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Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. . . . .
The harsh, impersonal, toneless buzzing of the clock

radio at the head of my bed seemed to fill every cubic
inch of the room—needlessly buzzing, as I had been fully
awake for some time now. A thousand thoughts of yester-
year had been racing through my mind over the past few
hours, but for the life of me I could not seem to recall
even one of those thoughts now. I quickly reached over,
and after clumsily fumbling with the knobs, finally man-
aged to turn the alarm off. I noticed it was 7:00—just four
hours before the plane would depart for my one-way trip
to the States.

For a few moments I just lay in bed, staring aimlessly
at the ceiling, seeing nothing, and wondering if I could
muster up enough faith to face this, certainly the most
dismal day of my entire 67 years. I must have become lost
in self-pity, for the next thing I knew it was 7:45, and
Esther Nigh was knocking at my door.

“Pauline, are you up? It’s a quarter to eight, and
break fast will be ready shortly. We’ll have to leave soon if
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we’re to make it to Frankfurt in time for your flight.”
Without the least bit of enthusiasm I reluctantly

crawled out of bed. As my feet touched the floor, I felt a
sudden compelling force driving me to my knees:

Lord, I can’t make it by myself. If You don’t
help me I just can’t possibly go through with it.
You and I have been through a lot in the past 35
years, and not one time have You failed me. I
can see that You’ve had Your hand upon me
since the day I was born, and I must believe
that You will continue to watch over me. Please
mend this broken heart, and teach me to
accept my return as Your will. And if I have
even one selfish motive, please forgive me.
Thank You, Jesus.

With this, I arose, made my bed, and began dressing
for the return flight to the States. There was little packing
to do, as I had literally crammed my two travel-weary suit-
cases the night before. Most of my personal effects had
been shipped straight from Bomi Hills, Liberia, my tem-
porary home for the past year.

As I prepared to leave the bedroom for breakfast, I
suddenly reflected on the many unmatchable friends God
had given me over the past thirty-five years. For every
“so-called friend” I had been forced to give up in accept-
ing the call of God, I had been given at least a hundred
“true friends” in return.

Wayne and Esther Nigh, my hosts for the two weeks
in Germany, had to be included in this innumerable fami-
ly of Christian friends. The Nighs, who were natives of the
Great Northwest, had been missionaries for the past few
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years to the American military personnel stationed in
West Germany.

For as long as I could remember, I had harbored a
secret desire to visit Germany. While spending a few
weeks with the Robert Rodenbush family in Accra,
Ghana, I shared this dream for the first time. So, the
Rodenbushes contacted their friends, the Nighs, and
arrangements were made for me to visit them on my way
back to the States.

I had fully intended, upon leaving Ghana, to spend but
a few days in Germany—just enough time to see a few of
the more spectacular and historical sights—just enough
time to be able to say “I’ve been to Germany.” But, upon the
Nigh’s insistence, which was strengthened by an extremely
good time and a reluctance to begin the final leg of my jour-
ney, a few days somehow stretched into two weeks.

But now, even the two weeks were over, and like it or
not, it was time for me to face reality. I was going home—
at least what “they” called “home.”

After a hearty breakfast, which was far more than a
stomach full of butterflies and tied in knots needed, we
loaded my two suitcases and travel bag into the Opel and
began the trip to Frankfurt.

Two weeks had not accustomed me to the German
brand of driving, but Brother Nigh assured me it was a bit
more tame back in the States. Driving, however, would
not be one of the many cultural adjustments I would have
to make. My recent driving experience was limited to
wrecking a missionary pickup in Liberia, and I was sure
that if I could manage to have an accident when there was
not another vehicle for miles around, it would be certain
calamity if I were to attempt to drive in the presence of
two or more cars.
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