
published by the
Papua New Guinea branch of Pioneer Bible Translators

The

Storyboard
The Pot ter at Work

Dur ing a five-week stint in the vil lage of Tokain, I
re mem ber a day spent with a lady named Natalia and her chil dren.
Very ex cit edly she said that lunch would be cooked in a clay pot. The 
soup would be “sweet” (or “sa voury” to us), she said, be cause of
this pro cess. Af ter Natalia ar ranged a small stone base for the
round-bot tomed pot and sur rounded it with fire wood, she very
care fully lined the in side with green leaves and tightly filled the
space with chopped sweet po ta toes, taro, cook ing ba nanas, and
greens. Natalia topped it off with co co nut milk and capped the pot
with half of a dried co co nut shell. As we sat back to visit, my hun gry
glances to wards the bub bling pot grew more fre quent. In deed the
veg e ta bles cooked in co co nut milk were “sweet,” but I sus pect that
part of the en hanced fla vor may have come from a lon ger
an tic i pa tion of the end re sult. 

Ar che o log i cal sites leave no doubt as to the use ful ness of clay pots 
through out civ i li za tion. Our ar ti cles for the 1999 is sues of The
Story board will be loosely based on the theme, “The Pot ter at
Work.” Whether it be ways that we are be ing molded (as with
ar ti cles by Todd Owen and Di ane Miller in this is sue), or how He is
shap ing the lives of our PNG co-workers (see “For This Time” by
Wil liam But ler), we want you to know more about what the Pot ter is
do ing in the coun try of Pa pua New Guinea. Though we are hu man,
frag ile, and some times a lit tle cracked, we want to be useful ves sels,
giving a “sweet” aroma, in which His power can be dem on strated.

Cor ner

Introducing . . . 

Our new est ar rival is Kirby Weythman. Kirby is par tic i -
pat ing in the Pa cific Ori en ta tion Course and will be join -

ing us full-time in town in
May. We look for ward to
add ing him to our Tech ni cal 
Ser vices De part ment. Kirby 
is a mem ber of our elite
group of sec ond gen er a tion
mis sion ar ies. His par ents,
Gary and Gerry, served the
branch pri mar ily in the
area of tech ni cal ser vices
in the 1980s (de part ing 
in 1990).

PNG-made clay cooking pots.

Kirby Weythman
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For This Time          By Wil liam But ler

Just a young man, in his late teens or early

twen ties, newly mar ried. At first glance, not

the bright est or quick est of his age group.

Really quite or di nary in ap pear ance. Noth ing re ally to 

dis tin guish him from

fifty other vil lag ers.
But still, he stood out.

There was just some thing 
about him. He seemed to
pos sess insight and wis -
dom beyond his years.
Def i  nitely,  his heart
belonged to God. Though 
he was still learn ing
exactly what it meant to
be Chris tian in his cul -
ture, it was obvi ous that
he greatly desired to do
so. Maybe that is what
drew me to him nearly
twenty years ago.

This affa ble young man,
Muwom Tokarang, soon be-
came my helper as I explored
the com plex i ties of the Banaro
lan guage and plumbed the
mys te ri ous depths of Banaro
cul ture. We spent a lot of time
together and our rela tion ship
grew. He became my men tor,
my con fi dant, my friend—one
upon whom I could abso lutely
depend to be hon est and to
advise me well, regard less of
the cir cum stances or of his
own per sonal inter ests.

Still, Muwom was inex pe ri -
enced in much of life. His
instincts were good but he was
far too young to have a hear ing 
in broader Banaro soci ety. But
with a heart for God, he was
clay in the Mas ter’s hands.

In the ’70’s and early ’80’s,
the Banaro Chris tians were
still young in the faith and
strug gling to know how their
faith applied to their lives and
cul ture. What parts of their
cul ture could remain as they

were? What parts had to
change or dis ap pear alto -
gether? They were also still
bound by cen tu ries of fear of
evil spir its, not yet real iz ing
the greater power of God.

When Muwom’s father, a
Chris  t ian ,  d ied in  1984,
Muwom asked me if I would
have a funeral for him. As
soon as I fin ished the mes sage, 
the body was placed on a pal let 
sup ported on the shoul ders of
eight men and the rit ual began. 
To the Banaro mind, the old
man had obvi ously been killed
by sor cery and they were
duty-bound to deter mine the
source of the sor cery. Indi vid -
uals began to approach the
body and call on the old man’s
spirit to reveal the sor cer ers to
them, a direct rejec tion of the
Bib li cal teach ing about Chris -
tians who had died that I had
just empha sized in my funeral
mes sage. This was a slap in the 
face to the faith of the old man, 
his chil dren and every Chris -
tian in the vil lage. I looked at
Muwom and saw the con fused

agony on his face but also rec -
og nized that he felt pow er less
to stop it.

A year or so later a young
mother, who was Muwom’s
cousin, fell ill under cir cum -
stances that indi cated sor cery
to the Banaro mind. The peo -
ple met to fer ret out those
respon si ble. They believed it
was nec es sary to do this to
coun ter act the sor cery in order
for the woman to get better.
How ever, before the meet ing
began, Muwom stood up in
their midst and chal lenged
them, “We can not do this. This 
woman is my sis ter and she
belongs to God. We must trust
God to heal her.” On the
strength of his state ment, the
hunt for a sor cerer turned into
a prayer meet ing and the
woman was healed.

Just a year passed between
these two events, but the
change in Muwom was nota -
ble. What had hap pened? At
the end of 1984 a pow er ful
move ment of God’s Spirit
swept through the area, chal -
leng ing Chris tians to make a
full break with their past.
Many  b rough t  ou t  the i r
fetishes and other means of
per form ing sor cery and burned 
them. Muwom was tre men -
dously affected by this touch
of God on his life. As the Spirit 
filled him fully, he real ized
that God’s Spirit was greater
than any of the spir its the
Banaro encoun ter, whether the
bush spir its or the spir its of the
dead. He began to imple ment
this truth in his life.

Over the years God has con -
tin ued to mold and develop
Muwom. He has gone through
many tri als. His young brother
got sick and died in his arms.
Sev eral of his chil dren have
faced major ill nesses requir ing 

evac u a tion to the hos pi tal and
one of them died as well. The
list goes on but the point is,
noth ing that has hap pened has
shaken Muwom’s trust in God. 
He has per se vered and brought 
his faith to matu rity.

It’s a good thing, too. He
really needs all his strength
right now. Today Muwom is
the Coun cilor for Likan vil -
lage, rep re sent ing the peo ple
in the regional gov ern ment
coun cil. He has to make deci -
sions that affect his own peo -
ple and the whole area. Seven
of the ten Coun cilors are not
com mit ted Chris tians so their
view points are often quite dif -
fer ent, mak ing Muwom’s job
more dif fi cult.

As Coun cilor, Muwom is
also the de facto leader of
Likan vil lage. Recent eco -
nomic changes in the area have 
seri ously affected the peo ples’
lives like no other event since
the com ing of the white man.
Chris tians are strug gling to
adjust, while hold ing on to
their faith in the midst of temp -
ta tions and mate ri al ism. They
need a strong leader with
integ rity and a seri ous com mit -
ment to God to point them in
the right way.

I can think of no one better
pre pared to accept the chal -
lenge than Muwom Tokarang.
God endowed him with cer tain 
nat u ral abil i ties and has given
him twenty-five years of expe -
ri ences as a Chris tian to hone
and shape him to be His man
for His time.

Robin Butler, Rondal Smith, and
William Butler in January.

Wil liam and Robin But ler were re cently hon ored by PBT for over twenty years of
ser vice. Rondal Smith, Pres i dent, made the pre sen ta tion dur ing his visit in
Jan u ary. Wil liam and Robin first ar rived in PNG in 1979 and have served for the
last 19 years with the Banaro peo ple. They are the par ents of Ty ler (age 16) and 
Bethaney (age 14), both stu dents at Ukarumpa High School. 



God is Still Molding Me
                          by Di ane Miller

Pre vi ous to my last fur lough in 1997, a friend from the Aus -
tra lian Churches of Christ Mis sion (ACCM), Eliz a beth Tema,
men tioned to me the need for some one to help out with Sunday
School at the Madang Church of Christ—per haps by train ing
Sunday School teach ers. The only thing I did at that time was to
begin pray ing about the mat ter. Then, after my return to PNG,
another friend and ACCM mis sion ary, Fay Christensen, brought
up the same need. Before long I was involved, teach ing a Sunday 
School class and try ing to encour age involve ment by the ladies
in the church. Yabru Jerry, the preacher of the con gre ga tion,
really pitched in and tried to encour age this as well. Zora,
Yabru’s wife, soon began to help me and even tu ally took over
the teach ing of the smaller chil dren.

Two sons of Zora and Yabru, Kolins and Sebastian, were in
my class, and their daugh ter, Kila, was in Zora’s class. It was
quite evi dent to me that Yabru and Zora had taken time to teach
and train their chil dren at home. I often men tioned to Zora when
I went to plan les sons with her how much I appre ci ated their two
boys. They knew the Bible sto ries well, almost always learned
the assigned mem ory verses, and were a good influ ence on the
other kids—espe cially the older boy, Sebastian. He helped get
the other kids going in a drama we pre sented one Sunday. When
we made book lets for the smaller kids’ class, Sebastian and
Kolins were among those who care fully and neatly cop ied the
words of the story. Sebbie was often help ing oth ers in one way
or another.

Then sud denly, Kolins and Sebastian were there no
more. I was shocked when I received a phone call one Mon -
day morn ing tell ing me Sebastian had died the pre vi ous
night, prob a bly of cere bral malaria. He had not been in class 
for two Sun days, although I had seen him after class the
Sunday pre vi ous to his death. I knew he was older than
some of the other kids. I fig ured he was begin ning to feel a
bit too old for our class and was there fore choos ing to
remain with the adults for wor ship. I did not know he was
sick the Sunday he died. I found it hard to believe I would
never see Sebastian again. In the short time I had known
him, he def i nitely influ enced my life. It is always hard to
under stand why young peo ple with seem ingly great poten -
tial are taken early from this life, but the Lord knows and He 
is in con trol. I am just glad He allowed me to get at least
some what acquainted with Sebastian. I was the Sunday
School teacher, sup pos edly mold ing young lives by teach -
ing them Chris tian prin ci ples, but the Lord used the exam -
ple of this young boy to influ ence my life.

The fam ily went to their home vil lage for the funeral and
a time of mourn ing. They decided not to return to Madang
and the house that had been Sebastian’s home, but to stay
among their peo ple at least for the pres ent. 

 Before Sebastian died, Yabru had been involved in a
revival that was tak ing place in his home area in the Kire
lan guage group. When he vis ited Madang in Jan u ary, he
men tioned the good news that Kolins had decided to com -
mit his life to the Lord. Do pray for Kolins and his new life
with the Lord. Pray for Yabru and Zora as they con tinue to
adjust to life with out Sebastian and to serve the Lord and
nur ture their fam ily in the area where they now live.

Pray also for the lead ers of the Madang Church of Christ
and for revival and spir i tual growth. Pray that the young -
sters in the Sunday School classes will really come to know
Christ and love and serve Him, and let Him mold and shape
their lives. Thank the Lord with me for the two church
ladies who are now teach ing Sunday school—Sinas and
Kathy. Pray for me as I con tinue to work with the kids and
the other teach ers in the capac ity of a sub sti tute teacher and
one who helps pro vide activ i ties to go along with their
Sunday School les sons.

Di ane Miller helps fur ther the cause of Bi ble trans la tion by serv ing as a
teacher to the chil dren of mis sion ar ies. Her in volve ment at the lo cal Church
of Christ in cludes train ing PNG chil dren who will one day be church lead ers.
Di ane orig i nally came to PNG for three years as a short-term as sis tant…that
was in 1985. Prior to be com ing a part of PBT, she served as a teacher in
Ger many for many years. 

Sebastian (center) and Kolins (far right) in Sunday School.

Tech nol ogy from the Equa to rial Rain For est
Pi o neer Bi ble Trans la tors’ 

PNG Branch is on the Web!
From this site, you can read up
on PBT-PNG per son nel, read
about the lan guages we work
in, view a map of our al lo ca -

tions, and learn about our mis -
sion as so ci ates. You can view
is sues of The Story board on -
line, be up dated by the weekly 
prayer sked, view high res o lu -
tion pho tos suit able for print -

ing, read sto ries writ ten by
PBT kids, link to other PNG
sites, and see other fun and
in ter est ing things. The 
ad dress is:
www.pioneerbible.org.pg
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                    A Glimpse of Heaven
                                   by Todd Owen

Just last week it was, when I caught a glimpse of Heaven. It
did n’t come in the usual way—in the midst of fel low ship, joy,
peace, an epiph any of sorts after some espe cially mean ing ful
spir i tual expe ri ence—it came at a time that seemed more like
Hell on earth than Heaven.

We had been work ing hard for sev eral weeks—try ing to get
the ground work laid for a series of gos pel meet ings com ing up
in Decem ber. It was decided to delay because of a lack of inter -
est by the church lead ers. We had been work ing hard to pre pare
for the arrival of our For warding Agents and were frus trated by
long hours, short tem pers, and lack of sleep. I had been in “the
dark night of the soul,” as some of the Puri tan writ ers call it,
strug gling over some issues of my own life. Our refrig er a tor
had just stopped work ing.  And—our water tank was low.

Now, a low water tank is not usu ally some thing to get bent
out of shape about. We have other sources of water—granted
they are not as con ve nient, but we do have other sources. But
some of those issues I had been wres tling with had to do with
faith and prayer. I was tor mented in my soul by the minute ness
of my own faith. And our tank was low. I saw this as an oppor -
tu nity to prove to myself that I was faith ful and so I prayed. The
first day was sun shine. Our tank was low. No prob lem. I said to
myself, “I’ll watch and pray.” The sec ond day—clouds, prom -
is ing ones at that. No rain. The third day was the day we had a
beau ti ful light ning storm. We sat out side pray ing and watch ing
the show. Rain!!! Oh, less than a tenth of an inch. The next day,
Angela came to me and said, “Honey, the tank is low. Sure hope 
we get some rain before next week!” My tem per flared and in
the most self-righteous scream I could mus ter I rebuked her:
“GOD KNOWS OUR NEEDS—NOW STOP WORRYING
ABOUT THE TANK AND FORGET IT!!!” Who was I really
rebuk ing? Was it really Angela? No. I was rebuk ing myself for
my own lack of faith and she was the most con ve nient out let for
my frus tra tion.

Then I sat down to pout. Like Jonah of old, I began to grum -
ble and gripe and groan. And get depressed. And get angry.
“Lord,” I prayed, “we need rain. I see clouds but no rain. I
WANT IT NOW!!” I whined. The more I pouted, the more I
focused on me and my petty impa tient desires, the more gloom
and dark ness clouded over my soul. Hope began to slip away as
I wanted to utter, “I’d rather die than not get what I want.”

I am so thank ful that my Heav enly Father is no more intim i -
dated by my child ish tem per tan trums than I am by my chil -
dren’s.

It was in the depths of my pseudo-despair that I saw the Lord, 
high and lifted up in all His maj esty. I became silent as the Book 
was opened. Then came the voice of the Lamb that was slain:
“When the Son of Man comes, will He find faith on the earth?”1

Ouch! “Eli jah was a man just like us. He prayed ear nestly that
it would not rain, and it did not rain on the land for three and a
half years. And again he prayed, and the heav ens gave rain,
and the earth pro duced its crops.”2  Ouch! Ouch! “Now to Him
who is able to do immea sur ably more than all we ask or imag -
ine, accord ing to His power that is at work within us, to Him be
glory ....”3 Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!

As I sat in the pres ence of the Lord, with the Book open
before me as if in a mir ror, I looked at my own fool ish ness and

was ashamed. Eyes turned to the
floor, I wanted to cry the words
of Isa iah, “Woe to me! I am
ruined! For I am a man of unclean
lips...and my eyes have seen the King,
the Lord Almighty.”4  Then the tongue which had given me such 
a sting ing rebuke turned to ten der ness. When Isa iah real ized his 
inad e quacy in the pres ence of the holi ness of the Lord, God met
his need. “Then one of the ser aphs flew to me with a live coal in
his hand, which he had taken with tongs from the altar. With it
he touched my mouth and said, ‘See, this has touched your lips,
your guilt is taken away and your sin is atoned for.’ ”5 

Then the words of Paul, in his let ter to those at Rome, came
to mind. “What a wretched man I am! Who will res cue me from
this body of death? Thanks be to God—through Jesus Christ
our Lord!”6  And as I con tem plated my own wretch ed ness,
these words came, “There is now no con dem na tion for those
who are in Christ Jesus, because through Christ Jesus the law
of the Spirit of life set me free from the law of sin and death.”7 

As these words from the Book flooded my mind I came to
rest in the peace of Jesus. A quiet calm came over me and the
Lord began to restore my hope as well. Words of hope came.
“For the Lord him self will come down from heaven, with a loud
com mand, with the voice of the arch an gel and with the trum pet
call of God, and the dead in Christ will rise first. After that, we
who are still alive and are left will be caught up together with
them in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. And so we will be
with the Lord for ever.”8 

Out of my selfishness, unbelief, and ungratefulness, God
reminded me of who He is and who I am.

Just last week it was, when I caught a glimpse of Heaven. It
didn’t come in the usual way—in the midst of fellowship, joy,
peace, an epiphany of sorts after some especially meaningful
spiritual expe ri ence—it came at a time that seemed more like
Hell on earth than Heaven.

And outside my office window, it began to rain.

Todd and Angela Owen marked the sec ond an ni ver sary of their ar rival in Pa pua
New Guinea in Feb ru ary. Todd, Angela, An drew (age 5), Sam uel (age 3) and
Ab i gail (age 1) live in the vil lage of Uria. In ad di tion to con tin u ing to learn the
Somau Garia lan guage, Todd spends much of his time train ing church lead ers.
Be cause of re cent landslides, one of his cur rent pro jects is to re pair the “road” into 
their vil lage. 
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