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

ISAIAH 35:8 

 

 

LLeetttteerr  ffrroomm  tthhee  EEddiittoorr  
In this first newsletter of 1992, we want to greet our 
readers and tell you that we greatly appreciate the 
encouragement and support you have given during the 
past years. The response to the reply cards we put in the 
last two issues has been encouraging indeed. Many have 
assured us that you do indeed want to continue receiving 
the newsletter. Quite a few have sent us addresses of 
friends who should be on our mailing list. Some have 
volunteered to support individual posts in prayer; and even 
though we hadn't requested it, many people have sent in 
financial contributions. 
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It has been a little over a year since I reassumed the responsibilities of the newsletter. In that 
time, I had the privilege of returning to Indonesia for about a month and a half to meet hundreds 
of old friends and to gather exciting material for quite a few newsletters to come. A report on one 
of our newer posts will appear in this newsletter. Others will occur in subsequent editions.  

My son David, visited Indonesia in September. His report of this trip will also appear in this and 
subsequent issues.  

It appears that some explanation of our financial policy is in order. It has been the basic policy of 
The Holy Way to make financial needs known to God alone, since it is His provision we seek for 
daily needs and for the ministry. We have found Him to be wholly faithful in providing abundantly, 
if not always for wants, at least for needs. Only in a few extreme cases have we made needs 
known through this newsletter. There are also a few people with whom we share any major 
expenses, primarily so that they pray about these needs. We have greatly resisted enclosing 
cards and return envelopes, because many people have been conditioned to construe these as a 
subtle request for money. Several people, however, have told us that it would be a convenience 
to have the envelope when they do want to communicate or to send in book orders. At least for 
the present, therefore, we will continue to enclose envelopes. 

We commend our book list to your attention. These books give indications, of the reasons for the 
remarkable growth of the mission in Indonesia. Our book on church growth, According to the 
Pattern, has been used in courses at seminaries and for studies in churches. We keep getting 
orders from missionaries in remote parts of the world. Tongues of Fire, by Bernice Selvig gives 
radically effective ways of intercession for the Lord's Work. 
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Much of the work that is being done by The Holy Way is pioneer work, often in culturally remote 
and even physically dangerous places. 

There is always considerable resistance to the establishment of new outposts for the Lord. 
Serious intercession is needed. We do greatly appreciate the many people who have given 
themselves to doing this prayer work faithfully. I remember how encouraging it was to me in the 
heat of battle to receive a letter from a lady in a small city in Burma saying that her prayer group 
was praying for our work in Indonesia on a regular basis. She requested that we keep her up-to-
date on our struggles and needs so that they could pray more specifically. 

We are in the process of setting up procedures for keeping people in touch with specific prayer 
burdens for individuals and posts in Indonesia and Nigeria. We ask you to let us know if the Lord 
gives you a burden to pray for specific people or posts so that we can let them know you are 
praying for them and so that you can communicate with them if you would like. 

In Jesus' love, 

Ed Stube 

 

 

New Beginning in Western Kalimantan 
In the past two years, a marvellous new work has been started in and around the city of 
Pontianak in north-western Kalimantan (Borneo) by Wilfried Sianipar, a graduate of the Lawang 
Bible Training Center.  

Wilfried is a very wonderful servant of the Lord. He was born thirty-five years ago in Pematang 
Siantar, a small city in Northern Sumatra. He grew up in a Christian family in the predominantly 
Christian Batak tribe. While he was working on a bachelor of science degree in chemistry at the 
Chemistry Institute in Bogor (West Java), a Christian English professor led him into a personal 
relationship with the Lord. Two years later, in 1978, a friend took him to Lawang to visit. While 
there, he heard a pastor from Malang preach on the call of the Lord. His heart was touched, but 
he resisted that call five times before he finally gave in. 

After completing his studies in Bogor, he returned to his home town in Sumatra. For five months, 
he worked in the Goodyear rubber plantation near there. After three months, he heard the Lord's 
call again. When he again resisted the call, he became ill. When he finally decided to obey, he 
had peace. He left his work at the rubber plantation and headed for Surabaya in East Java 
intending to enter a Bible school there. Two schools in Surabaya turned him down. He went up to 
Lawang to pray about what he should do next. He was immediately accepted as a student there.  

In 1984, while still a student at the LBTC, he was put in charge of the Discipleship Training 
Schools which are held each year during the public schools' vacation month. Usually between 
fifty and eighty people of all ages and all walks of life attend these training programs. They are 
very intense short courses in the basics of the Christian life. Teachers are the staff and students 
of the LBTC and usually some guest lecturers, sometimes from overseas. Profound changes take 
place in the lives of the students. Most of them return to their own towns, to their schools or jobs 
to become powerful witnesses for Christ in their daily work. Some apply to enter the Lawang Bible 
Training Center as fulltime students. 

Wilfried did an outstanding job of administration of the courses, and also in promoting the spiritual 
formation of the students. There was always a powerful sense of the presence of the Holy Spirit. 

In 1988, we sent Wilfried and Agus Endarsa to Nigeria for five months. We had been contacted 
by a group there who had read our book and wanted to apply similar principles to their churches 
and Bible school. Wilfried and Agus shared their poverty and struggle, taught some of the basics 
of the biblical principles we had successfully applied in Indonesia. 

Since October of 1989, Wilfried has been starting the new work in Pontianak. The area around 

 2



Pontianak is largely Christian, both Protestant and Catholic. Their Christianity, however, is mixed 
with a lot of idol worship, especially in the villages. There is also a large Chinese population in the 
area which is predominantly Buddhist or Confucian. 

Wilfried has started a prayer fellowship in Pontianak which has about twenty-five members. They 
already have entered into worship in the Spirit. They held a Discipleship Training School there in 
June and July of this last year with sixteen young people in attendance. Five of these wanted to 
enter into further training. 

The ministry in Pontianak has already begun to reach out to villages round about. In Klampai, 
they found a church already in existence. But they soon realized that there was great need for 
deliverance. The people were still worshiping idols and the powers of darkness were great. Once, 
when they were praying for the church at a home prayer meeting, a small snake attached itself to 
Wilfried's thigh. It was very painful and obviously poisonous. Wilfried recognized this as an attack 
of the powers of darkness in the church. He rebuked it in the name of Jesus. He burned the 
snake, and then taught the people on the need for deliverance. About twenty men and women 
were prayed for for deliverance. 

The next morning there was no swelling on Wilfried's leg and only two little marks where the 
snake had struck. 

Since then, the people have begun to walk in the Spirit. Klampai sent several young people to the 
Discipleship Training School, and the pastor of the church also came. 

Some of the students that have been studying with Wilfried in Pontianak for a few months are 
beginning to help with ministry in other villages. They are reaching out to several villages that 
have no churches -Bodok, Tantang Es, and Kabong. 

At present, they are renting a building, but hope to acquire a permanent location. They also need 
more staff, since Wilfried's services are also requested at Lawang. 

Your prayers are urgently requested for the continuation and establishment of this wonderful new 
work. 

 

 

Holy Convocation 1992 
Plan now to attend Holy Convocation at Claggett Diocesan Center, Buckeystown, 
Maryland, July 12 through 17.  

Holy Convocation is a non-formal gathering for worship, listening to God, ministry in 
the Spirit, and intercession.  

There will be a planning session at Claggett from 10:00 A.M. to 3:00 P.M. on April 4 to 
which all are invited.  

According to the new policy instituted this year at Claggett Center, we have to have 
sufficient registrations in by mid-May in order to reserve space, so please get your 
registrations in early. 

For further information write: The Rev. Edwin Stube, 827 W. Cross Street, Baltimore, 
MD 212302501, telephone (410) 752-1425. 
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WWhhyy  MMuuaarraa  MMuujjaann??  
by David Bennett Stube 

David is Fr. Stube's fifth child, a playwright, and family therapist in Missoula, Montana. Last fall, 
David went to Singapore and Jakarta to sell his play Lubang Buaya: The Crocodile's Lair. While 
he was in the area, he visited Herry in Borneo, the Lawang Bible Training Center, and the place 
where he grew up, Nongkojajar. The following piece is first of a three-part series reporting on 
these travels. 

It had been seven weeks and over boat 10,000 miles in three Southeast Asian countries, and still 
one question persistently gnawed at the back of my mind: Why does my little brother Herry live in 
Muara Mujan? Few people alive today even know where it is located. In fact, many wild men of 
Borneo, living a spear's throw away on the Mahakam River, do not know where it is.  

The obvious answer appeared to be that God wants Herry there, deep in the heart of Borneo. So, 
being the type of person who loves to witness God's will, I left Java in a Colt mini-van at six one 
morning. Actually, I took it to another Colt, abandoned the same, got on a bus that was faster, 
took a taxi from that bus to an airport, and waited for the plane. After the plane ride, I took another 
taxi to a bus to a taxi to a small boat to a bed just this side of the dock where the longboats sail 
up the Mahakam River.  

For $7, the longboats are the most affordable way to sail the 300 odd kilometers from Samarinda 
to Muara Mujan. A speed boat would get there five times faster but costs $800 and requires 
rubbing elbows with logging company tycoons, rather than experiencing how Herry gets to Muara 
Mujan. So I settled into thirty-six hours of river life, correspondence, reading, and imagining what 
it would be like to be Mark Twain. All the while, the snail pace accelerated my urgency to discover 
the answer. 

On board, everyone is deck class. The only thing not done on deck is done in an outhouse in the 
back of the boat where a hose pumps water for bathing straight from the river onto the floor, 
where it drains out the large hole. Looking in the hole one can see the Mahakam flowing under 
the boat and either wonder how the boat stays afloat or pray that one will not drop anything in. 

The longboat stops at every clump of houses along the way and hawkers clamor on to sell curry 
rice, fruit, boiled eggs, and warm pop. The clumps of houses and hawkers get markedly sparser 
and further between the further up the river we go.  

Somewhere a bizarre old woman got on board smeared with herbs. She began ministrations to 
men, women, and children, massaging knotted muscles, snapping crooked spines, and tousling 
children's hair.  

As I lay down to sleep on the wooden deck, the child next to me started looking for lice in his 
mother's hair. Deep in the night, a pickup truck was loaded on the roof of the boat. It distracted 
me from now near-hysteric musings on the where and why of my brother long enough to wonder 
where they were going to drive the truck in this jungle with no roads. 

It was the end of the dry season in Borneo and the Mahakam was low enough to warrant 
switching to a smaller boat. Yes, I was beginning to feel like David Livingston – or Indiana Jones 
even. With no fanfare, we passed the last outpost of civilization. Then when I had been 
surrounded by jungle seemingly for hundreds of miles, the little dinghy I was in pulled over. The 
boat operator announced we were here. I looked. All I could see was a ramshackle house boat on 
a raft. Two monkeys watched as I threw my gear and guitar overboard. Carefully I tight roped 
across to shore on the log at the far side of the raft. I found myself in downtown Muara Mujan. 

After the deafening roar of the longboat diesel and the dinghy outboard, the silence was spooky. 
A dirt road about two blocks long separated houses on stilts from more houses on stilts. The 
thirty-some houses not located on Main Street were separated by jungle. I walked to the end of 
Main Street, took a right and came to Herry's mission. 

Herry was not home. Yes, even though he rarely gets his mail, he had got my letter. But since it 
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took me one extra week to get to Muara Mujan, he decided to go to Samarinda to buy seed and 
fertilizer. When I collapsed in a heap, some of his training center students were kind enough to 
feed me and put me to bed. 

The next morning, the gnawing was so loud it woke me up. I ran into the street, where I bumped 
into a man carrying two machetes. 

"You must be Herry's brother," he guessed after looking at the only white man in Muara Mujan. 
"Too bad. He left to get seed. Sometimes he gets back in a week." 

He assumed I would wait for Herry and offered to show me Herry's rice paddy. As we walked, he 
told me that he was member of Herry's kelompok (Indonesian for team or gang). We crossed 
three bridges Herry's kelompok had built of bamboo and rattan. 

"Strong enough to hold the tractor," he pointed out proudly. "Herry designed them. He can stay 
out in the field longer than most of us, but studies about this stuff at night. You should see his 
black pepper plantation across the river It's a beauty. Planted in the clear-cuts left by the 
rainforest logging companies." 

The rice paddy was inspiring. On the farthest side of the field, I could see the jungle. My guide 
told me that this entire clear-cut had been neck high in weeds. The kelompok set fire to the 
weeds tilled the soil, fertilized, and then planted rice. Along the southern border, he pointed out 
where Herry was putting in a flood irrigation system. I asked if I could take his picture standing in 
the field. He sensed the pride I had in Herry and him. 

"If you think this is something, come and see the soybean fields. You can see the kelompok at 
work. And the tractor – Herry's really proud of the tractor." 

I followed my guide to a field two kilometers away. On the way we saw some very small fields 
being farmed. Knowing that the Dayak people rarely farm, I asked about the fields. 

"Well, you're right. There isn't much farming around here. And a lot of folks around here are 
strange that way. They don't want Herry to help them. Like they don't want him to buy land or 
bring in other Javanese farmers. Still, they respect his perseverance and the fruits of his hard 
work. So they copy us. They don't work as hard, or as neatly, and they don't get the results we 
do. But they do copy, nevertheless. If they don't get tired of it, they might even turn these clear-
cuts into something someday. Already across the river folks are having great success with 
watermelons." 

The soybean field was little more than a massive clear-cut of rainforest stumps and weeds. My 
guide walked me to the northwest corner where five or six men and a handful of boys were 
operating a hand tractor. The machine was little more than an overgrown roto-tiller but the men 
were operating it with great sweat and enthusiasm. Actually, mostly sweat. The equator runs 
through Muara Mujan and it is easy to be drenched in sweat standing still. The men greeted me 
as if was lucky to be Herry's brother. With pride, they explained that they cooperatively own this 
field as well as the rice field. 

"In the early days, Herry tried to buy land. Then, when he got it tilled or even planted, people 
would come and lay claim to it. They would say the land had belonged to one of their ancestors. 
Herry either conceded the land or lost his life. Not being an outsider like Herry, we work land that 
has been in our family for years. We'll share the harvest." 

As we walked back to Muara Mujan, I remarked on what a great deal it was for the person 
repossessing the land after Herry worked it. My guide pointed out that at least the ground was 
being used and the person repossessing the field was learning to farm. 

"Changes are coming to Borneo. And we can't keep the companies from exploiting us unless we 
are ready for them. The kelompok is working for a better way of life, not only for the faithful 
Christians in the kelompok but for the entire community." 

Though the gnaw was down to a nibble now, I went to find the horse's mouth. That meant getting 
on two more longboats to find Herry in Samarinda. My little brother has grown up to be a 

 5



wonderful man, black from the sun and all brawn. We spent two days running around Samarinda 
buying soybean, spinach, cabbage, and watermelon seed. 

Though frightened of water since we were kids, Herry thrives in a land where boats are the 
primary means of transportation. To get to weekly evangelical meetings in the more remote 
villages, he even learned to shoot the rapids (and pray a lot). He told me of a few close calls 
where the Holy Way dugout almost turned over, but God has always been gracious enough to 
spare his getting dumped in. 

He shares with his wife Dolly and his two daughters, Cindy and Julian, a raw, intense missionary 
experience. For want of something to do, the older daughter Cindy is completing the fourth grade, 
though she is only seven. They were both ecstatic when a stateside donor airmailed Barbie dolls 
to them. 

Next door to them in Muara Mujan lives a woman witch doctor who the villagers believe can 
change into an evil pig. The evil pig thrives on flesh and blood and particularly needs to be kept 
away from women giving birth. One of Dolly's complaints is that in the course of going about her 
daily chores she sometimes steps in pools of fresh blood of uncertain origin which she blames on 
her neighbor.  

A year ago the witch doctor fell ill. First she gathered together all the witch doctors from deep in 
the jungle to chant and drum for three nights and three days. When she still grew weaker, the 
witch doctor told her people to take her to the graveyard. 

"If I get well, I will return," she told them. "If I don't, you will find no trace of me as the demons will 
eat me." She returned home in three days, and there went the neighborhood.  

Not all the missionary rivalry has been with this neighbor. Herry also got in a nasty power conflict 
with one of the leaders of the local church when Herry began to preach out against incest and 
sexual immorality. The church supported Herry, and this leader left the church with a small 
handful of dissenters. His wife vowed to attack Herry's family. Soon after that, Herry's well was 
poisoned. Luckily Herry had been using the training center well for cooking.  

The Holy Way mission in Muara Mujan impressed me. It is a bread and butter mission that is 
equally concerned with the deepening walk in the Spirit as it is with community lifestyle. In 
addition to weekly services and evangelical meetings, Herry studies and implements 
improvements to habitat, water, crops, and rainforest reclamation. He has brought electricity, 
indoor plumbing, and government aid to develop Muara Mujan.  

The only answer he had for my gnawing question was that he is where God wants him to be. I 
knew he would say that, so I pressed him further.  

"All right, already. How about: I live in Muara Mujan because the Lord has not called me 
elsewhere?" 

Well put, little brother. Well put. 

 

TThhee  HHoollyy  WWaayy  AAnnnnuuaall  MMeeeettiinngg  
The annual meeting of The Holy Way was held Saturday, January 11, 1992, at 112 Smithwood 
Avenue in Catonsville, Maryland. The meeting opened with thanksgiving for the work of The Holy 
Way and with prayer that all would be done for the glory of God. Two passages of scripture were 
read, the first from Hebrews 13: 15 (NIV) ("Through Jesus, therefore, let us continually offer to 
God a sacrifice of praise-the fruit of lips that confess his name") and the second from Psalm 65: 
1-4 (NIV) ("Praise awaits you, 0 God, in Zion; to you our vows will be fulfilled ...").  

Father Stube gave a report on the mission. He said very little about the mission in Indonesia 
since most of what he learns is published in The Holy Way newsletter. Instead he talked about 
the mission in Nigeria. Nigerian Christians are persecuted, which is in addition to their already 
difficult lives because of social and economic instability. Still, the mission is growing, and the Lord 
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is blessing it. The leadership is undoubtedly faithful to the Lord despite the burdens of which we 
know little. Since none of the current Holy Way directors have ever been to Nigeria, there is 
vagueness as to the day-to-day ministry, persecution and hardship. It was because of this 
vagueness and our burden for these beautiful Christians that the meeting turned to prayer. There 
was a vision of a man standing alone and crying for help. We believe this man is the mission in 
Nigeria and its need for dedicated, full-time workers. We interceded for a long time, praying 
especially for the strength and joy of the Lord to remain with these sisters and brothers. Weare 
also praying for direction on how to be involved practically. Although some money is sent 
monthly, it seems to be so little and our burden so great. 

Andrew Stube reported that a new roof for the Sangihe Bible Training Center could now be 
purchased with the money sent at the onset of rainy season. (We all hoped that the old roof 
would last until the end of rainy season.) 

Father Stube also reported that his new book, The Purposes of God, would be ready for 
publication in the spring. This book starts, "How presumptuous to think we can accurately define 
the purposes of God! Yet we must dare to try, because without an understanding of these 
purposes, everything we do in undirected and unsure." Several of the directors and members 
read the book's initial drafts and said the book is going to be great. 

Along more mundane lines, a new set of bylaws were finally adopted. The old ones specified that 
annual meetings were to be held the second Tuesday of January in Helena, Montana (can 
anyone actually get to Helena, Montana, in the winter?). The definition of member was also quite 
confusing and has been clarified to mean Christians who, in professing Christ Jesus as Lord and 
Savior and in committing their lives to him, support the mission and its activities. 

The directors for 1992 are The Reverend Edwin B. Stube (chairman), William H. Dodds (vice 
chairman), P. James Roosevelt (secretary-treasurer), Suzanne Finch, Robbie Goodman, Iris 
Majorowicz, Morton Stevens, and Andrew Stube. Lilliane Hart will continue to act as 
corresponding secretary, and Douglas Preston will continue taking minutes of the meetings. 

The meeting was filled with prayer and prayerful discussion. There were several prophecies, 
including the one printed on the last page of this newsletter. 

Respectfully submitted, 
Douglas A. Preston 

 

LLeetttteerrss  
from Sangihe 
Greetings in the love of Jesus. We are doing well. The prayer meetings are going well as are the 
general meetings at the training center and in homes around the city. Some of our students are 
studying at the training center and some have been sent out to the islands.  

Pilipus and Loisa are at the Sangihe training center for a few weeks refreshing. They feel that 
their burden for the establishment of the work in Talaud has lifted. After their rest time, they 
believe the Lord is calling them to Tagulandang. They were strengthened in this determination 
because the Lord had already indicated this move to the intercessors.  

When Pilipus Sukamto was here in October translating for the Australians, he told us that Ernes 
and his wife felt the burden to go to Talaud to continue the work there.  

This will mean that all the islands where we have works will have husband and wife teams in 
ministry. Students who are sent from here will assist the ministry of these families. 

The praise center's permit is still valid. They use it for holding revival meetings in public 
auditoriums. The speaker there this past month was a 1986 graduate of our Discipleship Training 
School, who is now very active in evangelistic work. He’s married and has a three-month old son. 
His team combines with ours to evangelize in the villages round about. Many souls are drawn to 

 7



the Lord. 

The Lord moved a man from Manado, originally from Sangihe, to give a large electronic organ 
which can be used in a large building. 

Our students often evangelize in the neighborhood. They are well received. Mrs. Damar, our 
intercessor, is doing well. She often stays overnight at the training center, to have a longer time to 
pray and have fellowship with us. She also helps in the kitchen when we have guests from 
overseas. 

We received the money The Holy Way sent for our new roof and have bought the materials. 

The Lord's Peace, 
Horman and Els Pontoh-Tumbol 

 

from Baltimore 
We were pleased to receive The Holy Way newsletter and want to keep up with the progress of 
this wonderful work by being on your newsletter mailing list. The Holy Way mission is in our 
prayers. 

Phyllis and Paul Olson 

 

from Pittsburgh 
Thanks be to God our Father for His blessings to The Holy Way, you started twenty years ago 
and now spread to all the islands in Indonesia. 

In Pittsburgh, we have an Indonesian fellowship with the students from Indonesia who study here 
sent by the Government of Indonesia. 

There are about two hundred students most of them Moslems and a few Christians, about thirty 
or forty join our fellowship and Bible study. In these last years, five Moslems received Jesus 
Christ as their Savior and three have gone on to study theology. 

Warm greetings 
In the name of Christ, 
Elisabeth and Daniel Hadinata 

(The Hadinatas are from Semarang in Central Java, but, since their retirement several years ago, 
have lived in Pittsburgh.) 

 

from North Carolina 

I cannot begin to tell you how the last issue of The Holy Way blessed me and lifted my spirit. 
What a testimony to the mightiness of God and His work through His servants. 

I do want to intercede for specific individuals in Indonesia. It seems that I am led toward Lazarus 
and Sri Mangke.  

Kay Frazier 

 

from Manado 
We are the new creation-praise the Lord! We are so happy in this new year. We trust God that he 
is always with us, giving his light, life, guidance, and care. On December 1, we began to build our 
meeting hall at the MBTC. Now the foundation is finished, and the wall around is also finished. 
Next February, we will put a new roof on this permanent meeting hall. We hope that in March the 
new building will be finished to use to glorify the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, and that 
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more disciples can be trained and sent out for the Gospel of the Kingdom. 

On last Christmas, the 28th of December, we had a Christmas fellowship celebration which 400 
people attended at Wanga Village. In this village, many people still live in darkness, bound by 
magic charms. While the meeting was going on, many people stoned us with hundreds of stones. 
But praise the Lord and praise the Lord, no one was hurt or wounded. The born again people of 
Wanga are still on fire. As the poet said, "No graduation without examination; no testimony 
without testing." 

Yours, 
Philipus and Elisabeth Sukamto  

and Baby Tirzah 

(P.S. Tirzah is a very active girl. She is learning to run up and down stairs.) 
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AA  WWoorrdd  ooff  EEnnccoouurraaggeemmeenntt  
The following prophetic word was received at the close of the annual 
meeting of The Holy Way. 

"I am forming a people in these last days for my purposes. There will be a 
unity of the Spirit among them. They may not necessarily be in the same 
place geographically, but they will stand before my throne. They will come 
into my presence and receive my anointing. I will ordain them for the ministry 
to which I call them. 

"Come into my presence, stand in prayer, and receive my anointing for 
ministry in these days. I will bring you into unity, and you will know my mighty 
hand stretched forth in might and judgment. You will see destruction and 
confusion in these days, and you will see the power of the enemy made 
manifest; but you will also see my power made manifest. You will know that I 
am the Lord. 

"I have called you to be a witness to my people and, after that, to others who 
do not know me. I will cause you to bring down strongholds. Though you will 
experience heavy trials, you will see my works in these days. Do not be 
afraid or timid. I will give you boldness to step forth in my name." 
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