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“For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the 

powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms.”     Ephesians 6:12 NIV 

 

 

e’d gone out of town again and into the country with Narith. He’d bought a ‘91 Toyota 

the month before, so we left the three-wheeled motorcycle in Phnom Penh and headed 

out by automobile. I have to admit I missed our former mode of travel rambling 

through the country with its choking dust and bone-jarring roads, but we certainly made better time in the 

Toyota. Besides that, the AC worked. There was a glitch a time or two between the ignition and the 

battery, but nothing a little wire and electrical tape couldn’t fix. Anyway, the idea of going out of town 

got me to thinking how the phrase itself has less to do with geography and more with the mental 

landscape. It implies going beyond the city limits and out into the countryside with its rice paddies, 

village settlements and fly-specked market places. It means stepping out into the unknown with its 

element of risk and lure of adventure. But more than that it involves leaving behind the predictable, the 

routine and the ordinary. In that sense one can be out of town even while standing squarely in the middle 

of it. In fact, it’s all about the vast terrain of hearts and minds, angelic beings and menacing demons. But 

most important, it’s about the Spirit of God brooding 

over the whole affair with a specific purpose in 

mind: the redemption of lost souls and the 

establishment of his kingdom in hostile territory.   

Wherever one goes in this part of the world, 

physical evidence of the spirit realm is everywhere, 

seen in the symbols, rites and statuary of the 

pagodas, the Sanskrit incantations tattooed into the 

skin of monks, war vets and soldiers, the crow’s foot 

designs painted on door lintels, the scarecrows 

propped up at the gates of houses, the red strings 

tied around wrists, rearview mirrors and car door 

handles, the ghita cords fastened about the waist and 

neck, the family spirit altars dedicated to appeasing 

the dead, and the fortune tellers with their deck of 

cards in the market next to the fish and pig parts. The spirit world is everywhere above, below and upon 

the earth. It’s in the air and in the water. It sits beside us when we eat. Invades our dreams at night. 

Whispers behind our backs and grins at us from the middle of a crowd. That’s not paranoia, by the way. 

It’s the reality we live with because we’re missionaries charged with the task of representing Christ in 

places he isn’t known. The spirits who own this place aren’t about to make it easy for us either. They 

conflict with the mind. They assail the seeds of faith with drought and endless skepticism. They detract 

from the truth, suppress understanding, and confuse the intellect. That’s where the Spirit of God comes in 

to keep us straight and focused on the message and the worth of the people to whom we must proclaim it.  

Noy and I boarded the bus in Siem Reap where we’re living bound for Phnom Penh to meet up 

with Narith. Next morning we were at a restaurant having a breakfast of noodles and pork before setting 

out when a street vendor came up. Noy bought some sugar palm fruit and some bottles of juice of that 
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fruit from him to take on the road and struck up a conversation. With the same ease as discussing the 

weather, she asked him what he thought about Jesus. Such a subject often falls on dull ears. They’ll 

usually say something like all religions are good because they teach us to do the right thing. But there are 

times when the spirit of the person is moved to want to hear more and that was the case with the vendor. 

Narith was on hand as well to contribute to the conversation and the vendor posed many a well-reasoned 

question to which Noy and Narith gave him an equally well-reasoned response firmly rooted in Scripture. 

The discourse reminded me again of Paul when he said, “I resolved to know nothing among you but 

Christ, and him crucified.” After about 30 minutes the vendor remembered what he was supposed to be 

about, namely making a living selling sugar palm juice, and left us with a far greater understanding of 

Jesus than he’d ever had before. Such encounters are all in a day’s work and for people like my wife and 

Narith, as natural as breathing. 

We set out for Kompong Speu picking up a 

Christian lady named Ra along the road outside of 

town a ways to work with us. We were headed for 

Chrok Priel Village where we would stay a few 

nights to show the Jesus film. That evening after 

hanging the screen, which consisted of a white 

canvas square tied between a bamboo post and a 

coconut tree, and setting up the projector and 

speakers, we cranked the generator and showed the 

film. About 200 people showed up to see it. After 

showing it, Narith elaborated a bit on the message 

and extended the invitation to follow Christ. I didn’t 

count, but it looked like most everybody wanted to. 

Admittedly, there’s a lot to unpack from a decision 

of that magnitude, but Narith said we’d be back the next day to meet with anybody who wanted to further 

explore the dimensions of their decision to be a follower of Christ. Next day we were there and about 50 

or so people showed up. We spent the rest of that afternoon with them explaining the Gospel, answering 

questions, and telling our personal stories of faith, then left to show the film at another village a few 

kilometers further down a red dirt road to a place called Nok Village. That evening about 150 people saw 

the film but nobody seemed to want to take the next step as the people of Chrok Priel had done. We gave 

out a number of illustrated books on the life of Jesus, which were immediately devoured by inquisitive 

minds. As a consequence over the course of a few days a lot of good seed was sown in the hope and 

expectation that some had fallen on fertile soil.  

So then what we saw were two very different responses to the Gospel and this is how it goes in 

these remote parts of the world where spirits of every kind populate its towns and villages right alongside 

the people who inhabit them. We left Chrok Priel in 

Kompong Speu for Takeo Province to spend a few 

days each in Chhouk and Kreang Tnout. As 

expected, the spiritual landscape was again unique to 

each place we went. But we took the same Gospel 

and proclaimed it face to face and house to house in 

the strength of the same Spirit that had sent us to do 

the job in the first place resolving to know nothing 

but Christ and him crucified.  

While staying in Kreang Tnaot, I would tie 

my jungle hammock each night between two of the 

supporting posts under our host’s house. His four 

dogs had all made their places on the wooden 

platform over which I had stretched my hammock. They lay there half asleep with one ear cocked and at 

the ready to bark at any suspicious movement they might detect out there in the darkness. All this was 



situated next to the shelter for the oxen – three female adults and a male calf. The calf was small enough 

that it could come and go as it pleased, passing easily between the slats of the gate. He didn’t want to 

sleep at night like the other oxen, but preferred to wander around our sleeping quarters under the house to 

satisfy his curiosity by sniffing our rucksacks and occasionally butting his head against my body 

cocooned inside the hammock. Consequently this disturbance would wake me each time he nudged me 

but it gave me the benefit of those quiet moments in the dark to reflect upon the events of the days we had 

spent beyond city limits traveling deep into the provinces and to think about the spirit world that engulfed 

us like a uncharted sea and to meditate on the Spirit of God who from the beginning of time has hovered 

over these same waters saying, “Let there be light.”   

 

   


