Introduction

Neither Paula nor I could remember the year they came to Brooklyn Rd. in Jackson, Michigan.  Some of our children were still in high school.  My kids thought their kids were a little on the weird side.  They ran around barefoot a lot and threw garbage in a huge outdoor dump hole.

“I go barefoot!  I put garbage in a hole,” I said.

“Yeah, but they do it on a big scale!”

I wondered even then how different life in Brazil must have been for these Bible translators.  After a few years and many trials with their children, the Boleys returned to Brazil.  Paula had lupus and the hot climate was better for her.  The children were grown.  I supported their mission work sporadically and we managed to keep in touch.  
In December of 1993, The Boleys were in Porto Velho, Rondonia, Brazil.  Porto Velho had a population of about 287,000.  It is the capital of the Rondonia state in the Northwest part of Brazil just on the east side of the Rio Madeira.  It was once the rail terminus and last point of navigation on the river.

The Boleys worked with two of the Deni tribe to search for a general cover word for “sin”.  They were frustrated by the witch doctors who tried to prove themselves godlike by averting storms. Haku and Kazupanu thought they had been cursed by their witch doctors.  The Boleys’ prayers brought the Deni a small measure of peace and calm. 

Paula’s health continued to be up and down and there were ongoing uncertainties about their visa. At the same time, they applied to Fellowship International Mission.   

In May of 1994, they were in Manaus contacting for passage on the Capitao Nunes, a “flutoante” (floating dock).  It was three stories tall.  

Fred wrote, “for entertainment, we killed roaches on the walls, floors, on our stuff, etc.” 

 They spent a day loading their luggage and waiting for other freight to be stored.  While they waited they ate “conjica”, a pudding made with hominy and sugar, topped with cinnamon.   Peddlers went up and down the docks selling it from huge kettles on wheel barrows. The evening passed and in the morning, they were on their way.
  Out of Nova Olinda on the Rio Madeira , the engine caught fire.  By early morning, the captain decided to transfer everything to a smaller, banana boat.  The banana boat had one toilet for the fifty people on board.  e Fred wrote, “not all of them knew how to use it.  It was adjacent to the open air kitchen.”

  For sleep, they piled into closely hung hammocks. Strange men kept flinging their arms over Paula during the night.  It was four days on the slow banana boat to Humaita.  They decided it would be faster to leave the luggage on the boat and go on from Humaita by bus to Porto Velho.  Many people decided that and the bus became terribly cramped for space. 

 A few miles out of town, “whoomp!” the bus hit a huge pothole and stopped.  The men got out and started to push but the bus slid down the bank and teetered with the right side wheels barely touching.  Inside the women and children screamed.  Women began handing their children out the windows before the bus could slide any more or tip over.  

Fred thought, “surely there is no way we will be able to complete this trip!” A truck came and pulled the bus out.  There were other potholes along the way but they didn’t get stuck again.   God showed his providence.

 They needed to extend their tourist visa and get extra time to survey Boca do Acre on the Purus River.  There might be some Deni Indians there as people had talked about Jamamadi (jungle people) moving there off Indian land because of epidemics.  They had praised God; even though their relationship with New Tribes had come to an end, that helped their presence in Brazil to be possible. 

“...daughter Robin is in China,” Paula wrote. “Please keep her in your prayers.”

 They struggled to obtain permanent visas.  It was in July of 1994 that their lawyer friend, Clodoaldo, said he would study the laws to see what could be done. 

In October of 1994, the Boleys were in Porto Velho.  Fred was translating the story of Joseph.  The Indians accepted Jesus and many put their faith in Him.  One of the Indians was bitten by a snake and when the swelling moved up his leg, his wife screamed. 

“Stop screaming and talk to Sinukari - I’m not going to die!” he said.

There was an earthquake.

“Houses shook and people screamed.  They heard fish jumping in the water.”  But the Indians who had accepted Christ were no longer fearful.  They knew God would watch out for them.

  Fred wrote that there was Brazilian church documentation to complete and FIM papers to obtain as part of the visa process.. 

By February of 1995, the Boleys were accepted into Fellowship International Mission (FIM) and that many strides had been made in translation.  
The Indians were excited also, “and thank you Sinukari that we have your words almost just exactly right!  They’re really good.  Really straight.  Our livers are soooo happy!”

In October of 1996, Fred and Paula were in Curitiba.  Their visas were being finalized.   December of 1996, Fred wrote that they had to appear in New York with their papers.  Most of the papers were accepted but some failed to have the proper notarization.  Those would have to be sent to different consulates.  Several weeks later they were on their deputation travels, hop-scotching across the northern part of the country to Oregon, down through central California to the San Diego area and on to Arizona.  From there they doubled back to Albuquerque, New Mexico and then on to Camdenton, Missouri to spend Thanksgiving with their daughter Barbara at the New Tribes Language School.

March, 1997, Fred wrote that he was getting tired of traveling.  It was necessary for them to go on the deputation tour to raise money for their work.  They needed $2400 per month and approximately $5000 to travel to New York to personally appear and claim their visas.  But it wasn’t just the traveling.  They were burdened with the spiritual struggles of their children and Paula’s battle with Lupus.

It was warm when they got to Curitiba.  

“There are actually fields of impatiens growing wild, with all their lovely colors, also wild gladioli. The house we live in is typically Brazilian, brick covered with adobe cement.  The floor is inlaid pieces of granite in cement.”  Everywhere you went, beautiful granite flooring.
Soon afterward the weather turned cool.   It went from Fahrenheit 40’s and 50’s at night to 50’s and 60’s during the day; typical for winter season.  

“We carry an electric heater from room to room.  There is no water heater either, so icy cold water only.  We do have an electric shower head that warms the water for a shower.”

   They bought a computer and got the internet set up. They planned to go to Porto Velho in December to be with their language helpers. They registered with the Federal Police. The degree of freedom they would have to travel the country had not been settled.

In December, they were on a flight to Campo Grande.  The plane tried twice to land, but the rain was too hard forcing them to go on to Cuiaba.  From Cuiaba they went on to Rio Branco and then to Porto Velho where they met the two Indian language helpers, Haku and Kazupanu.  The Boleys were worried about how much of the Indians’ language they had forgotten and were anxious about that first meeting after having been gone so long.  
By December 6, 1997, Paula was recovering from the flu as Fred sat at his computer in Porto Velho writing his email message with “sweat running down my body.” 

“What a good feeling,” he said.  “We were saddened to hear of the death of several fellows we knew...as far as we knew, they didn’t know the Lord.”  But the other Indians encouraged them.

“Grandmother,” said one Indian referring to Paula, “you belong to Jesus; get better.  I belong to Jesus and I’m real well!”

Fred wrote about their uncertain situation.  They had no clear support to go back into the Deni village except from the Deni people themselves who begged them to return.  But would they be allowed?

January, 1998 Fred wrote about their reunion with the “smoky” Indians, Kazupanu and Haku after 3 years.


“The Indians were both very thin and tired looking.”

The Indians had been harvesting copaiba oil from a certain tree.  The trader gave them goods in exchange but the Indians needed to complete “payment” and they “never seem to have enough oil.”  The trader was taking about 200 kilos of oil for sugar, rice, powdered milk and other staples.  The villagers were beginning to neglect their own gardens and going hungry because they wanted to pay the trader off.  When Paula and Fred returned to Porto Velho, they discovered that the Indian’s artifacts had sold for $1600.  Some of the money was used to pay for used clothing and the rest was used to take the Indians shopping for real needs.

Fred and Paula resumed translation work with the Indians’ help.  At one point, Kazupanu and Haku said they wanted to “go down into the water,” to be baptized.   Haku recited the whole salvation story.  Their prayers were beautiful.  They prayed from their “livers”.  They prayed for Unime (Fred) and Unimeni (Paula).  Kazupanu said his son was lost in the jungle.  It became dark and he had only a machete.  The son “called out to Sinukari”.  He thought he heard a voice tell him which way to go.  In a few minutes, he found the trail back home.

Fred and Paula needed to spend time in Curitiba in order to obtain their visa but the cost was high in time, effort and dollars.  They began to pray for a solution. 

In February of 1998, Fred and Paula were in Curitiba.  There were struggles with the Deni missionary team.  A New Tribes’ leader had apologized and the Boleys were hopeful all would be resolved. They missed the Deni Indians but were busy ministering to local people.  

March 5, 1998.  Fred and Paula wrote about the trouble they were having with some New Tribes missionaries.  They were receiving letters and calls - “fiery darts”.  Through it all, they were learning that it was far more important to be with the Lord in love and worship than any “work” they could do for Him - they were learning to wait upon God.  They asked prayers also for Haku and Kazupanu who were also coming under attack.

March 26, 1998.  The Indians continued to beg the Boleys to come and live with them.  The trader continued to cheat them.

“Uva pe Sinukari za tia ima unaru, uvati budi Sinukari za ima unade vapiharu ima unary...” - “As for me I talk to God about you...”  

Fred and Paula continued their ministry to the Curitiba neighborhood, sharing the gospel and feeding them.  They wrote that they were able to take a trip and saw Foz de Iguasu where the union of 3 rivers formed 250 waterfalls- the eighth wonder of the world.

In April of 1999, Paula wrote about cooking on a tabletop two-burner stove for some visiting missionaries and Paumari Indians.  They found that there were more Deni than earlier reported because around Pauini they are known as Jamamadi.

The Deni had fought to retain rights to their land and won a major battle with the assistance of several organizations including Greenpeace.  No longer would loggers and traders be able to enter their lands without permission.  Their rainforests were protected.

“Isaque, the Indian agent in Labrea, gave us permission to go up the Mamoria River to this village!”  Isaque said the Indian chief had asked for the Boleys to come and live with them.  The Boleys wanted to test the villages along the way to determine what languages were spoken.   

Back in the States, we began to think about going to Brazil.  Of course, we had no idea what awaited us there.
See the next chapter:  Missions 101
