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

ISAIAH 35:8 

 

 

LLaawwaanngg,,  MMyy  TToowwnn  
  
BByy  DDaavviidd  BBeennnneetttt  SSttuubbee  
“This was my town,” I declared to no one as I stepped off the bus at the Lawang town square. 
This was where I patrolled on motorcycle with my Dutch buddy Henk, letting the night wind whip 
open our shirts to expose hairless sixteen-year-old chests, our easy rider helmets strapped 
securely to the handlebars.  

Here we waded into the night market food stalls to sit and make up stories about who we were or 
who we would be. Until midnight or later, we would sit with our Javanese friends, playing guitar 
love songs, our personal mystique enhanced by how much we looked like John Lennon and 
Roger Daltry and knew the English words to the songs from beginning to end. We went to school 
only when we wanted to go and knew my preacher dad could never understand what a cool 
statement we made. We ruled.  

Twenty years later, I shoulder my pack and guitar and walk up the hill to the Lawang Bible 
Training Center, which was my house then. Two-thirds of the way up I stop, not so much to catch 
my breath as to savor another memory of first teenage love. She took my breath away. But her 
proper Javanese mother, who forbade us to see each other, placed her big brother on full alert for 
any signs of trespass. Little brothers and sisters had to serve as co-conspirators, sneaking secret 
communiqués past enemy lines. All to do was to gaze at each other across the seeming miles of 
fields between our bedroom windows. 

She lived next door. 

I walk up the street to my house. The kid at the gate treats me like company; he has not a clue 
who I am. He asks me to wait until after the prayer meeting inside to see Darto's wife or the 
training center elders. I tax his hospitality and sense of propriety by cracking my guitar and 
entering to join the worship. I had travelled too far to miss this. 

For the first time this evening, I was home. Although I did not recognize anyone there, the 
fellowship and worship music of the Lawang disciples felt comfortably familiar. As we broke bread 
and drank wine together, I was overwhelmed by a sense that not only was I united with those 
physically in the room, but in a very real way I was in fellowship with the saints who had brought 
this mission into existence: Rocky, Gwan An, Oom Oei, and others. 

I thought about the early days in Semarang during the communist coup; then the move to 
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Nongkojajar. What about the miracles, the revival, and the hardships? 

Do these disciples even know about the open air campaign we had in the soccer field in front of 
the training center? The stories I could tell these kids about this mission and having Om (Uncle) 
Stube for a dad. 

"Om Stube?" they asked. Yes, your founder, The Rev. Ed Stube, my dad. 

"Oooh. You mean Opa (Grandfather) Stube!" To them, I am Om Stube and they are simply 
delighted to have their uncle here for a visit. But now it is late, and every one resolutely goes to 
bed. (I found out the next morning why these young men and women were quick to go to bed. At 
four o'clock they arose for corporate intercessions.) 

As usual, the Training Center was in the middle of one of its great training courses: Providence 
101. I remember it too well. As it is a faith mission and funds are brought in by prayer rather than 
overt appeal, at times the Center runs low. Running low helps the students learn deeper 
appreciation of God's bounty and their greater fiscal responsibility – but it also means eating next 
to nothing until the Lord provides funds for food. 

In the old days, Providence 101 would scare off those who were insincere about their calling or 
were hanging around for a free lunch. Not many seem to be scared off anymore. In fact, the 
Training Center had almost one hundred residents (there were about thirty in 1972). A number of 
these are the initiates who reside on the farm 10 kilometers up the mountain above Lawang. The 
farm has no running water or electricity and a lot of farm chores. Last year, they grew rice; this 
year, they put in potatoes. The initiates live there for six months until they are ready for the full 
training program in Lawang. I visited there to tell some stories of the early days and was 
impressed with the great joy and fellowship. 

The farm and the larger number of residents are a few signs of change at Lawang Bible Training 
Center. The initiation process of proving one's desire to be trained by surviving the farm ordeal is 
very Javanese, as is the accommodation of more people in the typical household. This mission 
which was once part of my household has now taken over the entire house (and even added a 
two-story dorm). In fact, the mission has grown into an effective evangelical complex with four 
other training centers on other islands, branches in eleven of the twenty seven Indonesian 
provinces, hundreds of graduates, and literally thousands of converts. 

Still, a part of my heart rests here at the small community of LBTC, now with even greater peace 
having gathered assurance that it will always be home for Om Stube in my town on Java. 

 

 

EEddiittoorriiaall::  
Cross-cultural Evangelism 

Edwin Stube 

Overseas missionary work is inevitably a cross cultural experience. Learning a new language is 
difficult; learning a new culture is much more difficult. 

Early in my stay in Indonesia, while I was still struggling with the language, I started travelling and 
ministering with a little group of young Indonesians. One of them, Bo Sioe, was determined that I 
learn Javanese etiquette. There were hundreds of rules – sit up straight, both feet on the floor, 
never raise your voice, never hand anyone anything with your left hand, always ask permission 
when you enter a house or room, speak of yourself and the person you are addressing in the third 
person, always address older people with respect, giving them the proper title. I continually had to 
fight the tendency to be offended and frustrated at the need to be corrected for everything I did. 
But, of course, I came to realize that effective communication on Java depended on my adjusting 
to Javanese etiquette. Once, years later, some friends visited from the United States. They were 
amused to notice how differently I acted in Indonesia from the way I acted at home. I had 
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mastered the hundreds of rules and had, to a large extent, adjusted to the Javanese mindset. 

I also had to learn about Javanese religious traditions and rituals, about their magic charms, and 
about the work of witch doctors. A French physician working in Central Java filled me in on some 
of the amazing feats that could be done with black magic. I asked her, "What do your colleagues 
back home say when you tell them these things?" She answered, "I wouldn't dare tell them." 

I quickly learned that effective evangelism involves demonstrating that the power of God is 
greater than that of the witch doctor. Sometimes when someone was sick, the family would call 
us to pray, but also call the witch doctor. In that case, we told them, "You can't do both. If you 
want to try the witch doctor, we will wait. When you give up on the witch doctor, we will come and 
heal the sick person in the name of Jesus." God always backed us up in a contest just as he did 
Elijah when he faced the prophets of Baal. 

We learned to sit in a house and pray and tell the owners where their magic charms were hidden. 
If they wanted God's help, they had to get rid of their charms and idols.  

Out of all this experience, I learned that there are aspects of a culture that are spiritually 
immaterial – how you sit, how you talk to people, what you do when you are a guest. All these 
things have to be learned and practiced. There are also aspects of the culture that are definitely 
idolatrous and antipathetic to Christianity-like worshiping pigs or eating people. Some things can 
be embraced; others must be rejected. A missionary needs a good grasp of the culture so that he 
can distinguish which is which.  

Working in a cross-cultural situation also requires that we take a new look at our own cultural 
presuppositions. We naturally assume that we come from a Christian culture, and that therefore 
all that we do is Christian. Actually, much that seems so obviously right to us is merely Western 
culture and has nothing whatever to do with Christianity. If we try to impose our culture on the 
local populace, we end up doing our imitation of the "ugly American." We get loud and bossy and 
offensive.  

Why should people in the jungle have to wear Western clothes? Are those more Christian than 
loin cloths, pubic gourds, or grass skirts? Are Christmas trees an essential part of Christianity, or 
were they just an accommodation to another culture somewhere else? This forces us to evaluate 
accurately and painfully what is really essential to the Gospel. What do people really need to 
know and do to be saved? What is necessary for spiritual growth and development? How do 
Christians in Long Iram and Wamena worship and live their lives? What do you say if a man has 
several wives and numerous children and they all convert to Christianity? 

When there is a feast in the village and the food has been offered to various gods or idols and 
everyone is expected to attend, what do the Christians do? What do they do when it is their turn 
to have a feast? Can they offer the food to the real God and invite everyone to a thanksgiving 
feast? 

In other words, we have to figure out what aspects of the heathen culture can be accepted as 
they are, what aspects can be Christianized and given new meaning, and what aspects must be 
rejected altogether. All of this necessitates a lot of mutual understanding and prayer. 

There are probably as many solutions to these questions as there are mission groups. Some put 
Western clothes on the natives, making them look tacky and awkward. Many categorically say 
that all but the first wife must be put away (putting a terrible burden on the other wives and 
children). Some allow all the old customs to be continued, including the idol worship and magic 
charms. They say that they hope in time these can be put aside, but it usually doesn't work. 
Others insist that all the practices of the old religion must be abandoned. This makes it very 
difficult for anyone to become Christian. 

The Holy Way in Indonesia has sent people to many islands in all parts of the country. Each of 
these places is like a foreign country. The language, food, customs, thought patterns are all 
different. Most of our graduates are working cross-culturally. They have to know clearly what is 
essential to the Christian faith. They then have to try to find ways of communicating these 
essentials in each local situation. Literal translations of the biblical revelation are often inadequate 
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or impossible. Bread in Palestine was the basic food. Nowhere in Indonesia is this the case. In 
many places, bread is totally unknown. The people may never have known wine, tables, sheep, 
or many other things we take for granted. 

The biblical revelation has to be reinterpreted in terms they can understand. “Jesus took the 
sweet potato, gave thanks, broke it, and gave it to his disciples." 

Jesus' sacrifice must be interpreted in light of some aspect of tribal experience. The missionary 
has to know what is essential and then find ways of getting the message across without bringing 
too much of his own cultural baggage. 

When I returned to the United States in 1977 I assumed that I had come home and that I would 
immediately fit into the culture. I became rector of a small church in Western Maryland. I quickly 
began to learn that the culture in Appalachia is different from anywhere I had been before. Later, I 
served an inner city parish in Baltimore and learned that the ways of the streets are totally unlike 
anything else. I had to apply what I had learned of cross-cultural ministry. 

I had thought that the United States was a Christian nation and that Christian principles were the 
norm. I began to learn that Christianity has been outlawed more and more and other strange 
religions substituted. The culture has become more and more anti-Christian. Coming back 
suddenly after twelve years away, I am more aware of this than those who were in the United 
States all along and got used to the changes gradually. I had to begin to learn the prevailing 
religion and customs. 

I was even more surprised to find that most churches, including my own denomination, have 
simply embraced the prevailing New Age teachings-pantheism, feminism, flexible morality, 
goddess worship, and even Satanism. Christians have to work cross-culturally in present-day 
America, and even in the churches. 

This means that we have to make a study of the prevailing culture. We have to analyse which 
aspects of it are really remnants of our former Christian traditions, which aspects can be 
Christianized, and which need to be rejected. 

We need also to re-examine our Christian faith to determine what are the most essential 
elements of it to emphasize in the present confrontation and how the real Gospel can be 
effectively presented in the present cultural setting. The problem here may be not so much that 
we lack words for Christian concepts, but rather that the Christian words have been taken over by 
the New Agers and given different meanings. This has confused the minds of many Christians. 

Our task includes encouraging responsible Bible study, teaching Christians the basic tenets of 
orthodox theology, so that their minds will not easily be deceived by false teachings, and re-
explaining the basic language of Christianity so as to regain the meaning of the words we use. 
We will also have to reassert Christian norms of ethical behaviour and support our members – 
and particularly young people – in Christian morality.  

 

 

CCaallll  TToo  BBaattttllee  
A Book Review 

You are a chosen people, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, a people belonging to God, that 
you may declare the praises of him who called you out of darkness into his wonderful light 
(1 Peter 2:9). 

Precious things come in small packages. Call to Battle is a 115 page transcript of the spiritual 
revelation experienced by over 100 participants of the Lawang Bible Camp the last week of 
August in 1972. The book, translated and edited by my father, Edwin Stube, includes fifteen 
teachings, sixteen prophecies, numerous visions and intercessory prayers transcribed from tape 
recordings of those meetings.  
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The names of those who participated in this supernatural event read like part of a Who's Who of 
the living Indonesian church: Kornelius Darto, Barnabas, Adele Tutuhatunewa, Jerimia Rim, and 
M. Suwinta. Being asked to review this transcript feels much like being asked to review a few 
chapters of the New Testament. 

Rightly so. It was an awesome bible camp. It is a lot easier for me to admit that now, twenty years 
later, than it was when I was first assigned the chore of translating for English speaking campers. 
I was sixteen then. I took great delight showing up for my assigned duty with my waist-length hair 
and hipppie clothes – some of the fundamentalists were visibly shaken. But God met us all. And 
for that reason, I may not be the best one to review this transcript here. For those who were in 
Lawang that August, this transcript brings back a time when the Lord called us not only to lay 
down our lives, but to live every breathing moment according to the call. "This covenant cannot 
be ratified by your human nature, but by blood, for My Covenant has already been written with 
blood (page 3)." 

The Bible Camp got off to a dramatic start. God asked all there if they would give up their lives for 
Jesus. All vowed they would. Then, as the week went on, the Lord called us again to give up 
plans we had made for the time after the Bible Camp. "By Friday, it was obvious that everyone 
was very much afraid – not afraid of suffering and dying – but afraid the Lord would change the 
plan for our lives. It appeared that it might be easier to die for the Lord than to live for him (page 
37)." 

The text goes on to deliver the call to battle like a river flowing in a desert – delivering needed 
water with few impediments to dam the deluge. The river made the desert blossom in the 
teaching by Kornelius Darto, integrating Aaron's rod with the flowers and fruits of the Song of 
Songs. The stream separated to flow through many channels – the teachings on the advanced 
weapons for spiritual warfare were delivered in turn by four different people and supported by 
others through prophecy. 

In places, the river ran gently, elsewhere it raged: On Saturday, joyful corporate songs of the 
Spirit gave way to "a battle song and the Lord's troops began to march (page 59)." 

The call changed participants' understanding of many things. Worship transcended the Holy to 
reach the Most Holy – where campers were "present to Him in the silence of eternity (page 113)." 
Equipped with the authority of the Spirit and the advanced armamentarium of the living 
priesthood, soldiers learned to expect to do "greater works than these." 

Corporately, we were led into the presence of God in remarkable ways. At one point all saw 
various parts of the scene described in Revelation 4 and 5. At another point, many saw the 
"clouds of God's glory coming down (page 59)." In fact "... the glory of God had become so visible 
that someone got a camera and took a picture of it. It appeared in the photograph as a pillar of 
fire (page 92)." 

The final day, many were commissioned for ministry throughout Indonesia. The call led some to 
start training centers, others to found churches, others to go to other islands and foreign lands. 
Some did lay down their lives in God's service. For some, this came of natural causes following a 
life of dedication. But for others it followed imprisonment, fatal tropical disease, or martyrdom. 
One was stoned to death, two were lost at sea. "Lives were different; our approach to ministry 
was different (page 114)." 

As I write this, it all seems so unreal. As I read what I have written, I realize that in re-reading the 
transcript the Call cuts through my cynicism, allowing me a moment's glimpse beyond the veil. 
Once again I realize what a wonder it is to stand in God's presence. It may be a small book, but it 
packs a big call. 
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Updates on a few of the participants appear on the next page 

AAfftteerr  TTwweennttyy  YYeeaarrss  
Many of those who took an active part in the 1972 Bible Camp were first-year students at the 
Lawang Bible Training Center (the Center had only been in operation for about a year). Others 
were simply people from all over who came to the camp. It is amazing to reflect on the number of 
these people who are today involved in full-time ministries of many kinds. Some are still affiliated 
with The Holy Way; others are working in churches or with other organizations.  

The following are some brief indications of the present status of those whose teachings are 
included in A Call to Battle. 

Jerimia Rim has a large church in Surabaya, East Java. He has a very powerful ministry to youth 
rallies in which hundreds of young people are touched by the Lord. He also travels around the 
world ministering in conferences and evangelistic meetings. 

Adel Tutuhatunewa was a high school English teacher until her retirement a few years ago. She 
lives at the LBTC and is the secretary of the mission. 

M. Z. Suwinta pastors a church in a small village near Magetan in East Java. A letter from him 
appears on page 2 of this newsletter. 

Kornelius Darto is the head of the Lawang Bible Training Center and also the president of the 
board for The Holy Way in Indonesia. He also travels quite a bit for ministry in Indonesia and 
overseas. 

Barnabas is pastoring several active and growing churches near Madiun in East Java. His wife, 
in addition to helping with the ministry, is a school teacher. 

E. B. Stube who was, at the time of the 1972 camp, a teacher at the Lawang Bible Training 
Center, is now the editor of this newsletter. 

Johana Ing and her husband, Freddy Purba, also a graduate of LBTC, have returned to 
Lawang, where he is on the staff of the training center. In addition, Ing and Purba have an 
effective ministry to troubled young people. 

Daniel Alexander, whose name does not appear in the book, was a teenager at the time of the 
Bible Camp. He got so excited that he has never stopped since. He is active in The Holy Way 
branch in Surabaya, but spends most of his time going round the world ministering to Indonesian 
congregations in Canada, United States, and Germany. 

Many more people who were there were deeply touched by the Gospel and are active in the 
Lord's work to this day. The teams that were sent out from the camp had an impact in many parts 
of the country which is still going on. 

 

 

LLeetttteerrss  
from Magetan, East Java 
We are still excited about working for the Lord, We keep the vision we received long ago for the 
two purposes of the Lord in these last days: the perfecting of the Church as the body of Christ, 
and the evangelizing of the world from the cities to the smallest villages, 

I remember the first time you (Fr. Stube and team) came to Magetan. With a powerful anointing 
from the Lord, you saw a vision and prophesied that the Lord was going to create a full 
manifestation of his body in Magetan. 

We feel compelled to minister and struggle with much prayer for this vision to become a reality. 
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Please pray that we will do all we can to win Magetan for Christ. 

Evangelism is difficult here now because of restrictions, but we believe that the Gospel cannot be 
stopped. 

M. Z. Suwinta 

 

from Manado 
In December, we opened a new post in Wangu in the Motoling district. 

Three hundred people attended the evening meeting there. There was also lots of trouble from 
evil people. The house where we were meeting was bombarded with stones. Praise the Lord, no 
one was killed. One child was hit in the head while sleeping. The tile roof developed many leaks. 
But we continued to worship the Lord. 

Little Tirzah is doing well. Her mother prays continually for the advancement of the Lord's work 
both in Manado and the United States. 

Pilipus Sukamto,  
Elizabeth and Tirzah 

 

also from Manado 
I thank you for your prayers, r am happy that the Lord has given me a wife, Debora, and a one-
year-old baby, Denist. Debora is 35 and I am 45 years old. Our family is very active in the Lord's 
work in Manado in particular and in Northern Celebes in general. Holy greetings to all our friends 
in the United States. 

- Ernist J. Uada 

Ernist and his family are being moved to Talaud to continue the work begun there by Pilipus and 
Loisa. 

 

Lolli Han received this letter from Medan in northern Sumatra 

Praise the Lord! God is so good and his loving-kindness is for ever and ever. 

We were so glad to receive your letter and know that you've been praying for us. Thank you for 
your prayers for us here in Medan. 

Now is the harvest time for Indonesia including Medan, the third largest city in Indonesia. God is 
moving so mightily. The churches, which ten years ago rejected our Holy Way team's teaching, 
now are worshiping the Lord in the Spirit like us. 

Our ministry is primarily in schools and many students really love the Lord. Our Sunday meetings 
are attending by five hundred people. We are making disciples and preparing leaders for a larger 
movement. Many of them are persecuted by their family and this makes them become very 
strong Christians. The Lord uses them mightily. 

Sri and I have four children, two sons and two daughters, ages nine, eight, six, and five. The 
three oldest go to a Catholic school. The youngest will start next year. 

Your children in Christ,  
Lazarus and Sri Mangke 

 

from East Kalimantan 
In December we opened a new post in a remote village called Penebangan. It is a three hours 
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boat trip on the Mahakam, then on a small stream and finally a long distance on foot. 

When we arrived in the late afternoon, we began to visit people in their homes and in the jungle 
round about to invite them to a meeting. In the evening about one hundred fifty people gathered 
in a clearing in the jungle. They all sat on the ground and listened attentively to the word of the 
Lord. Their enthusiasm did not even abate when it began to rain hard. 

One of the people stood and stated that he was deeply moved at our coming. They had prayed 
for a long time for someone to come and minister to them. 

These people live and work continually in the jungle and rarely get out to any other villages. 

Many souls were touched, sad faces became joyous. Many were hearing the Good News of 
Jesus for the first time. One man came and gave his life to Jesus, although his wife is still of 
another religion. 

There is no lord like our Lord Jesus. He satisfies thirsty souls. 

After the meeting, several of them came and asked us to open a post there. Some of their leaders 
promised to prepare a building in which we can meet. 

Continue to pray for us. Our major objective is to reach people in remote places who have never 
heard the Gospel. Pray also for our physical strength for the difficult and dangerous jungle travel. 

May the Lord bless us all. 

Herry Stube 

 

I thank you for your prayers. Praise the Lord; there is now considerable improvement in my 
health. 

We are getting ready to plant a rice crop. Herry has gone down to the city to buy seeds for soy 
beans and watermelons. Herry works in the fields every day except Friday, Saturday, and 
Sunday, when he has ministry. Last week we harvested watermelons. They were sweet and 
large. The largest weighed seven kilograms (fifteen pounds). We have to use a lot of fertilizer. It is 
much more expensive here than in Java. 

In 1994, Cindy will have finished sixth grade. We hope to be able to come to the United States on 
furlough and family reunion in that year. 

Dolly Stube 
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