
 
 

 

 

   

  Dear Family and Friends,                                                                                                      January 2015 

“Precious memories, how they linger; how they ever flood my soul.”  Please take a quick trip 

with me down memory lane.  Our evening Christmas service was exciting and refreshing.  Four 

adjoining lighted canopies provided seating for 230.  Tables and chairs were covered in white.  

Each table had candlelight and Christmas decorations.  As Pastor Tim and Bro. Sakrapee moved 

from table to table, those individuals passed through two buffet serving lines of delicious Thai 

food prepared by a local restaurant.  Our teens sang Christmas carols while we enjoyed our meal 

and beverages with soft candlelight.  Of course, an outside Christmas evening service here means 

a heavenly temperature of about 78 degrees Fahrenheit.  Special music and the Christmas story 

read and preached “took us all to Heaven.” In a matter of minutes, our teens flooded the crowd 

distributing gifts of plastic-covered pillows and blankets for everyone.  Our folks were delighted 

and, after closing prayer, began loading up the song-taos to make their way back home.  Richard, 

from the U.K., was amazed at the conduct of the children and the number of young adults.  He 

said both groups were missing in the churches of England.  Our Thai teacher, Kuhn Pat, was so 

glad she came.  She remarked that she came expecting to find a group of 30 to 40.  Thank you 

for giving. 

Two weeks ago I attended my second funeral service here in Thailand.  The deceased and his 

daughter, Kuhn On, and two of her daughters began attending our services.  He and his wife 

attended a few times, but his health declined. He became bedfast and then was in and out of the 

hospital for a time.  He was a dear man of God and preacher of the Gospel.  The funeral was close 

to the Burmese border.  After leaving pavement, we drove another 45 minutes on dirt road.  His 

casket was now in his house in his former village.  The home was entirely of bamboo, four feet 

off the ground, and filled with family and friends.  Pastor Tim preached a great message, and the 

villagers sounded like a choir as we sang “In the Sweet By and By.”  We made our way up a steep 

hillside covered with pineapple.  With a spectacular view from the hilltop, he was laid to rest in a 

cemetery of six graves. Thank you for praying. 

Last Sunday morning Carmen and I picked up three girls that she and some 0ther ladies had won 

to the Lord the day before.  I had the privilege of baptizing them.  Thank you for caring. 

Last Sunday night Carmen and I picked up the wife of the deceased preacher, two of his 

granddaughters, and one great-grandchild.  Kuhn On and the whole family had come to the 

morning service on one of our song-taos.  Thank you for loving. 

God give us all joyful and fruitful days that will live forever.   

Until then, 

Randy and Carmen Shook 

 

 


