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I      n the time it takes to read this 
page, another Christian will be 
killed because of his or her faith 
in Jesus Christ.  160,000 believ-
ers around the world will be 
slaughtered this year aloneé
simply because they love  Jesus. 
 
This is not a news flash.  The 
physical risk of ñgoing public with 
the glory of Godò (John Piper) 
among satanically dominated 
peoples is obvious.  Jesus pre-
dicted that you will probably be 
chugged (disposed of quickly 
and without pause) like a lion 
eats a lamb (Matthew 10:16;      
1 Peter 5:8).  Thatôs the risk of 
identifying with Jesus in this 
world; and too many shrivel up at 
the thought.    
 
Scripture describes the butcher-
ing of missionaries as horrifically 
beautiful.  Horrible because of 

the indescribable tor-
ment endured by so 
many; but stunningly 
beautiful in their humble 
Christ-likeness as they 
are afflicted, persecuted, 
struck down; but not   
destroyed (2 Cor. 4).  
When believers are 
crushed by suffering, the 
a r o ma  o f  C h r i s t 
stretches out even more 
widely and rapidly 

among the peoples.   
 
This is biblical boldness: to plow 

What Will  
We SUFFER 
If We   
Refuse To 
SUFFER  
FOR 
CHRIST? 
By  
David Sitton 
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through hostile resistance with the gentleness of Christ and 
ñloving the hateò out of those fierce enemies of the cross.     
However, I dread a greater danger than death.  I dread the con-
sequences of not risk-taking for the gospel.  What will I suffer if I 
refuse to suffer for Christ?  What will I lose if I refuse to lose my 
life with Jesus for the nations?  What ñgloryò (Paulôs word ï Ro-
mans 8:18) will I miss out on if I shirk suffering for the gospel? 
 
These are some of the questions we will explore in our fast-
approaching To Every Tribe Mission Conference, The Privilege 
of Suffering: Jesus Is Worth It.   (Look for speaker details and 
i m p o r t a n t 
confe rence 
in format ion 
on page 19!) 
 
There is 
something in 
suffering for 
the gospel that produces supernatural affection and compas-
sion within you towards those who are harming you.  At the 
same time, when one can praise God instead of denying him in 
the midst of suffering, unbelievers take notice.  Some are      
inevitably saved, which generates more persecution, which in 
turn, fuels an even more passionate scattering of the gospel.  
The result is that whole new regions are quickly populated with     
believers and churches.  This is how suffering and persecution 
nearly always advances both personal sanctification in the    
sufferer and the speedier, wide-ranging expansion of the gospel 
among the persecutors.    
   
There is nothing more powerful in evangelism than a life humbly 
laid down for Christ and the gospel.  Gospel risk-takers are  
missionary madmen (2 Cor. 11:23).  But God is glorified by 
them; the worldôs unharvested fields 
need many more like them.   
               
Because Jesus is Worth It, 

 
 
 

 

You can KILL me,  
but you can¡t HURT me ! 

Chinese Christian martyr, 
moments before he was beheaded 
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S     ix senior officers sat behind a 
long table that first day back in 
October 1974, their uniforms spot-
less and their faces grave.  They 
wanted to carry out a most serious 
ceremony:  My indictment for cre-
ating ñpropaganda that endangers 
the security of the state.ò  Actually, 
what I had done was write a paper 
entitled The Place of a Christian in 
a Socialist State.  I had analyzed 
how Communism in my beloved 
nation, Romania, had failed to pro-
duce the ñnew manò so predicted 
by Marxism.  Thirty years of try-
ing . . . and still we had so many 
problems.  The alternative, I said 
in the end, was Christ; He alone 
could change human nature. 
  
The communist authorities did not 
appreciate that, and so my house 
was searched and my entire     
library confiscated.  Now I sat on a 
chair before the secret police tri-
bunal.  A colonel began a speech.  
He reminded me that I could face 
up to 15 years in prison. 
  
ñWhat about Romans 13?ò he 
asked with a flourish.  ñIsnôt it   
written there that the authorities 
are ordained by God?ò 
  
I couldnôt keep silent.  ñSir,ò I inter-
rupted, ñwould you let me explain 
how I see Romans 13 in this situa-
tion?ò  He smiled ever so slightly; 
maybe he was curious.  ñAll right, 
go on.ò 
  
ñWhat is taking place here is       
not an encounter between you 
and me,ò I began.  ñThis is an en-
counter between my God and 
me.ò His expression grew puzzled. 

Thank  
You 
For the  
BEATING 
By  
Dr. Josef Tson 

Dr. Tson 
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ñMy God is teaching me a      
lesson.  I do not know what it is.  
Maybe he wants to teach me 
several lessons.  I only know, 
sir, that you will do to me only 
what He wants you to do ï and 
you will not go one inch further ï 
because you are simply an    
instrument of my God.ò 
  
He did not like that interpretation 
of Romans 13, but I did!  To see 
those six pompous men as my 
Fatherôs puppets!  They immedi-
ately consigned me to six 
months of interrogation, five 
days a week, sometimes up to 
10 hours a day.  But in the end, I 
was right: I learned a great deal. 
First I must stop and explain 

what a police interrogator does.  
His main job is to break the   
person into submission and  
slavery.  He is trying to get as 
much information as he can, but 
he is also trying to crush the  
personôs spirit through abusive 
language and threats . . . so he 
can finally win him over as a  
collaborator, a secret informer. 
  
The interrogator has his special 
tools: arrogance, mockery, 
threats, guile, lies and force.       
I went into my questioning      
believing those were Satanôs 
tools, and I should not use the 
weapons of my adversary.     
Instead, I had my Masterôs tools:  
trust in God, love, joy, truth, and 
self-sacrifice. 
 
One evening, after about 10 

hours of interrogation, the captain 
said, ñNow you go home, and   
tomorrow morning at 8 oôclock, be 
back on the barricade.ò 
  
I stared at him.  ñMr. Captain,ò I 
said, ñwhy do you use the        
language of war?  I must tell you 
something:  Every morning before 
I come here, I pray for you, for 
your salvation.  I could hardly 
come back here tomorrow with a 
warlike attitude toward the person 
for whom I had just prayed.ò  His 
eyes became very big, and he 
could not speak.  Finally, he said, 
ñAll right, just go home and be 
back tomorrow morning at 8.ò 
  
A psychiatrist who knew about 
police tactics told me during this 
time, ñYou know, if you are      
unbroken at the end of these 
questionings, then he will be   
broken instead.  This is a battle 
between two souls, and one has 
to break down.ò 
  
By the end of six months, I had 
found many chances to tell my 
interrogator about the Lord.  I do 
not know how deeply he was 
touched.  But he always listened 
to me very quietly.  On the last 
day, he made a telling remark.  
ñNow it is all over,ò he said.  ñYou 
can go free and we shall not see 
each other again.  I cannot    
comment on these meetings but I 
want to tell you one thing:  Iôll 
miss you, Mr. Tson.ò  The weap-
ons of my Master had conquered. 
Actually, we saw each other 
again, four years later, when he 
was  once  aga in         

Two Kinds of Tools  

co
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ôd 
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assigned to work on me for six 
weeks.  At the end of that series, he 
said, ñWhenever I interrogate some-
one, I feel the person hates me for 
what I am doing.  But with you, it is 
different.ò 

My second lesson came at the    
beginning of this six-week stretch, 
on the opening Monday.  Two     
officers were interrogating me when, 
about midday, a general came into 
the room.  He signaled with his 
hand for them to leave.  He began 
to curse me and hit me, slapping my 
face and hitting my head with his 
fist, finally knocking my head 
against the wall.  I screamed ï     
intentionally.  I shouted so the other 
detainees in nearby rooms would 
hear me.  What the general was  
doing was clearly illegal.  That, of 
course, was why he had ordered the 
two officers out of the room; he 
wanted no witnesses at my trial.  He 
kept on for a while, then left without 
another word.  The two officers 
came back and resumed the interro-
gation as if nothing had happened. 
  
On Thursday afternoon, the general 
returned.  Again he motioned with 
his hand for the two to leave.            
I braced myself for a second round 
of beating.  But the man sat down 
behind the desk and said, ñDonôt 
worry.  This time I am calm.  I have 
come to talk to you.ò 
  
Now the Lord has promised that 
when His people are questioned, 
the Holy Spirit within them will do 

the talking.  I can testify to this truth.  
I myself was surprised as I said, 
ñMr. General, because you came to 
talk to me, I want first of all to apolo-
gize for what happened Monday.ò  
He was very surprised.  ñLet me ex-
plain what I mean,ò I said.  ñOn 
Tuesday, I was kept here the whole 
day without being interrogated.  I 
had plenty of time to think.  All of a 
sudden it dawned on me that this is 
Holy Week.  ñWell, sir, for a Chris-
tian, nothing is more beautiful than 
to suffer during the time his Savior 
and Lord suffered.  When you beat 
me, you did me a great honor.  I am 
sorry for shouting at you.  I should 
have thanked you for the most 
beautiful gift you could ever have 
given me.  Since Tuesday I have 
been praying for you and your    
family.ò 
  
I saw the man choking.  He tried 
hard to swallow.  Then, somehow, 
he said, ñWell, I shouldnôt have done 
it.  I am sorry ï letôs talk.ò  We talked 
many days after that.  Eventually he 
said, ñWould you put on a paper all 
you have said to me?  I want the 
president of the country to read it.ò 

When I was being examined in the 
capital city of Bucharest, an order 
came down to take me to the minis-
ter of the interior, who heads up the 
Romanian secret police.  He sat 
down in front of his desk and imme-
diately began to unleash the most 
violent language I had ever heard.  
He called me ñleper,ò ñscum,ò ñdogò 
and a number of other names.  
Then he announced, ñYouôre going 

A Holy Time to Suffer  

To Die Is Gain  
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to be shot ï but first I want you     
tortured so you will curse all that 
you hold sacred and holy.ò  He    
ordered two officers in the room to 
take me back to the interrogation 
building.  There, in the familiar room 
where I had spent so many days 
answering questions, a major, 
whom I knew well, was waiting. 
  
ñYou see, Mr. Tson,ò he began in a 
soft and friendly voice, ñyour situa-
tion is very serious.  I think they will 
shoot you.  But . . . why donôt you do 
something to avoid that?  If some-
how they only sentenced you to a 
long prison term instead, there 
might be an amnesty someday, and 
you could go free.  If they shoot you, 
however, thatôs the end!ò 
  
ñAnd what do I have to do to avoid 
being shot?ò 
  
ñWell,ò he said hesitantly, ñyou know 
I do not speak as an official.  I can 
only tell you my opinion.  I think that 
if you write a statement confessing 
that all those papers of yours were 
written at the command of your 
masters in the West, and if you ask 
for forgiveness and promise not to 
do it again, they will spare your life.ò 
  
Clearly, he was part of the plot.  I 
smiled and said, ñWhat you offer me 
is spiritual suicide.  I would much 
rather accept a physical death.  To 
tell you the truth, I donôt see any 
reason to save my own life.  Go on, 
shoot me.ò 
  
I cannot fully describe that manôs 
fury at that moment.  He  

¢You¡re  
going to  
be SHOT but 
first I 
want you 
TORTURED  
so you will 
curse all 
that you 
hold sacred 
and holy.£  
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suddenly realized the whole plan 
to break me had failed.  They did 
not torture me then.  In fact,           
I found out later they already had 
a presidential order that day to set 
me free, thanks to pressure from 
abroad.  They only wanted to see 
if one last threat would make me 
their slave. 
  
Why did I say I did not need to 
save my life?  Here is why.      
During an earlier interrogation at   
Ploiesti I had told another officer 
who threatened to kill me, ñSir, let 
me explain how I see this issue.  
Your supreme weapon is killing.  
My supreme weapon is dying.  
Here is how it works.  You know 
that my sermons on tape have 
spread all over the country.  If you 
kill me, those sermons will be 
sprinkled with my blood.  Every-
one will know I died for my 
preaching.  And everyone who 
has a tape will pick it up and say, 
óIôd better listen again to what this 
man preached, because he really 
meant it: he sealed it with his life.ô  
So, sir, my sermons will speak 10 
times louder than before.  I will 
actually rejoice in this supreme 
victory if you kill me.ò 
  
He sent me home. 
  
Another officer who was interro-
gating a pastor friend of mine told 
him, ñWe know that Mr. Tson 
would love to be a martyr, but we 
are not that foolish to fulfill his 
wish.ò 
  
I stopped to consider the meaning 

 

Joseph Tson is the former 
president of The Romanian 
Missionary Society in 
Wheaton, IL.  He was the 
pastor of Second Baptist 
Church in Oradea, Roma-
nia until 1981, when he was  
exiled by the Romanian 
government.   

 
This article has been reprinted 
with the permission of the author. 8 

of that statement.  I  remembered 
how for many years, I had been 
afraid of dying.  I had kept a low 
profile.  Because I wanted badly to 
live, I had wasted my life in inac-
tivity.  But now that I had placed 
my life on the altar and decided I 
was ready to die for the gospel, 
they were telling me they would 
not kill me!   I could go wherever I 
wanted in the country and preach 
whatever  I wanted, knowing I was 
safe.  As long as I tried to save my 
life, I was losing it.  Now that I was 
willing to lose it, I found it. 
  
I was right that first day of interro-
gation:  The Lord had taught me 
many lessons during those trying 
hours.  Meanwhile, the secret po-
lice heard the gospel and got to 
see the love of Christ in action.  
We both came out better as a   
result. 
   
Jesus taught us long ago:  With 
Him, the road down leads         
upward.  With Him, the path of 
suffering ends in victory.  The road 
to Calvary does not stop until   
resurrection. 
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W     ork on the Center is progressing 
well.  Kyle, Roger, and Ron did an 
incredible job with construction, but 
also with gospel advance. We did 
12 days of VBS.  I think there were 
under 20 kids the first day, and 65 
by the end!  Kyle preached at a 
few Sunday services.  God has 
blessed this trip by giving us favor 
in the eyes of the people.  After I 
extend my visa, I will be heading 
back to Chambri for a couple of 
days.  From there I'm going to   
Govimas, which is 6 hours away by 
canoe from Chambri.  Iôm pretty 
sure the gospel had not been 
preached there before David Sitton 
and the students from the Center 
for Pioneer Church Planting arrived 
in March ó09.  Paul, my contact 
from Govimas, tells me that the 
people are hungry to hear the word 
of God.  He says they are also   
excited to be taught to read so they 
can understand the Bible.  Josie 
Koski (a PNG national) is going to 
be training teachers for a literacy 
program, and I'll be leading bible 
studies and building relationships. 
 

To sum up, God has been doing 
some incredible things here for his 
glory.  Pray that he would continue 
to pave the way for us to do his 
work.  Pray for our safety, both 
physically and spiritually.  This is 
front-line ministry, and the spiritual 
warfare is pretty intense.  Pray 
that:  God would bind the evil one;  
we would glorify God in all that we 

do;  God would prepare the hearts of the people with whom we come in 
contact so that those who have yet to believe would be turned toward him. 
 

God is doing lots of work in the Chambris, but also in my heart.  I left the 
U.S. a boy, and I will come back a man . . . not because of what I have 
accomplished, but because of what God has done in and through me.  
 
In Christ, 
-KB 
 

A Letter  
From  
Chambri...  

Editorôs Note: The following is   
an edited version of a blog      
entry by 19 year-old Kelly Bryant 
(Mundelein, IL).  Since the     
middle of July, Kelly has led        
a team including Kyle Danielson, 
Roger Swart, and Ron Poppie 
(LaCrescent, MN) and PNG   
nationals (see the summer issue 
of To Every Tribeôs newsletter)  
to work on a construction project 
and spread the gospel to    
Chambri Island and the Sepik 
River region.  Although Kyle, 
Roger, and Ron have recently 
returned to the states, Kelly        
is planning to remain through   
the end of   September. 

Kelly Bryant 
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I       have worked both locally and    
internationally for the past 12 years in 
the midst of the descendants of     
Ishmael ï the oft-forgotten other 
ñblessedò people (Gen.17:20-23).  
This has taken the form of mobilizing 
both westerners and former Muslims 
in church planting and leadership  
development.  The Islamic world  
comprises approximately 1.3 billion     
people, including nearly 6-8 million 
Muslims who make their home in the 
United States.  Both near and far, 
they have a need to hear the gospel, 
and present us with many church 
planting opportunities. 
 

Over the years I have come to under-
stand that the Lord Jesus uses      
suffering to bring people from Islam 
into the Kingdom of God.  For Chris-
tians working in Islamic contexts, 
there is a continuum of suffering and 
persecution.  On one end is the dis-
comfort that comes from going to a 
mosque for the first time, receiving 
stares and a possible ñinterrogationò 
at the doorway.  At the other end is 
traumatic emotional and physical 
abuse, even death, at the hands of 
those who would suppress the truth 
(Rom. 1:18) and the one who is the 
Truth.  This is happening in places 
like Indonesia, Egypt, Iraq, and else-
where (www.persecution.com).  For 
example, I am corresponding with a 
Christian brother in Northern Nigeria 
who has had death threats and at-
tempts made against his life.  He now 
has a mosque being constructed next 
to the wall of his church building. I am 
also in contact with a brother from 
Central Asia where employment is 
difficult to find and job-loss is not un-
common for those who follow Christ.   
 

By Godôs grace, my ministry team, 
family, and I have faced little of the 
severe persecution referred to above.  

PERSECUTION 
: : : : : :  
 

Taking  
The GOSPEL 
to The  
Children  
Of  
Ishmael  
By  
Paul Dreblow 

Paul Dreblow 
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