
A Handful of Nails 

Bill & Noy Peeler’s Mission Letter 

April 2015 

bill.noy.peeler@worldpersonnel.org 

http://www.thefellowship.info/Missions/Field-personnel/peeler 
 

“So you also, when you have done everything you were told to do, should say, ‘We are unworthy servants; we 

have only done our duty.’” Luke 17.10  

 

The way I see it, it’s the accumulative effect of small things that ultimately leads to the big 

momentous events. Think about it. Every historical event is the composite of the experiences and actions 

of countless individuals whose names we’ll probably never hear anything about. And yet without them 

there would be no history. But each one’s story is an intense drama of which every detail is known in the 

mind of God. Consider the people Jesus met during his three-year ministry – ordinary and nondescript for 

the most part, but so powerfully significant in degree and scope according to God’s thinking that their 

stories appear on the pages of Scripture. In a very real sense our stories are recorded there too as heirs of 

those who preceded us while the story of God’s kingdom-come continues to unfold even now in our own 

time. It’s impossible to predict what will come of our service to the Lord as we speak and act in his name. 

But we can be certain that it all plays a crucial role in God’s redemptive purpose. Most of us probably 

remember this old nursery rhyme: 

 

For want of a nail the shoe was lost. 

For want of a shoe the horse was lost. 

For want of a horse the rider was lost. 

For want of a rider the battle was lost. 

For want of a battle the kingdom was lost. 

And all for the want of a horseshoe nail. 

 

Well, a nail is about as noteworthy as most of us will ever get to be. But that’s just the point. If 

that’s all we are, then we should work hard at it and be the best nail possible because, excuse the pun, 

there’s a lot more riding on it than meets the eye. 

A few weeks ago Noy and I took the bus to Kompong Thom to pay Pastor Horn a visit. He was 

hosting a training event for some of the pastors and leaders of the Cambodia Baptist Union with whom 

we are partnering. Aside from the fellowship, I had the opportunity to address the group about the need 

for Christian unity. With so much denominational competition going on in Cambodia siphoning off a 

major share of the energy needed for building a credible and cohesive Christian presence, I thought I 

ought to say something about it. So I walked us through Ephesians 4.1-16. We stayed there a couple 

nights then caught the bus for Phnom Penh. 

We hooked up with our dauntless ministry partner, Nareth again and prepared for another road 

trip in his three-wheeled motorcycle. We bought a new front tire for it, loaded up and headed out for 

Kreang Thnaot Village next morning, which lies about a half day’s travel south of the capital. Our aim 

was to clear out several years of tangled brush and thorns that was working hard to reclaim the little lot on 

which an abandoned church building stood and to show the Jesus film in the village. It took us three days 

to clear the lot. We stayed four nights sleeping in our hammocks under our host’s house and dining on the 

simple fare of a typical rice farmer, which isn’t really all that bad – chicken, fish, pork, rice, veggies and 

watermelon mostly. Nareth showed the Jesus film that first night. As it’s a small village, a sizable portion 

of its inhabitants came out to see it. The second night he showed the Moses film, the old full-length 
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Hollywood version. It was long and I was dead-tired for which cause I nodded off and keeling over in my 

chair, went tumbling down the slope on which I was perched with the chair following close behind, doing 

a number of flips and rolls through the dust. It was a minor mishap to be sure but one that provided a little 

impromptu comedy relief for the audience. This happened about half-way through the film. I dusted off as 

best I could and managed to stay awake to the end. Early next morning we loaded up again and headed 

out for Chumrum Village.  

Chumrum Village is even smaller than Kreang Thnaot. It’s located on an artificial island and is 

little more than a pile of dirt located precisely in the middle of nowhere. We took a number of bone-

jarring dirt roads to get there following an old family friend of Noy’s that we’d arranged to meet out on 

the main highway, a man named Tuoch whom she hadn’t seen for over 40 years. He led the way on his 

motorcycle. After the war the government had built up that spot with truckloads of dirt to settle anyone 

willing to live there and cultivate rice. It was built up like that on account of its being situated on a flood 

plain. Even the roads go under when the waters rise. But when we were there it was just a mound of earth 

on the drab, parched landscape surrounded by a vast sea of stubble and fallow rice paddy. Nareth showed 

the Jesus film there too the one night we spent in the village. During the day we visited around answering 

questions about our faith and recounting the life and work of Christ and the significance all that has for 

the human race.  I noticed a crooked little four-legged stool at Tuoch’s place and asked if I could buy it 

off him. He said no, he’d rather give it to me. Well, I couldn’t accept that. He’d made the stool with his 

own hands, so later on I gave his wife a few bucks saying that was money to help defray the cost of 

hosting us. Most folks coming to Cambodia buy those beautifully handcrafted souvenirs sold where 

tourists are likely to frequent. But I’m always attracted to the ordinary things, the well-worn everyday 

artifacts of no special significance to anyone except maybe someone like me. I really love those 

unadorned practical objects that weather and age without the least fanfare or recognition. Like something 

Jesus might have cobbled together for use around the house from scraps of wood whenever he had a little 

spare time on his hands. Anyway, I’m taking that stool to the US with me whenever I go back.  

We returned to Phnom Penh where Noy and I boarded a bus back to Siem Reap after nearly two 

weeks on the road. Next day we had Peang, our regular tuk-tuk driver take us to Phlong Village. We sat 

down with a handful of its residents under the new house that was built by Pastor Van San and some 

Brazilian believers a couple months ago to replace the one that had collapsed during a prayer meeting on 

account of it was on its last leg with too many people crowded inside. They’d been meeting out under a 

tree when it started raining. That’s why everybody headed for the house. There’s a nice new sturdy one 

there now. I opened the Khmer language Bible and took us on a tour of some key verses along that well-

traveled route we call the Roman Road (5.8; 3.23; 6.23; 10.13; and 10.9-10) to shore up any 

misunderstandings there might be about the nature of grace with regard to sin, the futility of human effort 

with regard to salvation, and the simplicity of faith with regard to obtaining favor with God, eternal life 

and citizenship in his kingdom.  

Our next trip took us by bus to Kompong Kdei to locate a 100-year old lady we’d met with the 

SMI medical team last January. I remembered that she was living somewhere in Chi Kreng at a place 

called Chnol Kang Lek. Yadi, a member of our home church back in Winder, GA had seen photos I 

posted of her. She wired us some money with instructions to purchase a few things she might find useful 

and to give her the remaining cash to spend however she chose. At the Kompong Kdei market we bought 

50 kg. of rice, some fruit, and a beautiful bright silk sarong with peacock motif and an embroidered peach 

colored blouse to go with it. Next we hired a couple of guys with motorcycles to take us with our supplies 

to find her, which turned out to be easier than I expected. To me one farmhouse looks like another. But 

Noy has a sharp eye for the inconspicuous and a farm girl’s mind for remembering the minutest of details. 

As soon as we passed the place she recognized it immediately and of course, she was right on. So there 

was our old lady relaxing in the shade under her house, in good health and surprised to see us again. It 

was a memorable visit. A bunch of neighbors came around to see what was going on. We gave her the 

things we’d brought for her and the cash with a photo of Yadi so she could see what her admirer looked 

like. Yadi’s own mother had reached the ripe old age of 102, so Yadi had a special purpose in mind when 

she sent us that money. Her name is Suong. She remembered us and that we are Christians. Noy followed 



up on that explaining to her and those gathered around us about God, Jesus, the cross and salvation. 

Suong tried on her new clothes and I have to say she looked great in them. She was surprised to learn Noy 

is my wife. She said too bad about that because if I was single she’d have used her charms on me. 

Speaking of charms, Suong had one of those red strings tied around her wrist for good luck and  

protection from the plethora of spirits that cohabit the same space wherein they must live out their lives. 

Noy pointed out that with Christ we didn’t need good luck anymore. Right then and there she told her 

daughter to fetch a knife and cut it off.  

The following Sunday was Easter. For that reason we decided to visit Pastor Thoeur’s church in 

Krebei Riel. We hired Peang as usual to take us there in his tuk-tuk. What we planned on doing was to 

join his folks for worship then go visit Seuey, the young man who was paralyzed in a construction 

accident about a year and a half ago. Last January the SMI team had rigged up some chains and bars to 

help him maneuver himself, build up his strength, and use the wheelchair they got him to get around in. 

After a year laid up in bed under his house, what muscles he could still use had atrophied so badly that 

there was little he could do on his own. Well, we had to scrap our plan to go visit him because up comes 

Thoeur in his tuk-tuk with Seuey and his mom in tow to join the others for church. We got him out of the 

tuk-tuk and into the wheel chair. Then he commenced to wheel himself around on his own power. Prior to 

the SMI team’s visit his life consisted of staring at the ceiling day after day. I asked him if he’d been 

keeping up with his exercises and tested the strength of his grip. It was a whole lot stronger than the last 

time I checked. So there he was with his mom in Thoeur’s church singing with everybody else. Thoeur 

told me he’d become a believer a few weeks earlier and after that had gotten baptized at his house with a 

bucket of water.  

So what can I say but that we who serve the Lord are like a handful of nails just doing the job we 

were made to do. At the risk of one more pun, I suppose that’s the point I want to hammer home. If it 

weren’t for so many different people doing their part never knowing what the outcome might be but 

trusting that God has something really special in mind and will accomplish it, the whole world might have 

taken a different turn. What I mean is, whatever we do or don’t do ultimately effects the entire future of 

the human race for better or worse. For that reason we can’t afford to lose sight of this truth: 
“
For we are 

all partners with Christ if we hold firmly to the end the confidence we had at the beginning” (Hebrews 

3.14). 
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     Our ride – Chumrum Village, Takeo Province                                 Breakfast at Kreang Thnaot 

 

 

                 
    There’s my wooden stool – Chumrum Village                                Noy answering questions about Jesus 

 

 

         
          Where we stayed at Chumrum Village                                    At the edge of Chumrum Village                

 

 

 



          
        Choosing a sarong for Suong – Kg. Kdei                         Seuey at Pastor Thoeur’s church – Krebei Riel 

 

                
           Noy and Suong – Chnol Kang Lek                                   Suong trying on her new threads  


