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			Introduction

			God is the first storyteller and He has been writing His story before creation and will continue throughout eternity. He knew me when I was in my mother’s womb. He has a plan for me and knows every thought. He loves me and guides me along life’s path.

			I started telling my story in my recent book Up the River on a Leaky Junk. I shared how God moved me, along with my husband, David, out of the corporate world and into missions. I related the ups and downs and near drowning experiences I encountered on my first five mission assignments. 

			My next mission trips were primarily around the Mediterranean. I was fascinated with olive trees. Their gnarled trunks seemed to express their individual personalities. Some olive trees are hundreds of years old. I wonder what their story would be if they could talk. I wonder what they would say about the time Paul and Barnabas went to Cyprus on their first missionary journey. “So, being sent out by the Holy Spirit, they went down to Seleucia, and from there they sailed to Cyprus.” (Acts 13:4) Barnabas means “son of encouragement” and was a Jew from Cyprus. I’ll tell you later about my mission trip to Cyprus and the thrill of retracing Paul’s steps. I also found Paul’s influence in Greece, Turkey, and Italy as I travelled there.

			The Mount of Olives was named for the olive trees that once covered the area. Those olive trees must have heard Jesus tell two of his disciples, 

			“Go into the village in front of you, where on entering you will find a colt tied, on which no one has ever yet sat. Untie it and bring it here. If anyone asks you, ‘Why are you untying it?’ you shall say this: ‘The Lord has need of it.’” (Luke 19:30–31) 

			And as Jesus rode down the Mount of Olives “The whole multitude of His disciples began to rejoice and praise God with a loud voice for all the mighty works that they had seen, saying, ‘Blessed is the King who comes in the name of the Lord! Peace in heaven and glory in the highest!’” (Luke 19:37–38)

			The olive trees must have wept with those mourning. Luke writes, “As they led Him away, they seized one Simon of Cyrene, who was coming in from the country, and laid on him the cross, to carry it behind Jesus. And there followed Him a great multitude of the people and of women who were mourning and lamenting for Him.” 

			When I was thirty, I heard the Good News of Jesus and received Him as my Savior. Because of Jesus I have a story to tell and because He lives, I can face tomorrow. I look back at past days, some good and some not so good, but in both the good and not so good, I see His hand. I hope that you, too, will see His hand on your life. You also have a story! 

			I dedicate this book to the love of my life, David, who went to be with the Lord on March 28, 2014. Here we are shown standing on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea after a short drive through the olive groves and vineyards on Cyprus. Olives and wine, two staples of the local diet, with a loaf of good crusty bread and some cheese make a great meal.
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			CHAPTER ONE

			Time Out

			After our second mission trip to Hong Kong, David and I called time out and wandered through nine European countries over an eleven-week period. I planned the trip while on mission in Hong Kong with the help of Lonely Planet travel books. Since we each could only handle one rolling suitcase and a small carryon, I tore interesting pages out of the travel books and threw the rest away. I had met a missionary years before who was putting together a directory of mission guesthouses. He said if I gave him some entries, he would send me a copy when completed. Several of these mission guesthouses would be our haven as we ventured from one country to another.

			Our destination was Atlanta, Georgia, after spending several months in Hong Kong. Just before going to Hong Kong, David’s mother died and left him a small inheritance. David sought wise counsel from our friend Michael. During the eleven-week trip, the investment made thirty-two percent paying for the entire trip. 

			David and I found a good price on the air flight from Hong Kong to Zurich, Switzerland. In fact, it was a round-trip fare that allowed a stopover in Athens, Greece. We had no plans to return to Hong Kong, but this was a better price than a one-way ticket. We thought, since it was a long trip from Hong Kong and we would have jet lag, we would fly into Zurich and get on a train to Vienna. We could rest, sleep, and hopefully recover from the flight during the train trip.

			We arrived in Vienna after dark. It was snowing and cinders were spread on the icy streets. As we pulled our rolling luggage along, the wheels picked up cinders. The cinders made pulling difficult and very soon David’s wheels came to a halt and the handle broke off his luggage. Now, he had to bend to pull his luggage along, so he laid his carryon on top. In a few moments, we looked back. The carryon was no longer with him. We backtracked and it was still there in the middle of the path. Whew!

			We checked into a small hotel and, as I closed the drapes, I saw a man looking up toward our window. I had visions of being stalked from the train station and fear surged in my head. I was not thinking clearly due to lack of sleep. The next day, we set out along Mariahilfer Strasse to buy some warm tights, gloves and hats, since we had just arrived from subtropical Hong Kong. 

			I loved the Christmas market in front of the Rathaus (Town Hall); the twinkling lights, music that transcends language barriers, wide-eyed children tugging on their parents to move them closer to the candy counter. After touring the Schönbrunn Palace, we took in the Christmas market in front of the palace and sampled cherry dumplings with custard sauce. Next, we went to Saint Stephen’s Cathedral, built in the twelfth century, and up over three-hundred steps for a great view of Vienna.

			A couple of days sightseeing in Vienna revived us enough to take the train to one of Ian Thomas’ Torchbearers International Bible schools. Schloss Klaus is a fairy-tale castle built in the eleventh century. It had been in ruins but was rescued and restored to its original beauty in the 1960s. Our room was one-hundred steps up; it is tough to be a princess.

			It was a short walk from the castle to the train station. We took a day trip to Salzburg where Sound of Music was filmed. The Festungsbahn funicular runs every few minutes up to the Hohensalzburg Fortress. Construction of the fortress began in 1077 and it is one of the largest medieval castles in Europe. I was to learn that David always wanted to go to the top of every cathedral and castle we visited. Although when we got to Ludwig’s castle, Neuschwanstein in Füssen, Germany, I convinced him to take the horse-drawn wagon up the road to the top of the hill. 

			David and I had recovered from jet lag and took the train back to Zurich. Pricey Zurich, where a snack totaled about $40 US. We had contacted another of the Torchbearers’ schools, so we had a reasonably priced room waiting for us at Hinterholz just outside of Zurich. We were able to use this as our base. Taking advantage of the great Swiss train system, we visited Interlaken, Grindelwald, Zermatt, the Matterhorn, and Luzern. 

			One morning, we started off early on a trip through the Alps. As the snow got deeper the train switched to a narrow-gauge rail. The magnificent Alps with sunshine peeking out made me want to sing “His Majesty.” Passing St. Moritz, over the Bernina Pass, we reached the little town of Poschiavo on the Italian border. I remember when we got off the train, quarter-size snowflakes were sticking to my jacket. We had lunch at a warm, cozy restaurant and then caught the train back to Zurich, counting this day among one of our treasures.

			One of our granddaughters was working as an au pair (nanny) for a family in Geneva. The trains were convenient in this part of the world and served our sightseeing well. Her host family was so gracious and invited us to stay with them. Geneva is deep in Reformation history and a visit to the Reformation Wall was a must. It honored many individuals of the Protestant Reformation with statues.

			Next came a day trip to Montreux and Chillon Castle, which has stood for over one thousand years. One of our friends from Hong Kong had married a man from that part of Switzerland, and we spent the afternoon with them at their Swiss chalet.

			Our airline ticket included a trip to Athens, so we headed for a warmer climate in Greece. We stayed in a small hotel near the Acropolis. The hotel suggested we try the little restaurant just a few doors away. We located it and walked down the steps to its cellar location. We neither spoke nor read Greek, and the people in the restaurant spoke no English. They motioned us to the kitchen where we were able to look over the different dishes and point to what we wanted. Everything was delicious and we went back several days to sample their fare. 

			We visited the Acropolis and climbed up Mars Hill overlooking the Agora where Paul used the monument to the Unknown God to proclaim the one true God and how one could be reconciled to Him. 

			“So, Paul, standing in the midst of the Areopagus, said: ‘Men of Athens, I perceive that in every way you are very religious. For as I passed along and observed the objects of your worship, I found also an altar with this inscription: To the unknown god. What therefore you worship as unknown, this I proclaim to you. The God who made the world and everything in it, being Lord of heaven and earth, does not live in temples made by man, nor is He served by human hands, as though He needed anything, since He Himself gives to all mankind life and breath and everything. And He made from one man every nation of mankind to live on all the face of the earth, having determined allotted periods and the boundaries of their dwelling place, that they should seek God, and perhaps feel their way toward Him and find Him. Yet He is actually not far from each one of us, for ‘In Him we live and move and have our being’; as even some of your own poets have said, ‘For we are indeed His offspring.’” (Acts 17:22–28)

			This was one of those significant moments in life when you realize you are standing where the apostle Paul stood. It was sort of unsettling to see an ambulance parked at the bottom of the hill. The marble hill had become very slippery over the ages and many tourists fell and were taken to a hospital. We survived the descent.

			We learned that we could take an eight-hour ferry to the ancient town of Monemvassia. Hidden away from the rest of the world, Monemvassia is a town seemingly unaffected by the passage of time. The town is located on a small island off the east coast of the Peloponnese. The town and fortress were founded in AD 583. There is a new town of Monemvassia with a causeway through a tunnel to the old town. We made a reservation at a little hotel outside of the new town of Monemvassia. 

			During the ferry trip, we noticed a man in a plaid suit walking by and smiling. We smiled back. We arrived at Monemvassia after dark. We disembarked and followed the crowd along the concrete pier and noticed the man in the plaid suit. Upon reaching the new city we hailed a taxi and asked the driver to take us to the little hotel. He said all taxis were in service outside Monemvassia and he could not take us.

			We saw a group standing in the square and soon heard Christmas carols being sung. We were enjoying the singing and at the same time wondering where we were going to stay. The man in the plaid suit came along and stood next to us. We asked him about a room for rent in the town and he pointed to a sign in the window of a nearby tavern. It was written in Greek and he told us that it was for a “room for rent.” He called the number and it was available. Our new friend walked us over to the room. He asked if we would like to have dinner with him out in the old town. After leaving our luggage in the room, we walked out the causeway and through the tunnel into old Monemvassia. It was a breathtaking sight as we emerged into a cobblestone village that looked like it must be a movie set. We were soon to learn that the ancient village has been inhabited through the centuries and there still are no motor vehicles allowed.

			As we walked along the main cobblestone street, our friend escorted us into a tiny restaurant. We enjoyed tasting a variety of Greek dishes and getting to know our new friend. He told us that he was part of a family that performs on the flying trapeze. We kept thinking that he must be an angel that God sent to help us. When we walked back toward the tunnel, we stopped at a jewelry designer and David bought me a lovely ring for Christmas.

			We were tired and ready to climb into bed when we got to our room. We settled in for what we hoped to be a long winter’s nap. Soon we felt something biting us. We smacked at the bug in the dark, but there was a dozen more for each one we killed. Finally, we could not stand it and turned on the light. There was blood on our bodies where we killed the mosquitos. We discovered the source of the problem; a three-inch pipe coming in the wall was allowing a steady flow of those culprits. David took one of the towels and plugged the pipe. We whacked at the remaining ones we saw on the walls and their dead bodies made red splotches on the whitewashed walls. When we could not see any more flying around, we crawled back in bed exhausted.

			The next morning, we walked around the village. We had hoped to go to Olympia, the ancient site that hosted the original Olympic Games, founded in the eighth century. As we walked, we noticed a sign “bus tickets.” We entered the office and there was a man sitting at a desk. He was reading and looked up to greet us. As we approached closer, we could see that he was reading a Bible. We asked, “Are you reading the Bible?” A big smile came over his face and he replied, “Yes, I am a born-again Christian. Are you?” 

			He went on to explain that he had recently accepted Jesus as his Savior. We told him about our “bug” experience and our desire to travel around the Peloponnese. He happened to have a room for rent and whisked us over to see it. It was just what we needed. He had cars for rent and gave us the keys to one. We asked about advance payment and an agreement. He just laughed and said, “Pay me when you get finished with it.”

			We spent Christmas Day exploring the southern part of the Peloponnese. What an adventure! We were driving along a hilly road and came upon a shepherd guiding a bunch of sheep across the road in front of us. I was driving and David was directing me through tiny villages. All the road signs were in Greek, so we had to feel our way through villages and hope we were on the main road. At one point, David said turn left and left I went until I became lodged between a house and a wall. The only way out was to back up. An old lady came out of the house to direct me as I backed up. 

			The next day, we saw our new Christian friend and he was delighted to tell us that his pastor in Sparta wanted us to come for lunch. We had wanted to visit Sparta, a city that had existed since the 500s. We also wanted to see Mystra, built in the 1200s and the seat of the governor of the Byzantine territories. At one time it had a population of 20,000.

			We were warmly welcomed by the pastor and his family. After enjoying a wonderful meal, they told us about their church that was reaching many for Jesus. They sent us on our way to see Mystra. Mystra hugged a very steep foothill and the best way to see it was to start at the top and walk down through the winding alleys. We decided that I would drop David and I would meet him at the bottom. He promised he would take videos of the most interesting sights including the frescoes in the Monastery Church dating around 1350. We learned that in 1989 the ruins, including the fortress, palace, churches, and monasteries, were named as a UNESCO World Heritage site. When David arrived at the bottom, he described the many medieval houses and palaces he saw and the wonderful frescoes. 

			We wanted to get back to Monemvassia before dark because we had some mountain switchbacks to maneuver along the way. The next morning it was time to say good-bye to our new friends and board the boat headed for Athens. It was a windy day, and there were white caps on the water. Shortly after we set sail, the captain announced that we had to head back to land and then taxied the rest of the way to Athens. I am not sure what was more dangerous, the rocky water or the journey in a taxi around hairpin curves with drop-offs to the sea. It was a relief to finally get to Athens and stand on solid ground.

			I love Greece and Greek food! We were able to take several tours to ancient sites and even a day boat trip to the islands of Aegina, Poros, and Hydra. I love the white buildings and the deep blue sea. Often, when walking along the streets, people would come up and talk to me in Greek, thinking I was Greek. In those days I had jet-black hair and an olive complexion. 

			We flew back to Zurich and continued exploring Europe with visits in Spain to Barcelona, Madrid, Avila, Toledo, Seville, Carmona, Ronda, and Costa del Sol. At the time, we did not realize that someday we would be living in southern Spain. Nor did we know that our love for Greek food would continue as we spent a year on the isle of Cyprus.

			We rented a car and drove along the southern coast of Portugal. The car gave us the ability to explore little fishing villages along the way. We stopped for an early dinner and the restaurant owner had a small hotel on site. We booked a room and when it was time to turn in, he said he would lock us in since we were the only guests that night. Tired we dropped off to sleep only to be awaked by an urgent alarm. We didn’t know what the alarm was for, fire or something else. David decided to find out and opened the door. We were startled to see a man standing on a chair just outside our door trying to disconnect the alarm. The next day we drove further west to Cabo da Roca, the westernmost point of the European mainland. 

			Back to Barcelona we took the high-speed train to Paris with sleeping accommodations. It made the six-hour journey comfortable and we arrived refreshed. We stayed in a missionary apartment in a small town outside Paris. It was winter and we were the only ones in the three-bedroom apartment for $17 per night. It was fun to return each day from busy Paris to the small town and go by the bakery for our daily baguette. We spent several days going into Paris and taking in the sites, including the Louvre, Eiffel Tower, a boat trip on the Seine, and enjoying the sidewalk cafes. We ventured down to Tours and took a tour of the Loire Valley chateaus; Chenonceau, Chambord, and Azay le Rideau. 

			Our Eurorail Pass also included some boat trips so we decided to take an overnight boat from Cherbourg to Rosslare, Ireland. Once there, we continued via train to Dublin where we spent a few nights. David’s son-in-law had a friend who worked at Trinity College in Dublin. We visited him and he took us to the eighteenth-century Old Library to see the Book of Kells. The Book of Kells is one of the greatest masterpieces in both Irish art and early Christian art. It is an elaborately decorated and illustrated Bible made from calfskin and painted by hand.

			After a side trip to Galaway, enjoying the pubs in Dublin with their comfort food, warm fireplaces, and lively Irish music, we were getting tired. We decided to call time out and go to Ian Thomas’ Torchbearers Bible School in Capernwray, England. A ferry took us across the Irish Sea to Great Britain and a train through Liverpool to Capernwray Castle. We spent a week at Capernwray, a nineteenth-century castle just south of England’s famous Lake District. We sat in on Bible classes. It was a refreshing time, both physically and spiritually. 

			As our trip was coming to an end in a few weeks, I started thinking about my old boss who I had worked for in Atlanta and was now in Little Rock, Arkansas. Thoughts of him would not go away. I even dreamed about him. We finally called him from Capernwray Castle, and he asked what we were going to do when we returned to the US. We said, “We don’t know. We are headed back to Atlanta.” He had taken a new position just a couple of months before at a church in Little Rock. He encouraged us to come by Little Rock before
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