
The proverb, “A rolling stone gathers no moss” has both negative and positive connotations 

depending on how it’s interpreted. In one sense it refers to a shiftless vagabond who won’t stay in one 

place long enough to establish a productive life. On the other hand, it’s someone who’s always on the 

move with a definite purpose in mind. The word “missionary” implies a nomadic life. In light of the Great 

Commission, I don’t know of any other way to interpret it. This month’s report is about a small band of 

rolling stones. 
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“Their voice has gone out into all the earth, their words to the ends of the world.” Romans 10.18 NIV 

 

hile traveling through Kompong Speu and Battambang Provinces with Noy and fellow 

missionary Narith with his daughter Juli in tow for the last couple weeks, I saw a great 

many things to think about. In fact, just calling ourselves missionaries conjures up a lot 

of images. Mission implies travel, sometimes far off, sometimes nearby. But it’s all about going where 

there are people. I’ve said before that if we believe in Christ we’re all missionaries. That’s because 

missions is designed to be a way of life and not a career. So any mode of travel that gets us where we’re 

going is the ticket. One thing that struck me this time out is the relativity of distance. A lot of variables 

effect how far a place is. Measuring that distance in miles or kilometers serves only as a point of 

reference. But the terrain, the weather conditions, the means of travel, what shape the road is in (provided 

there is a road) and the circumstances that arise along the way ultimately determine whether a place is 

near or far.  

 Mechanical ox is ko yun in Khmer. It’s a plow in fact, with a tractor engine to pull it instead of 

an ox to which a trailer can be attached for hauling a load. The ko yun is fast becoming the principle mode 

of transportation in farming communities here in Cambodia displacing the traditional oxcart. It feeds on 

diesel fuel instead of grass and hay, which goes for around 2800 riels a liter. That comes out to about 

$2.80 a gallon.   

We were spending a few days on my brother-

in-law’s farm in Battambang Province after we had 

gotten done working in Kompong Speu Province. The 

farm is located at a place called Stok Provoeuk. His 

sons had gotten a rice mill a few months before and 

had built an open-sided shed for it. It’s in this shed 

that we always tie our hammocks and set up our 

quarters. Looking directly west from there is a range 

of mountains visible against the horizon. I asked Pros 

(pronounced /proh/), one of Puth’s sons (pronounced 

/put/), how far he thought those mountains were from 

us. Kilometers is one thing but the time it takes to 

cover them is altogether something else. He was a bit 

vague about the distance but said it would take about an hour to get there. I have found that if you double 

the figure they give you, you get a reasonable ballpark estimate. I said to him, “Let’s head out that way 

tomorrow. I want to see what it’s like now.”  
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I’d been out there once before several years ago 

when the road was nothing but a narrow, tree stump 

studded mud track cut deep into the loamy soil. I had a 

4X4 Ford truck to use back then. Puth had a few 

hectares of land out there where he had been growing 

sesame. The arable terrain approaching the mountains, 

while still forested in parts, was being cleared for 

cassava cultivation. The mountains however, remain 

thick with primeval jungle cover to this day. The road is 

now better than it was the first time I went out there, 

but that too is subject to the parameters of relativity 

when considering its former condition. It‘s still a dirt 

road, still bone-jarring rough, and now with the winter 

monsoon rains upon us, still a quagmire in parts, but 

generally passable so long as you have the right equipment. A ko yun then is just the vehicle for the job. 

And that’s how we planned to make our journey.  

Next day we hooked the trailer to the ko yun and were good to go. There were five of us: Pros, 

who drove the tractor, Narith and his daughter Juli, then Noy and me. We rode to the market for a 

breakfast of coffee and kwi-teo, (that’d be a bowl of rice noodles and pork), then got started on our way. 

We turned off the loop road a few meters ahead and onto the trail that would take us to the mountains 

after tightening a few bolts on the left side tractor wheel. Most of the local population of Stok Provoeuk 

centers on the marketplace so it wasn’t long before we were traveling through country where farmhouses 

are farther apart and fewer in between. The sky looked good as Pros picked his way through a gauntlet of 

pot holes, mud holes, bumps and large stones imbedded in the hard packed dirt for traction. We sat behind 

him bounced, jarred and jostled about on the wood plank trailer bed with our feet hanging over the edge. 

Just as I figured, about 2 hours later we arrived at a little settlement called Trenop Koki, crossed a crude 

wooden bridge and arrived at the home of a 

young lady whose family is close friends 

with Puth’s. She lives there with her 

husband and daughter in a one room shack 

with a tin roof and dirt floor. They have a 

solar panel that generates enough electricity 

for illumination at night and to power a 

small TV. There’s an open ditch close by 

for a well from which she draws water with 

a rope tied to a bucket and back a ways 

from the shack is the outhouse. There are a 

handful of other houses clustered there with 

one sporting a little roadside store that sells 

various dry goods, condiments and farm 

tools. It has a generator and an air compressor. There is a hand painted sign nailed to a post that reads, 

“Bah Kong” meaning, “Tire Repair.” The mountains are still another kilometer or so ahead. From that 

point on the road narrows until it’s not much more than a winding footpath.   

The young lady’s name is Chanthoeun. She made us a lunch of rice and catfish fried with ginger. 

Let me say here that much of what we do as missionaries is spontaneous. There’s a time and place for the 

more planned out approach of doing things of course, but for the most part it’s about being who we are as 

we move amongst the people. We invited Chanthoeun to join us in thanking God for the good food she’d 

prepared for us as well as for her hospitality asking her what she’d like us to pray about on her behalf. She 

told us to pray for her family’s health and safety and that’s what we did. Talking about Jesus with her 

came as naturally as talking about the weather and that’s how we used our time with her to good effect. 



By then the sky was growing darker with a massive thunderhead rearing up off to the northwest. 

Noy and I figured we’d better get going now if we were to make it up to the foot of those mountains 

before that storm broke loose on us, so we borrowed Chanthoeun’s motorcycle, left Narith and Juli at the 

house, and rode off to cover the last few kilometers. The path ended at a field of cassava. It was just 

beginning to rain. We left the motorcycle at the edge of the cassava field and hot-footed the rest of the 

way across the furrows of cassava cuttings 

stuck at intervals into the soil to root 

making our way to a small shelter that had 

been built upon a large slab of rock at the 

foot of the mountain. The farmer and his 

family quit the field when the rain started 

coming down in earnest and headed for the 

shelter, too.  That shelter is where they live 

when tending their crops. They have a 

couple of dogs, but one member of the 

family is a one-armed monkey. It had gotten 

its arm caught in a trap when it was a baby 

and the arm had gotten infected. The family 

rescued it but had to amputate the arm. It 

grew up with them and when they tried to release it, it wouldn’t leave. So now it’s family. We didn’t 

know these folks but as is true with practically all Cambodians, they were very gracious about our taking 

shelter from the storm at their place. The rain came down in torrents but passed fairly quickly. While we 

waited for the rain to abate, I thought about their little shack perched there atop that massive outcropping 

of rock. It wasn’t much to look at as structures go, but they couldn’t have built it on a better foundation. 

So in the missionary spirit I told them about the wise and foolish builders while the rain thundered down 

on the thin tin roof above our heads. 

In some ways things haven’t changed much in the last 2,000 years. Jesus and his disciples would 

take off on these long treks through the country running into all kinds of people telling them about the 

coming of the kingdom of God. I imagine the distances they covered were measured in Roman miles on 

the one hand, by the number of days it took to get to where they were going on the other, but mostly by 

the adventures they had along the way as they proclaimed the Good News of the coming kingdom. So 

now that we’ve seen it, how the people are scattered around out there, I want to keep going back and I 

want to see what’s on the other side of those mountains too, keeping in mind that as we go, Jesus is right 

there traveling with us showing us the way, even to the very ends of the world.  

 

 

  


