Journey to Mavue
By Paul D. Schlehlein

Time has passed since marching forth 

To Mozambique where tribes far north 

Have little light and blinded eyes.
A nation weeps with no replies.

We expected such; Scripture texts, 

In corpus great, paint sinners as vexed 

Toward God. They belie any efforts

Made toward healing the deepest hurts

That racks their souls with guilty pain. 

It hurts. But still, they do not strain

To find the greater truth that rages

Perched upon our Bible pages.

This poem short will try as might,

King David did after the fight,

To reminisce upon our trip 

And thank Jehovah, lest we slip

Into thinking it was our hands

That slayed the giant. Distant lands 

Were assailed in hopes of taking 

Our little home, often shaking
In our three-ton trailer, across

Three-hundred miles, at any cost

To reach sun-splattered Mavue

In hopes of returning one day.

The trip began quite successful.

Figures. Paved roads as soft as wool

Took us straight to Kruger Park. Soon, 

On reaching the border, our boon

All but disappeared when facing

The daunting task ahead. Pacing, 

We weighed each option clear. Before 

Us stood, like Gibraltar’s steel door,

The Limpopo River. The tide 

Was low, though I frankly confide, 

Seth’s bakkie stalled amidst the waves.
As nightfall loomed, we worked with staves

To free his wheels, alas, it worked.

He hit the gas, the house, it jerked,

The water sprayed, we pushed in rank
Till Wendi graced the other bank.

That night, we gazed at silver mines

that flashed above. Giving no signs, 

The stars put Shiloh on display

As subjects gazed with sweet dismay.
Alas, with three days hustling by,

We finally graced Mavue. “Sigh”,

Was all of our oratory.

It sufficed to tell the story 

Of broken clutches and starters

That went ablaze ‘neath the scorching

Sun. Greasy hands folded in prayer,

We told our God our every care.

“Please grant us favor in the eyes
Of the chief. Upon so many tries
To build, we fear his latent reason

For stalling hopes for next season

Is really his fear of the white
Man. We petition You despite

this. Usurp his proclivity,

O God, that bends toward ‘no’ and see

To it that he says ‘yes’.”  But his 
Filibuster proved to dismiss

Any hopes we had to erect 

A house. Our pleas made no affect. 
So building fast was not to be

And quickly on to Option B

Was the order of the day. “No

Wasting time”, we mused, “we will go

From house to house and give the news
Of Jesus Christ. We had to choose,
Before leaving, which young man would

Be best to bring along. Here stood

Sydwell, just a one-year Christian

Now deftly joining in our mission

To reach the unreached. Time and time 

Again, he shared the truth sublime 

With the flood of wide-eyed natives

Who assailed our camp to hear his

God-besotted message of grace

And hope. He kept a constant pace.

Ineffable it is to show

Distinctions ‘tween the tongue we know
(Tsonga) and Shangan. Mavue folk 

Speak Shangan, though its often spoke  

A bit differently than Tsonga.

Seth and Sydwell worked extra

Hard to discover diverse features 

Amidst these curved, wordy creatures 

Of Bantu origin. Most tongues

In Africa come from the lungs 

Of a common ancestor. When

One is learned, you’re on pace for ten.

Good news! The trip was not in vain.
Though often through the heavy rain 

We thought we’d have to travel back

With Wendi tagging along. “Thwack”!

The door slammed behind as we stood

In James’ house. I told him, “It’s good 

The rain is coming now. The storm
Seems on its way. It’s not the norm

That a black man shows such kindness

To whites. True thanks I can’t express.”
This man I met the year before,

His life an isle of Christian lore

Amidst pagan people, agreed

To store our house nearby. With speed, 

We raced our bakkies home, to tell

Our girls what God had done.  “It’s well,

Our hopeful plans are laid in store
We’re going back to tell them more.”
