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A Vapour: 
 
Our recent visitor from Papua New Guinea reminded us that he was in early grade 
school when we first moved to the jungle of Papua New Guinea.  He is now about 30 
years old.  Last week our youngest son turned 33 and I was reminded once again at 
how quickly time passes.  Then tonight we had a friend over for dinner who is moving to 
Sydney and we discussed the Scripture, “Whereas ye know not what shall be on the 
morrow. For what is your life? It is even a vapour, that appeareth for a little time, and 
then vanisheth away.”  James 4:14.  I have felt nostalgic and convicted about many 
things this month and am thankful for the reminders that the Lord gives us to redeem 
the time.  
 
Invasions: 
 
The invasions of woolly caterpillars and millipedes have started once again.  I know it 
can be controversial about the best way to get rid of them.  I mean whether or not to use 
pesticides.  Therefore here lately Frank sweeps them up and dumps the dustpan full of 
them down the storm drain.  I wonder if they can swim and so I sweep them up and put 
them into a plastic bag and tie it off real good and throw it away in the rubbish bin.  I’m 
not sure how much all of this is “redeeming the time” but it makes me feel better 
knowing they won’t get in the house.   ☺ 
 
Echoes: 
 
Frank wrote in his mission report about the loud echo at the community hall that we just 
rented.  I’m wondering if American pastors preach louder than Australian pastors, in 
general, because one man who visited a few months ago before this community hall 
said, “My word, you preach loud enough to reach the whole valley.”  However I never 
thought Frank preached all that loud.  Or else I’m just used to it.  Yet when we rented 
this last building, the echo was so reverberating and noisy that it hurt my ears too.  One 
Sunday I made a small motion for Frank to lower his voice.  Then my neck and ear 
started itching due to some mosquito bites and I absent-mindedly started scratching 
them.  I noticed that Frank lowered his voice even more.  I get amazed at how 
preachers can concentrate and preach and also notice the movements of people in the 
audience.  So although I had the itching, I wasn’t about to scratch anymore and make 
him wonder how low he could talk without it being a whisper.  ☺   
 
A friend in Christ, 
Cyd James 
 


