 
 Thanks be to Thee my Lord Jesus Christ 
For all the benefits which Thou hast given me; 
For all the pains and insults Thou hast borne for me. 
O most merciful Redeemer, Friend and Brother, 
May I know Thee more clearly; 
Love Thee more dearly; 
And follow Thee more nearly. Amen.  

(Richard of Chichester, sanctified 
Bishop of Chichester, England: 1197-1253) 

 
 Father, I want to know Thee, but my coward 
heart fears to give up its toys. I cannot part with 
them without inward bleeding, and I do not try to hide 
from Thee the terror of the parting. I come 
trembling, but I do come. Please root from my heart 
all those things which I have cherished so long and 
which have become a very part of my living self, so 
that Thou mayest enter and dwell there without a 
rival. Then shalt Thou make the place of Thy feet 
glorious. Then shall my heart have no need of the sun 
to shine in it, for Thyself wilt be the light of it, and 
there shall be no night there. In Jesus Name, Amen. 

(A. W. Tozer: American Christian pastor, 
preacher, author: 1887-1963) 

 
 

May I become at all times, both now and forever 
A protector for those without protection  
A guide for those who have lost their way 
A ship for those with oceans to cross 
A bridge for those with rivers to cross 
A sanctuary for those in danger 
A lamp for those without light 
A place of refuge for those who lack shelter 
And a servant to all in need.   (Anonymous) 
 
 
 
 
 
All submissions of interest to the FMC family are 
welcome and will be included, depending on 
timeliness and space availability. First Threshings is 
distributed the first Sunday of each month so 
materials should be submitted at least one week 
previously. Comments pro/con regarding any aspect 
of the newsletter are also welcome. Please address 
these to Pat Bartel, compiler/ editor: mailslot 107 or 
meadowlark.bartel@gmail.com 


