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It was in July 1970 that the “bombshell”, as
it was known, fell on us at Mitsidi. This meant
that we were told that we would have to move
out, as for security reasons we were too close
to the new Presidential Palace being built. Up
to this point we had understood that we would
merely be re-routed, as our existing mission
road would be a private road to the palace.

Can you imagine moving a Mission’'s Head-
quarters that has been there since 1892 ? Not to
mention the Church, teachers’ houses and school
for 375 children...! A lot of water has gone
under the bridge since then, and we would thank
all who have prayed that the Lord would lead
us in the right direction. We believe firmly that
your prayers have been answered. We thank Him
for this lovely site and house, about two miles
away from the old Mitsidi, and much closer to
the villages, and, therefore to the folks to whom
we are in the first place ambassadors for Christ

in this land of Malawi.

When I returned from furlough this year,
things were really starting to hum in preparation
for ‘D Day’ on August 6th. “Perhaps you would
pack up the dispensary” (which had already
closed its doors except for emergencies) said
Mary. Mr. Chipole, the Medical Assistant, is
now having a well earned rest and is happy to
return to us when our new dispensary is built.

Later, thousands of those “little messengers’”
in the form of tracts, had to be bundled, boxed
and labelled, not to mention Bibles, hymn books
and all that comprises a bookroom.

“Whose tin bath is this ?” “What about this
heirloom in the form of a life size mincing
machine — Whose is it ? What do we do with
it 7 These were daily questions that arose which
required a concrete answer.

A box was unearthed containing two straw
hats in a plastic bag, toasting fork, pictures,
IUMErous jam jars — to mention just a fraction
— plus an ancient medical box and even more
antique text books — and so we pressed on.

Our African friends love jumble sales and

many odds and ends, including the two
hats, departed that way. ¥ 1 g

Next we proceeded to the office oh my!
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was as high as a bungalow.

“Whatever do we do with these 2"
“Better put them on Mr. Rose’s desk for
him to sort out.” Poor Mr. Rose !

Personal homes were packed up bit by bit.
Marmaduke, our ginger puss, was stalking around

peering into crates. “Better keep an eye on him,
we don’t want him to disappear at the eleventh

hour.”

Plants and fruit trees for transfer had to be
decided upon, uprooted and removed by lorry

load.

In the meanwhile visits were being paid to our
new home, to find out what to put in where, and
where to store what. The previous owner was
most gracious in allowing us to visit (he moved
out as we moved in, and flew to England on the
same day !!). I hope he slept on the V.C.10.

For days after our arrival here, the verandah
looked like a main line station at the height
of the season, but soon we were settling in, and
enjoying our new home. We thank our Heavenly
Father for this provision and His timing, as the
Government were bringing much pressure to
bear for our removal.

Mary Caverhill and I are living with John and
Gladys Simons and the children for the time
being, until further accommodation 1S built.
Building plans are being submitted to the Con-
tractor as I write, and excavations have begun.

We long to see the Lord Jesus uplifted in these

villages and to see those
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