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A highway shall be there,  
and it shall be called the Holy Way. 

ISAIAH 35:8 

 

 

NNeewwss  ffrroomm  HHeerree  aanndd  TThheerree  
 

Lawang 
When I was in Lawang last July, three large meetings took place: a seminar for pastors and 
church workers (attended by upward of two hundred people), the annual meeting of the mission 
with our leaders from all over the country, and a one week Bible Camp open to the public 
(attended by upward of three hundred people). All of these were being held in buildings that 
would be crowded with sixty people. They told me that in June, there had been six hundred young 
people there for a one week camp, for which they had rented several other buildings around 
town. It appeared that the property next door might become available and, if acquired, would 
double our space. I agreed to pray about this. At the end of 1991, the property was indeed offered 
for sale. A friend of The Holy Way contributed a very substantial gift for the purchase of the 
property. 

Since then, several unpredictable things have happened. The owners of the property raised the 
price quite out of sight. A title search revealed that there was not a clear title to the property. 

Then a house on a good sized lot across the triangular field in front of our Training Center 
became available at a lower price and has been purchased. It is only 100 meters away, and 
provides good opportunity for expansion. The money saved in purchasing this place instead of 
the other will be used to fix up the house and build more rooms in the back. 

They hope to have the house ready for use during the Discipleship Training Course which this 
year is June 16 to July 14. 

The ministers' conference this year is in Jakarta from August 10 to 14. The annual meeting is on 
August 21 and 22. The general Bible Camp is at Lawang August 25-28. Please pray for these 
events. You might even consider attending one or more of them. 

 

Diogenes 
Diogenes is from the small island of Alor. When our boat Imanuel visited there in 1970, he joined 
the crew. He helped to maintain and pilot the ship, since he had previous experience in that line. 
In 1978 he came to study at Lawang and graduated in 1981. For the next few years, he was 
stationed in Lawang to drive and maintain the car. But he did much more than drive. Often, after 



driving a team to its place of ministry, he went to the meeting and exercised his strong prophetic 
ministry. 

In 1985, he married Adriana, also a graduate of LBTC. Their son Yosia was born the next year. 
Adriana had a very powerful intercessory ministry and was long a part of the intercessors' team at 
Lawang. 

In 1987, they moved to Sumba to continue a ministry established there several years before by 
Lazarus Memangkay. Diogenes and Adriana learned the local language and taught the people 
there, engaging the women in intercessory ministry, and gathering the young people three times 
a week for teaching. 

In March of 1991, Adriana died of cancer of the brain. Diogenes was devastated and returned to 
Lawang with Yosia. When I talked with him last July, he was intending to return to Sumba after 
Yosia finished this year of school.  

It now seems good to The Holy Way leadership in Indonesia and in the United States, as well as 
to Diogenes, to send him instead to Kupang on the island of Timor to start a new training center 
there. We have long done ministry on Timor and have prayed about starting a training center 
there. Recently a house has been offered in which this project could be begun. At the last Holy 
Way board meeting, it was voted to send funding to rent this building and help the project get 
started. 

 

Visit to Serui 
At the end of last year, Oktav Mambrasa, one of the elders of the Lawang Training Center, visited 
his native Serui, a small island off the north coast of Irian. He reports: 

There is a powerful move of God going on in Serui. People who have been into witchcraft are 
being delivered. 

I had one particularly beautiful ministry experience. There was a man who was renowned for his 
evil ways. He was a thief and bound up in witchcraft. He was pushed aside and ignored by all 
people. When I heard about him from the leaders in Serui, the Lord reminded me of Luke 4: 18, 
19. I went to visit him. He said that day he had tried eight times to go out but felt like someone 
was restraining him. He went to his room and tried to sleep but couldn't. When we came, he 
thought it was the police. His wife assured him that it was not the police, but the Rev. Mr. 
Mambrasa. He came out to meet us. I told him the Lord had sent us to visit him. He was amazed 
at these words. I spoke the Gospel to them and ended by praying for their deliverance. Then I 
prayed for the love of the heavenly 

Father to be poured out on them. They both began to weep. The team that was with me was 
deeply moved. I hugged him and assured him of the Father's love. They have now become 
Christians and truly love Jesus. 

 

Manado 
"Say not ye, there are yet four months, and then cometh the harvest? Behold, I say to you, lift up 
your eyes, and look on the fields, for they are white already to harvest." We see everywhere 
among the local fellowships around northern Celebes and in Sangihe new people dedicating 
themselves to the Lord to follow Jesus with all their heart. 

We rejoice in the June wedding of graduates of the Manado Bible Training Center, Agus 
Ponggola and Nancy. They have been sent to Ujung Pandang to help with ministry there. We 
have had many people lately calling us for counselling. Last week, we were broken hearted to 
see a husband and wife, both with their bellies severely swollen with cancer. They both said they 
were ready to die and see the Lord. We asked them, "Have you been filled with the Holy Spirit?" 
They said, "Not yet, we do not understand about the Holy Spirit." After we explained to them that 



Jesus is the Baptizer in the Holy Spirit, this hungry couple were filled with the Holy Spirit and 
spoke in tongues. Their faces were renewed and full of joy. 

After leaving this family, we went to Andengan, about 50 kilometers from Manado, where we 
visited Mr. and Mrs. Dik Suatan. They have three children. The little boy whose name is Vecky 
was possessed by an evil spirit. The Lord touched the little boy and united the family again in his 
love. 

Last night, a Chinese couple who live near the Manado Training Center received the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and the Lord healed them from heart and skin disease. 

 

time to grow 
by David Stube 
This is the last of a three part series from the travel log of my fifth child, who visited Indonesia late 
last fall to promote his play Lubang Buaya: The Crocodile's Lair. David's series has reminded me 
once again, that my children and I experienced the rigors of missionary life much differently. Ed. 

Now I return to Nongkojajar almost three times as old as I was when I left. I see many things I did 
not see when I was twelve. It is still a sleepy Javanese village, but electricity is replacing kero 
sene lamps, running water is sometimes found indoors, and paved roads have made 
Nongkogkojajar a half hour journey from the city rather than a day long arduous expedition. 

Wednesday and Sunday are still market days, but the farmers bring their goods to market by 
motorized vehicles instead of horses and coolies. My childhood friends may have children as old 
as we once were when we first met a quarter of a century ago. 

Maybe all it really took was time to be able to see what I see now. The lessons to be learned then 
just seemed so harsh and alien to me. I imagine today what it must have felt like then for the 
apple tree I planted in front of my high school principal's house-a cold-climate fruit tree facing life 
on the equator. I never pruned this mere twig upshoot, never shaped the branches or plucked the 
leaves off to make it think it was fall. After I planted it, others gave it the care it needed to survive 
on this tropical island. Now, I return to find it flourishing on Java, maturing to bear fruit twice a 
year here where there is no winter. I find it thick with luscious red apples, branches bowed over 
nearly to the ground. 

My brothers and sisters and I did not live in Nongkojajar long enough to understand that our 
Javanese companions were not just kids. Koestini's arranged wedding outraged my sister and 
me. Koes, our sixth grade classmate, was barely more than a big girl when she became 
Sugianto's child bride. Sugi, fifteen years her senior, had already embarked on a career with the 
forest service. Now, I visit her happy home, meet her three children, and talk with her loving 
husband. How were we to know? Would we have been as outraged if we knew how Koes lived 
happily ever after? 

Across the street from Koes lives Yu Rip who for so many years provided loving care to my 
invalid mother and me. She bathed and fed Mom and pampered me. Whenever I came out of the 
shower, she had clean clothes waiting for me. Never did I wear anything missing a button, torn, or 
stained. Yu Rip stayed with us faithfully for years, returning home to Nongkojajar only after Mom 
and I returned to the States. Now she cares for her own family. Her niece is married to one of my 
classmates. I cross the road and visit. She fixes black Java coffee and insists I take apples home. 

In the middle of the dusty road I meet my bosom buddy, Slamet. He's a truck driver now. He 
jumps down from his truck calling my name. The years melt away as we look into each other's 
eyes again, remembering at once how we spent each waking moment together at school and 
home, Iistening to rock music and talking about girls. Now he has a load of apples to deliver three 
days' journey across the island, but he makes me promise to stay and wait those three days – his 
eyes speaking louder than words that twenty years would never change the fact that he was my 
best friend in Nongkojajar. 



Up the road, I visit Gwan An's grave. 1970 was one hell of a year for my family and our mission in 
Nongkojajar. We marched out of the sixties with a revival magazine, a radio station, and a loyal 
evangelical team. We shared a dream of discipling others to reach out to the thousands of islands 
that make up the Indonesian archipelago. We lived communally, crowding into two very small 
houses. We were closer than most brothers and sisters care to be. We were all in it together, my 
parents, my siblings, and this team of fervent young men, Gwan An, Rocky, and Bo Sioe. We lost 
Gwan An in January that year, Rocky one month later, and my brother early that fall. 

(Photo: Rocky and Bo Sioe) 

Why did they have to die? Sitting now at the foot of An's grave in the restful shade of the beringin 
tree, overlooking apple orchards fenced by roses and bamboo, I can still taste anger that is 
twenty years old-anger at Christians who thought it was more appropriate to praise God for An's 
death than to mourn him. Anger at my father for not being able to keep this 23 year-old man alive 
or even to be at home with me when An died there on my thirteenth birthday. Anger at having to 
fill our hunger by equally dividing An's portion of food after he died, as we had nothing to eat at 
home other than that which we could salvage from our depleted vegetable garden and the market 
garbage pile. Anger that people die. Anger that we don't know what for. 

 

Gwan An 
I was there with An that night he died. Wearily, he told me he was ready to go home to Jesus, 
tired of being sick, tired of throwing up blood and pieces of his lungs, and ever trusting that God 
would bring new workers to replace him. I listened to his readiness that night but never heard or 
accepted it until ten years later when my mother took my hand and helped me face her death. 

"I'm going to kick the bucket," Mom told me then, her words followed by her big cheshire cat smile 
when she greeted me. My sister had called saying the time was at hand. Driving across the 2500 
miles that separated us had not brought me any closer to being able to deal with what still lay 
ahead. But Mom made it easy, as if dying is just another serious thing living people do. She had 
taught me so much about life; now she wanted to teach me about dying. 

Most of those last few days were spent sitting on the foot of her bed. The last twenty-eight years 
of her life, raising eight children between two continents, she had suffered from multiple sclerosis. 
During the final ten years she was bed-ridden. So her bed became for us what a kitchen is to 
most families-a place to gather and be a family. I spent the better half of my teenage years 
working things out on my guitar there. Those last few days she loved to hear me sing a John 
Denver tune, Annie's Song. I could never get past one line without my eyes welling up: "Let me 
lay down beside you, let me die in your arms.' When she heard that Dad and I had been over to 
the old folks home singing Gospel tunes, she demanded we sing for her too. My brothers and 
sisters gathered as we sang The Old Rugged Cross. Though by the end of the song all had 
joined in, few could be heard; singing gave way to tears as we struggled through the final lines, "I 
will cling to that old rugged cross and exchange it someday for a crown." 

Mom was ready. The morning before her last day, she pulled out all the needles and tubes that 
might suspend her death. When she felt all her children accepted her wish to go and after she 
told us each goodbye, my dad granted her final wish. She had told us that one of the most 
precious moments of marriage was each evening, when she and Dad would lie in bed, hold each 
other and talk, with all her kids drifting off to the sound of murmuring voices. At the last, Dad bent 
over her in the sterile hospital bed and held her until she closed her eyes for the last time. 

She still lives. I felt her presence when each of my babies was born. I hear her every time I sing 
her ditties to my children: "I am a villain, a dirty little villain. I put poison in my mother's cream of 
wheat." I feel her inside me when I love my babies-though now it is my turn to hold them for her 
and make up silly songs for them as she did for me. Every poem and song I write, I imagine how 
she would hear it. 

And she is here now as I sit on Gwan An's grave. It was Mom who woke me up after I fell asleep 
keeping watch with him on his last night. "An's gone," she told me simply. 



Now twenty years later, I just as simply accept my mother's words as I know I have become a 
living memorial to her. I open my eyes and see that Gwan An lives in the way I handle money; he 
was our treasurer. And Rocky lives in the way I play guitar; he taught my how. 

And, in this same way, this vast Indonesian evangelical complex is a memorial to Gwan An and 
Rocky. Gwan An and Rocky never lived to see the massive evangelical war machine for which 
they laid down their lives that year. But the vision they had has become a reality today. There are 
five disciple training centers throughout Indonesia, branches in 11 of 27 provinces and literally 
thousands of training center graduates. 

As I let the bitterness, anger, and doubt weep deep into An's grave to rest with him until our 
eternal return, I open my eyes. With deeper appreciation now, I look at the life around me and 
bounty of God's grace. And I accept: An's gone. Time to grow. 

 

The next Holy Way members' meeting is scheduled for July 11, 9:30 a.m., at the home of 
Fr. Ed Stube and Douglas Preston, 827 West Cross Street, Baltimore, Maryland. 

 

The Holy Convocation 1992 
The 1992 Holy Convocation will be held at the Bishop Claggett Center in Buckeystown, Maryland 
beginning with registration on Sunday, July 12 at 5:00 p.m. and ending after lunch on Friday, July 
17. 

Holy Convocation is a festival to the Lord, a time of laying down the cares of our daily life and 
seeking a deeper relationship with Jesus in prayer, worship, and Bible study. Manifestation of the 
gifts of the Holy Spirit is encouraged so that we can hear the Lord's voice and receive his 
ministry. 

The topic of this year's Holy Convocation is: God's love manifested in the Body of Christ. 

The total cost for the week is $210. Limited scholarships are available. 

We hope that you can be there. Give serious prayer to people you could invite who would profit 
by The Holy Convocation. 

Holy Convocation Registration Form 

Name:     Telephone:    

Address:     City:     

State:    ZIP:    

Send this registration form and $50.00 registration fee to: 

Bishop Claggett Center, P.O. Box 40, Buckeystown, MD 21717. 

 

 

According to the Pattern 
Book Review by James Roosevelt 

According to the Pattern is a compelling and immensely interesting book written by the Reverend 
Edwin B. Stube in 1982. It can be read at three levels, or all three at once.  

One, a compendium of fascinating anecdotes about the author's experiences in Indonesia 
between 1965 and 1980. This was the era when the Holy Spirit moved so powerfully with signs 
and wonders in those islands.  

Two, a manual on how to start and operate a church based on theology, Bible teaching, and no 



small degree of practical experience.  

And, three, for us who are attempting to attain to a greater degree of spiritual maturity, insights, 
knowledge, and observations concerning a walk in the Spirit-what to expect and how to reach 
forward. I know of no other book that includes these three strands in such a practical and simply 
stated manner. 

Fr. Stube was born in 1922 in New Jersey. After college, and a tour as choir director, music 
teacher and organist at various New England locations, he was ordained to the priesthood of the 
Episcopal Church in 1957. Then followed a period as Curate, Chaplain, and Vicar in Montana. 
The call to Indonesia came clearly and divinely. He answered that call. And it is well for us that he 
did. The experiences he recounts in order to illustrate his premises tell us much about life and 
culture half way round the world in a nation that few of us will visit. It was there that Fr. Stube 
gathered a small group of young native Indonesians. They dedicated their lives to prayer, study, 
and waiting on the Lord. It was not long before the Lord led them out into ministry. Signs and 
wonders followed-what Fr. Stube refers to as "audio/visual aids." Of course, God is the same 
yesterday, today, and forever. Yes, miracles like these have been reported in other parts of the 
world-including America. But still, I doubt if many of us have read a compendium of the 
supernatural such as appears in According to the Pattern. 

The book is divided into twelve chapters of varied lengths entitled: Born Anew, Scriptural 
Teaching on Evangelism, Practicing Evangelism, How to Pray, Sanctified Christian Living, In the 
Spirit, Forming Fellowships, Training for Ministry, Prayer and Ministry, One in the Body, New 
Testament Order, and On to Maturity. These are simple descriptions of the contents of each. If 
followed consecutively, they would lead to mature bodies of Christians operating along New 
Testament lines. The fact is, they have been instituted and tried in Indonesia. The result has been 
a rapid growth of Bible Training Centers and the spread of Christianity throughout those islands. 

From that handful of young men in 1965, the Holy Way in Indonesia has grown to more than a 
dozen centers in different locations and has exerted a life-transforming effect on thousands of 
Indonesians. That is not all. A copy of this book fell into the hands of a group of Africans in 
Nigeria. They have established a fellowship based on these principles and recommendations. At 
last writing, it was flourishing. 

Years ago a wise man said, "There is nothing wrong with the Sermon on the Mount; it is just that 
no one has ever tried to live that way." The same might be said for Western reaction to 
"According to the Pattern". The reaction of Americans is that there isn't time, or money, or popular 
permission to do such a thing. Fr. Stube writes, "It is not easy to bring a church into this divine 
order. The traditions of almost all churches are against it. Each denomination has its own 
organizational order which is more or less at odds with this divine order. .." One wonders what 
might happen if a group of us did dedicate our lives to the principles articulated in this book. 

This does not mean that there isn't plenty in this book for us to consider adopting into our lives. 
Almost every page contains a suggestion or a word of wisdom. Some of these are stated so 
simply that one almost misses the suggestion. They point to a different and more profound way of 
reading Scripture or worship or life. They ring true, but they are not always easy. For instance, 
"We, like Christ, will be made perfect through obedience and through much suffering. We will 
learn ever deeper meanings of the Cross, burning out all remnants of sin and selfishness, 
perfecting our dedication and Christ-like character, denying ourselves, making our lives a 
sacrifice for others, as Christ's life was a sacrifice for us." This line, as all who know Fr. Stube 
realize, is based on experience. Most that is irrelevant has been burnt away from his own life. The 
result is simplicity and a radiant glow of Christ-likeness. Getting to this point, one learns, was not 
easy. But for those who would follow, this is the book. And if one goes all the way through, the 
last chapter contains an exquisite view of what can await us. 

 

According to the Pattern; 128 pages; available for $5.95 a copy from: The Holy Way, 827 West 
Cross St., Baltimore, MD 21230-2501 (see book order blank on next page). 
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Total 

 NEW BOOK: A Call to Battle. This new publication is a transcript of a 
powerful, supernatural Bible Camp on: The World Mission of the Church. 

 
$5.95 

 

 Stube, E. B., The Purposes of God. AVAILABLE AUGUST 1992. An 
invaluable book outlining God's intention for the establishment of His 
Kingdom and the preparation of His Bride. 

5.95  

 Stube, E. B., According to the Pattern: A Manual for Church Planting. This 
book deals with New Testament methods of church growth and renewal. 

 
5.95 

 

 Stube, E. B., Fellowship in the Holy Spirit. This booklet gives instruction in 
the exercise of the gifts of the Holy Spirit and how they operate in worship 
and ministry and the life of the Body of Christ. 

 
 

2.00 

 

 Stube, E. B., In the Beauty of Holiness. This small book, now in its second 
printing, gives understanding on right worship. 

 
3.00 

 

 Selvig, Bernice, Tongues of Fire. This booklet gives a powerful teaching On 
effective intercession. 

 
2.00 

 

 How to Pray. (Tract) .50  

 Hearing God's Voice. (Tract) .50  
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