
April 4  The wedding began at 9:30 am in the church Sunday school building. The 
wedding party walked down the hill from 
the bride’s house to the building where a 
crowd waited. The pastor officiated the 
service while I officiated the exchange of 
vows, signing the marriage certificate, and 
praying for them. An older Christian man 
was to give a word of encouragement and 
advice to them, but shortly before the 
wedding he slipped and fell on the tile 
floor coming out of the bathroom and 
broke his knee cap. He had to sit on the 
floor in the house. Boonchu’s father-in-
law gave words of wisdom to the couple, 
which included many proverbs. After the 
wedding Boonchu gave money through the 

church to help the injured man with his hospital bill in Chiang Mai, to which a Christian co-
worker took him. 
 
About noon a group of thirteen of us went in Seaporn’s father’s pickup to fish in the creek next 
to a farm. Upon arriving at the farm we ate lunch in a shed farm house, used to rest in while 
working the farm. Then we spread out to fish the creek. Some used nets, like Boonchu. A couple 
of guys used spears and goggles to see under the water in deeper areas under logs and rock 
ledges. Some, like Seaporn, just catch the small fish or tadpoles with bare hands. Since these 
people have to find their food every day, the small catch was their protein for the day. The fish 
they caught were three to four inches long. The tadpoles had sprouted legs and were beginning to 
loose their tales. When we got home a young boy had the job of cutting open and squeezing out 
the guts of each fish or tadpole and dropping it to the chickens below through the slotted deck 
flooring of the porch. 
 
Sunday, April 5 We packed our things and left Mea Ork with Boonchu’s family and 
another couple who are neighbors and relatives. They wanted to travel with us to the Karen 
Baptist Convention in Mae Sariang. After half an hour of riding over steep mountain dirt roads 

we came to Mae Koh, the same village we 
had stopped briefly in on our way back to 
Mae Ork. Their church building was full. 
During announcements plans for a new 
bigger building were presented. The choir 
sang beautifully in parts a couple of 
hymns. The pastor was happy to have me 
come preach, unannounced beforehand. 
(There is no cell phone connection up 
there.) I preached on “Standing Firm on 
the Word Spoken by God” from Hebrews 
1:1-2; 2:1-4. With translation I was only 
able to preach about half of my material. I 



invited people to put their trust in Christ and 13 people did so. Praise the Lord! Among them was 
the church leader who made the announcement about a planning for a new church building. 
Here, as well as elsewhere, I heard them sing a song (through Boonchu’s translation) about a 
white man that would bring them God’s Word that they must listen to. This is from an old 
tradition among the Karen, which is why they had been receptive to the gospel when Adonirom 
Judson first brought the gospel to Burma in the 1830s. 
 
Following the service we went on our way to a Buddhist lady’s restaurant in another larger town 
and ate roast pork and noodle soup. By late afternoon we arrived to Khum Yuam, a town of 
about 4,000. About 35% of the people in this town are Karen. Boonchu’s parents, grandmother, 
two brothers, and sister and her husband all live in a house Boonchu personally built himself for 
them in this town. They initially lived in a bamboo hut next to this house when they were forced 
to flee their village when they declared themselves Christian. Boonchu was the first from his 
animist village to become a Christian. Initially his family rejected him and his father threatened 
to kill him. Later he won them to the Lord, or at least to position where his father was favorable 
and open. But the villagers feared that they would be cursed by the spirits by having a Christian 
family living with them, so they chased them out. 
 
Boonchu is also the only person from his very poor village to have an education, except for his 
father who had learned to read and write and read music when raised in a Christian village. His 
mother, brothers, and sister are illiterate. Boonchu had a desire to help his people, so his father 
said he had to get an education to do that. At the age of eight he walked by himself for two days 
over a footpath/motorcycle trail to the nearest school. Sometimes his father sent some rice to 
help support him. He began in kindergarten. But the following year he skipped first grade after a 
week, since he already knew how to read and write. 
 
After Boonchu showed me his house and I met the rest of his family we went over to visit the 
local pastor and his wife. We sat on a mat on the bamboo floor drinking water and Sprite. This 
pastor has been ministering here for two years in the church building next door. They have 140 
adults involved and they also minister to 140 children that are from jungle villages hosted by 
local families while attending the local public school. Both the parents and the hosts are not 
Christian. Across the street from the church is a large field they would like to purchase in order 
to build a dorm in which these children could live with Christian dorm parents. During the 
summer it would serve as a district church conference center for twelve churches, as presently 
they do not have one. The lot is for sale for 600,000 baht ($17,250 USD). 
 
The pastor has no formal Bible or theological training, as most of them don’t. He will be 
ordained this week at the TKBC convention in Mea Sariang. I took the pastor and his wife to a 
restaurant for dinner where I explained to him briefly the Five Points of Calvinism. Interestingly, 
the restaurant hardly had any food, and nothing to drink but water. A couple of young girls, who 
were refugees from Myanmar, prepared the food. 
 
Boonchu, Seaporn, and Spy stayed at his family’s house, along with the other couple. I checked 
into small hotel, whose Thai owner lives in Germany. Since I was thirsty I went out to a small 
outdoor restaurant not far away. There I met an American young man from Detroit. At first he 
was afraid of strangers and revealing anything about himself to two other nationals at the 



restaurant. He spoke of how more Americans have been killed in Thailand than in any other 
Southeast Asian country. Then he talked and talked to me with hardly a pause. He has some 
relatives who are Christians, but he can’t understand Christian support for the US military and 
President Bush and the killing of so many in Iraq. He left the U.S. to Thailand because Bush got 
elected to a second term. He also believed John McCain should still be in prison in Vietnam. 
Then he spoke about the benefits found in studies of various drugs, described the movie 
“Gangster,” and said the people here in the hills of Thailand could be rich if there were different 
policies. Yet he lamented the bar and prostitution business in Thailand. He mentioned an 
Australian former missionary who taught in his ESL program with him who publicly said he had 
given up his covenant with God and has taken up the life of visiting the bars and prostitutes. He 
was very idealistic about life, thinking its possible we can reach perfection. I did manage to 
witness to him a bit at various points of the conversation. 
 


