Of Horror, Hope and Happiness:

"So, are you happy?"  The question came at the end of an evening of fun and fellowship with friends we hadn’t seen in decades.  Conversation, which had been a fast-paced free-for-all, halted conspicuously.  I looked at Chuck, mouth agape. 

Admonitions beat in my brain: 

      The psalmist’s, "Delight thyself in the Lord!" 

      Jeremy Taylor’s, "God threatens terrible things, if we will not be happy."

      Jonathan Edwards’ "The happiness of the creature consists in rejoicing in God, by which also God is

            magnified and exalted." 

      C.S. Lewis’ "It is a Christian duty, as you know, for everyone to be as happy as he can."

Horrors throb through my pain: 

      Covenant-breakers fleeing from, rather than to, the throne of grace

      Children we love who are haunted by abuse

      Pictures of Christ and the church in shards 

      Our beloved fifteen year old neighbor pregnant  

Stabs of joy sing of my gain: 

      The joy of my salvation

      The joy of seeing marriages restored  

      The joy of watching Jesse and Sani love the children at their City Arts Centre  

      The joy of watching AJ grow in grace

It is October, when the world entertains itself with horror: Halloween superstores, Field of Screams, horror films.  If the world knew true horror, it would not find it entertaining.  I stalk joy the way the Kalahari bushmen stalk water, but horror stalks me in this sin-twisted world.  

Are we happy?  Sort of, like soldiers who see their buddies blown to bits by enemy grenades are happy to give up their lives for a better country.  Are we filled with joy?  Yes, if joy is sometimes a riverbed that still runs to the ocean when its waters are dry.  Yes, if joy is a lean muscle that keeps running, even if it loses courage for the race.  

While horror and happiness topple each other like children playing king of the mountain, Hope stands with the King at the top of the “Mountain of His Holiness.  Beautiful for situation, the joy of the whole earth!”

-----------------------------------

Amid thorns and thistles, interruptions and irritations, we know joy in our work.  Because of the organizational nightmare of working on two courses at once – making painstaking revisions in the second course (Systematic Theology I) while continuing in the lecture translations, reading, writing English study guides and translating those study guides – we stopped translation work on the third course (Systematic Theology II) in order to finish all the deletions and additions to the 57 DVDs that comprise the translations of the second course.  Chuck plowed through the tedious process of editing out all the now extraneous material, putting in all the additional material and burning all the DVD’s.  He plodded on despite a computer crash and a flooded basement (due to a damaged water main that couldn’t be fixed until our sidewalk and yard were dug up, which couldn’t be done until the water company, electric company and gas company marked the street…meanwhile Chuck mopped up the mess every couple hours day and night).  Today Chuck finished this tedious revision; now we can resume progress on the third course.  The fourth course will be our final systematic theology course.  These courses should be the most difficult to translate.  After this, translating Greek and Hebrew should be a breeze.

Keep praying that we can finish this third course efficiently and effectively.  Pray also for the Deaf students as they juggle their studies, family needs, jobs and ministries.

Thanks for praying us through our fall travel blitz:

· Philadelphia, where Chuck arrived after staying up most of the night due to a computer problem that delayed his preparation of the materials he needed for teaching a workshop for Christian interpreters.

· St. Louis, where we were rammed from behind while stopped at a red light on our way to interpret.

· Buffalo, where we interpreted with Tina and saw Deaf people equipped for ministry through her work (after another night of Chuck staying up most of the night making sure the basement water problem was sufficiently under control so AJ could take care of it while we were away).

· New Castle, where we enjoyed sweet fellowship with AJ’s birth family.

· Beaver Falls, for a college tour with AJ & his family and a visit with AJ’s foster mom and her 100th foster baby.

· Dallas, for three days of strategic meetings.

· Houston, where Toby Welch became the first Deaf pastor in the Presbyterian Church of America.  

· El Paso, where we watched Sani, Jesse and “their kids” in a fun and festive performance.

· It’s November, we must be in York.

We praise God for safe travel (especially for AJ who drove the Pennsylvania turnpike alone at night and skidded off the road to avoid hitting a truck in the snowy mountains), smooth connections and refreshing times.  We got so much work (seminary reading and curriculum writing) done while we were here, there and everywhere.  We thank God for you, our prayer partners.  God’s might and mercy, ministered to us through your prayers, keep us encouraged and empowered,    


Nancy

