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Working on the water system 
at the children’s home

The well cleaning man

The drive up to Mae Ai was about three hours. It’s a quaint little town on the border of 
Burma. Lanterns were hanging in the town square alongside the river in honor of Yi Peng, 
the annual Northern Thai lantern festival. Thousands of lanterns, floating through the night 
sky, disappear out of sight until the fire inside goes out and they land in a random field or 
street. In Mae Ai, those lanterns might just fly right over the mountains and land on the 
other side, in Burma. Yi Peng was over, but dozens of weather-worn lanterns still hung 
around the main street like leftover Christmas decorations that nobody has time to put 
away. We had taken our two youngest boys up a couple of days early and our teenagers 
followed on a bus a day later. For the past few months, Brian and/or our whole family would 
take a trip up to Mae Ai one weekend a month. We had been helping a Thai pastor with an 
outreach in a local village with no believers. Believe it or not, offering a free English class 
can really draw a crowd. On this trip, Brian and the teens were also going to help set up a 
better water filtration system for the children’s home which was using mostly brown pond 
water to wash clothes and bathe. Since that’s a bit of a job, we had planned to stay a few 
extra days on this trip.

Several days into the trip Creed got very sick. We thought it was food poisoning and it was 
pretty severe. I drove him up to the local government hospital, built on the side of a sloping 
mountain, for an IV but there was nowhere to park. I stopped the van in the middle of the 
narrow street and asked a man selling food what to do. He directed me up the mountain 
to the temple parking lot. When I found the parking lot, I was wondering how in the world I 
was going to get a very sick nine-year-old boy down the mountain to the emergency room. 
There was no way I was going to drop him off at the ER door alone, drive up the mountain, 
and then walk back down. So, back to the children’s home I went to pick up Brian. He could 
drop us off and come back to get us. We drove back to the hospital and after taking his 
blood pressure and oxygen they told me to wait in line for the one and only doctor 
who was seeing everyone in the large and crowded front room of the hospital. 
Creed floated back and forth between sleep and awake in my arms for almost 
three hours while I got up randomly and begged, pleaded, scolded, and demanded 
for someone to please give him an IV. After finally seeing the doctor, Creed sat 
up in a plastic chair, blood spatters on the floor at his feet, and had his bag of IV 
fluids. The next morning, we quickly packed and started the three-hour trip back 
to Chiang Mai. By bedtime that night he had relapsed and was worse than ever. 
By midnight we were in the ER of a wonderful private hospital, full of nurses and 
doctors who immediately got him hooked up to an IV, gave him the medicine he 
needed, and started running tests. By 3 am we were in a hospital room beginning 
to relax under the watchful care of good nurses and doctors. 
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Over the course of the next couple of weeks (late November/early December) we realized that a terrible case of 
Rotavirus had hit our family and three of our kids were hospitalized for three or four nights each. It was unlike any 
virus we have ever seen and unlike the Rotavirus any of our friends have ever experienced. We still don’t know why it hit 
our children so hard, but we have never been more thankful to live in a city near good hospitals and plentiful medicine. 
I’ve never been so thankful to spend Thanksgiving night in a hospital.
 
I wanted to share this story with you this month to let you know that your prayers and financial giving to missionaries 
are so powerful and can be life-saving. We received so much strength from the four nurses who stayed on the phone 
texting and talking me through scary parts from the other side of the world, the concentrated prayers that came at 
crucial times and turned the tide of days and days of unrelenting sickness, the donations that came in marked “for 
hospital bills”, and our amazing family, friends, and Globe leaders who checked in with us constantly. 

We knew we were not alone. That may be the most comforting statement in the world. 

Mid-January, Brian and Tyndale went for a visit to Khon Kaen. They were there for 4 days to encourage the believers 
and visit with our missionary friends. We miss our Isaan friends in Khon Kaen so much and miss our days there 
together. Brian was able to help Bill with some of the training and Bible teaching and Tyndale was able to see our former 
home and friends. It has been such a gift to make visits to Khon Kaen and a big trip to Loei this past year. 

We have some exciting news in the works!  Next month we’ll be able to fill you in on some unfolding developments. 

Thank you for all your love, prayers, and faithful support.

May Jesus bless you and give you peace,

A dear Ahka friend. He and his family 
look after the children’s home. Christmas outreach at a school

Happy New Year floating lanterns. 
Look who made it home for 

Christmas!  Asia! 


