WELCOME RACE FANS!

By popular demand we are posting a few of our old favorite handyrachet heralds and even a drew’s news!
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>Howdy Folks,
>
>I was in Nyrob for only a few days.  My purpose was to visit the Ukrainian 
>and Polish teams working there and also locate and buy a house for the new 
>church.
>
>How do you find a house for sale in a Russian village like Nyrob?  
>Unfortunately, we couldn't find the real estate agency so we substituted 
>Anatoliy, the security guard at the orphanage for a  real estate agency.  
>He said that we would meet the next day at 9:00 p.m. to discuss some 
>possibilities.
>
>So, the next night Roma, my dear Ukrainian companion, and I set out to 
>search for Anatoliy.  After some time we found him outside the orphanage 
>discussing something with about five other village men.  Anatoliy pulled us 
>off to the side and began to discuss with us the "possibilities".  He said, 
>"You see the house over there with the red roof?  I don't think anyone 
>lives there."  He called one of the men over and said, "Do you know who 
>owns that house?"  This man gave the last name of the owner of the house 
>with the red roof in which no one lives.  "Ah," Anatoliy replied, "that 
>means that the owner is one of my wife's relatives!"
>
>"You want to buy a house," Anatoliy's friend asked, "you can buy mine!"
>
>So, with great anticipation, Roma and I set out the next day to meet with 
>the owner of the house with the red roof and with Anatoliy's friend.  But, 
>as sometimes happens, the owner of the house with the red roof wasn't home, 
>and it seemed that Anatoliy's friend had somehow forgotten that the night 
>before he had wanted to sell his house.
>
>So, we bought four pears and something to drink and started walking back to 
>the apartment where we were staying.
>
>As we walked down the road an old Russian grandfather with a big white 
>beard and quite an old hilarious two door Russian car slammed on the brakes 
>when he saw us, rolled down the window and asked, "Were you guys looking 
>for me?"  "Sure,"(why not?) we stammered.  "I need to rent my house for ten 
>months," the old man said.  As we climbed into the back seat Roma looked at 
>me and said, "Is That Really You, God?"
>
>After a short repair job on the engine located in the back trunk we 
>proceeded at breakneck speed down a back village street and arrived at a 
>small wooden house.  "Brand new!" the grandfather bragged, "Only two months 
>old and new everything!"  He was right.  And we could see that it would be 
>a warm house.  "How much?" we asked.  "One hundred and...fifty,” the old man 
>said with a tone of voice that indicated that we could haggle if needed.  
>"Rubles?"  Roma asked.  And there it was, our very own Nyrob village house 
>for ten months for 150 rubles (about six dollars) per month for the next 
>ten months.  We said that we would be back by Sunday to say whether we 
>would take the house or not.  Within four hours we were back and had 
>completed the deal which also included rights to all the potatoes in the 
>garden (Y2K garden?) which the owner wouldn't need since he's going back to 
>his home in Volgograd for the winter.
>
>I'm so excited about what God is doing in Nyrob.  The Polish and Ukrainian 
>teams have done such a great job with discipleship and it has been so good 
>to hear how this new group of believers is worshipping, praying and doing 
>evangelism already.  Thank you all so much for your prayers!  The house is 
>great.  It's, of course, not the most important thing and we do need to 
>start to look into other possibilities soon since it is quite small and it 
>will be quickly outgrown, but I did want to share with you how God moved in 
>this situation.  It is so good to serve God.  Please pray since the Polish 
>and Ukrainian teams are leaving and we will have no one in Nyrob again 
>until the end of August.  Please pray that this group of new believers will 
>choose themselves to meet and pray and worship together.  I recognize that 
>from the very beginning this work in Nyrob has been something that God has 
>done, and has had pretty much nothing to do with us.  So we give it all to 
>Him.  We will have a team from St. Petersburg, Russia in Nyrob in September 
>and October.  Please continue to pray for a fulltime pastor to be found for 
>Nyrob.
>
>....and now if you have time, you can read "drew's news 2" which includes a 
>somewhat interesting Russian hitchhiking story.
>
>God bless,
>Andy

DREW’S NEWS 2 “How Not To Travel”

Yesterday morning Roma and I decided that it was time to go back to 
>Perm...at about noon we left...
>
>We were already too late to ride on the morning bus to Perm and we thought 
>that we would arrive in Perm more quickly if we hitchhiked which is an 
>acceptable, safe, and dependable tradition in the Russian city.  After 
>walking the first ten kilometers (about six miles) and being unable to find 
>any car that would pull over we wondered if the characteristics of this 
>tradition also held true in the country.  But soon, a jeep from one of the 
>prisons pulled over and agreed to take us to the ferry crossing at the 
>river, a distance of about 15 kilometers.  As it turned out, this 
>particular jeep was on a mission to search for an escaped prisoner.  I 
>found this to be interesting since it was the first time that I've ever 
>been in hot pursuit of a Russian prisoner deep in the wilderness of the 
>Urals.  We never found the prisoner, but we did make it to the ferry.
>
>On the other side of the river we walked another five or six kilometers and 
>were picked up in a small van and taken to the village of Cherdyn.  At this 
>point it was already 3:30 in the afternoon and we had to make it quickly to 
>Solikamsk so we found a car with a driver who was willing to take us the 
>hour and a half drive south to Solikamsk for a reasonable sum of money.
>
>Upon arriving at the bus station in Solikamsk we were informed that all the 
>tickets had been bought for that day.  But as it turned out there was a 
>taxi out front that needed two more riders for a low fare half hour ride 
>south to the city of Berezniki.  Upon arriving at the bus station in 
>Berezniki we were informed that the last bus had left to Perm already.  We 
>then caught the next trolleybus across Berezniki out to the main road which 
>leads to Perm.
>
>After walking for some time we found a gas station and a nice man who was 
>willing to take us a bit farther down the road.
>
>I wish that I could explain to you, my faithful reader, where this nice man 
>dropped us off.  You may have heard of a place known as "The Middle of 
>Nowhere".  What I can say now is that I've been there, and I can safely say 
>that no one wanted to stop to pick up the two strange men walking down the 
>road in "The Middle of Nowhere" who were steadily becoming wetter and 
>wetter due to the pouring rain.  After walking another 15 kilometers or so, 
>based on my kilometer post estimation,  we saw a sign that pointed to the 
>right that said "Health Resort."  We were excited and there was almost a 
>spring in our step as we walked down the road and saw the beautiful Russian 
>sunset and talked about hot showers, hot tea, hot soup, and dry beds.  It 
>was about two and a half kilometers down this road that we determined 
>several things: 1)It was dark 2)It was wet 3)There were many mosquitoes who 
>were particularly fond of us 3)NO ONE was going to pull over and give us a 
>ride 4)and according to our estimation based on the kilometer post it was 
>actually 35 kilometers to the aforementioned health resort.  Based on these 
>factors our decision was unanimous to return uphill the two and a half 
>kilometers to the main road and continue walking towards Perm which was now 
>only a mere 148 kilometers away.
>
>Upon arriving at the main road my legs were starting to hurt, Roma had told 
>me most of the jokes he knew, I had told him all the jokes I knew, and I 
>was starting to feel a bit fatigued, hungry, and thirsty.  Several 
>kilometers down the road we stumbled upon some workers digging an oil well. 
>  We asked them if we could stay in their trailer.  They said no, but 
>fifteen minutes down the road there was a kiosk that is open 24 hours a day 
>and sometimes cars stop there and we could then ask for a ride.  We 
>actually started laughing and sprinting towards that kiosk which was still 
>a two and a half hour ride from Perm.  Upon arriving we ordered what we 
>will call, for the sake of this letter, "dinner".  "Dinner" consisted of a 
>Snickers bar, chips, and spicy tomato juice.  This "dinner" at this point, 
>actually tasted good.
>
>A few cars stopped who were unable to help, but at about midnight a car 
>pulled into the kiosk driving towards Berezniki.  Two young men stepped out 
>and bought some drinks at the kiosk.  "Are you guys heading towards Perm?" 
>Roma asked.  "No," they replied.  "For 500 rubles (about $20) would you go 
>to Perm?" Roma asked.  Even in the dim lamplight on the dark Russian road I 
>could see their eyes shine at this prospect.  So soon we were bumping down 
>the road in a 25 year old Russian Zhiguli which happened to have weak 
>headlights so we couldn't go to fast, but at least we were in a warm dry 
>car going to Perm.  The guys were pretty excited to be transporting an 
>American and I told them some Russian anecdotes and then they told me some. 
>  About a half an hour down the road we hit a pothole which was slightly 
>smaller than the car in which we were riding.  We pulled over and the two 
>guys jumped out and said some things in Russian that don't translating into 
>English.  We had a flat tire.  I asked Roma if they had a spare.  He said, 
>"Nyet Endi, eto konyets."  This is Russian for, "No Andy, this is the end."
>
>Our driver stood in the middle of the road waving his lighter trying to 
>stop a car.  Some stopped, but didn't have a spare for a Zhiguli.  After an 
>extended period of time in which I found myself praying and also 
>considering the prospect of using the Zhiguli as a hotel we actually 
>managed to stop a Zhiguli and buy their spare tire.
>
>About 3:40 this morning we pulled in front of my flat in Perm.  My bed 
>never felt so good.
>
>I'm not sure what we were supposed to learn through this situation, but it 
>was interesting and I thought I would just give you a glimpse of a day in 
>Russia.  Maybe I just tell you so that you'll see how important it is to 
>pray!
>
>Thank you for your prayers.  We as YWAM Perm staff are going on a staff 
>retreat late this week for a few days.  Please pray for us during this time 
>in which we will be praying and seeking after God for the next step.
>
>Clueless for the King,
>Andy
>2 Cor. 5:13
>

THE SPINDLE MAKER April 20, 2003

Welcome Race Fans!
 

Greetings from a mostly melted Perm!  In honor of the advent of spring Miss Hannah has decided to crawl!  And in order to commemorate this new breakthrough in her development we have subsequently moved the cat pan during daylight hours to a location outside of the young one's parameters.
 

This morning I took my dear mother and brother Tim to the airport.  They had been visiting here with us for the past two weeks.  Tim was able to completely replace the staircase out at the building and also put in some cement in that same area.  That was a lot of work but we are happy that it is done and that it is now possible to move from the first to the second floor of the building without any undue risk to life or limb!  My mother worked on sewing some curtains and also helped out with yard work.  I was also able to take them (and Rachel and Hannah) up to Nyrob over last weekend to visit the church plant.  Not wanting them to miss any of the "Nyrob experience" they were able to visit the church's banya (Russian traditional steam bath) and we did get stuck once while driving out of Nyrob.  
 

"I really like the banya.  I like it more than having surgery."
-Jo Ann "Mom" Frecka, Spring 2003
 

And now for a mini-epic on one of my least effective moments in ministry:
 

For those of you who are busy and don't have time for rambling drivelings, please feel free to scroll to the end of this e-mail or simply delete this e-mail from your inbox or print it up and put it next to the Reader's Digest on your toilet.


 

"THE INCREDIBLE JOURNEY: How a young American missionary spent half his day looking for a spindle-maker"
 

OR
 

"A LESSON IN ECONOMICS:  Why we pay the middleman"
 

Part of replacing the staircase was the need to replace the banister and along with the banister it was necessary to replace the spindles which hold and support the banister in place.  The topic of "spindles" (a word that I only recently even learned) became the subject of much lively debate at the construction site.
 

I asked faithful staff member Avgust to please call around and find where spindles were sold and then we would go and buy spindles where they were being sold at the cheapest price.  Avgust soon informed that there was a factory that could sell spindles direct to us and that their prices were much lower than the cost of buying spindles at any store in the city.  He and I were soon merrily bouncing along to the factory.  We soon pulled up to a building on the outskirts of Perm with a sign on the front that said (and I quote) "Society of Limited Responsibility- ORGLIT".  The word "Orglit" from what I understand is not a Russian word and I have yet to locate anyone who could explain to me what that is.  The fact that "Orglit" is indeed a "Society of Limited Responsibility" should have set off a few alarm bells in my head, but it did not as this is indeed a common type of company in Russia (I have no idea what that means- I'm just giving the direct translation).
 

Anyhoo, after waiting a half an hour for the commercial director of ORGLIT to finish his lunch we were soon in his office having an energetic discussion on the subject of "variations on spindle designs". The kind commercial director then gave us a piece of advice.  "Why don't you go and talk with the spindle maker and tell him exactly what design you would like your spindles to be?"  This seemed to make perfect sense to us so we instantly agreed.  The commercial director then began to fill out a pass that would give us permission to enter the territory of the factory.  Then on the back of the pass he began to draw a map on how to find the spindle maker.  Avgust and I were taken a little aback at his cartography and detailed explanation but decided at least to pretend to listen and understand the words that were coming out of the commercial director's mouth.  
 

Armed with the pass/map we were soon on the territory of the factory.  Following the detailed instructions we took a left hand turn through a cavernous warehouse full of finished wood products.  Exiting on the far side of the warehouse we took a right hand turn and begin to proceed through the massive factory yards.  Coming to the end of the lane that we had been walking down we took a left.  At this point I began to feel my feet dragging on the ground and a little shortness of breath but chose to ignore these signs of fatigue and we pressed on.  And sure enough we came to the edge of the factory yards and were somewhere on the edge of the Kama river!  At this point we understood we were to take a right hand turn down the edge of yet another gargantuan building.  I believe it was the third door down (unmarked door) that Avgust turned to me and intoned "This is the one, I think".  We opened the door of this building which I assure you due to its size, has its own internal weather patterns.  Across from us we noticed a piece of machinery.  We noticed this piece of machinery because it was so big that it went as far as the eye could see in just about any given direction.  We also noticed this piece of machinery because it was making a loud sound and was now shooting (blasting) a cloud of steam directly at us!  We jumped back out the door and slammed it shut, laughing a little nervously.  I don't remember which one of us said, "I don't think that's the right door".  We tried the neighboring door and after climbing three flights of stairs we found a busy office with what appeared to the untrained eye to be something between a greenhouse and an architect's office.  After explaining our plight to a kind lady she explained to us that we had missed a turn on "Pilgrim's Progress 2: The Road to the Spindle Makers" and motioned us outside and down the fire escape in the correct direction.  At the bottom of the fire escape we noticed a mustached man walking by with a similar pass/map in his hands.  Avgust said, "I bet he's looking for the spindle maker too" and we both had a hearty chuckle.  
 

Now turning into yet another stadium-sized structure that indeed looked like a woodworking factory we began walking and walking and walking and asking people along the way where the spindle maker was.  They continued to point us along on what was later to be known in casual conversation as "The Fugitive 2: Where in the World is the Society of Limited Responsibility's Spindle Maker".  And wouldn't you know it we found him!  If I were to see this young man on the street I would have no idea that he is indeed a spindle maker.  There was nothing unusual about his dress, manner or speech that would indicate his profession.  We went with him and another factory worker to a room on the second floor and begin to talk about our preferred design for spindles.  After talking all of the details through the spindle maker uttered these words:
 

"I can make five spindles a day."
 

-The Perm Spindle Maker, Spring 2003, Perm, Russia
 

Yes, that's right, faithful reader!  This factory whose land area rivals that of certain states in New England is able to produce five spindles per day!  There are no spindles in the warehouse in the back!  Every spindle is (don't I feel special) a special order!
 

This is the Information Age.  He who has the information has the power!  The information of how many spindles per day this particular "Society of Limited Responsibility" can produce would have been helpful if communicated OVER THE TELEPHONE when we called!
 

My head began to swim and suddenly my legs felt very weak.  The hours of my life up until this moment  rushed through my head like a dream.  It was after taking stock of things that I made a very important decision (most importantly realizing that people were waiting for me somewhere in the city and to actually order these spindles would take another considerable chunk of time of which my life consists of.  The average person spends six months of his life at stoplights which makes sense because the people going the other way are at least getting somewhere, but it's a rare person who has spent more than one month of his life ordering spindles, and I could see that easily happening because there was a mountain of paperwork waiting for us at the commercial director's office, and since we had calculated that we indeed needed 26 spindles and the spindle maker does not work on Saturday or Sunday).  So I said, "Avgust, let's go".  
 

We then walked out of the room and there was the mustached man that we had seen earlier (this is a true story and this made it worth it all).  He said, "Is the spindle maker upstairs".
 

Yes, my mustached comrade he is upstairs.  And he's all yours!
 

We walked outside the stadium sized building, and then down the lane through the gargantuan complex and then through the cavernous warehouse and then up to the control point where they check the passes and then outside.  As we walked to the other side of the fence I could hear the crescendo of music in my ears.  It was a song that goes like this:
 

"Ode to Lowe's"
 

I'm free!
I'm free!
I love Home Depot
I'm free!
I don't have to buy anything here
The old spindles aren't so bad
I'm free!
Mama, I'm coming home
 

Yup, we're going to fix those old spindles, I think, and because of this we all learned a valuable lesson:  Don't take your local Ace Hardware for granted.
 

So, that's my story.  I'm okay now.  
 



 

Yes, life would be easier if there were a Home Depot around here, but then the herald would not be nearly as interesting.  I'm happy to report that as far as I can remember this was indeed my least effective moment in the construction process so far.  That means that my other moments were at least more effective than this one.  
 

On a more serious note...
 

We are actually thrilled with the way that the Lord is providing through his people towards this center.  This center will not only be a launching pad for training missionaries and sending them to the nations, but we are praying that it will be a place of ministry to the neighborhood of 37,000 that it is located in.
 

Month by month the Lord is providing and the work is moving forward.  We have now paid about $20,000 which means there is only $55,000 more to go to have this building paid off! We have been up to date on all our payments and also are blessed that we have had the finances also available for materials for working day by day.  Also, a huge blessing has been the release of funds towards the architectural project.  These architectural plans which also provide the necessary documentation for people to be allowed to live on the second floor of the building are in process and we're hoping to have the final draft very soon.  Please pray for wisdom with all of the important decisions that we are making right now and please pray that all of our efforts will be effective and that this center will be soon serving the vision that the Lord has given us.  
 

In other news, I will be in Albuquerque, New Mexico the first week of May and then be paying a visit to my homeland of Northeast Ohio.  I look forward to seeing many of you then.  Hannah will be holding the fort down here in Perm and taking care of Rachel during this time so you can be in prayer for Rachel. :)
 

Thank you again for all of your prayers and support.  We love hearing from you!
 

Blessings--
 

Andy, Rachel, and The Two Teeth Wonder
 

THE GRINDING COINCIDENCE July 18, 2003

 Hello from Beautiful Perm, Russia, America's #1 choice for a weekend vacation getaway!
 

Recently my friend Avgust and I were standing on a side street not far from downtown Perm.  We were having one of our most popular conversations.  We were discussing our need for a hammer drill and grinder/concrete saw.  This subject comes up on average three times per week.  Anyway, as we stood quietly conversing two young men approached us.  This, by the way, is a true story.  These two young men, I am telling the truth, approached us and asked if by chance we would like to buy a hammer drill and a grinder/concrete saw!  I'm pretty sure they had not heard our conversation.  So, this brings up a riddle for those who enjoy calculating statistics.  What are the chances of these two young men to offer us the two things we were talking about!  If they had offered just a drill or just a concrete saw that would be one thing.  In a city of one million people, I ask you dear and faithful reader, what are the chances?  And on top of this, what are the chances of that happening and then the drill and concrete saw both being the wrong size!  Talk about being so close but yet so very far!  We didn't buy them.  They were probably stolen anyway...
 

In unrelated news, Rachel had been commenting quite often recently that the car was making a funny noise.  I, of course, being the wise mechanic/good listener that I am, encouraged her not to discuss this petty matter as all Russian cars make funny noises.  Last week the engine block fell off of its mounting.  In turn the timing belt and the alternator belt both needed to be replaced.  I was "disappointed" that this had happened and may have also been "brooding" slightly and thinking about selling the car.  However, thanks to our kind base driver/mechanic, Anatoliy, donating his time all of the repairs were made for about $35!  Also, my Russian friends unanimously stated, "What do you expect with a Russian car on Russian roads?"  Apparently, I'm supposed to "expect" the engine block to fall off of its mounting from time to time.  Silly me obsessing over the small matters in life!
 

This month we have been living with the King's Kids team in an orphanage that is close to the building.  Rachel is leading the King's Kids team and they are busy doing evangelism and service projects in another local orphanage, school, and hospital.  Part of this living arrangement includes our dear daughter Hannah living in the same room as us.  In the land of the midnight sun, she often sees no clear reason to go to bed before its dark.  So, Rachel and I are forced to "play 'possum" and pretend that Hannah trying to put her mouth on my big toe that is ever so close to her crib is not funny.
 

Please pray for Rachel as she leads this team and for the team, that this summer would be a life changing experience for this young group of Russian world-changers!
 

Last week, two fine men from Atlanta and two fine men from Nyrob were kind enough to come to help out at the building.  Thank you Phil, Dave, Roma, and Pasha!  In one weeks time we were able to build all of the walls that were necessary on the second floor (making a total of 11 bedrooms).  For us this was mach-speed progress.  It was also nice to be able to work with a building professional and have that confidence that we were doing things right the first time!
 

It has been very encouraging for us also to see other local Christians show up to help out.  We can certainly use all the help we can get!  Also, we have met a professional builder from our church who is helping us find people who will do our electricity, heating, and other things that we are unable to do on our own for a decent price.  He has also been kind enough to give us much needed advice.  There is still a lot of work to do in order for the building to be ready for the school this October.  There are still also many financial needs for building materials.  I will be sure to write soon in order to make those needs known.  They will also be posted on our web-site www.ywamperm.org in the next couple of weeks.  Please pray that we will have wisdom in all of the decisions that need to be made.  We are thankful to God for his provision both financially and with those who have come to help.  He is Faithful!
 

August looks to be an interesting month with teams coming from Poland and Trinidad!  They will both be working in the north.  Rachel, Hannah and I will also be traveling to Latvia at the end of August in order to renew our visas.  Hannah has been looking forward to that trip for sometime now as she has never been to Latvia.
 

I reckon that's all for now.  It's always good to hear from you.
 

Blessings--
 

Andy, Rachel, Hannah, and the Little One in the Oven
 

 

 

WALDEN POND AND THE CUBAN MISSILE CRISIS  October 13, 2003

Dear Friend,
 

It is true.  I have received almost no formal education in the scientific method of carbon dating.  Neither can I claim to have a firm grasp of the nuances of what makes a successful archaeological dig.  I am unable to give an exhaustive dissertation on world civilization and worldview's effect on architecture.  I am but a simple missionary from the hill country that surrounds the Cuyahoga Valley.

 

"Where is this going?"

-Rachel E. Frecka, 11 October 2003

 

Yesterday I was digging some holes and filling them with cement and these things that I have mentioned came to mind.  It also came to mind the day before yesterday when I was removing an old window to make way for a new window.  When I was removing the window the Cuban Missile Crisis suddenly came to mind.  Yup, just popped into my head out of nowhere.  I cannot claim to know for sure, but I do believe that the window I was removing was last cleaned sometime during this defining moment of the Cold War.  If I may digress for a moment I would like to mention that these windows are in a hard to clean spot, high above the staircase.  Not only are they hard to clean, their location makes them more difficult to replace.  Sergei from Nyrob has been helping us.  I began to have visions of the scaffolding that Sergei and I were about to construct to reach the windows.  I imagined my hand sketched architectural drawings of this 8th wonder of the world which would indeed take some skill to construct (lucky I have that!) but would make the replacement of these windows a cinch.  I began a mental checklist of all of the needed material and began to share my dream with Sergei.  He paused and looked deep into my soul before he said, "Get a plank and lay it across the ledge."  Yes, in a moment my vision was dashed and I was reminded of a story I heard about the difference between the US and Russian space programs.  The United States spent a lot of money developing a pen that works in a gravity free environment.  The Russians took a pencil.  

 

But I digress.  I cannot claim to be able to so exactly determine the last time these windows were cleaned by my rudimentary means of dust measurement.  And after all, I am not claiming to be an archaeologist.  But if I were a gambling man I would wager that certain parts of the building last received serious attention when Comrade Khrushchev was General Secretary of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics.

 

Recently an old man stopped by the base.  He said that he had been the foreman who directed the construction of the building which we have now purchased.  I wasn't around when this man came by.  But the staff who were there told me what he had said.  He had talked about how they had built the building and how he had attracted workers with the promise that if they worked they would receive an apartment.  This building which was built around the time that Stalin died has now been used for many things.  It has been used as a library which was full of Communist propaganda, it was used as a sewing club, and a children's boxing club, among other things.  Knowing what I know now I wish that I could have met this foreman when the building was being built.  I wish that I could have walked into that atheistic library thirty or even fifteen years ago.  Knowing what I know now I would have liked to ask one question, "Do you know that this building will one day launch Russian missionaries to the nations!?"  

 

Of course, there are a lot of other interesting questions that could be asked like "Did you know that one day foreigners will be digging holes around this building and filling them with concrete?"  But my point is that I think that often we can be in the middle of a miracle and lose sight of that.  It was a rare believer years ago who had faith that a day would soon come when the Gospel could be freely preached in this nation.  I remember when I was little, my mom would read us a book about a Russian Christian boy named Ivan.  It was understood that we could pray for Russia but it didn't seem that missionaries would ever be able to come here.

 

Yup, it's often easy to lose sight of the miracle that we are witnessing here in Russia.  Like, for instance when we pay the electrician and then he doesn't show up for work for three days because he's drunk.  Or when the plumber puts drain pipes on top of the floor right in front of an exit door!  Or when we have to run around to a hundred government offices to get what seems like one silly little stamp.

 

"He who has served (in the military) does not laugh at the circus."

-Ancient Russian Folk Wisdom

 

Or this summer when my FOURTH car radio was stolen.  Actually, the fact that the car radio was stolen may have been positive.  Since it was the fourth car radio that we've had stolen we decided not to run out right away and buy another car radio.  After all wasn't it Thoreau who said, "Simplify, simplify"?  Therefore, I spend my time alone in the car in quiet meditation and reflection, pondering the deeper things in life.  Admittedly, occasionally this tranquil soliloquy is rudely interrupted by the combination of what I consider to be an inconsiderate driver...

 

"It's not necessarily that they're inconsiderate, it's just that they aren't driving the way that you want them to."

 

-Rachel "The Voice of Reason in My Life" Frecka circa 2003

 

...and my commentary on what I see.  After all good ol' Henry David didn't have to deal with slow drivers in the left hand lane at Walden Pond now did he?  Anyway, back to my point...

 

When I look out my apartment window I can see many cranes which are a sign that the perestroika, the rebuilding, of Russia is still in full swing.  So, the fact that we are renovating is far from unique.  The unique thing is that we are building this miracle both with God and with our friends around the world who are praying for us and supporting us.  What we see today is only the beginning and a part of God's answer to many years of prayer for this nation and God's reward to the Russian believers who have gone on before us.  It just so happens that we are fortunate to be able to see today the beginning of God's great answer!

 

On a personal note, Rachel and I are thankful to all of you who have so faithfully prayed for and supported us over the years.  Did you know that many of you have been supporting us as a family for more than three years now?  Did you know that some of you have been supporting me as a full time missionary for more than eight years now?  Did you know that some of you have been supporting Rachel in what God has led her into around the world for more than fourteen years now!? (it's not that she's that old, it's that she started off that young).  God is demonstrating His faithfulness through you and we are thankful!

 

"For I tell you the truth, many prophets and righteous men longed to see what you see but did not see it, and to hear what you hear but did not hear it."  Matthew 13:17

 

Do we have more needs for the base?  Absolutely.  We want to have the bedrooms finished in time for a conference we are having in three weeks time.  We need bunk beds, wallpaper, linoleum, tables and chairs in order to see this happen.  But I think I have come to understand that we will always have needs and we will always have problems that we need prayer for.  Today I thought it would be good to thank the Lord for His faithfulness to us and to this great nation.  Would you join us in thanking the Lord!  He is good!

 

Until next time...

 

God bless!

 

Andy, Rachel, Hannah, and (I quote the doctor who didn't have time to do an ultra sound) "The Heartbeat Sounds Like a Girl's!"

 

The following advertisement is not necessarily endorsed by Handyrachet Herald International, The Handyrachet Society of Limited Responsibility(LLC), nor the former Sultan of Brunei Sir Bolkiah

 

EXPERIENCE THE HERALD
 

The Handyrachet Herald Proudly Presents the first ever "Experience the Herald Sweepstakes".  

 

Find your comments posted on the critically acclaimed handyrachet website!

A Chance to win cool prizes! (I'm serious)

Meet new friends! (maybe)

Become famous! (probably not)

 

As you know, the Handyrachet Herald is not just a missionary newsletter; it is a "virtual missions experience".  As part of the yearlong celebration of the third year and three month anniversary since the "drew's news" (that tired old missionary rag) re-invented itself into the "Handyrachet Herald" we are now holding our first ever sweepstakes.  

 

Important Note:  Don't worry.  It's not gambling.  You don't have to pay anything.

 

How To Enter:

 

Send us an e-mail telling us about how you "Experience the Herald".  Be creative.  Send a picture (make sure their size is within the boundaries of reason), a poem.  Maybe tell a story about your most embarrassing moment while reading the Herald.  Make a comment about some of the hot topics mentioned in the Herald.  Or you can just write us something that's not really about any of this but that we might find interesting.  Be sure to tell us where you're from.

 

The staff here at Handyrachet Herald (me) will then attempt to bring all of the entries together and post them on the web-site www.ywamconnect.com/sites/handyrachet
 

The winner will then be randomly selected by Hannah (okay, we don't know exactly how this is going to work yet).  But the point is that there will be a prize for the winner!  And you can only become a winner if you enter!

 

Enter for your chance to win!  After all what other newsletters ever offered a sweepstakes?

 

Some restrictions apply for the employees of the Herald, residents of VT, AK, NV, and the Yap Islands.

 

"Do you think anyone will go far enough down to read the advertisement?"

-Rachel E. Frecka, Editor-in-Chief

 

 

 

 

 

 BOUNCING BABY July 13, 2004

Hello Dear Friend--
 

It was just last night I was sitting with my dear wife suggesting that we, "Reflect on the course of events that have led up to us sitting together in a room in Perm, Russia about to have a baby."  Rachel seemed to think that it was a bit too complicated to meditate on at the moment.

 

We had taken her for a check up and the doctor had admitted her into the hospital as labor seemed imminent.  Personally, I was a bit relieved as I hadn't been sleeping well.  An American doctor friend of ours upon hearing how fast Hannah's delivery was had said that when Rachel goes into labor we need to, "Tie her legs together, hang her upside down and get to the hospital as quickly as possible."  Although I have been known to milk every ounce of horsepower in our Formula 37 Lada 10th Series Stealth Cruiser I was not relishing the thought of midnight heroics at minus 30 with a potential arrival of new life before our arrival at the hospital.  The thought of this had been keeping me awake at night.  Every time Rachel rolled over I awoke with quite a start already prepared for automobile heroics through the nighttime windswept snowscape of Perm, Russia.

 

After Rachel had been admitted I returned home as they don't allow the husband to spend the night at the hospital over here.  She called me about bedtime and informed me that she was having contractions about five minutes apart.  I knew that this was not "false labor" because it was already getting late.  So, I headed right down.

 

I was not only fulfilling the duty of husband but also the duty of "doula".  If you don't know what a doula is- it's the latest craze in birthing.  Doula is Greek for slave.  It's someone who does whatever the mother wants them to do.  In most cases this involves massage.  In my case it was not singing any Veggie Tales Silly Songs.

 

The hospital staff were quite nice.  They had a lot of equipment at the hospital that looked circa 1950's.  This was mainly less important equipment like beds and stretchers.  It gave a retro feel to the whole place.  They also had more modern equipment.  But anyway, the doctors and nurses were quite nice and we were thankful for that.

 

After awhile of having contractions they brought us down to the place where you have the babies.  The doctor had told us earlier that they were expecting about 10 births last night.  I could not figure out where this was happening as the hospital was quite quiet close to Rachel's room.  Then they took us down to the birthing conveyor.  I was in shock.  It looked like they were having about 10 babies an hour in this place.  There were women having babies all over!  They all had this look in their eyes that said, "Please help..."  

 

Some of you are wondering when I'll get down to the point of all of this.  

 

After awhile of Rachel sitting on the birthing ball and me pushing on her sides in a location that the doctor said would relieve pain we were taken into the birthing room.  I would just like to mention that there was another lady in there having a baby which just added to the excitement of the moment.  

 

At 12:57 a.m. January 13, 2004 (which is a major Russian holiday- the Old New Year- I'm not kidding) Charles Adlai Frecka was born!  He weighed in at 3552 grams and was 52 centimeters long.  Both mother and baby are doing just fine!  They will most likely be in the hospital for five more days which is standard here.

 

Let's see how much hate mail I get for not giving the non-metric equivalents of the measurements.  Come on, America, get in step with the rest of the world!  If you aren't familiar with the metric system and are concerned, don't worry, it's a normal sized baby, almost exactly the same weight as Hannah was when she was born but 2 centimeters longer.

 

So, that's what's been going on here in Perm, Russia.  Oh yes, our Discipleship Training School (DTS) started last Sunday.  We have a good group of students and we are SO GLAD that we have our own training facility now.  It makes running these schools SO MUCH EASIER!  Thank you to everyone who gave towards this building.  Our prayer is that it will be used to train many for many years to come.  My brother Tim is coming this week to put in shower rooms as part of the program Plumbers Without Borders.  The students are looking forward to showers!

 

Reckon that's all for now.  Pictures of Charlie and mother will be forthcoming on our web-site.

 

Blessings--

 

Andy, Rachel, The Embodiment of Astonishing Silliness, and Charles

 

THE WHITE LUNG January 31, 2004

Hello Dear Friend,
 

I was recently chewing on an alleged sheep lung in a cafeteria in south Albania as part of a "celebration" that ended the family camp that we had been working with.  I had the responsibility of picking up the sheep and transporting it to the camp at the end of both camps that we worked with.  It was fascinating to watch a whole (and I mean whole- every part is important, we must not let anything go to waste) grilled sheep obliterated into so many pieces in such a short time with a butcher knife.  
 

After my first bite of alleged sheep lung I had a revelation.  During the first week's celebration I had eaten an unidentified piece of sheep innard and I had lost both for myself and the reading public a priceless piece of information- what was it that I ate?  I can only say that it was sheep innard.  I determined that I would not make the same mistake two weeks in a row.  Alert handyrachet readers around the world demand the details.  For your sake I inquired of an Albanian lady at our table.  After a brief inspection she declared, with momentous authority, that I was eating the white lung.  I was relieved to learn that the sheep in question was not addicted to smoking tobacco nor was it ever employed in a coal mine.  But just to make sure I asked, "What is the white lung?"
 

She asked me if I had ever taken biology.  I thought to myself, "Yes, I have, but for the first time I now know that the sheep has 7 bronchial tubes!"


A BRIEF INTERRUPTION BY THE ANATOMY POLICE WHO ARE VERY CONCERNED ABOUT TELLING THINGS THE RIGHT WAY
 

"I actually think they have a lot of bronchial tubes though...it's kind of like cauliflower."
-Rachel E. Frecka
30 July 2004
 

"There are two bronchial tubes which branch out into three tubes known as bronchiolla."
-Jette, fellow student and Danish doctor
30 July 2004
 

"Friends, would you please stop interrupting my story with your facts.  Can't you see I am telling a story here?  I am so relieved to learn that it was bronchiolla.  Let's get back to the story!"
Editor, owner, censor, writer of the Handyrachet Herald
30 July 2004


 

There was a brief silence and then with a very serious look this kind lady informed me that I had the best parts of the sheep.  
 

Although I do admit that alleged white lung was way better than unidentified sheep innard I hesitated to believe the lady and I will tell you why.  Along with my sheep innard the week before I had also been served sheep jawbone.  And, yes, I'm sure it was a jawbone although most of my high school biology effort was spent in the shade of a forest across the street from our high school supposedly in hot pursuit of wildflowers that were in desperate need of identification and being taped into my notebook.  The only thing that made the jawbone questionable were the teeth sticking out.  Apparently, that sheep's source of water had no fluoride additives to build cavity protection against any sugar in the grass.  Neither was this ill-fortuned sheep aware of the merits of chewing gum after lunch if a toothbrush and toothpaste were not readily available.  On one side of the jawbone was half a tongue which I proceeded to chew on.  There was a serious man sitting nearby.  With a pious look he suggested that I partake of the cheek on the opposite side of the jawbone as it was softer.  He then continued that I had been served the best parts of the sheep and to receive part of the sheep's head at an Albanian banquet is considered to be an honor.
 

So, after hearing the same thing two weeks in a row I realized what all of those Albanians were laughing at as they ate leg of lamb and the such.  "Did you see that dumb American?!  He actually ate it!  We told him that it's for the honored guest!"  
 

Our time in Albania came quickly to an end and there was of course much more that happened than sheepish celebrations.  The first week we were able to work with a local church.  Rachel taught on the subject of family and also in their children meetings throughout the region.  The commitment of the church was a challenge to us.  I also learned much from this church that I hope we will be able to use in church planting in Russia. It was also a new cultural experience for us to share a home with an Albanian family for the week.
 

After this, we traveled to the south of Albania to the city of Vlore for the two family camps.  Rachel taught in both camps to both the adults and the children.  I spent most of that time trying to cool off and taking walks with Hannah.  It was hot, hot, hot!  
 

The temperature of Albania was actually one of the first surprises.  We soon learned that it had not been necessary to pack our coats.  I suppose our impression of all post-Communist nations is that they are cold.  We were also surprised to learn that Albanian culture is very very different from Russian culture.  It was amazing to watch the people.  It seemed that greeting was a national sport.  Everywhere you looked people were shaking, hands, hugging, and kissing.  Cars would stop in the middle of rush hour traffic so that the drivers could have a leisurely chat accompanied by twenty other drivers laying on their horns.  
 

How hot was it?  It was so hot that before we left we had the luxury of spending a few days in an air-conditioned room where we huddled in our blankets only to later learn that the air-conditioned temperature was more than 80 degrees Fahrenheit.
 

We want to thank all of you who prayed for us during this time.  We learned a lot about running family camps which we hope to use in Russia in the future.  There were also things like a chance meeting with a young Albanian television star who I was able to pray with as he described how difficult it is to seek after God when you work in the television industry.  I was also able to build friendships with some tourists from Kosovo which was both interesting and eye-opening.  We need to pray for that broken nation.
 

So, that is the nutshell report of our trip to Albania.  Again, thank you for your prayers.  Next week we are going on vacation to a lake here in Hungary.  On August 12, Rachel and the children fly to the USA and I fly to Russia.  Please pray for Rachel as she flies with the two little ones.  Please also pray for my time in Russia.  I will fly to the States at the end of August.
 

That's all for now!
 

Blessings,
 

Andy, Rachel, Hannah, and Charlie
  

 ODE TO CARROT TOP August 2, 2003

"Ode to Carrot Top"
by Hannah Frecka (ok, ok, maybe ghost-written by her father) 
 

My hair is a napkin
There's milk on my chin
My diaper is full
And that ain't no sin!
 

My hair is a napkin
There's milk on my chin
The rice is for texture
Banana for shine
The beans add volume
And I'm doing just fine!
 

I lather
And mom rinses!
I lather
And mom rinses!
I lather again 
And mom rinses again!
 

My hair is a napkin
There's milk on my chin
I may one day run for Congress
Or fly to the moon
But now I'm content sitting here, Goo-goo!
 

And now presenting the new Hannah Shampoos of choice:
 

Panbean Pro-peas
Bread and Shoulders
Fineggsse
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

