
To my brothers and sisters, 
 
Before Christmas I received e-mails from friends thanking me for the sacrifices I make for God, here in 

Thailand.  Truthfully, I don’t feel as if I am making any sacrifices at all.  So many of you in America sacrifice 
so much in your support for our ministries  and I am humbled by it. How can we possibly thank God?  

 
Since giving you an update about all that has happened in these past few months is nearly impossible, I 

want to share what has occurred these last few weeks.   
 

My Christmas was spent going to Church with friends and family here. I spent Christmas day  in a 
Burmese church playing games and eating Burmese food.  That evening I attended at a concert where many 
people representing different tribes of Burma offered up their songs of praise for God.  The day after Christmas 
I returned to the border and met with friends who brought along an eye doctor, and his son.  Bob and Andrew 
are from Alaska and they had recently been moved to spend their Christmas doing mission work.  
 

We spent New Year’s Eve on the border in a sensitive area.  There we visited a clinic which we support 
on the Thailand side of the border.  Even though it was in Thailand the Burma Army was  coming in during the 
day to look around, get medicine and help themselves to whatever they felt they needed. Because of their 
presence, no one dared sleep there during the night. Diarrhea has hit this area hard and the medicine was gone. 
We prayed for the patients as that was all we could do.  After the visit, we performed an eye clinic a few 
hundred meters from the border, checking hundreds of patients. Many need cataract surgery and more need 
glasses. After a hard day of work and knowing we had a long walk ahead the next day, I slept in my hammock 
under the stars. As the New Year arrived, the Thai Army who were guarding the border began festively 
shooting in the air. The Burma Army replied by doing the same. In between these two armies were villagers 
trying to get through another night of sickness. I could only pray that someday there will be no shooting at all.  
 

During our trip Bob, Andrew and I identified two people needing special medical treatment. One was a 
baby who will need surgery on his feet. Another man has a serious case of gout and possibly leprosy. .  With 
little room in our truck we decided to take the man with us. I will return for the baby in the next couple of 
months. We tied the man’s rickety wooden wheel chair to the roof of our truck and drove off along the bumpy 
roads.  . As we drove, pieces of his wheel chair fell off and we stopped often to pick up the pieces. The infection 
in his feet made such a stench that I think even Jesus would have thought twice about washing them. We talked 
about mutual friends along the border and learned more about his family and life. We brought him to a friend’s 
home and as we started to take the old wheel chair off of the truck my friend wheeled out a brand new wheel 
chair that was recently donated. After being assured that he will get to a nearby clinic, we were off towards 
Chiang Mai.  

 
Eight days later as our journey came to an end not only had  we had presented  eye clinics for the 

Burman, Karen, Tey Lah Kone, Thai, and Thai-Lao people, we had also made some special connections. 
 
 Many more things are happening this month. With your gifts we will continue to buy medical units and 
rice for immediate relief needs. We are negotiating the purchase of a rice field for Happy’s Home which will 
help make the school more self sufficient. We have sorted and organized about 3,000 books which will be sent 
to schools in the jungle.  I am also talking with my Karen Church about how we might arrange an English 
training program in which I will serve as an advisor.  
 
None of this is possible without all of you.  I ask that  you continue to pray for me and the Farthest Corners 
ministries here. Your prayers bring me encouragement and strength. I thank you so much for all you do. May 
God bless you and keep you.   


