“Hey Kids, Let’s Talk !”
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on unreached peoples of the world.”
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I n the south of France, the high
Alps come down out of Switzerland
and throw themselves into the
Mediterranean sea. Every year
hundreds of thousands of tourists pass
through these mountains to ski in the
winter and hike in the summer. Often
the world famous bicycle race, Le Tour
de France, passes through thisregion. It
isaseveretest of will and strength to
peddle to the top of these hills. There,
on the edge of a shining mountain lake
in the village of Embrun, Baptiste grew



up dreaming of one day
becoming a professional
bicycle racer himself. He rode
every day, and twice aweek
he also went way down into
the valley for atrumpet
lesson. It was hard to decide

which he liked more, music or
bicycle racing, but for the
moment he was able to do
both.

Oneday hewason his
way down the mountain. He
came around a sharp turn at
full speed and ran head on
into a car coming up the hill
around the same corner. It
was days before he regained
consciousness but afriend
who was on the scene told me
that it was gruesome. Baptiste
had flown head first into
the hood of the car. They
only barely expected him
tolive.

A few weeks later this
same friend sat beside a
recovering Baptiste. “You
know, Baptiste,” he said,
“you really should have
died in that accident.”

Baptiste knew he was

right. He went on. “1 have one
guestion for you. Why do you
think God spared your life?’
Baptiste had never thought
much about God up till that
point. But now he began to
wonder and that question
played in his mind. “Why was
my life spared?” He found a
Bible and began to read. He
had alot of time on his hands,
not being able to leave the
hospital yet. He started at the
beginning and read right on
through to the end.

Baptiste left the hospital
with three goals: never to race
bicycles again, to go to Paris
and study trumpet and to learn
more about the God he found
in the pages of the Bible. This
iswhen | met him. He found
our church in the phone
directory. | say “church”, but
at thetime it was more like a
Bible study in our living
room. If Baptiste had come
just afew years earlier he
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About the Board Game (page 4 & 5)
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Did you know?
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Missonary Paul and his
team wanted to go to
Ada, but the
kept them
from doing that. Maybe
wondering why, one night
Paul had a vison, like a
srong dream. A man of
sad
to him, “Come over to
Macedonia and help us”
After that, Paul and his

missonary team quickly
got ready to leave for
Macedonia, which is in
Europe. They knew that

wanted them to

preach the gospd there, in
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would have found no
protestant church nearby. He
came amost every Sunday and
after about three months he
asked if he could be baptized.
“1 think | have always believed
there was a God,” he told me,
“but now | know that | want

to give my lifeto Him.”

A few months later
Baptiste was enrolled in a
Bible school. That question,
“Why do you think God spared
your life?’ kept running
through his mind. In the
meantime he helped out alot
at the church. 1 had him lead
worship and preach from time
to time. Our little church was
growing. First we were ten,
then twenty, then thirty and
forty at worship.

That summer, Baptiste
joined amusic group that
toured France singing gospel
songs. | got to go to one of his
concerts. The musicians were
great but my attention was
drawn to a beautiful young
woman who was trand ating
the songs for the deaf. The
words flowed from her hands
but the music flowed from her
whole face and being. | could
see that the small group of
deaf people were enjoying the
concert even though they
could not hear a note. Her
name was Emilie and before

the end of the summer she and
Baptiste decided to be married.

By now our church was
well on itsway to being
established. We had Sunday
school and a youth group for
middle school and high
school. Baptiste came over to
talk with me. “1 have the
answer,” he said. “| have given
it alot of thought and now |
know why God spared my
life.” Then he explained that
he wanted to be a church-
starting pastor just like me.
Today Baptiste and Emilie are
starting a church just fifteen
minutes from us.

There are dozens of towns
within twenty minutes of us
that have no evangelical
church but if God keeps
bringing us people like
Baptiste, very soon that will
change.
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