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OUR ONE-YEAR 
 SENIOR MISSIONARY EXPERIENCE 

 IN CAMBODIA 
By 

Elder John E. Enslen 
 

May 27, 2008 
 

To:   
 
     1.  President Robert W. Winegar, Mission President of the 
Cambodia Phnom Penh Mission 
     2.  President C. Eric Boswell, Stake President of the 
Montgomery Alabama Stake, and Counselors 
     3.  Bishop Roy Marshall King, Bishop of the Wetumpka Ward 
of the Montgomery Alabama Stake, and Counselors 
 
 
PREFACE: 
 
     This is a report of our one-year senior missionary 
experience in Cambodia.  What is my aim in writing such a 
lengthy report?  Frankly, I do not know.  I only know that I 
have had a strong inclination to do so, despite more than 
sufficient unmanageable projects otherwise occupying my 
time.  Bordering on a sacrilegious analogy, I think I 
understand Mormon’s unsure-of-the-outcome feelings when 
he inserted the small plates into his abridgment of the large 
plates.  (Words of Mormon 1:7)   
 
     I know one thing for sure.  There is no concerted effort on 
my part to write this report so that I can “look good.”  That is 
not my aim.  Truth of the matter is, I often “looked bad.”  I 
learned far too much on my mission by first doing things the 
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wrong way.  (I have considerable experience in my life using 
that particular procedure.)  Whenever I on occasion did 
things right, it was only after I had appropriately prepared 
myself to receive the Lord’s guidance, and I then did things 
the way He wanted them to be done. 
 
     I do not claim to have made any new discoveries 
regarding Church administration or procedures.  I have been 
blessed with several wise and experienced mentors in my 
life.  I drew upon their examples and counsel, often from 
memory, and they are due the lion’s share of the credit for 
the success (if any) we may have enjoyed.  One of those 
exemplary mentors was the mission president under whom I 
directly served, President Robert W. Winegar.   
 
     As far as the labors in the field are concerned, i.e., where 
the spiritual “rubber meets the road,” so to speak, the young 
elders were the real yeomen in Siem Reap, Cambodia.  We 
were blessed with outstanding young men.  Almost all of the 
young elders with whom we worked cleared the raised bar 
by about two feet!  They were the true warriors of the 
restoration.  I honor them.  I have listed the names of those 
14 elders with whom we served in Siem Reap in the 
Appendix to this report.  (Please see Exhibit “A” on page 56 
of the Appendix.)    
 
     Then what is my guess as to why I am writing this report?  
Perhaps some small portion of the information contained 
herein might be of limited use to other senior missionaries as 
they continue to move the work forward in Cambodia.  
Perhaps this report could provide some valuable insight to 
the senior couple that eventually replaces us in Siem Reap. 
That is my hope and desire, but the mission president will 
make that evaluation.    
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     A minor side benefit in writing this report is purely 
personal to me.  I now have a record that satisfies my own, 
some might add the adjective “extreme,” journalistic 
compulsions.     
 
     If any reader has any questions about this report, I would 
be glad to try and answer them.  I cheerfully invite any 
corrections that might be noted by any reader, in substance 
or form.  I know there is a need for some.         

 
TIME PERIOD COVERED BY REPORT: 
 
     We entered the MTC on Monday, March 26, 2007, after 
driving our pickup truck from Wetumpka, Alabama, to Provo, 
Utah.  Under the direction of MTC President James Boone, 
whose son lived in our home ward, we had an enjoyable and 
inspiring MTC experience. 
   
     Our plane touched down in Cambodia on Friday, April 6, 
2007, one day after the delivery of the first triple 
combinations in the Khmer language.  The Doctrine and 
Covenants and the Pearl of Great Price were not previously 
available in Khmer.  (Part of our luggage did not make it for 
several days.) 
 
     We labored for approximately one year under the 
direction and care of a very competent and diligent mission 
president and companion, President Robert W. Winegar and 
his wife Mary Ann Winegar.  I cannot praise them enough.  
(Please see Exhibit “B” on page 57 of the Appendix for a 
tribute to the mission president and his wife.) 
  
     We departed Siem Reap on Friday, April 11, 2008, after 
having spent 53 Sundays in the country of Cambodia.  We 
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never at any time left the country during our tenure there, 
unless you count an involuntary swim in the Gulf of Thailand.  
(Please see Exhibit “C” on page 64 of the Appendix for this 
embarrassing story.)   
 
CAMBODIA GENERALLY: 
 
       All of my and Sister Dianne Enslen's work took place in 
a country of depressing poverty, deadly disease, relentless 
refuse, foul filth, stagnant stench, government corruption and 
inefficiency, extreme weather conditions, rabid dogs in our 
neighborhood, home-invasive lizards, mosquitoes which 
spread incurable diseases like elephantiasis, unpaved and 
pothole laden roads, unregulated vehicular traffic, the lack of 
modern medical facilities for the general population, the lack 
of a postal delivery system, a steeped Buddhist tradition, and 
more than a little anti-American resentment from some older 
citizens for the bombing of the civilian population. 
 
     I wish I could say:  That’s the bad news.  But that is not 
all of the bad news.  
 
     Hovering with silent gloom over all of those factors was 
the deeply imbedded psychological trauma in the populace 
psyche caused by 30 straight years of internal civil wars.  
Those wars were marked by self-inflicted genocide in the 
millions, to include the entire intellectual gene pool.  
There were also present the lingering detrimental effects 
resulting from the total destruction of the family unit by 
dictatorially mandated separation and dispersion less than 
three decades ago. 
 
     The long term influence of the Buddhist religion seems to 
have produced a people who expect and accept suffering as 
perfectly normal.  We did not observe a general feeling that 
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a person was in control of his or her own destiny, or that he 
or she could with proper exercise of agency and effort bring 
about changes in the living conditions surrounding them or in 
their environment.  I did not see any George Washington-like 
personalities on the horizon.  (Of course, the Lord can fix 
any problem He wants to fix, and according to His own time 
table, in any manner He chooses to fix it----even if it means a 
few well placed funerals or raising children of destiny.)  
 
     Here’s the good news: 
 
     Despite all of the aforementioned negative factors, the 
common people were friendly, respectful, kind, and 
approachable.  Their dire circumstances have imposed upon 
them a certain amount of humility and teachability. They are 
some of Heavenly Father’s most beautiful children, inside 
and out.  For these important God-given human attributes 
which they possessed, we were most grateful.   
 
LOCALITY OF OUR SERVICE: 
 
     Almost our entire missionary service was rendered in the 
city of Siem Reap, Cambodia.  Of the 53 Sundays that we 
were in Cambodia, we attended sacrament meeting in Siem 
Reap every single Sunday, with the exception of three 
Sundays.  Those three exceptions were (1) our first Sunday, 
April 8, 2007, when we attended the International Branch in 
Phnom Penh; (2) April 22, 2007, when we attended the 
Kompong Thom Branch in order to observe and somewhat 
monitor the branch’s first baptism, and (3) July 8, 2007, 
when we attended the Sen Sok Branch where I spoke  
(Elder Douglas translating) on the subject of “Pioneers.”  We 
were already in the Phnom Penh area on that latter occasion 
in order to attend a senior missionary conference held on 
July 7, 2007. 
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     The tourist destination of Siem Reap is located near the 
ancient Angkor Wat ruins.  Angkor Wat is the largest 
religious structure on the planet and a world-class tourist 
attraction.  The common Khmer man’s identity is closely 
associated with these 11th-13th century ruins. The national 
flag of Cambodia displays the towers of the Angkor Wat 
temple complex. The average Khmer man believes he is a 
direct descendant of the great peoples who originally built 
these now-ancient structures, and he takes considerable 
pride in that fact, although there are no genealogical records 
in existence to support such a belief.  Few Cambodians 
seem to realize that a very large portion of the population at 
the time of original construction lived in slavery or something 
closely akin to it, thus tarnishing their claim to an esteemed 
heritage of ancient dynastic nobility.   
 
     Metropolitan Siem Reap is relatively small in 
geographical area, masking the existence of a large 
underlying population.  There are no accurate census figures 
available, and normal indicia like the number of residents 
receiving major utility services is of little value in determining 
the population.  Within blocks of the city, on all sides, are 
enclaves of one room thatched huts, side by side for long 
distances, most being without electricity, and all without 
running water and public sanitation.  (There is another 
difficulty in assessing an accurate population for Siem Reap 
-----the intra-country transitory nature of the Khmer people.)  
 
     From personal observation, I can say that the city is 
certainly growing in population.  During our one-year stay, 
the number of passenger vehicles dramatically increased; 
the length of the customer lines in our bank at least tripled; 
new construction, both residential and commercial, was 
prevalent throughout the city; it became more difficult to 
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secure plane tickets to Phnom Penh; there were more tour 
buses traveling through town, even during what had in 
previous years been the “off” season.   
 
     The increased quantity of humanity in Seim Reap was 
apparently driven by increased economic opportunities 
emanating either directly or indirectly from the tourist 
industry.  Siem Reap is distinctly different from most of 
Cambodia, and the prospects for a more vibrant and thriving 
economy, and the consequent higher standard of living that 
will come in time, are I think good.   
 
NATURE OF OUR ASSIGNMENT FROM THE MISSION 
PRESIDENT: 
 
     Shortly after our arrival in Cambodia, we were assigned to 
assist four young elders with the task of establishing a new 
branch of the Church in Siem Reap, almost six hours travel 
by vehicle from Phnom Penh.  The closest LDS branch was 
a new sister unit being established nearly simultaneously----
the Kompong Thom Branch, a little over two hours away 
from Siem Reap.  (I am using travel time frames based on 
my personal driving habits, not the well known NASCAR-like 
personal driving habits of others I will not identify.  Names 
will be withheld to protect the guilty.) 
 
     Speaking of the mission president (oops!), he and his 
wife gave us in short order a crash course on the cultural 
peculiarities of Cambodia (some of which I had already 
blatantly violated), took us shopping to buy the items we 
would need to set up house, and hosted us on an orientation 
trip to Siem Reap where we searched for suitable housing.   
 
      Not long thereafter, and following an enjoyable evening 
meal with the mission president and Elder Donald Hallstrom, 
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in company with our respective wives, I was assigned to 
serve as branch president, de facto physical facilities 
representative, and manager of Church funds.  Sister 
Enslen, a registered nurse, was placed in charge of the 
medical supervision of missionaries in the north end of the 
mission.   We were given four outstandingly obedient young 
elders with whom to work, one being a native Cambodian.  
(We never had more than four young elders, and we never 
had sister missionaries.) 
 
ACTIONS TAKEN TO COMPLETE THE ASSIGNMENT: 
 
     Within 10 days of our arrival, we had hurriedly rented a 
place to live less than 5 blocks from the chapel-to-be, 
furnished our home, opened two church bank accounts, and 
held our first sacrament meeting with 26 attendees in our 
rented building, a former residence.  Of those 26 present at 
the first meeting on April 15, 2007, 6 of us were fulltime 
missionaries, 9 were members already living in the area, 10 
were member-visitors from other units of the Church, and 1 
was an investigator who later became our first convert.  Of 
the 9 who were members already living in the area, 7 would 
be considered part of the Loy Bunseak family.  (Please see 
Exhibit “D” on pages 74-77 for an attendance roster for and 
photo of the first sacrament meeting attendees.)   
 
     One month after our arrival, we went to Phnom Penh, 
purchased an essential 4-wheel drive vehicle, and learned to 
drive in the indescribably chaotic moto/bicycle traffic.  (Well, 
maybe I can describe the crowded, chaotic, non-laned, 
movement of traffic.  It looks much like the movement of 
Alabama fire ants immediately after someone steps on their 
raised ant bed.) 
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     The mission president expeditiously approved my first 
three recommended PEC members (counselors and elders 
quorum president), and we began to staff, to the extent 
possible, the various branch positions.  Here I make a 
confession.  Due to the lack of sufficient Melchezidek 
priesthood holders, I often called adult Aaronic priesthood 
holders to “acting” positions within the PEC, did not bother 
the mission president with approving such calls, had them 
sustained in sacrament meeting, set them apart, and began 
training them.  (All of them later became Melchezidek 
priesthood holders.)  Knowing that the local brethren needed 
to gain experience quickly, and knowing that the young 
elders assigned to PEC positions would be transferred, I 
substituted local brethren in PEC positions as fast as I could.     
 
     I began early to plan and conduct, and continued 
thereafter to plan and conduct, a relentless regimen of 
branch training meetings and calendar driven one-on-one 
interviews with youth and branch leaders.  I planned and 
taught lots of gospel lessons, especially in the beginning 
when few others were available to do so.   
 
     Sister Enslen and I went with the elders to teach 
investigators, scheduled and made reactivation visits, 
attended weekly district meetings, and attended weekly 
youth activity nights.  We helped organize, and then 
participated in, branch socials, branch service projects, 
youth excursions, and other branch-level functions. 
 
     We regularly transported to and from the bus station in 
our vehicle elders (and their baggage) that were either 
transferring, or going to meetings in Phnom Penh, or going 
to conduct baptismal interviews in Kompong Thom.  We also 
provided transportation for many P-day activities and for 
medical services.  
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     We transported elders and ourselves to the hospital more 
frequently than we would have liked.  We were afflicted from 
time to time with common colds, flu, diarrhea, constipation, 
amebas, sinus infections, parasites, dengue, jockey itch, 
kidney stones, migraine headaches, cuts and bruises, and 
other maladies, all of which were aggravated in one degree 
or another by home separation anxiety, at a rate much 
higher than would have been experienced in our homeland.  
A call to serve in Cambodia equates a call to experience 
sickness.  Sister Enslen herself had 15 personal trips to the 
hospital.  I had 2 trips to the hospital plus two dental visits, 
one being for a root canal.  (I am not counting President 
Winegar’s replacement of one of Sister Enslen’s capped 
teeth at our kitchen table.)     
 
     I completed weekly and monthly financial and statistical 
reports, counted tithing and donations with the assistance of 
others, completed submissions for reimbursement, made 
bank deposits and withdrawals, paid the local bills for the 
mission and the branch, and handled on a regular basis 
physical facility matters with the Service Center in Phnom 
Penh.  I oversaw construction and remodeling at the chapel 
as it passed through several stages of upgrading.   In doing 
those things, I trained native Khmer brethren to do the same 
things to the extent possible.  I was at all times determined 
not to “leave a hole.”  
 
     Sister Enslen served as branch pianist and taught piano 
lessons to several students.  She served as primary 
president and prepared the primary lessons for each 
Sunday, as well as the annual primary sacrament meeting 
presentation.  She held music conducting classes weekly 
following our two-hour-plus block of Sunday meetings which 
began at 8:00 a.m.  She served as the unofficial doctor for 
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the branch, often providing medical suggestions or 
elementary care to members.  (Many Cambodians still rely 
on some well known releasing-the-bad-air, witch-doctor-like 
practices to cure common ailments.)  
 
     To provide a service to the community and to help obtain 
quality investigators for the elders, Sister Enslen and I taught 
separate English classes on Tuesday and Friday evenings 
for the first few months.   We had about 50 active students 
combined at the highest point, and some of our baptized 
members came from those English classes.  However, I am 
not sure which came first in each instance of baptism, the 
investigator or the English student.   
 
     For the amount of time expended in this English-teaching 
venture, I am confident we could have obtained more 
investigators by simply being engaged in direct “finding.”  I 
think we were overly influenced in the beginning by other 
senior missionaries who seemed to indicate upon our arrival 
that teaching English was one of our major assignments.  
That is what they had done.     
 
     Eventually, the demands on our time became excessive, 
and we had to cut back somewhere.  Teaching English was 
the logical choice.  Knowing our plight, the Lord sent an 
Anglo sister to live in Siem Reap with her student husband.  
This sister had professionally taught English as a second 
language to various ethnic groups living in the inner-city area 
of Los Angeles.  Her Anglo husband, who spoke Khmer, 
assisted her with teaching the English lessons.  He had 
served an honorable mission in Cambodia in the 1998-1999 
time frame, and he was completing his PhD in Cambodian 
History at the University of California Berkeley. This couple 
was still doing a wonderful job as branch English teachers 
when we left.  Their most important contribution, in my mind, 
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was helping to prepare young men and young women to 
better serve full time missions.    
 
     Life was intense for us in Siem Reap, Cambodia.  With all 
of our meetings and duties, we hardly had time to take a 
relaxed breath.   
 
MATTERS OF COMFORT: 
 
     We rented a new, and perhaps one of the nicest, 
apartments in Siem Reap.  We were in an enclosed 
compound and felt relatively safe, except when some of the 
Prime Minister’s undisciplined body guards, about 30 in 
number, would meander around the inside of our compound 
with automatic weapons slung over their shoulders.  Our 
landlord was a friend of the Prime Minister, and we had 
disheveled-looking soldiers sleeping all around the inside of 
the compound (even next to our front porch) whenever the 
Prime Minister was in town for any reason.        
 
     We originally spent much time trying to "Americanize" our 
home as much as possible.  Sister Enslen had a hard time 
living with the lizards, but we lizard-proofed the inside of our 
home to the extent possible----reducing them to about four a 
week at first but near zero invaders by the time we left.  
(Duck tape was probably the most important non-electronic 
invention in the 20th century.)  With regard to the lizards 
(“Jene Jocks”/ ”Geckos”), their unwanted intrusions were 
their certain death warrants.  Sister Enslen would confront, 
chase, corner, capture, crush, and flush, all the while 
screaming to the full extent of her diaphragm’s capacity!   
 
     The electricity was not fully reliable, often cutting off 
without warning and remaining off for substantial periods. 
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Electricity seemed to cost almost three times what it did in 
Alabama.   
 
     There was much time consumed with doing laundry, 
shopping here and there for groceries, soaking our food in 
Clorox water, cooking our own meals for safety reasons, 
dish washing, vacuuming and mopping, and other menial 
labors associated with keeping our home and ourselves 
clean and presentable. 
 
     Our vehicle provided comfortable travel.  Gasoline was 
about $4.00 a gallon when we arrived and about $5.00 a 
gallon when we left.  We fortunately never had a flat tire.  
(We did not learn until after we had sold our car, that we had 
no jack or lug wrench in the compartment where they should 
have been located.) 
 
MATTERS OF GENERAL HEALTH:  
 
      We did not dare go walking through the neighborhood 
because of the numerous aggressive dogs.  We attended 
the Buddhist funeral for our 30-year-old next-door 
neighbor in August 2007.  He died the horrible type of death 
that results from rabies infection.  About 4 months previous 
to his death, he had been slightly bitten by a local pet dog. 
 
     We generally refrained from eating the street-vendor 
cooked foods.  I made the mistake of doing that once, 
against the advice of my wife, followed by a couple of days 
of sickness. 
  
     But the worse case of such sickness for me resulted from 
eating seafood at a reputable restaurant in Phnom Penh.  
That meal was followed by three days of life that I will not 
here or anywhere else describe.  I missed my only assigned 
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meeting during those three unforgettable days-----a zone 
conference in Kompong Thom.  Sister Enslen had to drive 
the four elders to Kompong Thom without me.   
 
     Public water was not available in our part of the city.  Our 
home was connected to well water which most of the time 
had a slight brown tint to it.  All of my white shirts and 
baptismal clothing turned a light yellowish color following one 
washing.  We used bottled water not only for drinking and 
dish washing, but also for rinsing after showers and for hair 
washing. 
 
     I feel extremely fortunate that I was never involved in a 
serious vehicular accident, although I saw many, including 3 
separate fatal accidents.  Hurting or killing someone in an 
accident was a near constant fear of mine, and we 
purchased liability insurance coverage within an hour after 
we purchased our vehicle.  We commenced every car trip 
with a prayer for safety.   
 
     I once knocked the light off the back of a moto traveling 
the wrong way down the one-way street into which I was 
turning.  But the driver kept going and so did I.  Once when 
my wife was driving, a very infrequent event, our SUV was 
hit on the side by a moto, but no serious personal injury 
resulted, and we did not worry about getting the dent and 
scratch on the SUV repaired. 
 
     By the way, during our one-year stay, we had 4 members 
of our small branch to be involved in relatively serious moto 
accidents, including our very first convert baptism, a young 
adult male who carelessly ran his moto into none other than 
a police officer’s moto.  Three of the four members in such 
accidents received treatment at a “hospital.”         
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MEDICAL FACILITIES: 
 
     We were blessed with a new hospital in Siem Reap which 
was a branch hospital of a reputable hospital in Bangkok, 
Thailand.  We contracted with this hospital for our 
missionaries.  We received adequate health care at this 
facility for ourselves and for the young missionaries whom 
we took there.  The overwhelming majority of our Anglo 
elders who served in Siem Reap were treated for something 
at this hospital at one time or another.  
 
      During our time in Siem Reap, Sister Enslen and I made 
several trips to the small dirty hospitals or clinics, taking with 
us, or visiting, sick members.  These little hospitals looked 
like war-zone field hospitals. They overflowed with dengue-
fevered patients, helmetless moto-accident victims, and 
mine-explosion amputees with lingering problems.  (There 
are still more than 300 new land mine victims a year in 
Cambodia according to a report that I read.) 
 
CHURCH PHYSICAL FACILITIES: 
 
      Prior to our arrival in Siem Reap, the mission president 
had done an excellent job of locating and renting a suitable 
meetinghouse for us.  With a modest amount of remodeling 
and upgrading, this spacious former residence became more 
than adequate during the time we were there.  However, at 
the time we left, we had approached the point where further 
growth would necessitate remodeling in order to 
accommodate everyone in sacrament meeting. 
 
     Parking of passenger vehicles could have been a 
problem, but was not a problem at all because very few 
members owned a passenger vehicle---four including 
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ourselves at the time we left, to be exact (Enslen, Loy, Son, 
and Ong).     
 
     The chapel had a large, lighted, tiled, patio area in the 
front which we were able to convert into a functional 
“gymnasium” on youth activity night if it was not raining.  We 
played badminton, basketball, volleyball, ping pong, and 
soccer.    
 
THE LANGUAGE BARRIER:  
  
      The Khmer language remained difficult for us, but I 
continued to make slow progress with our privately 
purchased lessons weekly.  I conducted sacrament meetings 
in the Khmer language and once blessed the sacrament in 
Khmer.  I gave a small handful of talks in Khmer, but the 
preparation time for each talk was substantial in view of the 
fact that I had to write the talk in my own Khmer phonetics 
and practice reading it with a Khmer instructor.  As you 
know, the written Khmer skrit is totally different from anything 
English, and I would be unable to recognize my own name if 
written in it. 
 
     For my own personal use, I prepared, and continuously 
added words to, an English-Khmer dictionary.  (See on page 
78 for my prefatory remarks relating to this dictionary.)  As 
you may know, senior missionaries have a very short stay in 
the MTC and receive little, if any, language instruction while 
there.  Personally, I would like to have been given the option 
to extend my mission in order to receive substantial 
language study like the young missionaries receive, and I 
would have been willing to live outside of the MTC 
compound if staying at the MTC compound created a space-
accommodation problem.    
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     I was determined not to tie up the young elders’ time with 
requests for translation services when they could be and 
should be teaching lessons to prospective members.  I did 
not use them as translators for non-Sunday meetings such 
as PEC, youth activity night, youth council, or English 
classes.  Most members know a little English, and I soon 
learned enough to struggle through the communication 
process, albeit with some occasional unexpected results.  I 
was privileged to have a couple of adult brethren in the 
branch who could speak English fairly well, and one or both 
of them were often in our various meetings.    
 
OUR SOCIALITY: 
 
      Siem Reap was a lonely place for Sister Enslen.  For the 
vast majority of the time, there were no English-speaking 
females with whom Sister Enslen could regularly talk or 
associate.   We were the only senior missionary couple living 
in Siem Reap.  After a few months, one sister from the 
United States (the previously mentioned English teacher) 
came to live in Siem Reap with her student husband, but 
they lived on the far side of town, had their own demanding 
schedule, and contact was restricted primarily to Sundays at 
Church. 
 
     Visiting Church leaders were always a most welcome 
sight.  One of our joys was serving as unofficial hosts to 
other senior couples, Church employees, and LDS tourists 
who came to visit the ruins and other attractions in Siem 
Reap.    
 
     We did not have any family members to visit with us 
during the time we were in Cambodia.  Had we stayed 
longer, we would have had some family members to visit 
with us. 
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     Perhaps the greatest blessing of our mission grew out of 
the fact that Sister Enslen and I were in one another’s 
presence almost constantly.  Our mission was the best, most 
intense, one-year, marital therapy course that any couple 
could ever receive.  We would have been grossly overpaid 
for our missionary service had our strengthened relationship 
with one another been our only reward.    
 
BEGINNING PROSELYTING ACTIVITIES:        
 
     In the beginning, we regularly traveled to the homes of 
our investigators.  There, we joint-taught prospective 
members with the young elders.  Our testimonies and 
comments were translated by the young elders.  We sat 
shoeless on the slightly raised, see-through-the-cracks, hard 
wooden floors of the humble, one-room, furnitureless, 
thatched huts that our investigators called home.  
 
     Frankly, sitting on the floor was uncomfortable to our 
aging bodies.  Furthermore, there were constant 
interruptions, anything from the family hog creating a 
disturbance to a dozen curious neighborhood children 
standing in the doorway.  The heat was extreme. The odors 
were unpleasant. The flies and mosquitoes were a constant 
harassment.  The lighting was very poor, whether in the day 
or in the evenings.  Lizards would scamper in and out and 
about.  The refreshments offered us raised health concerns.  
There was no way to take advantage of electronic visual aid 
equipment.  The teaching progress was hampered in these 
surroundings. 
 
     After a short few weeks of these visits, Sister Enslen and 
I decided that our home would be a much better teaching 
environment.  We had absolutely no fear of inviting the 
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Cambodian people into our home.  The elders had already 
begun teaching our private Khmer tutor in our home.  
 
     We thus began to have Khmer guests in our home to be 
taught. Invitations issued by us were most often readily 
accepted.  For our Khmer investigators, it was a novelty to 
see the inside of a modernly furnished, air-conditioned 
home.  I think most considered it a special honor to be 
invited into the home of an Anglo. 
  
     We told the elders that we would be glad to entertain any 
of their investigators in our home.  The elders began to make 
appointments with us.  Lessons began to be taught in our 
home on a regular basis.     
 
 
THE TEACHING PROCESS IN OUR HOME: 
 
     At the affixed times, the Elders and their investigators 
would separately arrive at our home for lessons.  To prevent 
their becoming lost, the investigators often followed the 
elders on their first visit to our home.  It was not long before 
we were having lessons in our home almost every day of the 
week, occasionally as many as three sets of investigators in 
one day.  I noticed that the lessons given in our home 
tended to last considerably longer than the lessons we had 
given in the investigators’ homes, but there was no 
impatience on the part of the investigators (or us).  
 
     We would most often augment the missionary lessons 
given in our home by showing on a large screen (our wall) 
one of the two DVDs that we had in the Khmer language------
Restoration or Finding Faith in Christ.  We had a video 
projector connected to our DVD player, and the large screen 
projection was fascinating to the prospective members.  
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Sometimes we would show DVDs that were not in the Khmer 
language, and the elders would translate them as they were 
shown.  (The Church definitely needs more DVDs in the 
Khmer language.) 
 
      Following each lesson, we always provided some 
modest refreshments.  In our home, the teaching and 
friendshipping environment was near ideal with no 
interruptions. The Spirit fortified the missionaries’ 
presentations, and friendships were forged. 
 
     The teaching process for those baptized was rather 
lengthy, running into several months.  I was comfortable with 
this.  I felt we were strictly enforcing scripturally based 
mandates, namely D & C 20:37, Mosiah 5:5, and Mosiah 
18:8-9.  Because the teaching process was lengthy, almost 
all of the converts received lessons from more than one set 
of missionaries, which I feel was a positive aspect of their 
conversions. 
 
     Our teaching was heavily focused on the atonement of 
Jesus Christ.  We continued to teach our investigators in 
almost every lesson that the atonement was real, that it was 
necessary, that it applied to them, and that it would continue 
to apply to them after they were baptized. 
 
     I would like to mention one other factor affecting our 
association with investigators---I believe an important one.  
Other than post-lesson refreshments consumed in our home 
by all present, or meals in our home in the presence of 
elders with respect to two of the converts, we did not give or 
offer our investigators anything of value.  We wanted them to 
know for a surety that we were dispensing Truth only, to be 
accepted or rejected by them according to the exercise of 
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their own agency, hopefully uninfluenced by anything other 
than the Spirit. 
 
     Totally unlike my previous missionary experiences in 
Alabama and Mississippi, there was never a problem finding 
investigators to be taught in our home.  In addition to 
investigators provided by the elders, we had other invitees 
that we secured through our own efforts.  We had as many 
investigators in our home as we could reasonably 
accommodate and still fulfill all of our other duties.   We did 
not want more investigators than we could properly manage. 
 
      In a similar vein, we did not want more converts than we 
could properly assimilate into the branch.  We were 
determined to build and strengthen the native inner core of 
the Church in Siem Reap so that the layers which would be 
added following our departure would not be replacement 
layers, but rather thickening layers.  
 
THE NATURE AND RATE OF GROWTH: 
 
     There is nothing astounding about the number of converts 
which we baptized in Siem Reap.  I am confident in saying 
that we could easily have baptized three times the number 
we baptized had we been intent on doing so.  Because of 
the extended teaching process, we did not have our first 
convert baptism until June of 2007. 
 
     I will set forth below the names of the 26 converts who 
were baptized in Siem Reap during our time there.  These 
26 baptisms occurred during a 10-month plus one-week time 
frame-----thus averaging about 2.5 baptisms per month once 
baptisms began. There were also 10 children of record 
associated with these 26 convert baptisms.  Consequently, 
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the baptisms directly affected 36 persons-----thus averaging 
3.5 persons per month once baptisms began. 
 
     Others, like Soven Sovy’s son named Date and Soy 
Kunthea’s cousin named Chanyah, who both had firm 
baptismal dates at the time we left, and who have since 
been baptized, are not included in these statistics. 
 
     Here are the names, genders, dates of baptisms, and 
general ages of the 26 persons who were baptized.  A photo 
of each of these converts is set forth beginning on page 90 
as Exhibit “G.”  
 
     1.  Yum Tei Sopheak (a/k/a “Hoo-ake”), male, June 3, 
2007, young adult. 
 
     2.  Chum Tolah, male, June 16, 2007, Aaronic priesthood 
age. 
 
     3.  Brak Dalin, female, June 16, 2007, young woman.  
 
     4.  Chum Boty, male, June 16, 2007, late primary (treated 
as part of Aaronic priesthood). 
 
     5.  Son Eui Jeong, female, July 28, 2007, primary.   
  
     6.  Kheng Bunny, male, August 11, 2007, adult. 
  
     7.  Ruom Rudtha, male, September 1, 2007, Aaronic 
priesthood age. 
  
     8.  Ruom Chamrong, female, September 1, 2007, late 
primary (often treated as young woman). 
 



 25 

     9.  Sek San, female, September 1, 2007, adult (only 
widow in the branch). 
 
    10.  Rong Sopharet, female, November 10, 2007, adult 
(sometimes treated as a young woman).   
 
    11.  Soven Sovy, male, November 24, 2007, adult. 
 
    12.  Seng Neang, female, November 24, 2007, adult (wife 
of Soven Sovy). 
 
[four children of record, one blessed and one later baptized]  
 
    13.  Khun Chandy, female, December 8, 2007, adult. 
 
[one child of record] 
 
    14.  Dy Napa, female, December 8, 2007, young woman. 
 
    15.  Heng Chan Makara, male, December 22, 2007, 
Aaronic priesthood age. 
                     
    16.  Heng Vanda, male, December 29, 2007, adult. 
 
    17.  Born Sengky, female, December 29, 2007, adult (wife 
of Heng Vanda).  
 
[two children of record, including one unofficially adopted 
son, both blessed] 
 
    18.  Heng Sambath, male, December 29, 2007, Aaronic 
priesthood age. 
 
    19.  Heng Sorphea, female, December 29, 2007, young 
woman. 
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    20.  Oung Rivong, male, December 29, 2007, adult. 
 
    21.  Soy Kunthea, female, December 29, 2007, adult (wife 
of Oung Rivong). 
 
[One child of record who was blessed] 
 
    22.  Puy Bunthy  (“Soe-tee”), male, February 2, 2008, 
adult. 
 
    23.  Roth Sotheary, female, February 2, 2008, adult (wife 
of Puy Bunthy). 
 
    24.  Chao Lak Bonan, male, March 8, 2008, adult. 
 
    25.  Sin Socheata, female, March 8, 2008, adult (wife of 
Chao Lak Bonan). 
 
[two children of record, both blessed] 
 
    26.  Sourn Doung Pechcheata, female, April 10, 2008, 
young woman. 
 
     The total number of persons who were baptized with 
another member of the family at the same time, or who 
already had at least one immediate family member in the 
Church at the time of baptism, was 20.  That’s 77% of the 
baptisms.  When children of record are included, the 
percentage increases to 83%.  
  
     The total number of males baptized was 12 and the total 
number of females baptized was 14. 
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     The total number of married males, heads of households, 
baptized was 5.  The total number of married females 
baptized was 6.   
 
   
     The total number of men age 18 or older baptized was 8. 
 
     The total number of women age 18 or older baptized was 
9. 
 
     The total number of males age 12-17 baptized was 3. 
 
     The total number of females age 12-17 baptized was 3. 
 
     The total number of males age 8-11 baptized was 1. 
 
     The total number of females age 8-11 baptized was 2. 
 
     So far as I have been able to determine, only one of the 
converts had previous membership in another Christian 
church.  All others were either Buddhist or non-religious. 
 
     The social structure amongst the Cambodian people is 
such that teaching referrals are generated naturally.  The 
people tend to live in enclaves where their neighbors are 
either relatives or close friends who are genuinely interested 
in, and closely involved in, one another’s lives.  New 
members showed no reluctance in expressing to others the 
joy associated with their new membership in the Church.   
 
THE PRIESTHOOD AND PRIESTHOOD ADVANCEMENT: 
 
     May I first mention the amazing power of the Aaronic 
Priesthood.  Most of us are familiar with the journal 
statement of Wilford Woodruff wherein he states, in effect, 
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that he had never felt the Spirit with more power than when 
he served a mission as an ordained priest.  I want to add my 
testimony to that of Wilford Woodruff. 
 
     As a branch president of a new branch with only a 
handful of members, we were naturally very limited so far as 
the number of Melchizedek priesthood holders.  Yet, I 
needed to fill the positions that are normally held by 
Melchizedek priesthood holders, like executive secretary, 
clerk, young men president, and others.  Furthermore, there 
were many occasions when no Melchizedek priesthood 
holder other than myself was present for a meeting.   
 
     Under these circumstances, I had to rely heavily on men 
and young men, recent converts, who held “only” the Aaronic 
priesthood.  These men and young men were called upon 
regularly to teach, conduct meetings, and to perform certain 
ordinances within the sphere of their authority as priests, 
teachers, and deacons.  They were called to serve as 
“acting” clerks and “acting” executive secretaries. 
 
     I can testify, without hesitation or reservation, that I have 
never felt the Spirit more strongly as I observed these 
Aaronic priesthood young men and men administer the 
affairs of the Church.  They were in no way spiritually 
hindered by the fact that they did not hold an office in the 
Melchizedek Priesthood.  The power of God was manifested 
in them to the same full extent as I have seen it manifested 
in Melchizedek Priesthood holders.  It was indeed a 
marvelous phenomenon to behold, for which privilege I feel 
grateful. 
          
     In some ways at least, in my personal opinion, the 
average Khmer man more quickly embraces the concept of 
the priesthood than does the average American protestant 
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male.  Many Khmers have personal experience serving for a 
time in their youth as Buddhist monks.  Nevertheless, the 
true priesthood is a sufficiently novel concept that the 
teaching process on the subject of the priesthood needed to 
be consistent and methodical.   
 
     I am grateful for a mission president who allowed me to 
exercise the keys he had assigned to me.  I am thankful that 
he allowed me to use a priesthood ordination plan that had 
previously been used with minority branches in Alabama.  
Because of their religious and family background, the young 
men in those minority branches had absolutely no 
understanding of priesthood authority.  Here is what we did 
similarly in Siem Reap, while respecting the minimum age 
requirements for ordinations. 
 
     When a male age 12 or older was baptized, we 
expeditiously ordained him to the office of deacon in the 
Aaronic priesthood.  After he had successfully passed the 
emblems of the sacrament while wearing appropriate dress 
at least twice, and after he had received a special lesson on 
the duties of a teacher, he was re-interviewed, sustained in 
sacrament meeting for ordination to teacher, ordained to the 
office of teacher in the Aaronic priesthood, and presented 
with a laminated certificate of ordination at the ensuing 
sacrament meeting.  When possible, the written priesthood 
line of authority of the ordaining brother was placed on the 
back side of the laminated certificate of ordination.  
 
      For ordination from teacher to priest, the candidate was 
required to properly prepare the sacrament twice, as well as 
complete a similar pre-ordination program (lesson, interview, 
sustaining).  Immediately after being ordained to priest, the 
priest was assigned to bless the sacrament twice.  
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     This procedure resulted in more interviews, more lessons 
on the priesthood, more sustainings, more ordinations, and 
more certificate awards.  This procedure provided each 
candidate with measurable and achievable goals and a 
sense of progress and accomplishment as he successfully 
advanced through the offices of the Aaronic priesthood in 
stages.  It resulted in more public recognition and an 
increased feeling of self-worth. 
 
     I was careful to explain that our priesthood advancement 
plan was not the product of Church-wide revelation or 
Church doctrine, but was rather only one of several 
acceptable ways of advancing through the priesthood.  
 
     Using this procedure, all young men age 12 or older were 
advanced to the appropriate priesthood for their age in fairly 
short order.  All three of the Aaronic priesthood quorums 
were organized with as much of a presidency as their 
numbers would allow.  The Aaronic priesthood young men 
continued to voluntarily wear white shirts and ties, regardless 
of whether or not they were participating in the ordinance of 
the sacrament. 
 
     In order to increase the opportunities for priesthood 
service, we obtained more bread and water trays and used 6 
brethren to pass each Sunday, despite the relatively small 
size of the congregation. 
 
     For all males holding the Aaronic priesthood who were 
age 18 or older, we established a 10-lesson priesthood 
advancement course once their numbers justified such a 
course.  Various Melchezidek priesthood holders were 
assigned to teach one or more of the lessons.  The lessons 
were taught to these men during the second hour of our two-
hour Sunday block.  We were blessed to have the visiting 
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mission president to teach two of these classes-----the 
lesson on the restoration of the priesthood and the final class 
on the oath and covenant of the priesthood. 
 
     Of the 10 adult males who were prospective elders in the 
branch while we were there, 8 of them completed the 10 
week course and were advanced to the Melchizedek 
priesthood after being interviewed by the mission president.  
Those being ordained elders were Yum Tei Sopheak, Kheng 
Bunny, Soven Sovy, Heng Vanda, Heng Sambath, Oung 
Rivong, Mun Sampours, and Meoun Sareang.   
 
     Of the other two, new member Chao Lak Bonan was still 
normally advancing through the Aaronic priesthood when we 
left, and Puy Bunthy had moved to another province.  This 
accounts for every prospective elder in the branch, and I 
have confidence that these latter two faithful brethren (Chao 
and Puy) will also be ordained to the office of elder in the 
near future. 
 
RETENTION: 
 
     The lessons with the investigators in our home did not 
stop after the investigators were baptized.  In fact, just the 
opposite occurred.  With respect to almost all of the 
investigators who were baptized, there were more lessons 
taught to them in our home after baptism than were taught to 
them before baptism.  (The one exception is the last 
baptized investigator before our departure, Sourn Doung 
Pechcheata, simply because we were no longer there.)   
 
     We often had new members (and to a lesser extent 
investigators) to visit us in our home independently of the 
elders. 
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     At the time we left Siem Reap, every member who had 
been baptized in Siem Reap would be considered “active” in 
the Church by any reasonable standard of measurement, 
except for two members.  Thus, the retention rate of the new 
converts currently exceeds 90%.  These two new members, 
who are weaker in their attendance than we would like, are 
both adult sisters.  I will give some information relating to 
these two sisters who are not as active as we would like for 
them to be.  
 
     One of those newly baptized sisters, Khun Chandy, was 
the wife of an existing member whose job required him to 
work on Sundays.  Chandy had been attending without her 
husband until she experienced an unpleasant confrontation 
with her member mother-in-law.  (Her husband and mother-
in-law had been baptized in another unit some years 
previously.)  Chandy’s mother-in-law, who is somewhat 
domineering, was our relief society president at the time of 
the confrontation.  Chandy has no problem with the doctrines 
of the Church, only with her mother-in-law who was later 
released as relief society president.  The key to Chandy’s 
long-term activity will be the reactivation or reconversion or 
conversion of her husband who works on Sundays.  
 
     Having a job of any description is a treasured possession 
in Cambodia, and Sunday is just another work day in this 
Buddhist-dominated nation.  Consequently, working on 
Sunday is a major contributor to inactivity in the Church in 
Cambodia.  This will likely remain true in Siem Reap where 
the tourist industry operates at full speed on Sundays.  We 
were very fortunate that few of our members were required 
to work on Sundays.       
 
     The other newly baptized sister who would be considered 
inactive is Rong Sopharet.  She is a single mother who came 
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from a very undesirable employment background.  Her child 
was being raised by Sopharet’s mother in another town.  We 
were able to get Sopharet to change her employment before 
she was baptized. She was very faithful for a time following 
her baptism.   However, she later took a job as a hotel guest 
attendant, and her attendance at Church became less 
frequent.  The member who baptized her, Son Sang Cheoul, 
is still trying to help her to become active again.   
 
     It is statistically inevitable that others will fall in and out of 
activity over time, but some of the loss is compensated for 
by the successful reactivation of others.  For instance, we 
taught in our home an inactive adult sister named Soe-mah-
lee  (phonetic).  After she became active, she referred some 
of her neighbors to the elders.  These neighbors were being 
taught by the elders at the time we left. 
 
TITHING: 
 
     Because in part the new members had been members for 
such a short time, 100% of them were full tithe payers for the 
year 2007.  Most all of them will continue to be full tithe 
payers.  The depth of their faith in the principle of tithing was 
amazing to witness.  I would like to describe a scene as 
reported in my journal for fast Sunday, February 3, 2007: 
 
“During the short break between the end of our sacrament 
meeting and the beginning of our gospel classes, I was witness to 
a singular, moving event.  I have never seen anything to match it 
[with regard to tithe paying].  There was a substantial line of 
people, [reverently] standing and awaiting their turn to secure a 
blank tithing donation slip and envelop from the wooden box 
attached to the wall of the back foyer.  There were more than a 
dozen adults in the line, many of them very recent converts.  
Others, who had already secured their donation slips, were 
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completing their forms on a nearby table and on various other 
hard surfaces in the small foyer.  There had been no particular 
emphasis during our sacrament meeting on the importance of 
paying tithing.   
 
     I am inspired by the faith of these humble Cambodian people.  
They are going to tithe themselves out of poverty.  Watching their 
tithe-paying faithfulness in action was an experience that I do not 
think I will soon forget.  In the late afternoon, I would eventually 
open 33 donation envelops representing more than 50 donors!)” 
                              [End of Journal Entry]       
  
 
SACRAMENT MEETINGS: 
 
     We always had more people in sacrament meeting than 
we had members on our rolls.  Thus, our sacrament meeting 
attendance exceeded 100% every Sunday.  We probably 
had an average sacrament meeting attendance between 120 
to 130 percent during our tenure. 
 
     We had a written sacrament meeting program every 
Sunday after the first month.  [The importance of a written 
sacrament meeting program will be mentioned later.] 
 
     We were witnesses to latter-day administrative miracles--
---the meetings started on time and there was no loitering in 
the halls between meetings!  Less than 10 of the members 
had ever attended a church meeting anywhere but in Siem 
Reap, Cambodia.  On the whole, the membership was totally 
unaware of all the bad habits that seasoned Mormons have 
developed through the years.  It was a wonderful blessing to 
start entirely from scratch with a branch composed primarily 
of new converts----new converts who believed everything 
was supposed to operate like we told them it should.  For 
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instance, boys and men should wear white shirts and ties to 
Church services.  (Getting the sisters to wear dresses was 
for some reason more challenging.) 
 
     May I mention another amazing phenomenon?  We were 
privileged to hear considerably more than 100 talks given in 
church meetings by native Khmer people, mostly in 
sacrament meetings and baptismal services.  Not once, I 
mean not one single solitary time, did we ever see a member 
refer to a written note when speaking to the congregation.  
For the most part, they were, indeed, given that which they 
should speak in the very hour that they should speak it.  I do 
not expect to witness a repeat of this astounding occurrence 
in my lifetime. 
 
     Whenever we arrived at our church meetinghouse for 
sacrament meeting, Sister Enslen and I were immediately 
surrounded by the members who had arrived before us.  We 
were affectionately greeted by all as “Loak Tah” and “Loak 
Yea,” which mean “Grandfather” and “Grandmother.”  Even 
the older members referred to us in this way.  (But no one 
was older than me.)  I was a fulltime missionary and a 
branch president, but I was never referred to at anytime as 
“Elder Enslen” or “President Enslen” by any of the Khmer 
members of the branch.  Instead, I was called “Grandfather.” 
 
      I was honored and not bothered in the least by this 
unusual practice.  I had hoped that the mission president 
would not try to restrain and retrain the people, and he didn’t.  
I never had the desire to do so.  Evidently Heavenly Father 
does not insist on being referred to by a priesthood title.  
That puts me in some mighty good company.  I tried to live 
up to the family title the people chose for me.  (Sister Enslen 
did a better job at it than did I.)  Their affectionate title 
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motivated me to love them like a good grandfather would 
love his own bloodline grandchildren. 
 
     Here is a sacrament meeting-related entry from my 
journal for the date of Sunday, October 7, 2007:    
 
“We had 57 present in sacrament meeting today.  It was 
great to see [investigator] Ree-wong and his family in 
attendance, and they stayed for all of the meetings.  Also, 
[investigator Khun] Chandy was in attendance again.  She is 
a non-member whose inactive member husband (son of 
Kuon Sah-rune) works at the Victoria Hotel every Sunday.  
Chandy is likely to be baptized very soon.  Her countenance 
now has that radiating glow that progressing investigators 
come to acquire as they read and pray about the restored 
gospel. 
 
     I handed Loy Bunseak the following handwritten 
announcement to read in sacrament meeting.  I suspect 
Brother Loy was the first native Cambodian to learn of the 
change in Church leadership:  “At approximately 11:10 p.m. 
Cambodian time last night, President Gordon B. Hinckley 
announced at the opening session of general conference in 
Salt Lake City that Elder Henry B. Eyring had been called to 
serve as second counselor in the First Presidency, and that 
Elder Quentin L. Cook had been called to serve as a 
member of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles.  This action 
was unanimously sustained by the 21,000 members in 
attendance at the conference center and by millions of 
others who were watching or listening by internet, cable tv, 
BYU television, radio, satellite, and other media throughout 
the world.    
 
     As Loy Bunseak, my first counselor, made the preceding 
announcement to the congregation by translating into Khmer 
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my handwritten notes, the Holy Ghost fell over me like a 
warm blanket on a cold night.  I was blessed with the same 
powerful confirmation that I had experienced about 9 hours 
earlier when I had raised my hand in sustaining support for 
Elders Eyring and Cook.  As I listened to Bunseak's 
announcement to our congregation, I was fortified by the 
Spirit.  The close attention that the members gave to the 
announcement was inspiring to me.  I could detect their 
strong allegiance to the prophet and a single set of Church 
leaders, and the sense of worldwide unity that such 
allegiance brings to our members.” 
                              [End of Journal Entry] 
 
MEETING SCHEDULE AND CIRRICULUM: 
 
     As I previously stated, we basically had a two hour block, 
but the gospel instruction time following the one hour and ten 
minute sacrament meeting usually lasted a full hour or more.  
The members of the respective classes were always intent 
on finishing the lesson as opposed to stopping at a certain 
time.  Consequently, we probably had closer to a two and 
one-half hour block. 
 
     We had no relief society class or gospel doctrine class, 
but we had primary, young women, gospel principles for 
adult investigators and members (new and old), and an 
Aaronic priesthood class for the young men.  After several 
months of growth, a Melchizedek priesthood/prospective 
elders class was established. 
 
     With regard to the Aaronic priesthood and Melchezidek 
priesthood classes, we did not hold a joint opening exercise.  
Each group met separately the entire time.  Candidly 
speaking, joint opening exercises for both priesthoods would 
have resulted in the waste of considerable time for one 



 38 

group or the other, listening to announcements or other 
matters which did not have relevance to the entire group.  
Each group covered at the beginning of class those items 
pertaining only to them. 
     
     Because I felt that teaching was so vitally important, I 
exercised total and complete control over what subjects 
were to be taught in each class every Sunday, and who 
would teach that subject.  A written schedule of lessons and 
teachers for each class was prepared and posted on our 
chapel bulletin board at least one month in advance at all 
times.  From the limited available selection of translated 
lesson materials, we concentrated heavily on the basics----
faith, repentance, baptism, Holy Ghost, enduring to the end, 
and the themes contained in Gospel Principles.  (See 
Mosiah 18:18-20.)   
 
     Instead of calling an adult instructor for the combined 
Aaronic priesthood classes, the young Aaronic priesthood 
holders taught one another.  The assignment to teach was 
rotated amongst all officers in the three Aaronic priesthood 
quorum presidencies.  (See D & C 107:85.)  
 
     With the Aaronic priesthood is where I spent my second 
hour.  It was an absolute joy to watch these young men 
teach one another their duties and the doctrines of the 
kingdom Sunday after Sunday.  Every Aaronic priesthood 
officer anxiously anticipated his opportunity to lead the class 
discussion.  I wish to report my observance of this process in 
action on a typical Sunday, as taken from the following entry 
in my personal journal:  
 
“The classrooms today were filled to capacity with the appropriate 
people, all busily engaged in learning the doctrines of Christ.  I 
had a very good feeling about that which was taking place. 
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     I feel compelled to report another wondrous circumstance 
which I was privileged to observe today.  We have one ordained 
deacon in the 12-13 age bracket.  He turned age 12 only last 
December [about six weeks ago].  I had previously set him apart 
as our Deacons Quorum President, notwithstanding he is the only 
young deacon in the branch at the present time.  His name is 
Chum Boty.  He has a small, well proportioned stature, and he 
has a handsome face.  He is a faithful member and possesses 
well above average natural intelligence.  If we do not have an 
opening prayer fairly soon after gathering for class, he politely 
reminds us of the need to do so. 
 
     One week ago, I assigned Chum Boty to teach the Aaronic 
priesthood class for today---Lesson 15 in our basic manual part A.  
The subject was “The Home:  A Center For Gospel Study.”  I want 
to use Aaronic priesthood presidencies to teach their fellow 
Aaronic priesthood bearers.  Present in the class today, and all 
wearing white shirts and ties, except one non-member visitor 
named King Sah, were the following 10 young men of Aaronic 
priesthood age: Hang Sombaht, Rutah the younger, Rutah the 
brother of Hoo-ache, Hang Jan Makara, Somaht, You Daroat, 
Chum Dolah, You Veasna, King Sah, and Chum Boty.  My faithful 
first counselor Loy Bunseak was in the classroom with me. 
 
     I now report the unusual.  Chum Boty prepared the lesson in 
advance on his own without assistance.  He conducted the class 
without any intervention whatsoever from Bunseak or myself.  He 
supervised a controlled class discussion which covered the entire 
lesson in the allotted amount of time.  He engaged the 
participation of the other class members in a remarkable way---- 
inviting them to bear testimony on various key points, to read 
certain selected portions of the lesson or pertinent scriptures, or 
to answer thought provoking questions.  He kept the full attention 
of the class members throughout the class period.  The class 
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mood was serious and solemn in nature.  There were never any 
playful antics or private conversations attempted by any of the 
class members.  I was absolutely overwhelmed as I made a 
mental comparison with the Aaronic priesthood classes I had 
attended for decades in America.  The Spirit bears unmistakable 
witness to me that the Lord is in the process of accelerating his 
marvelous work here in Siem Reap, Cambodia.            
  
     After this Aaronic priesthood class, Chum Dolah, a 16-year-old 
priest, ordained his new convert friend [to whom he had 
introduced the gospel], Heng Chan Makara, to be a teacher in the 
Aaronic priesthood.  Loy Bunseak and I stood in the circle with 
him.  Following this ordination, very properly done, I had the 
privilege of ordaining at his request Heng Sombath to the office of 
teacher in the Aaronic priesthood.  I was honored that he would 
request me to perform the ordination.  We now have two more 
teachers to help prepare the sacrament on Sundays.  We 
currently have a total of four teachers with You Daroat and 
Somaht having already been ordained to the office of teacher.” 
                           [End of Journal Entry] 
 
THE YOUTH: 
 
     When we consider all of the work which we did in Siem 
Reap, Sister Enslen and I feel that our most important work, 
as well as our greatest joy, was amongst the youth.  The 
rising youth in Cambodia, less scarred by Cambodia’s sordid 
and degrading past, are a special generation.  Here is a 
thought expressed in my journal on Saturday, June 16, 
2007, relating to this subject.  On this date, three wonderful 
young people were baptized into the Church, namely, Chum 
Tolah, Chum Boty, and Brak Dalin: 
 
“There is an advantage that we missionaries have here in 
Cambodia that missionaries do not have in America.  Here, 
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the youth on the whole are more innocent, and we do not 
have to compete so hard for the ear of the youth.  Here they 
are looking for something to do with their time that does not 
cost money, and coming to a church meeting can fill the 
void.  The youth do not have computers that move them into 
pornography; the youth do not have video arcades in which 
to waste away their money and time; the youth do not have 
movie theatres to fill hours with entertainment of 
questionable quality; there are few organized sports of any 
nature at the school (no budget for it) or on a professional 
level.  There is no shopping mall, bowling alley, water park, 
or anything like unto them.  In time, I know there likely will be 
[such things].  We have a special window of opportunity at 
this time.” 
                              [End of Journal Entry] 
 
     Here is another youth-related journal entry.  It references 
the baptism of 17-year-old Heng Chan Makara on Saturday, 
December 22, 2007: 
 
“There were about 35 people present by the time we walked 
outside to the font.  Most of them were young friends of 
Makara, and a substantial number of them were non-
members. The ordinance was performed by Makara’s priest 
age (16-year-old) friend, Chum Tolah.  This was the first time 
a priest has performed the ordinance of baptism in the Siem 
Reap Province.  Tolah said the baptismal prayer word-
perfect and performed a complete immersion on his first 
attempt. 
   
     There was a unique excitement in the air, especially 
amongst the member and non-member teenagers who were 
there to support Makara in his decision to be baptized.  An 
unusual thing happened that I have never seen before at a 
baptismal service.  “And when the people had [seen Makara 
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emerge from the waters of baptism], they clapped their 
hands for joy….”  (See Mosiah 18:11.)  It was a spontaneous 
outburst of applause which, surprising to me, did not detract 
in the least from the sacredness of the moment.” 
                            [End of Journal Entry]  
 
     We held “youth activity night” every Wednesday evening 
beginning at 5:30 p.m.  We never referred to it as “Mutual” 
because that word had no significance to the youth.  We 
always met jointly (young men and young women) for a 45 
minute lesson time which included hymn, prayer, theme 
scripture recitation, special music practice, and the lesson.  
We never used but one source for our lessons, For the 
Strength of Youth.  We covered one short lesson each 
Wednesday, and we started at the front of the booklet again 
after we completed it.  The youth enjoyed the highly relevant 
lessons from this inspired publication. 
 
     Following the lesson from For Strength of Youth, we 
enjoyed 45 minutes to an hour of fun in the form of 
volleyball, badminton, soccer, basketball, ping pong, 
dancing, English bingo, karaoke, or other activities.  The 
youth voluntarily went home without prodding by 7:30 p.m. 
 
     We held branch president’s youth council meeting in our 
home each month.  All of the youth were invited, and 
attendance was always high.  We discussed and planned 
youth activities for the ensuing month.  These meetings were 
wonderful teaching opportunities, and we often showed a 
Church video and discussed it.  A social time with 
refreshments at the conclusion of the meeting solidified the 
cohesiveness of the group and guaranteed good attendance. 
 
     One of the things that the youth requested in these 
meetings was the privilege of singing a special musical 
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number in sacrament meeting. Khmer youth are exposed 
almost daily to non-melodic monk chanting.  They are not 
generally raised singing melodic music, and they thus have a 
natural hunger for it.   
 
     I heartily approved of that request, and we practiced the 
month’s special musical number in our Wednesday night 
meetings and at other times when the youth were meeting.  
Some of the musically talented young elders and I were able 
to translate a few of our English hymns into Khmer so they 
could be sung by the youth.  These hymns included “When I 
Am Baptized” and “I Know Heavenly Father Loves Me.”  
 
     The youth participated in two special excursions of note.  
During a school holiday, more than 30 youth (many being 
non-members) enjoyed a tour of the Silk Farm.  Although 
this training facility is only minutes from downtown Siem 
Reap, and there is no charge for the tours, none of our 
Khmer youth had previously experienced the tour. 
 
     Four days before our departure, the youth were treated to 
an excursion to Phnom Khulen, a two hour bus drive from 
Siem Reap.  There they enjoyed viewing scenic natural 
wonders and ancient carvings in streams, visiting famous 
tourist attractions, picnicking, and swimming under water 
falls.  Sister Enslen and I were able to speak to them as a 
group for the last time at the chapel upon our return. 
 
     Our youth presented the entire Easter presentation which 
followed our sacrament meeting on Easter Sunday, March 
23, 2008.  There were 107 in attendance at sacrament 
meeting.  The mission president and wife, and their visiting 
family members, were in attendance.  The mission president 
presided and spoke in sacrament meeting. 
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     Following sacrament meeting, we held our special Easter 
presentation.  Eleven (11) of our youth either gave prayers 
or read scriptures that were correlated to the DVD “To This 
End Was I Born.”  My first counselor, Loy Bunseak, 
introduced and closed the presentation.  This was a powerful 
presentation and those in attendance benefited greatly from 
it.  All of the hard work of our youth paid handsome spiritual 
dividends. 
 
     These 11 youth and other youth were all given Bibles 
which were needed for the presentation.  In at least one 
respect, the Bible is superior to the Book of Mormon.  It 
contains a more comprehensive record of the Savior’s mortal 
ministry in the Old World.  Few Khmer members in Siem 
Reap had a Bible.  Their conversions had been based 
almost entirely on the Book of Mormon.   
 
     I had become concerned that we were producing the 
exact reverse of the “I already have a Bible!” syndrome that 
is so prevalent in the Western world.  Some Khmer members 
had questioned the need for a Bible since they “already had 
a Book of Mormon.”  [Imagine that!  I wondered to myself 
how my Bible-loving friends in Alabama might react to this 
Asian phenomenon.]  Perhaps we need to get ready for this 
question:  We already have a Book of Mormon.  Why do we 
need a Bible?  Of course, we need them both, and there is 
absolutely nothing mutually exclusive about either.    
               
 
 
 
 
BRANCH SOCIAL ACTIVITIES: 
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     It was very important for the success of the branch to 
develop an atmosphere of extended family, a feeling of 
oneness, a sense of cohesion, a knitting together of the 
hearts with unity and love.  (See Mosiah 18:21.)  Such was 
essential to the continued growth of the branch, the social 
conversion of new members, and the retention of both new 
and veteran members.  Perhaps one of the best ways to 
integrate the members into a single unified body is through 
regular social interaction as an entire group. 
 
     There was not a single month that passed in which we 
did not hold a branch-wide social.  Due to a meager branch 
budget and the lack of wealth amongst members, our social 
events lacked extravagance.  But they were strong on 
interaction and enjoyment. 
 
     We had the traditional get-togethers for Pioneer Day and 
Christmas.  The other 10 months we did such things as 
teaching everyone how to cook and eat pancakes, watching 
Disney movies, learning to waltz, singing Karaoke, producing 
a talent show, sharing a pot luck dinner, and viewing 
photographs of ourselves in celebration of our one year 
anniversary.   
 
     By the way, I don’t know how long it will remain pure, but 
jingle bells, Santa Claus, and Rudolf were not a part of the 
Christmas celebration, and bunny rabbits and Easter eggs 
were not a part of the observance of Easter.  I wish I were 
less confident that the corruption will come.      
 
 
 
 
 
PEC MEETINGS: 
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     PEC meetings were held every Thursday evening.  In the 
beginning, large amounts of time were devoted to training 
PEC members.  As time progressed, the meetings became 
more administrative in nature, especially with respect to the 
planning of our next sacrament meeting.  For the culture and 
communications environment in which we operated, the 
Thursday-to-Sunday lead time for planning and making 
assignments relating to a sacrament service was near ideal.  
 
     The majority of our PEC time was used to produce (1) a 
hand written sacrament meeting program that would be word 
processed, printed, and distributed to the members on 
Sunday morning, and (2) a handwritten list of 
announcements and business items that would be word 
processed, printed, and delivered to the conducting member 
of the branch presidency.  This exercise required us to 
discuss, give consideration to, and agree upon the following 
matters. 
 
     1.  Which members would benefit most from giving a talk 
and what gospel subjects would be best for those particular 
speakers? 
     2.  What general theme could we develop around these 
talks, and what musical selections would best support the 
theme? 
     3.  Which members would benefit most from giving a 
prayer to open or close the meeting? 
     4.  Based on a review of our branch calendar, what 
announcements need to be made this Sunday in sacrament 
meeting?  What preparations need to be made to make sure 
the announced events will be quality and will serve their 
priesthood purposes? 
     5.  With regards to branch business, (a) what vacancies 
do we have that need to be filled, or more importantly, what 
members do we have that still need a calling?  (b) What 
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children do we have in the branch that have not been 
blessed?  (c) Which brethren have now passed twice or 
prepared twice and can be advanced in the Aaronic 
priesthood?  
     6.  Which brethren need to be assigned to pass, prepare, 
and bless the sacrament in order to meet their advancement 
goals? 
     7.  What ordination certificates need to be awarded this 
Sunday? 
 
      We would also review who would teach each class and 
what subjects would be taught. 
 
FINANCIAL COSTS OF OUR MISSION: 
 
     The Church has wisely chosen not to send senior 
missionaries to Cambodia who are living on their social 
security checks.  It is an expensive mission. 
 
     Because major medical insurance companies have 
exclusions for services incurred during foreign residence, a 
senior couple must purchase the insurance offered by 
Deseret Mutual.  For two people, that is $ 240 per month.  
Many couples, like us, choose to continue paying for their 
domestic insurance in case of a medical emergency 
requiring treatment back in the United States.  
 
     A vehicle must be purchased, and used vehicles in 
Cambodia are expensive.  We paid $12,500 for a 10-year- 
old Toyota 4-Runner (without a jack and lug wrench) and 
spent another $300 on upgrades.  [We later sold it for 
$8,800.] 
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     Vehicle insurance comes next at a cost of about $ 650 a 
year for adequate coverage.  Next come the cost of fuel and 
service for the vehicle. 
 
     Decent housing in Siem Reap is relatively expensive.  
Our cost for rent, plus landlord charges for night guard 
service, trash pickup, and cable TV was $850 per month. 
 
     With regard to utilities, our discolored well water was free, 
but the sometimes unreliable electricity varied between $275 
and $325 per month. 
   
     We ate a lot of rice.  But we also ate some Anglo foods, 
like canned goods and some occasional imported meat 
(Australian). Our monthly food bill averaged a whopping 
$900 per month, excluding meals eaten outside the home.  
Of course, we shared a lot of food with the elders, provided 
refreshments for lots of teaching sessions, and generously 
contributed to the meals eaten at branch socials. 
 
     Our internet service averaged about $150 per month.  To 
set up an operable office, we had to purchase a computer 
($700) (none was provided to the branch) and printer ($200).  
Ink for the printer was very expensive, and there was the 
cost of other office supplies. 
 
     We had to purchase a DVD player to show Church DVDs 
and for our own personal entertainment.  Fortunately, a 
television came with the apartment, and the Church provided 
the branch with a video projector that we used in teaching 
investigators in our home. 
 
     Telephone service was cheap, about $15.00 per month 
so long as we did not purchase long distance capability. 
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     To set up house, there was a need to purchase a 
refrigerator ($300), water cooler ($120), cook tops ($50), 
hard-to-find electric oven ($400), small washing machine 
($250), and a host of smaller kitchen appliances like toaster, 
waffle iron, can opener, mixer, etc., the utensils for cooking 
and eating, and plates and glasses.  
 
     The shipping costs for CARE packages from home often 
exceeded the value of the items being shipped.  But some 
things we wanted badly could be acquired only in that way. 
 
     Our occasional plane tickets to and from Phnom Penh for 
some of the meetings were about $300 for each round trip, 
including the airport taxes. 
 
     We were blessed to be able to stay in the mission home 
most of the times we were in Phnom Penh for meetings.  
However, there were occasions when we had to stay in 
hotels.  Those ranged from $65 to $125 per night, depending 
upon where we chose to stay.   
 
     Restaurant meals were cheaper than American prices, 
but we often treated the missionaries whenever we dined at 
restaurants. 
 
     Our out of pocket expenses for the last 9 months of 
calendar year 2007 totaled almost $60,000!  I had to 
calculate this amount from written records in order to 
complete our income tax returns for the year 2007.   
 
NEGATIVES: 
 
     We never established a consistently successful home 
teaching and/or visiting teaching program. 
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     We never established a functional relief society 
organization. 
 
     We had very limited success in motivating and training 
the members on how to hold quality family home evenings. 
 
CONCLUSION: 
 
     The Lord was in the work.  Time after time we witnessed 
remarkable events and circumstances that only He could 
have planned through His foreknowledge and brought to 
pass by His power.  These “Godcidences” spoke directly to 
our hearts, telling us that He knew we were there, He knew 
exactly what we needed, and He was desirous to pour out a 
blessing upon us, as well as a blessing upon those we were 
serving. 
 
       As we served our mission in Cambodia, I came to know 
that our Cambodian members live certain aspects of 
Christianity to a higher degree than do most of the rest of us.  
You will recall the story of the rich young man in the New 
Testament who felt he was already a “Christian,” so to 
speak.  As a further test of the depth of his Christianity, the 
Savior requested the young man to give his material 
possessions to the poor.  The young man went away sad 
because he was unable to let go of his material possessions.  
Material possessions simply held too high a priority in the 
young man’s list of desirables. 
 
     With regard to the overwhelming majority of Cambodian 
members that I knew, materialism was not a serious 
distraction to their living the life of a true disciple of Christ.  
The quality of their relationships with others was of greater 
importance and concern to them than anything tangible 
which might introduce more convenience and comfort into 
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their lives.  I think there is much of value to be learned from 
this people.        
     
 
     Notwithstanding all the challenges we may have faced 
from time to time, the work itself was most rewarding.  The 
Cambodian people are beautiful, and we love them 
unconditionally.  Even now, they are never very far from our 
minds.  As an added bonus, we live in an electronic age 
which allows a missionary to continue to watch over his 
converts----better than in any previous age.  There is hardly 
a day that passes that we do not receive and return an e-
mail from one of our Cambodian friends.  Although none of 
them own computers, they can access one relatively cheaply 
at one of the many internet shops which dot the sides of the 
downtown streets of Siem Reap.        
 
     The overall look of the branch was one of youthfulness 
which bodes well for the future.  Yet, the adults far out-
numbered the very small children, so we were not 
overwhelmed with infants and toddlers.  That helped to keep 
things manageable.  We were blessed that the men and 
young men were sufficient in number to provide adequate 
priesthood strength.  There were so many things for which to 
be grateful---things over which we had no control. 
 
     Like all fulltime missionaries who choose to serve the 
Lord, we had our own set of sacrifices, some of which are 
common to most and some of which were peculiar to us.  
Notwithstanding we were on the Lord’s errand and received 
blessings for it, life still happened.  And the truth is, 
sometimes life is unpleasant, mission or no mission. 
 
     One of President Gordon B. Hinckley's past conference 
talks, entitled “To the Boys and To the Men” and given in 
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1998, contains the following quote which I personally found 
to be perfectly true in every respect:   
  
"I hope all of you are pointed in the direction of missionary 
service. I cannot promise you fun. I cannot promise you ease 
and comfort. I cannot promise you freedom from 
discouragement, from fear, from downright misery at times. 
But I can promise you that you will grow as you have never 
grown in a similar period during your entire lives. I can 
promise you a happiness that will be unique and wonderful 
and lasting. I can promise you that you will reevaluate your 
lives, that you will establish new priorities, that you will live 
closer to the Lord, that prayer will become a real and 
wonderful experience, that you will walk with faith in the 
outcome of the good things you do." 
 
      While on this mission, my mother was discovered to 
have breast cancer and underwent radiation treatment.  My 
father was discovered to have lung cancer that had spread 
to other parts of his body, and he was not expected to live 
but a short time.  
 
     [My father’s rapidly fading health was the reason for our 
premature departure.  A copy of my letter to the mission 
president explaining the need for a personal leave of 
absence from our mission is set forth in Exhibit “F” of the 
Appendix on page 83.  At present, I am pleased to report 
that my father is doing as well as can be expected following 
intensive radiation treatment and chemo therapy.  (He would 
later die on January 9, 2009.) 
 
     One of our daughters was discovered to have a serious 
kidney problem, and was suffering from day to day with 
infectious pain.  (She was later discovered to have a 
debilitating disease which was the cause of the continuous 



 53 

kidney infections.)  Another daughter and a daughter-in-law 
went through pregnancy.  
 
     A son was divorced and then remarried the same woman.   
 
     A son struggled to earn his PhD from a university and find 
employment.  [He later received his degree and was 
subsequently appointed to teach at West Point.]   
 
     A grandson was born and Sister Enslen could not be 
there.  Grandchildren were blessed.  Grandchildren grew 
older.  There were birthday parties.  Grandchildren were 
baptized.  Grandchildren played sports, participated in plays, 
and other activities, all in our absence.   
 
     There was a Christmas and Thanksgiving and Fourth of 
July and vacations, and we were not there.   
 
     Good friends died and were buried.  A tornado destroyed 
the home of two faithful employees, and we were not there 
to help. 
 
      One of my businesses actually lost money instead of 
making money for the first time ever. 
 
     The cost of our mission far exceeded what we might have 
expected. 
 
     My wife’s physical condition deteriorated before my very 
eyes. 
 
     I could continue.  But what do I think about all of this, and 
what is my advice to other mature couples considering a 
mission?  I say without reservation or hesitation---Go!  But I 
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will not soft-sell it.  It was hard, but it was worth it (and I 
haven’t collected my final paycheck yet). 
 
     Elder Jeffrey R. Holland remarked to senior couples in 
Hong Kong in 1999 that we should lift up our hearts because 
of our example and heritage of missionary service that we 
leave our posterity: “You are half a world away from your 
families, and doing more for them now than you ever could 
by staying home.  All our lives, we’ve prayed for our 
grandchildren, and now it’s their turn to pray for us.”  He then 
left this apostolic blessing:  “Because of you, all your children 
and your children’s children will be drawn home; they will 
choose to come home.  Your children and your children’s 
children will call your name blessed.  Even on the other side 
of the veil, you will be entitled to bless your grandchildren for 
generations to come.  God will empower you.” 
 
     Elder Holland continued:  “This is the dispensation of the 
fullness of times.  We are so close to history we don’t know 
we’re making it.  Virtually everything we do is 
unprecedented.  No other people in any dispensation have 
had as great a responsibility.  The work is all ours.” 
 
     Here’s the bottom line for us.  The Lord loves us so much 
that he blessed us beyond measure with many afflictions, 
and we, believe it or not, “count it all joy….”  (James 1:2)  
We acknowledged the Lord’s hand in all things as we 
witnessed His wondrous miracles regularly.  We are most 
grateful to the Church, its leaders, and the Lord for sending 
us to Siem Reap, Cambodia.  It was the right place for us. 
 
 
                                _________________________ 
                                            John E. Enslen 
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Exhibit “A” 
 

LIST OF YOUNG ELDERS WITH WHOM WE SERVED IN 
SIEM REAP 

 
     Listed below are the 14 young elders with whom we had 
the privilege of serving in Siem Reap during our one year 
there.  They became in many ways like our own sons.  Our 
association with them was a highlight of our mission.  They 
inspired us with their work ethic and love of the Savior.  We 
will never forget any of them.  These outstanding young men 
deserve the credit for shouldering the workload of 
establishing a strong branch in Siem Reap.  
 
Elder Cook, our first zone leader, who completed his mission 
and was replaced by Elder Masters, the zone leader still 
serving at the time of our departure. 
 
Elder Ing, who served as a temporary branch president a 
few days before I was called.  Elder Ing was replaced by 
Elder Keut, who was replaced by Elder Roberts, who was 
replaced by Elder Prak, who was serving at the time of our 
departure. 
 
Elder Davis, who was replaced by Elder Bennion, who was 
replaced by Elder Baird, who was serving at the time of our 
departure. 
 
Elder Chour, who was replaced very quickly by Elder 
Rosdahl who had to be removed from Kompong Thom due 
to threats on his life, who was replaced by Elder Oukchay, 
who was replaced by Elder Kem, who was replaced by Elder 
Parker, who was serving at the time of our departure. 
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EXHIBIT “B” 
 
 

 TRIBUTE TO THE MISSION PRESIDENT 
AND HIS WIFE 

 
     We had an absolutely wonderful mission president and 
wife, President and Sister Winegar.  It was an honor to serve 
under their direction and leadership.  They were totally 
dedicated to the work and labored diligently in an exemplary 
manner day after day.  The moral and administrative support 
they gave us was extraordinary.  They were a very special 
blessing in our lives, and we thoroughly enjoyed our 
association with them, both social and ecclesiastical. 
 
     I have a special appreciation in my heart for Sister 
Winegar.  Her compassionate empathizing with my 
companion, Sister Enslen, literally saved Sister Enslen’s 
sanity on about a half dozen occasions.  Sister Winegar 
holds rank with the angels of heaven in my book.  
 
     Based on the miniscule amount of knowledge that I 
personally possess, I know that President Winegar had lots 
of curve balls thrown at him in Cambodia.  He had to 
discipline an abnormal amount of disobedient missionaries 
at the commencement of his service (mainly Khmer 
missionaries); he faced the thwarting actions of 
unreasonable governmental officials in high places in two 
nations; he dealt with unconverted members who had 
difficulty shaking Buddhist traditions; he regularly incurred 
manpower shortages resulting from un-replaced 
missionaries, especially senior missionaries; he had an 
unusually demanding schedule of hectic travel, meetings to 
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conduct, lessons to teach, leaders to train, talks to prepare, 
and interviews to hold; he shouldered the burdens produced 
by inexperienced local leaders who sometimes mismanaged 
Church affairs; the list could continue.     
 
     In dealing with crisis after crisis, he was as stable and 
solid as they come.  He was definitely the right man for this 
particular job.  He absorbed one shock after another like a 
giant rock that hardly notices the impact, and the rock itself 
just keeps on rolling steadily in the right direction, 
undistracted.  That was President Winegar. 
 
     Here is an excerpt from an e-mail which I sent to 
President Winegar on April 7, 2008, just before our leaving 
Cambodia: 
 
 
“President Winegar: 
     Your interest in coming to Siem Reap to see us off is 
admirable and much appreciated, but we would prefer to 
spare you the expense, time, and energy-consuming effort.  
You have already more than demonstrated your support of 
us.  We have no question that you love and care for us.  We 
can see you again in America when you hold a reunion.  (We 
could possibly still be on our mission when you get off of 
yours.) 
     You have our profound admiration.  Keep up 
the absolutely magnificent work you are doing.  You are a 
real rock.  You are an expert crisis manager, handling one 
crisis after another in a never ending onslaught.  No one but 
you and the Lord will ever know in this life the fire through 
which you have passed and continue to pass.  Our hats are 
off to you and Sister Winegar.  We love you.  We will 
never forget you.  You have been a key part of our 
Cambodian experience that has changed us forever. 
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     We will stay in touch. 
     With loyalty and love, 
     Elder and Sister Enslen” 
                                        [End of E-Mail] 
 
     May I close this tribute with an episode that demonstrates 
President Winegar’s typical love and concern for every 
member and every missionary for whom he was responsible.  
This story relates to Elder Dao Thanh Tung, a Viet Namese 
young man whom President Winegar set apart for his 
fulltime mission.  Here is my report of this event as contained 
in my journal entry for Thursday, December 20, 2007: 
 
“President and Sister Winegar told us about an important, 
noteworthy historical event.  President Winegar’s experience 
with Elder Dao at the Phnom Penh Airport is faith promoting.  
It reflects the love, concern, and watchful care of a mission 
president for his missionaries.  It demonstrates the 
independent power of a large, world-wide, and technically 
mature Church.  Not only is it an important event in the 
history of the Church, it will someday be seen as an 
important healing event in the histories of the United States 
and Viet Nam.  It aptly portrays the Savior's keen interest in 
the individual. It is an exemplary fulfillment of the scriptures 
which teach that none shall stay the work of the Lord.  We 
read the following revelation to the Prophet Joseph Smith as 
set forth in Doctrine and Covenants 1:4-5: 
 
     ‘And the voice of warning shall be unto all people, by the 
mouths of my disciples, whom I have chosen in these last 
days.  And they shall go forth and none shall stay them, for I 
the Lord have commanded them.’   
 
     I hope the reader finds the following story to be equal to 
the descriptive accolades I have given it.  
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        Elder Dao Thanh Tung, 19 years old and born in 
Haiphong Vietnam, has been called as the first LDS 
missionary from Viet Nam to serve in the United States.  
Following his ensuing training of unspecified length at the 
Provo Missionary Training Center, the length being 
dependent upon his English speaking skills, he will serve in 
the Georgia Atlanta Mission.  That mission covers Dianne’s 
native Hart County, Georgia. 
 
     President Winegar, as mission president of a non-stake 
mission (Cambodia Phnom Penh Mission), acts as a Stake 
President would act in a stake. He sets apart all of the 
missionaries who depart from the Cambodia Phnom Penh 
Mission, no matter where in the world they will serve.  Viet 
Nam is a part of our mission. 
   
     Elder Dao was baptized February 26, 2006 in Ho Chi 
Minh City (formerly Saigon), being one of a group of 28 
people who were the first people to be baptized in Vietnam 
since the end of the American War in the mid 1970's.  
(That’s what they call the Viet Nam War over here----the 
“American War.”)   
 
     Elder Dao’s mother was baptized in Cambodia while 
living here 5 years ago.  She has worked hard and saved the 
money necessary for Elder Dao to serve his mission.  Elder 
Dao’s only sister is also a member.  She was baptized in 
Finland.  His father is now studying the restored gospel and 
has given up old anti-"word of wisdom" habits.  He is 
progressing toward baptism, and we pray for his continued 
progress. 
 
     Elder Dao, who is taller than the average Viet Namese, 
arrived at the airport in Phnom Penh last Sunday after our 
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departure for Sihanouk Ville, so we were not able to meet 
him.  I asked President and Sister Winegar to send me some 
photos.  They have done so, and I will insert some of them 
into this journal shortly.  President Winegar also confirmed 
the accuracy of the information in this journal entry about 
Elder Dao. 
 
     Elder Dao was taken to the airport last Monday for his 
flight to the United States.  He was at the airport in Phnom 
Penh during the middle of the day.  An interesting thing 
happened while there.  We think it was probably the natural 
product of Cambodians’ giving Viet Namese a hard time, 
there being considerable animosity between the two groups 
of people.  (Even in the Church, we have separate branches 
for Cambodians and Viet Namese in Phnom Penh.  One of 
the major reasons for the separation is the difference in the 
two languages.) 
 
      An airport official would not let Elder Dao board the plane 
because his ticket was a one way ticket.  This official insisted 
that Elder Dao must have a round trip ticket, or he could not 
depart.  I think he used as his legal premise the type of visa 
that Elder Dao possessed.  Of course, Elder Dao had 
carefully and properly secured all of the legally required 
paper work.  Perhaps the official was hoping for a personal 
payoff to “waive the deficiency,” a common practice amongst 
government officials. 
 
     President Winegar was watching Elder Dao through the 
large glass windows at the airport.  President Winegar was 
outside of the airport terminal building proper.  He noticed 
that Elder Dao was having some kind of problem inside of 
the airport.  Even though a ticket is required to enter the 
building (a restricted area), President Winegar was able to 
get through security without a ticket by explaining that he 
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only wanted to go inside so that he could help a passenger 
with his ticket problem.  President Winegar promised that he 
would return after doing so.  His being admitted into the 
terminal was a rare exception to their policy. 
 
     After President Winegar talked with the government 
airport official and learned the nature of the problem (lack of 
a round trip ticket), he telephoned the Church travel office in 
Salt Lake City.  (He had the correct number stored in his cell 
phone.)  Keep it mind that it was about midnight in Utah.  An 
employee answered.  She confidently said she could quickly 
fix it, and she did.  She purchased an electronic return ticket 
over the internet while President Winegar was still holding on 
the phone, and she gave President Winegar the confirmation 
number.  It took less than 5 minutes.   
 
     The Church is one of the largest users of air passenger 
travel in the world.  With 58,000 missionaries in the field and 
thousands of Church officers and employees who regularly 
travel by air, the Church travel office is set up to deal in large 
numbers of airline tickets.  The Sister handling the problem 
said she could easily cancel the return ticket later and credit 
the refund to another ticket purchase. 
 
     When Elder Dao returned to the check-in counter, he got 
in a different documents processing line, I presume the 
shortest line.  For whatever the reason, it was a different line 
than the line he had previously used.  The government 
official, the one who had originally refused his departure, 
thought Elder Dao and President Winegar were trying to do 
an “end run” on him.  With a degree of agitation, the official 
came over to the counter and held up Elder Dao’s progress 
again.   
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     President Winegar explained to the official that Elder Dao 
had complied with the official’s requirements, but the official 
did not believe they could possibly have secured a round trip 
ticket so quickly, especially while still in the airport.  He was 
incredulous of President Winegar’s assertion.  The official 
was politely given the confirmation number by President 
Winegar.  The official went to a computer, and, to his utter 
surprise, the existence of the round trip ticket was verified.   
 
     Thus, Elder Dao was able to make his flight to the United 
States and his rendezvous with history.  Meeting him at the 
Salt Lake Airport would be a couple from Brigham City, Utah 
who had served a humanitarian mission in Viet Nam, being 
honorably released only about 6 months ago.  This couple, 
Hal and Janet Reeder, would be Elder Dao’s host and would 
help him to get settled into the Missionary Training Center in 
Provo.  They already knew him and his family well, and had 
helped to prepare Elder Dao for his mission.  The work 
moves forward.” 
                            [End of Journal Entry]  
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EXHIBIT “C” 
 
 

OUR UNFORGETTABLE CAMBODIAN FISHING TRIP 
 

     We were in the coast town of Sihanoukville for three days 
by assignment from the mission president.  We were scoping 
the town, and were to give a report to the mission president 
regarding the prospects, as we viewed them, for establishing 
a branch of the Church there.  Since we had no Tuesday 
district meeting, we moved our P-Day to Tuesday instead of 
Wednesday.  For our P-Day activity, we decided to take a 
fishing trip into the beautiful Gulf of Thailand.   
 
     Here is my report of that fishing trip as taken directly from 
my personal journal for the date of Tuesday, December 18, 
2007:   

“We happened to pass through the hotel lobby on our way to 
the beach where we would board our fishing boat at 10:00 
a.m.  The breakfast buffet was still available in the hotel 
lobby.  I stopped at a food table and grabbed several pieces 
of peeled and de-seeded Khmer grapefruit wedges.  I would 
simply eat it as I walked toward our point of rendezvous.    

     My first bite of grapefruit tasted like it had been sliced 
with the same knife previously used to cut the heads off of 
dead fish.  I ignored the internal warning not to eat any more 
of it.  The second bite tasted a little more normal, and there 
were only about 6 or 7 good mouthfuls anyway. 
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      It was still sprinkling lightly when we walked down to the 
east side of the long, white-sanded, hotel-owned, half mile of 
beach to meet the fishing boat.  Dianne had a small 
umbrella, but I braved the hardly noticeable raindrops.  We 
carried with us in plastic bags our food and drink and other 
supplies for the day.   

     We did not have to wait long for the boat.  By the time we 
took a couple of photographs, the boat rounded the nearby 
rock peninsula and came into sight. 

     The sputtering all-wooden boat pulled onto the shore.  
One anchor thrown out the back and another thrown onto 
the shore kept the boat perpendicular to the beach.  The 
boat was about 30 feet long.  It was much narrower than we 
had expected.  A weather-beaten blue plastic canvass in the 
center portion of the boat provided the only protection from 
direct sunlight. 

     One friendly, good-natured, unmarried Khmer man about 
25 years of age would apparently serve as captain, deck 
hand, bait cutter, fish dehooker, and whatever else might be 
needed.  He spoke absolutely no English.  Dianne and I 
have not yet learned a lot of fishing terminology in Khmer.  
The words church, missionary, faith, repent, baptize, Holy 
Ghost, apostasy, prophet, apostle, revelation, Bible, and 
Book of Mormon were of no help to us in communicating our 
fishing desires and preferences. 

     By the way, our boat captain named Too-un (phonetic) 
was unmarried because his savings are still short of the 
$2,000 it takes to purchase a Khmer wife from the wife-to-
be’s father.  Such a dowry is part of the Khmer culture, and 
tends to keep people single for a long time.  Too-un doesn’t 
own the boat; he just gets paid a little for driving it.  Too-un 
believes he will have the full $2,000 saved in only 5 more 
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years, quite an accomplishment considering he makes less 
than $100.00 per month on which to subsist. 

     We headed southeasterly into the beautiful, azure, island- 
infested Gulf of Thailand.  We were propelled by a 13 horse 
power Honda gasoline reciprocating engine, just like the one 
on my portable saw mill.  Our maximum speed was 
approximately 10 miles per hour if there were no wind 
abetting or hindering our progress.  Our captain stood on the 
aft deck with a string in his right hand and the rudder stick in 
his left hand.  With the string he could accelerate and 
decelerate the throttle on the gasoline engine, thus 
controlling our speed.  With a rope attached to the long 
propeller shaft, he could pull on the rope and lift the propeller 
in and out of the water.  It was primitive but effective. 

     As we traveled further into the gulf, the clouds steadily 
gave way to the sunshine.  But I was not enjoying the 
magnificent scenery as much as I would have liked.  I am not 
one to get sea sick, but the gently rolling motion was 
constantly churning the strange tasting grapefruit I had 
eaten. 

     We had traveled a good half hour and were about five or 
six miles distance from the departed shore.  I had held off for 
as long as possible the now irresistible urgings of my body to 
discharge the bad grapefruit and everything else in my 
stomach the grapefruit had contaminated, and I am not 
referring to the urge to vomit.  I could have somewhat 
gracefully accomplished that task over the side of the boat 
with little difficulty. 

     The boat was devoid of restroom facilities on deck or 
downstairs.  In fact, it had no downstairs.  It was barely a 
boat.  It certainly wasn’t a ship.  What was I to do?  Under 
the circumstances, my natural inhibitions were speedily 
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vacating my mind.  Nothing mattered to me other than 
my rising distress.  A cursory glance into my oceanic 
surroundings revealed that there were no other boat 
passengers or crew within view, unless they were using a 
high quality set of binoculars----highly unlikely. 

     I had to warn Dianne of what I was about to do.  She 
knew I had suffered terribly for as long as I could, and I was 
about to ruin my clothes, the boat’s atmosphere, and our 
day of fishing if I did not take some drastic and immediate 
aversive action.   

     I imagine the captain thought nothing unusual about my 
taking off my shirt and putting on a life preserver.  But I am 
confident in saying that my next move caught him by 
complete surprise.  I quickly pulled off my knee-length shorts 
and underwear in one quick, two-handed stroke, and in a 
flash, so to speak, dove overboard!  Dianne says that she 
still has a fixed mental view of my embarrassing evacuation 
which recalls itself to her mind in unexpected moments, 
hence her yet continuing, unexplained outbursts of 
chuckling. 

     I had not planned on skinny dipping in the Gulf of 
Thailand today, or any other day for that matter.   But oh 
what a relief it was!  After doing my business, as they say, I 
began a fast-paced, two-armed backstroke, timed with an 
alternating frog kick with my legs.  I made steady progress 
in removing myself from the contaminated area and catching 
up with the boat, especially after the surprised captain cut 
the engine and lifted his propeller out of the water.   

     There are no brakes on those boats, so I had quite a 
distance to travel.  With all of the splashing I was now doing
, I had more than a little fear that I might attract a shark.  I 
suddenly remembered seeing some small sharks for sale at 
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the market the day before, and I did not want to meet their 
granddaddy out there.  Truth of the matter though, my 
activities had probably attracted more catfish than sharks. 

          While I was feverishly working my backstroke, 
Dianne was trying to explain to the wide-eyed captain 
exactly what was transpiring.  Fortunately, she has learned 
some medical terms in Khmer, such as “poo-ah chew,” 
which means 
“stomach hurt.”  Already obviously aware that his boat had 
no facilities, he quickly understood her explanation.  (In fact
, he interpreted the episode as an indication that he was 
permitted to urinate, which he did, back toward us, from the 
aft of the boat, shortly thereafter.) 

 

       
I eventually caught up with the coasting boat. I tried to 

pull myself into the boat without the aid of anyone or 
anything, but was unsuccessful in doing so on my first 
attempt.  The side was just too tall for me.  (Or do I simply 
weigh more than my strength now?)  On my first attempt, I 
strained mightily in my exhausted condition just to barely 
get my gluteus maximus above the water line.  

 

     
I think I could have boarded the boat unassisted by first 

wrapping one leg over the side of the boat, but the 
potential for pain combined with the potential for further 
embarrassment prevented my attempting it. 

 

     
Now Captain Too-un was walking my way.  I thought he 

was going to lend me a hand, but he walked past me, 
picked up a heavy metal ladder, and hooked it on the side of 
the boat next to me as I treaded in the water.  Dianne had 
already secured a towel from one of our plastic bags and 
was prepared to enwrap me upon my reentry.  After hooking 
the ladder to the side rail, the captain politely looked the 
other way as I began climbing the three-step side ladder.  
But my trials were not yet over.
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     When my feet reached the second step, and I was fully 
exposed to the world, the boat dipped toward me as the 
result of a passing swale.  The heavy ladder remained 
attached at the top, but the bottom of the ladder moved 
away from the side of the boat.  When the boat rocked back 
and the ladder returned to the side of the boat, the upper 
part of the ladder caught a portion of my right thigh in an 
excruciatingly painful pinch against the side of the boat.   

     I decided right then and there that I was going to be a real 
man about the situation, so I did not scream or even report 
my predicament. (It was like I didn’t want my unseen 
opposition to know he had deposited a good lick on me.)  
The next swale gave me relief from the pinch, but my fully 
exposed ascension up the ladder had been substantially 
slowed. 

     Dianne was finally able to envelop the lower half of my 
body in the large white towel she had brought with her.  
From watching the Khmer men who wear towel-like wraps 
called “kraw-maa,” and from our having a Swedish exchange 
student to live with us, I knew how to discreetly slip on my 
pants under the towel.   

     The pain in my now-discolored thigh was subsiding, and I 
was ready and anxious for some real fishing.  I was hoping 
to catch enough fish so that we could sell some of them and 
help pay the $70.00 rental fee on the boat.  By the way, the 
cost of the boat rental no longer seemed high.  I was quite 
relieved and pleased with myself for the fact that I had paid 
the higher price for a “private” boat----perhaps my one good 
decision today. 

     I did not know whether we would be trolling or bottom 
fishing.  I looked around the boat and could not see a single 
rod and reel.  Further, I could not find any type of live well for 
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our bait.  There wasn’t even an ice chest for the fish we 
would catch.  I was beginning to feel like there had been a 
miscommunication---that all we wanted was a boat ride. 

     That’s when Captain Too-un solved the bait problem.  He 
flagged down a nearby commercial fishing boat that was 
catching, among other things, squid in a dragnet.  The 
captain put some paper money into a plastic bottle, screwed 
the top on tight, and threw the bottle toward the commercial 
boat.  His toss was short, and the bottle bounced off some 
rigging and fell into the water.  A young deck hand on the 
commercial fishing boat dove into the water as quickly as a 
kid playing dibble-dabble, and retrieved the floating bottle 
with the money in it.  Then someone on the commercial 
fishing boat threw a small plastic bag full of squid into our 
boat.  It landed on our deck with a thud.  Now we had bait, 
but I knew we would not be trolling.    

     Captain Too-un took us another couple of miles further 
out and then slowed down the boat about 100 yards from the 
shore of a 3-acre size rocky island.  The captain threw out 
an anchor.  It was then that I saw for the first time a small 
bucket with about 7 plastic water bottles in it.  The bottles 
had fishing line wrapped around them with a hook on the 
end.  I thought to myself, we’re going jug fishing just like 
back home.  We’ll put some bait on those hooks, throw out 
the plastic bottles and let them float around, and then pick up 
the fish when the bottles start bobbing.  Well, I turned out to 
be completely wrong. 

     To demonstrate the proper fishing technique, Captain 
Too-un unwound some line from a plastic bottle.  I could not 
help but notice that the sinker was nothing more than a 
common rock, tied to the line with the line----a definite “no-
no” in my fishing world.  Something else was different about 
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the fishing set up.  The metal hook did not have an eyelet or 
hole in the end of the shaft.  Where the eyelet would 
normally be located, the shaft had an enlarged knob.  The 
line was merely tied directly to the straight shaft of the hook 
in such a way that it would not slip over the enlarged end.  
That’s the Asian way. 

     The captain put a cut piece of squid on his hook and 
lowered his line over the side of the boat.  We were in about 
20 feet of water, and the bottom was rocky.  In less than a 
minute, he pulled a small fish out of the water by hand.  He 
didn’t even wrap the line around the bottle as he raised the 
fish; he just lifted the line straight up with alternating hands. 

     The fish was very, very small.  If its head were cut off, it 
would fit nicely with 3 others just like it in a sardine can.  I 
figured he would throw the wiggling little fellow back, but he 
didn’t.  Evidently, they don’t throw anything back over here.  
He threw the minnow-size fish into a half-filled, 6 liter, yellow, 
plastic Prestone anti-freeze container that had the top cut 
out of it.  Since that was the only fish container in site, I knew 
we were in for some small-fish fishing.  Fishing is fishing, 
and I haven’t done any in 8 months, so we decided to enjoy 
it best we could.   

     Before we knocked off in the middle of the afternoon, we 
had caught 25 all together.  Dianne caught 4, I caught 6, and 
Captain Too-un caught the other 15.  It took all 25 of them to 
almost fill up the plastic container in which they were quickly 
suffocating.  By the way, Dianne caught the largest one, a 
little bug-eyed red snapper colored species that you 
sometimes see in small aquariums. 

     We had a lunch break on one of the islands that had a 
modest restaurant-bar type of facility inside a round, thatch-
covered, open air pavilion.  The boat’s owner and the 
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restaurant’s owner was the same person.  My hamburger 
and Dianne’s meatless spaghetti came, compliments of the 
boat owner, with the cost of the boat trip.  The mixed breed 
dog that hung around the place got most of the meat from 
my hamburger.  It was simply too tough for my teeth.  (I think 
the dog even had a little trouble with it.)  All the cows and 
calves standing around the edge of the restaurant added to 
the already bad-enough fly problem.   

     Dianne left the dinner table to go look for shells along the 
beach.  She had some success.  While she did that, I 
actually had a fairly involved, 20 minute gospel discussion 
with two basically sober Australian gentlemen at the bar.  (I 
think religion is often a topic of discussion at bars.)  One of 
the Australians was aware of the Church because he was an 
avid genealogist.  Perhaps I was able to advance their 
understanding of and appreciation for the Church. 

     During the day we saw only one rather small sailing boat 
and no pleasure fishermen.  There were a few small 
commercial fishing vessels in the waters.  My guess is that 
this place will go through a drastic change in the next 10 to 
15 years.  It is a potential paradise.  But for the present time, 
cruise ships have totally ceased stopping at the adequate 
port here.  The excessive port docking fees and visa charges 
drove them away.  The greedy government officials who 
pocket these fees have shot themselves in the foot.  They 
are the reason there is no McDonalds Hamburgers or any 
other major franchise in this country, except Dairy Queen.  
Even the DQ’s are restricted to the two commercial airports 
in the country. 

     After returning to the beach near the Sokha Hotel, and 
paying Captain Too-un the $70.00 according to our 
agreement, Dianne and I cleaned up and ate supper in the 
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room.  We had plenty of snacks of our own in our ice chest, 
including sandwich meat and bread.   

     I was tired from our day of fishing.  I wasn’t tired from 
fighting and hauling in a bunch of heavy fish; rather, I was 
tired primarily from my almost-naked, fast-paced, long 
distance, backstroke swim. I say “almost-naked” because I 
was wearing my life preserver at all relevant times.  My 
feeling of tiredness was exceeded only by my feeling of 
gratitude.  I was indeed thankful that the only part of my 
body that got caught in the ladder-boat pinch was my thigh
.  I was also thankful we had chosen to rent a private boat.” 
                             [End of Journal Entry] 
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EXHIBIT “D” 

 
 
 

ATTENDANCE ROSTER FOR THE FIRST SACRAMENT 
MEETING HELD IN SIEM REAP 

APRIL 15, 2007 
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                                      EXHIBIT “E” 
 

 
PREFACE TO MY 

ENGLISH TO PHONETIC KHMER DICTIONARY 
 

DICTIONARY 
FROM ENGLISH TO PHONETIC* KHMER 

(*BASED ON COMMON SOUTHERN ENGLISH PHONETICS) 
by 

Elder John E. Enslen 
LDS Senior Missionary to Cambodia 2007-2008 

 
Preface 

 
    This dictionary has been produced by an English-speaking, 
albeit Southern style, senior dummy (age 61) primarily for the 
benefit of other English-speaking senior dummies.  This dictionary 
is written for those who have no interest, at least at the present 
time, in learning how to read and write Khmer (pronounced Kah-
my’-ee) script.  This dictionary is written for those who wish to 
learn to speak as the average, illiterate, man-on-the-street, native 
Cambodian speaks.  [After all, Khmer was a spoken language 
before it became a written language.]   
 
     It would seem to make sense for a senior to learn to speak the 
Khmer language in as fast a manner as possible.  Otherwise, he or 
she may not be around to finish the project.  It makes little sense to 
learn Khmer from the 1940’s French Romanization which contains 
several unfamiliar letters.  Doing so violates the “old dog-new 
trick” principle.  Why spend substantial time learning an additional 
written language which is not used in any business or social 
settings?  (People were actually executed for using it during the 
Khmer Rouge reign.)  Why not use our own well-known English 
alphabet to write phonetic Khmer?  In other words, why not learn 
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to speak Khmer without ever learning to read either the script or 
the unfamiliar 1940’s French Romanized version of Khmer?  
 
     There are some aspects of the Khmer language which make it 
less difficult to master.  It is fortunately non-tonal, unlike some 
other Asian languages.  It does not use articles, which gives it a 
cave man-like aspect.  (After all, it is one of the world’s oldest 
spoken languages still in use.)  Adjectives follow the noun.  Nouns 
have no gender, and verbs require little conjugation. 
   
     Here is a hint on conjugating verbs.  If you are speaking in a 
continuing present tense, then say the word “kom-pong” before 
you say the verb.  If you are speaking in a future tense, say the 
word “nung” before you say the verb.  If you are speaking in a past 
tense, either say the word “bahn” before you say the verb, or say 
the word “how-ee” at the end of the sentence.  That’s it as far as 
conjugation!  And if you want to change a verb to a gerund noun, 
simply say the word “gah” before you say the verb.    
 
        There are 23 vowel sounds and 33 consonant sounds in the 
Khmer language.  But there is no “f” sound in the language, and 
the “r’s” are basically silent if located at the end of a word.  (In 
fact, the last letter or couple of letters in many words are not 
distinctly pronounced, but are “swallowed” in near silence.  
Therein lies the art in speaking Khmer.)   
 
     From the large number of letters in the alphabet, one may 
correctly surmise that there are some Khmer word-sounds that do 
not have an exact equivalent English word-sound.  In particular, 
the Khmer language has several double-vowel sounds (diphthongs) 
that represent sounds that are somewhere “in between” English 
vowel sounds.  There are also some consonant sounds that are “in 
between” English consonant sounds.  Prominent among the latter 
are “b-p,” “d-t,” and “ch-j.”  Consequently, English phonetics can 
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sometimes provide only a close approximation of many Khmer 
word-sounds. 
 
     I have used a combination of English letters to represent the 
sound most similar to the commonly spoken, not written, Khmer 
sound.  Admittedly, some of these combinations of English letters 
do not represent technically correct pronunciations in Khmer.  But 
they represent a sound so close to the Khmer word-sound that you 
can usually be understood. 
   
     This phonetic Khmer dictionary based on English phonetics is 
intended to give the senior beginner a starting point from which he 
or she can learn to speak more native-like.  For improvement in 
fluency, you will need to tweak your pronunciations to match the 
native tongue as you proceed through the learning process.  You 
should regularly ask the natives how they say a certain word.  (You 
will be surprised at how often you hear different pronunciations for 
the same word, just like asking English speakers a similar 
question.)  You will want to modify this dictionary to fit the way 
you feel the English phonetics could be better written.  If you want 
an electronic version in Microsoft word to facilitate your 
modifications, I will gladly e-mail you one.  My e-mail address is 
jeenslen@gmail.com. 
      
     That’s enough for your first Khmer lesson, except for one last 
suggestion.  This dictionary will not help you unless you are 
willing to overcome a particular fear-------the fear of making a fool 
of yourself.  Here is how you develop immunity:  Just start talking 
the talk the best you can, and the kind and friendly Cambodian 
people will help you spontaneously. 
     
      This is definitely a work in progress.  I cheerfully invite 
corrections and suggestions for improving this dictionary.  Please 
let me know if you believe there is a better set of English letters 
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that are closer to the correct Khmer sound than the English letters I 
have chosen.  But I do not want to hear any corrupt Yankee talk!   
 
     In order to make sure everyone receives their money’s worth 
when they acquire this dictionary, there is no charge. 
 
 
 
  

AN ENGLISH TO PHONETIC KHMER                       
DICTIONARY 

 
 (ch) in parenthesis is a light “j” sound at the end of the word.  
          
Aaron---Er-ron’ 
about---ohm-pee’ 
absent---ak-wat-ah-mee’-ahn 
accident---krew’-tah-nack 
active---ook-sah’ 
activity---sak-kahm mah-pee’-up or gam-vwee(k)-tee’ (program) 
add (verb)---bun time 
address (noun-location)---ah-sie’-yah-tahn 
admire---gowh’-ut saw-siar 
adults---men-nue’ pen-vway’ 
advertise---pah-sop’ sie 
afraid---klah(ch) 
after---bun-thoe’-up-pee’ 
again—mah-dong’ thee’-it 
age---eye-yuke’ 
ago---kile pee (state time period) mun 
agree (with idea or opinion)---yul prome’ 
apple—ply’-ah pohm  
air-conditioner---mah-sin thraw-jay’-uk’ 
airplane—yun-haw’ or kah-pile’ (ship) haw 
airport---praw-lee’-ahn yun-haw’ 
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alcohol (drinking)—shrah 
alive---noe rue’-ah 
all—theang-awh’ or roe’-al 
all around---jume-vwin’ 
all things--- krupe roe’-bah thang lie’-ee 
all those (people)---men-nue’ theang awh 
allow--- aht-nue-ngat’  
already---how’-ee or rue’-ik how’-ee or rue’-ik 
also---pong-die’ 
always---thang-thie’ or roe’-al lerk (every occasion) 
am—goo’-ah jee’-ah or jee-ah or goo (used only with nouns, not 
adjectives) 
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EXHIBIT “F” 
 

LETTER TO MISSION PRESIDENT EXPLAINING NEED 
FOR A PERSONL LEAVE OF ABSENCE FROM OUR 

MISSION 
 

 
                                           THE CHURCH OF 
                                    JESUS CHRIST 
                                     OF LATTER-DAY SAINTS 
 
                                                            April 3, 2008 
                                                                                                        
                                                                                  Siem Reap Branch 
                                                                          Cambodia Phnom Penh Mission 
                                                                          P. O. Box 93042 
                                                                          G. P. O. Siem Reap Angkor 
                                                                          Cambodia 
 
President Robert W. Winegar 
Mission President 
Cambodia Phnom Penh Mission 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints 
 
                                            Re:  Family Health Matter 
 
Dear President Winegar: 
 
     I have been waiting until I could accumulate sufficient accurate 
information before bothering you with my father’s health crisis back in 
the United States.  However, I now feel that I should go ahead and 
give you a “heads up” on the situation. 
 
     When we had been serving in Cambodia for less than 3 months, 
my 79 year old mother was discovered to have breast cancer.  
Although my 81 year old father was not feeling well himself, his 
attention was diverted entirely to my mother.  He assisted her through 
about three months of radiation and chemo therapy last fall.  As you 
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know, we never even considered leaving the mission field.  In fact, we 
hardly mentioned my mother’s problem to you or Sister Winegar.   
 
     After my mother became somewhat stabilized, my father’s health 
deteriorated rapidly.  He did not look well in the 2007 Christmas 
photos we received, but he is the type of man that simply will not go 
to the doctor except when in dire or extreme circumstances.  On the 
whole, he has been vigorously healthy and active his entire life. 
 
     About three weeks ago, after he began coughing up cups of blood 
daily and could barely breathe, my mother was finally able to 
convince him to go see a doctor.  He met with a doctor on or about 
March 18, 2008.  After some preliminary testing, it was evident to the 
doctor that Daddy had lung cancer and a lung infection.  Further tests 
were ordered.  By the way, he does not smoke, dip, or chew tobacco.   
 
     Our oldest daughter e-mailed us yesterday with a written report 
regarding the results of imaging done on March 27, 2008.  The report 
indicates that Daddy has a large, inoperable mass in the left upper 
lobe of his lungs consistent with malignancy.  Unfortunately, 
metastasis was also found in his thorax, his right adrenal gland, and 
in his blood.   
 
     According to the doctors, with no treatment he probably has 3 to 9 
months to live.  With both chemo and radiation, he would probably 
have 12-16 months to live.  He originally chose not to be treated, but 
he has now scheduled treatment.  I suspect he is seeking treatment 
to either placate my mother or to prolong his life with the hope that he 
can still be alive when I return home. 
 
     Daddy is well known, not only in his hometown, but throughout the 
State of Alabama, although he has now outlived many of his friends.  
As a candidate for public office, he was elected to 6 consecutive 6- 
year terms (36 years) and was never defeated.  In his last election 
(1989), he did not put up a single political sign and defeated 5 viable 
opponents.  During his last 24 working years before retiring in 1996, 
he served as the Judge of Probate and the Chairman of the Elmore 
County Commission, the highest executive office in the county.  He 
served a term as State President of the Probate Judges Association 
of Alabama about the year 1979 and, at my suggestion, helped the 
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Church to gain access to the probate records throughout the state for 
microfilming purposes.  This he did despite a written directive 
prohibiting such issued at the time by the Director of State Archives, 
Milo Howard. 
 
     Shortly after word began to spread that my father had terminal 
cancer, our oldest daughter Georgia, who lives in the same town as 
my parents, e-mailed us as follows: 
 
     I know you haven't asked my opinion, but I thought I would share with you what kind of questions 
people are asking.  The word is spreading, and a few people have stopped me to ask how g'daddy is 
doing.  The next question, of course, is either, "Your dad will come home, won't he?" or "Will they 'let' 
your dad come home?"  I have responded by saying that we don't really know enough information 
yet for you to make any decisions.  I know that what people think of you is not the most important 
factor in this situation, but I do think public perception will be that "those Mormons wouldn't even let 
John come home to see his dying daddy.”  
  
     I am the only member of the Church in my family.  I was the first 
person in our county-seat town of Wetumpka to be baptized into the 
Church.  A minute or two later, my wife became the second person to 
be baptized.  That was in 1973.   
 
     Please allow me to digress for a moment with some condensed 
personal history that may or may not have anything to do with the 
matter at hand.  [I think I am trying to prove I am not a quitter.]  After 
joining the Church in 1973, I was called to serve as a branch mission 
leader in Montgomery.  In 1974, a branch was organized in 
Wetumpka, and I was called to serve in the first branch presidency.  
When Elder LeGrand Richards created the Montgomery Alabama 
Stake in 1975, I was called as one of the Seven Presidents of the 
Stake Seventies Quorum (now discontinued).  In 1976, I was called to 
serve as the branch president in Wetumpka.  In 1978, I was called 
into the stake presidency in Montgomery.  When the stake was 
divided in early 1986, I was called by Elder Russell M. Nelson to 
serve as stake president.  After I was released in the latter part of 
1994 by Elder Jeffrey R. Holland, I began serving for 12 years as a 
counselor to four consecutive mission presidents in Alabama (McKell, 
Webb, Peterson, and Johnson), as well as a member of the Alabama 
Birmingham Temple Committee.   I was a counselor to the mission 
president at the time Sister Enslen and I received our mission call to 
Cambodia.   
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     During all of those years, I was very active in the community, 
including among other activities, serving as President of (1) the 
Rotary Club, (2) the Chamber of Commerce, (3) the County 
Children’s Home, (4) the County Bar Association, (4) the Alabama 
Chapter of the J. Reuben Clark Law Society, and (6) the Montgomery 
Federal Bar Association.      
 
     I am the oldest child and the only son.  I have two younger sisters, 
neither of which lives in the same town as my parents, although one 
of them is only about 45 minutes away.  For various separate 
reasons, I regret to say that neither is particularly suited to care for 
my father and mother.    
 
     Daddy only had one brother, older, and he died of cancer about 15 
years ago.  Of course, my father’s parents are deceased, and his wife 
of 62 years (my mother) is, as I mentioned, still fighting her own battle 
with cancer. 
 
     My home in Alabama is literally next door to my father and mother.  
Except for times of schooling or military, I have always lived either in 
my parents’ home or literally next door to them.   
 
     From my earliest boyhood, Daddy and I fished, hunted, played 
golf, water skied, threw the football, played dominoes, and rode to 
college football games together.  We have cut and hauled hay, 
constructed and mended fences, and herded cows and calves 
together.  We have even chosen to attend local funerals together 
through the years. 
 
     I have no personal agenda to push.  I am willing to do whatever 
the Lord wants me to do, and I believe that He knows that for certain 
already.  I am beginning to feel some distinct impressions that, frankly 
speaking, I was originally very reluctant to entertain.  I need to share 
with you those feelings.  I am anxious to receive and will be open to 
your counsel.  
 
     Sister Enslen and I were given a twenty-three month assignment 
which does not end until February 27, 2009.  Even if our assignment 
were changed to the standard 18-month mission for senior couples, 
and even if you exercised the 30-day privilege to shorten our mission, 
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we would not be able to leave for home until August 27, 2008.  That 
is a little less than 5 months from now.  Perhaps my father would live 
that long, and we could be there when he died.  But that is a 
timetable based on my own personal convenience and aspirations. 
Uncontrollable circumstances of the type here involved seldom 
cooperate with personally preferred schedules.  I have very grave 
doubts that my father will be living 5 months from now.     
 
     Also, my concern exceeds just “being there” when Daddy dies.  
My wife and I are undoubtedly the best persons to care for him 
through his last stages of life.  I do not believe my mother will be 
equal to such a burden without further jeopardizing her own health. 
My mother is now telling people that she wishes I were home, and 
that is not like her to do that. 
 
     If my father were to die suddenly, we could go home for the 
funeral and return to fulfill our mission.  But that is not the present 
forecast and seems unlikely. 
 
     We have received considerable input, mostly unsolicited, from our 
children.  Two of our children and a grandchild already have plane 
tickets to come visit us here in less than three weeks.  Those three 
have made a decision independently of us to cancel their tickets.   
 
     Of course, I do not necessarily agree with everything my children 
tell me, but I hopefully will always give fair consideration to what they 
say to me.  From oldest to youngest, here is what some of our 
children are saying to us.  These e-mails are from temple-attending, 
faithful, Latter-Day Saints. 
 
     From our daughter Georgia, who is closest to the situation, we 
received this e-mail on April 1, 2008: 
 
Dear Dad, 
I know you feel that you are facing a difficult decision.  Perhaps skyping will help you to realize the 
gravity of the situation, but I doubt g'mama and g'daddy will put any pressure on you to return b/c that 
is not how they are; however, I am certain that they need you now.  While the work you have done in 
Cambodia is nothing short of miraculous, the Lord can use other missionaries to do what you are 
doing.  He is doing it all over the world.  Here, no one else can serve as g'mama and g'daddy's first 
born and only son, and mom can fill the role that Emily and Ellyn should but are unable to fill.  As you 
know, I am not prone to extremes, but I think that we should cancel our trip and the two of you should 
come home as soon as you can.   



 88 

     I have not mentioned this to you previously, but about a month ago, I told Patrick that I had the 
strong impression that our trip would not come to pass.  He asked me why, and I couldn't give a 
reason.  It was just a strong feeling that came to me whenever I would try to make plans for the trip.  I 
thought perhaps it would be b/c mom ended up needing to come home for medical care, but then she 
seemed to take a turn for the better, so I thought maybe the feeling would go away or change, but it 
didn't.  I really believe there is a work for you to do here, and only you can do it.  There are others who 
can do what you are doing in Cambodia.  Whether g'daddy lasts 3 months, 6 months, 9 months, or 12, 
I think that you should be here with him.  I'll write again after I speak to them this afternoon. 
Much Love, 
GA  
 
     Georgia just sent another e-mail today:  
 
G'daddy went to the cancer center today to schedule treatment.  Both of your sisters think that he will 
not be able to endure all of the treatments and that he will drop out before he is done.  He has already 
lost about 15 pounds, according to Ellyn.  The doctor said that it is common in patients who are older 
and already feel horrible to stop after a couple of treatments.  They feel that they have such little time 
left anyway, they don't want to spend it miserable.  He is scheduled to go every week day for 3 weeks 
at 9 a.m. I have asked g'mama to please let me help her take him.  She is not a safe driver, especially 
in Montgomery traffic.  She said that she wanted to try to do it tomorrow and see how it goes.  I even 
suggested that maybe she would want to drive to my house, and I could take them from here.  That 
way she wouldn't feel totally dependent on me.  We'll see how it goes tomorrow.  From what I 
understand, taking care of g'daddy while he is receiving treatments will be difficult.  Maybe you guys 
should come home immediately to help them through the treatments….   
 
     Here is a recent e-mail from our son Jacob who lives in Lehi, Utah: 

Dear Momma and Daddy, 

I just got off of the phone with G'momma and G'daddy to let them know that we were thinking about 
them and praying for them.  G'momma told me, "I just wish John were here."  I know that you are 
caught in an emotional whirlwind right now.  I want you to know that I do not want you to base any 
decision on whether or not to come home or when to come home on the pending visit to Cambodia by 
me, Georgia, and Thatcher.  We will support whatever decision you make, but I feel that you should 
come home.  The mission can wait and there will be other opportunities to serve.  Your parents need 
you.  With that being said, I know that the Lord is mindful and that He has a plan.  

Your son, 

Jacob  

     Here is a recent e-mail from our daughter Jessica who lives in 
Gilbert, Arizona: 
 
     I know you are tired of hearing this, but I am strongly urging you to come home.  I just talked to 
Donna and she said that Grandmama wishes so badly that you were there.  I know y'all are doing 
service in Cambodia, but Mama could perform such an immeasurable service by taking care of 
grandaddy until he dies.  Since he is refusing to get anymore medical care, he really could use mom to 
look after him in the comfort of his home.  I know that at least two of my siblings feel the same way I 
do.  We are begging you and mama to come home as soon as possible.  He’s not going to make it 
until Septmber. 
     i know you are a lot more concerned with what heavenly father thinks of you than what your earthly 
family and friends think of you and i commend you for that, but it needs to be said that if you don't 
come home to say goodbye to your daddy before he goes, then people will hate you and they will hate 
the church.  they will say surely our church is a cult if it won't even let a son come and spend some 
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time with his dying father.  they will not understand your decision to stay and i don't blame them.  no 
one will think you are the better man for staying, but they will think just the opposite.  this is the way i 
feel and you asked our opinion.  love you and continue to pray for you and know that you are doing 
exponential good there, but still feel the way i feel.  
 
Love, 
Jessica 
 
 
  
     President Winegar, thanks for giving some preliminary prayerful 
consideration to my and Sister Enslen’s situation.  I would like to 
discuss with you my feelings after you have had a chance to consider 
the information in this letter.  Because I have followed your 
remarkable and inspiring example of hard work, I have the peace of 
mind that comes from knowing that I have thus far given my full and 
undivided attention to my duties as a missionary, and as a branch 
president, to the cause of Christ in Siem Reap, Cambodia.  I love 
these people, and I love this mission.  
 
     With deep love and appreciation to you and Sister Winegar, 
     Elder John E. Enslen        
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EXHIBIT “G” 

 
 

PHOTOGRAPHS OF 26 CONVERTS 
IN CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER OF THEIR BAPTISMS 
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L TO R: ELDER DAVIS, HOO-AKE, ELDER ING, 
ELDER ROSDAHL, ELDER COOK, SISTER ENSLEN 
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L TO R: CHUM TOLAH, ELDER ING, CHUM BOTY, 
ELDER DAVIS, AND BRAK DALIN 
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L TO R:  RUOM RUDTHA, SEE-UN, AND SISTER 
ENSLEN 

FRONT:  RUOM CHAMRONG 
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L TO R:  SISTER ENSLEN, ELDER ENSLEN, 
ELDER KEM, SOVEN SOVY, SENG NEANG, 

MITT-NEE-AH, LOY BUNSEAK, AND ELDER BENNION 
[I TOOK MY BLACK BELT OFF BEFORE I WENT INTO THE FONT] 
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L TO R: SISTER ENSLEN, OUNG ADAM, SOY KUNTHEA, 
OUNG RIVONG, ELDER ENSLEN 
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L TO R:  ELDER ENSLEN, SISTER ENSLEN, 
ROTH SOTHEARY, PUT BUNTHY, 

ELDER KEM, AND ELDER BENNION 
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L TO R:  CHAO LAK BONAN, CHAO LEE-UB-PEE, 
SIN SOCHEATA, AND CHAO KORE-RAY 
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Exhibit "H" 
 
 
 
 
 
 




