Dearest Friends, Loved Ones, Enemies, Admirers, and what not, 
 

How it breaks my perfectionist heart to not make this into a witty, funny long 
e-mail. 

 

I have finally decided that if I don’t have two hours...writing a letter in half an hour is better than not writing at all!!! You’d think I’d have learned that sooner huh? :) I’m slow that way! :)

 

Sand in our Jeans; Word in our Heart

 The closer we get to the Word, the more time we spend fine tuning our ears to His heart beat...ahh...sometimes I feel like I could just fly. We love Bible School! Stef and I have been learning sooo much. She sit directly behind me in class and I love to her laugh, share my water, compare notes (did I say pass notes?? HEAVEN FORBID!) We just recently finished ‘Prophets’ class. I swear.... I knew nothing about Isaiah, Jeremiah, and Ezekiel, etc. etc. They were a mystery to me. I could tell you all about Isaiah 53 and stuff like that but I was at a loss to understanding all of those ‘woes to such and such a nation’ and the likes. That class was fascinating. Our Bibles are filled with little notes scrawled in all of the margins. 
 

All of our classes are amazing. Sometimes they are extremely difficult. (Two weekends ago we had four intense papers due in four days!!! (Scripturally proving the deity of Christ, What was the Kingdom of Heaven that Jesus referred to and was He offering the literal Kingdom to Israel? A Book Summary of Zechariah etc. etc.) Those are days you look up into the sky and strain your ear for the sound of a trumpet!) Yep…some days are stretching. In Greek last night we were learning about pluperfect periphrastic phrases (yeah... I can totally relate to that blank look on your face!)...some days you feel like someone asked you to jump into the ocean with your jeans on, roll in the sand and then run against the wind. 

 

You know, though, after you take off those soaking wet jeans and wash the sand out of your hair and collapse on the bed you realize that you have taken your body to a limit that you never have before. And your muscles are in pain. But they’re so much stronger. And that’s a good feeling. That’s what we’re doing here at NTBI academically. 

 

 

But we definitely have a ton of fun as well. We had our ‘No Talent’ night last Saturday in the gym. With skits, and songs, and homemade video clips, and performances, and all... it lasted four hours and I almost went hoarse from laughing. 

 

 

Bathrooms and Church

 

Stefanie and I are sooo thankful for the jobs that God has given us. We clean at a mega church (Elmbrook - it has thousands of members) fifteen minutes away. We clean for eight hours at a time. It has been the most wonderful job... I look forward to going. There in the silence of that mammoth building cleaning 100 toilets or vacuuming a nursery, I have my own personal retreat. I take along cd’s and tapes. I’ve listened to incredible audio books that have made me get goose bumps and made me cry. I’m studying through the book of Acts and how to witness to Muslims, Buddhists and Hindus. I can spend time praying out loud or singing or whatever! I looooove it. 

 


Stefanie doesn’t work alone; she works alongside of a freshman girl with bright red hair and a great personality. They have a blast. That’s their talking time. Elmbrook is not only where Stef works but where she goes to church as well. Have you ever heard of Stuart and Jill Briscoe? This is their church! It’s wonderful. 

 


So thank you so much for praying that we’d find jobs! These are incredible ones! 

 


God has given me a wonderful little church in an old building with a heart of gold and terrible singing! I wish you could visit them. This church is so unique and they have taken me in as if I were family. They let me teach children’s Sunday School and I lead the singing for AWANA and thoroughly enjoy pouring myself into those kids. 

 

Her name is Kayla 

 

I take one little girl with me to AWANA that has become a huge part of my life. Her name is Kayla. Do you remember how Stef and I went Christmas caroling and met many little neighborhood kids? Well, that’s when God dropped Kayla into my lap.

 

 She’s a tiny 5th grader with wispy blonde hair and a spunky spirit. Her mom is in prison and she hasn’t seen her dad since she was four. She lives with her grandparents. I’ve had a chance to totally invest in her life. I’ve gone to help her with her homework, play, hangout, rollerblade, go ice skating etc. Most importantly, in her world of shattered dreams and broken promises I’m introducing her to the One who Always Keeps His promises and is the Lover of her Soul. 

 

My roommate Lucy and I have had a chance to build a relationship with her grandparent and aunt as well. They all live together. I have been teaching them through the Bible and it’s been amazing. BUT... IT’S SO CRAZY!!!!!!!!!!! Please pray!!! We are sooooo close to the gospel presentation but the Enemy is going wild! He is doing everything possible to keep them from hearing this saving message! Whether it’s schedules that just don’t match up, or visitors from out of town…whatever, it’s been keeping us from finally presenting the message of the cross! 

 

Heartbeats and Phone Calls 

 
Stef and I love it here... we love the opportunity to grow and serve. Even though we are learning so many incredible lessons, our hearts still yearn for those who have never heard. Here in America there is a church on almost every corner, Christian radio, and rescue missions. But oversees there are so many who have never heard. With every speaker that we have who comes and shares about the need, we can feel the pull, hear the cry of the lost. Especially war-torn, aids ravaged, famine areas such as Africa.

 

One speaker that we had was from CEF (Child Evangelism Fellowship) He shared about their international summer program. I love working with children so I stayed around talking to him and he urged me to fill out an application ‘just to see what happens’ So I did carefully noting down the five countries that speak Portuguese. I didn’t think anything would come of it but about three week ago they called me up and asked me if I’d be willing to go on a mission’s trip to Angola, Africa where the trade language is Portuguese. I could barely breathe. Oh Lord.... How I would love to go! I told them I’d have to pray about it and ask my parents. The thought of me being there scared them but they wanted what God wanted as much as I do! SO I TOLD THEM YES!

 

The amount of money that I have to raise takes my breath away and threatens to take my peace as well... but I know my God is rich. And if He wants me somewhere then He will get met there. I am saving every penny. Literally. If I find 60 cents at my bathroom at work it goes in an envelope marked ‘Angola’ 

 

I haven’t been technically accepted yet.... because all my references aren’t in yet, but I am mailing them today. And they pretty much told me I was accepted if I could raise the money. 

 

Please let me know what you think and if you think it’s a good idea or not?? 

 

I would love to work in Africa in a Portuguese speaking country someday...I know that I don’t have to visit it in order to go there full time…but that would be really amazing. 

 

Some people have been wondering about these letters that we send out…emphasis on the WE. Some people wonder why I do the writing. Hhehee…If you only KNEW everything that she did. She is amazing. The least I can do is write the letters. Stef doesn’t like writing letters and I do. But she does all the shopping, driving, life management grown up things that completely keep us going. She is an incredible sister and these letters are from both of us! 

 

Stef would love to go to Brazil for the summer and encourage my parents, visit a tribe up north, and bring back my brother Richie and get him started here in the USA before he starts his freshman semester here at Bible School. 

 

Stef has a lot of things going on in her life. Some of it I can’t write about because they’re her stories and she gets embarrassed to have me tell them. She has a dear friend named Joel Craig that I’d like to tell you about...(cute story) but we’ll save that for her now won’t we? 

 

We love you all so much. It breaks my heart every time I think about what a poor communicator I am. I am so unfaithful in letter writing. Please forgive me. If thoughts and prayers were postage stamped, you’d have the Fed-ex man at your door everyday! 

 

 

Basking always in the Son-light, 

Cynthia and Stefanie Armour 

 

 

 

Thoughts to chew on: 

 
1. Unbalanced Approach to Evangelism: 98% of those trained in ministry stay to evangelize the part of the world that already had access to the gospel. Only 2% go to take it to rest of the world that has never heard. 

 

2. Counting the Cost: In the last ten years, six NTBI graduates have died as martyrs taking the light and the saving message of Jesus Christ to the ends of the earth. 

 

“God who said ‘Let light shine out of darkness,’ made His light shine in our hearts to give us the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Christ. But we have this treasure in jars of clay to show that this all-surpassing power is form God and not from us... It is written: ‘I believed, therefore I have spoken.’ With that same spirit of faith we also believe and therefore speak... So we fix our eyes not on what is seen but on what is unseen. For what is seen is temporary, but

 
WHAT IS UNSEEN IS ETERNAL.”
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