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“Give me this mountain.”’
Joshua 14:12

Dedicated to the memory of John Hardin
who, with boundless zeal and
energy, was always ready to
accept a challenge and to
climb just a little bit higher
for the Lord,

and to our sons: Kent, Don, Brian,
Neal, Dale, and Gary, who
shared in our South African
experience.



FOREWORD

Why Go to South Africa?

The manual for a certain large denomination states
that in the Apostolic age, “when there was but ‘one Lord,
one faith, and one baptism’,” or in other words, before
there were differing denominations, baptism ‘‘was the
door into the church.” ‘Now,” says the manual, “it is
different.” (italics are mine.)

The churches of Christ plead with the denominational
world to reach back in history, before the reformation
movement, before the council of Ravenna that “legalized”
sprinkling for baptism, before the apostasy began to divide
the body of believers, all the way back to the Apostolic
age — there is even now one Lord, one faith, one baptism.
The Bible reads the same today as when it was written
and our plea is to return to simple ‘“New Testament Chris-
tianity.”

It is this plea that our missionaries carry into the
world, even to places that already have churches of various
kinds. Jesus prayed that all believers may be one, ‘“that
the world may believe You have sent me.”

THE PRICE OF A DIVIDED CHRISTENDOM
IS AN UNBELIEVING WORLD



PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT

I remember that, as a student at Freed-Hardeman
College and David Lipscomb College, I heard of the preach-
ers and their various efforts in several African countries.
One of those countries was South Africa.

In 1970 I made a study trip through Africa. On reach-
ing Johannesburg, South Africa, I called brother John Har-
din in nearby Benoni and he and his sons came to pick me
up and took me to their place. This was my first meeting
of John, Bessie, and the children.

Later I made side trips to Swaziland and to Mauritius
and each time I would come back to the Hardins. I deeply
appreciated them and all of the kindness and hospitality
they extended to me. I was especially impressed with their
work and their dedication to the cause of Christ.

During the past few years I have made three trips to
South Africa in connection with the World Literature pro-
gram we have there, and I have heard the Hardins’ name
mentioned again and again by the missionaries. In February
of this year John Reese and I made a trip to Vendaland to
see the church in that area and there also the local brethren
spoke highly of the evangelizing brother Hardin had done in
years past with the help of a big tent. Because of brother
Hardin’s efforts, and the work of others who followed, we
were told that the church of Christ may very well be the
largest religious group in the whole region. But that is not
all. Because of the work already done, the opportunities
there for the cause of Christ to grow are enormous.

Brother Hardin, of course, has since passed from this
life and sister Bessie has married a very fine Christian man



Publisher’s Statement

in Abilene, Texas, but the work of the Hardins in South
Africa has not been forgotten.

I heard from different sources that sister Bessie was
going to write a book about their work in South Africa,
so I then wrote her to say that I would like to have the
honor of printing it. This book is the end result.

As we all know, South Africa is going through some
very difficult times but what that country needs more than
anything else is the gospel of Christ. I am hoping that this
monumental work will call special attention to this need
and will encourage and inspire more workers to go there.
If this can be done, I will be more than rewarded for my
efforts, and the Hardins’ work will live on to the glory of
God.

J. C. Choate
Winona, Mississippi
July 8, 1986
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“I’m a Pilgrim, and I’m a Stranger”’

WE LAND AT CAPE TOWN

There is a legend about an old pirate by the name of
Ort van Hunks, a Dutchman who had made enough by this
means and that to retire and turn honest. He settled in Cape
Town with a great fat wife who nagged him constantly. Hav-
ing a number of strong slaves to do his work for him, he had
nothing to do but to lie about, smoking his pipe and thinking
of his pirating days. When his wife worried too much about
his pipe ash falling onto her polished yellow-wood floors, old
van Hunks would climb up to the saddle of land connecting
Table Mountain with Devil’s Peak, where, on a giant semi-
circular rock, he could sit and dream.

While dreaming thus one day, a strange little man
appeared and revealed that he was the devil, showing van
Hunks the forked tail he had concealed inside his trousers.
Van Hunks said that it doesn’t take a tail to make a devil —
you should just see his wife! The devil was sympathetic,
and after a bit of conversation the two agreed to a game of
dice. As they played, they smoked pipe after pipe of van
Hunks’ tobacco until the smoke billowed out from among
the trees, filled the saddle, covered Devil’s Peak, and finally
spread all across the top of the great Table Mountain. The
burghers in the town below watched it and said, “Table
Mountain has spread its cloth for tea.” Devil’s Peak was
named for van Hunks’ underworld companion, and ever
since, the spectacle has reappeared each summer day when-
ever the great game has been resumed.

9



10 Give Me This Mountain

The scientific explanation of the “table cloth” is that
the prevailing southeast summer wind picks up a high con-
tent of moisture over False Bay, colliding then with the
mountains of the peninsula. Thus forced to rise, the moist
air drops suddenly in temperature, condensing into a thick
white cloud. The top of Table Mountain is exactly the right
height for this cloud to roll over it and drape across the
other side, disappearing again where the increasing temper-
ature of the lower altitude causes the moisture to dissipate.

Summer is from October to April in the southern
hemisphere, so when we drew into the Cape Town Harbor
on the morning of August 24, 1949, Table Mountain’s
cloth was not spread for tea. Instead, the sky was ex-
ceptionally clear, just about as blue as it can ever be. The
air was so still that there was hardly a ripple on the waters
of Table Bay. We hurried out of our cabins onto the deck
of the “African Pilot” when we heard the hooting and
chugging of the tugboats that had come to nudge us into
our berth. This was the doorway to the Union of South
Africa.

The Guy Caskeys, the Waymon Millers, and the
John Hardins, plus one young South African student,
who made up the 12 passengers carried by that freighter,
stood by the rail, each person thinking his own private
thoughts. The student was home, but the eleven who made
up our party were feeling like pioneers venturing into a
country as new to us as it had been to the first white
settlers who had landed there almost 300 years before.

The children were excited. Kent, our eldest, then
3%, was enthralled by the tugboat, his only previous ex-
perience having been one of his favorite books, “Tuffy



I'm A Pilgrim, And I'm A Stranger 11

the Tugboat.” Now here was a real live one! John was busy
taking movies. Our sponsoring congregation had given us a
l6mm camera so that we could keep a film record of our
experiences in the mission field.

This was not quite the southernmost part of the con-
tinent: the Cape of Good Hope, a few miles farther south,
marks the coming together of the Indian and Atlantic
Oceans, and Cape Agulhas to the east is the actual tip of
Africa. Table Mountain, however, was the sight that sailors
longed to see when they were returning to home ports in
Europe after the perilous voyages from the Indies, because
they knew they were on the last leg of the journey that
would take them to safety and home. Bartholomew Diaz
had seen this mountain when he had rounded the Cape with
three small ships in 1488. He must have seen those seas in
their ugliest mood for he first named it the ‘“Cape of
Storms,” renaming it the “Cape of Good Hope” upon his
return voyage. The Cape! The place where the “Flying
Dutchman” is said to be spending eternity trying to round
its shores in his spectral ship. Vasco da Gama had sailed
past here to become the first to reach the east via the Cape.
Antonio de Saldanha had climbed the mountain and was the
first to report having seen the two oceans at once. And here
it was that Jan van Riebeeck had come, 297 years before,
as first commander of the Cape, to found the commercial
settlement that would become Cape Town. Legend, ro-
mance, struggle, hardship, storms, illness, death, shipwreck,
ambition, adventure, hopes, dreams, — all had gone into the
history of this place, and now we dared hope to step across
its threshold.

Early in 1949, when we decided to go to South
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Africa, we read everything we could find in the small library
available to us, mainly articles in encyclopedias. Now these
are great for compilations of facts and figures. We learned,
for instance, that the average annual temperature is between
55 and 65 degrees F, which tells nothing about the bitterly
chilly winter nights in Johannesburg or the oppressive
humidity of a Durban summer. Reading about gold mines
didn’t tell us about the agonizing labor of those who work
in the tunnels at 120 degrees F, or of the social problems
created by the thousands of laborers recruited for this work
from all over the country, separated from their families
in the homelands. Learning that there were two official
languages plus many tribal dialects could not possibly make
us understand the difficulties between the various language
groups. The facts that we had learned about the country
could not tell us what we were going to learn for ourselves
during the years to come. Worldwide, South Africa had
not yet become as significant as it has since the emergence
of third world nations, the intervention of Russia, the
threat of communism, and the prominence given to racial
policies. Today, South Africa is frequently in the world
news. In 1949 it was not so.

Compared to the perilous voyages of many months’
duration endured by the early settlers, our 19 days at sea
from Savannah to Cape Town were nothing, but we were
looking forward to setting foot on dry land. Our first 15
or 16 days had been smooth sailing, but then we began to
experience the cape rollers. The surface of the water was
not choppy, but enormous swells rolled us first 28 degrees
one way, then 28 the other. “Uphill” on deck suddenly
became “downhill,” and any unsecured articles crashed



I'm A Pilgrim, And I'm A Stranger 13

from one side to the other. Once, in the dining room, our
chairs slid sideways and we found ourselves sitting in front of
someone else’s dinner.

If anyone were to ask me exactly what I was thinking
that morning in the harbor, it would be impossible for me
to answer. 1 was neither afraid nor homesick. I had no
doubts as to my ability to adjust to new ways: 4 years of
college, 2 years of teaching in a small town, and 26 months
in the Women’s Army Corps had prepared me to be adapt-
able. John’s nearly 5 years in the army plus his easy-going
nature stood him in good stead. We certainly did not have
preconceived ideas of what to expect — we were simply on
the verge of a great new adventure. There is an old hymn
that begins, “I’m a pilgrim and I’'m a stranger.” It would
have been my theme, no doubt, if I had been thinking of it.

The freighter had not been comfortable. Our bunks
had high rims all around, making them unfit for sitting,
and all the chairs were hard and straight. We suspected that
the captain had usurped for his personal use the area meant
to be a passenger lounge as designated on the diagram of the
passenger deck. Other freighters at later dates provided us
with far greater comfort.

Most passenger decks are made of planking which can
be scrubbed; the Pilot had only a steel deck which, upon
our first day at sea, was painted with a tarry surface to pro-
tect it from the salt water, but it made a poor place for
children’s games, and their clothes and shoes were nearly
ruined. Worst of all was the racket of the power tools being
used to chip old paint and rust from the bulkheads, includ-
ing the outside of our cabins. It was like living in a boiler
factory. A zealous first mate, on his first voyage in this
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position, was eager to have his ship in A-one condition by
the time it returned to home port. The best time to chip
paint on a freighter is at sea, for in port, the crew are busy
with other things, and so we learned that crews of freighters
do not cater to passengers — they endure them.

The five children in our party had survived the re-
striction to a small area, but the toys and coloring books
had lost their appeal. During the days, we had watched
thousands of flying fish, and at night we had watched
numerous displays of St. Elmo’s fire, those “balls” of
phosphorescence that can be seen when looking straight
down into the churning water near the ship’s hull. We had
read books, played games, written letters, and sung songs.
We’d had daily devotions. We had washed and ironed our
clothes. We’d endured mediocre food and even sung
“happy birthday” to Naomi Miller with a doughnut for a
cake and toothpicks for candles. It had been fun in a way,
but we were ready for it to be over. The great day here
at last, our suitcases were packed, and we were ready for
debarkation.

The freighter’s great hatches had been opened and
huge cranes were dipping deep into the belly of the ship,
bringing out great loads of stuff to be set down on the
docks. Customs and immigration officials had set up a
table on the deck and were busily processing records and
permits for the shipping company. We were certain that
we had only to wait our turn and we would be ready to
land. But when the immigration officials saw our passports,
they were astounded. There were no visas stamped in them!
Blank pages! Three missionary families with nothing but
blank pages! The whole future suddenly seemed like one
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great blank page, just waiting for some handwriting to ap-
pear. There are some days that you plan, ‘“Today, I will
do thus and so.” But on other days, you can only stand
there and let happen what may. Six months before, we’d
made a big decision. Though led by the Lord, every step of
the way thus far had been of our own volition. So certain
had we been that we would move unimpeded to our goal of
Johannesburg by late August, 1949, that we were unprepared
for any possible hindrance. Suddenly the entire outcome
of our great adventure was at the mercy of some fellows in
uniforms, tut-tutting over blank pages in our passports. It
was not one of those days when we could say, “Today, I
will do thus and so.”

We could not go ashore, so we envisioned remaining
on the ship while it made calls to other ports in southern
Africa, and returning to the U. S. without ever setting foot
on the land to which we had traveled. Someone had given
us wrong information. We had been told that a person with
an American passport did not need a visa for South Africa.
Tourist visas are relatively quick and easy to obtain, but
permits to live in another country are usually not. One may
most definitely not be within the boundaries of a country
while application for a visa is being acted upon. At the time,
we could see no good in our predicament, but later, looking
back, we could see the hand of the Lord taking us on an un-
expected side trip for a special reason.

Not knowing if or when we could land permanently,
the men of our party got permission to go ashore to look up
the elderly brother and sister Scott, Americans who had been
living in Cape Town since 1943, having moved there from
their missionary work in Rhodesia for reasons of health.
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They had built a home and a small meeting house in Grassy
Park and worked with a congregation of colored people.
By leaving wives and families aboard as surety that they
would not abscond, Guy, Waymon, and John were permit-
ted to go ashore for the evening, and by means of commuter
train, bus, and shanks’ mare, they managed to reach the
Scott’s home. They found the elderly couple to be sweet,
gentle people, not physically strong, but zealous in the
Lord’s work and devoted to the people with whom they
worked. We were told afterward that the three men had
traveled through an area with a high crime rate, with mug-
gings and robberies not at all uncommon, but what they
didn’t know hadn’t hurt them. God watches over his
children.

We spent one more night aboard the ship, and on the
next day the South African immigration officials contacted
Rhodesia on our behalf, obtaining permission for us to go
there on tourist visas of six months. We believed that six
months would be ample time for South Africa to process
our applications, and even thought it could be a matter of
just a few weeks. We were given three days in which to be
out of South Africa, after which we would be “persona
non grata.”

On August 25th, the ship’s captain handed us slips of
paper, 5 inches square, and headed “RELEASE ORDER.”
Ours stated simply, “PROHIBITED PASSENGER, Mr. J. T.
Hardin, wife and two children can be landed from your
vessel.” The three families so ‘“released,” and much re-
lieved, trooped down the gangplank, assisted by colored
porters hoping for handsome tips from ‘‘rich’ Americans.
They were speaking English in their Cape Colored accent
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which we found hard to understand. Nobody had told us
that servants addressed ‘“‘superiors” as ‘“Master” and “Ma-
dame,” or “Baas’ and “Missis,”” so when a porter bowed
and said, “Yes, Madame,” I turned to see whom he was ad-
dressing. It was I. “Madame’ with the accent on the
second syllable.

Once ashore, we were whisked away in taxis careen-
ing down the “wrong” side of the street. We knew that the
Union, part of the British Commonwealth, held to British
ways, including driving on the left side of the road, but
one’s first experience of it is hair-raising. We had the feeling
of going back into another century too, for the buildings
at the docks were like pictures I’d seen in some European
history book, and some of the cargo was being hauled by
huge draft horses pulling great heavy wagons that rumbled
over the uneven paving blocks.

Cape Town had been built between the waterfront
and the mountains which come close to the sea, and, being
an older city, its streets were narrow. Unique as it is in its
beauty and its history, Cape Town was not much appreci-
ated by us that day. There was a damp winter chill in the
air, and we had no choice but to hurry away as quickly as
possible. We were taken to the old Hotel Metropole, ex-
pecting to find a warm lobby and heated rooms to cheer us,
but instead, we had lesson number one on living without
heat. The receptionist had a tiny electric heater directed
toward her feet, but we were not able to obtain even such
a small bit of comfort for the room. We learned later that
in winter one is expected to wear more clothing, layer upon
layer. For now, we shivered.

I really wish I could say that during all of this time I
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was thrilled with the prospect of being able soon to be
about the Lord’s work, but I was ‘“Martha, Martha, anxious
and troubled about many things.” When we stepped into
that unheated hotel room and found that the floor was
covered with a sticky red substance which we thought to
be paint, we began to wonder. The hotel must be very
short of rooms to have put us into one that had wet paint
on the floor! We discovered that it was not paint but
polish, and soon our small boys were getting it all over
themselves. Somehow we made it through the dismal
afternoon, but in the evening we were cheered by an ex-
cellent supper. We put the boys to bed, and soon afterward,
we too retired because it was simply too cold to do any-
thing else.

In the morning, the three men went to arrange for
our train trip to Rhodesia and to send a telegram to Foy
Short in Bulawayo to warn of the descent of 11 wayfaring
missionaries upon them. Before lunch, two colored men
came to ‘“clean” the room — the cleaning of the floor con-
sisted of more red polish being smeared about and rubbed
briefly with a brush and rag. One man made the beds and
flicked a feather duster here and there and when the other
went to see about the bathroom, I told him that the toilet
would not flush. His answer was unintelligible, and very
much later he came with a bucketful of water which he
poured directly into the pan. What we didn’t know was
that the drought which had ravaged the area was so severe
that the regular flushing mechanisms had been discon-
nected, the cleansing process limited to one bucketful per
day.
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The train ride to Bulawayo was to last two days and
three nights. Each family was to occupy a separate com-
partment. Looking forward to such luxury, we packed
our suitcases again, dressed in some of our better clothes,
and rode in taxis to the railway station. John and I had
traveled a great deal by train in the states, especially during
the war years when every piece of rolling stock that could
hold together was put into use. We had traveled in Pull-
mans, but we had also ridden in old day-coaches, sitting
bolt upright on scratchy red or green plush seats, without
air conditioning, open windows admitting smoke and
cinders. Sometimes we had been lucky to have a seat at all,
using suitcases in the aisles, or taking turns sitting in seats
when people were going to the diner. After the war, the
trains had all been the newer variety, air conditioned and
as clean as home. But this was the old-fashioned kind of
train, and even before we boarded, we saw that the other
passengers were wearing older clothes. We soon packed
our better things away and dressed more appropriately.

After the close confinement of the ship and the hotel,
we did not relish the thought of some 60 hours in a train
compartment with two small boys. Kent always enjoyed
observing whatever was going on, and he loved trains, but
Don was too small to want anything except freedom to
explore.

If we had known what we were missing by not seeing
any more of Cape Town than the docks, the hotel, and the
railway station, we would have been sorely disappointed,
but we were leaving a Cape Town that we had not had time
to appreciate. We hadn’t seen the beautiful valleys, the
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vineyards, the old Cape Dutch architecture of the early
farmhouses or the Castle of Good Hope. We hadn’t visited
the museums or the observatory, we hadn’t heard the sym-
phony or ridden the cable car to the top of Table Mountain.
We had no knowledge of the Groote Schuur hospital which
had already been there for a long time and would one day
become world renowned because of heart transplants done
by the Barnard brothers. We had not revelled in the lush
Kirstenbosch Botanic Gardens with their 6,000 indigenous
species, or read the letter to Ryk Tulbaugh from Linnaeus,
famous Swedish botanist in the 18th century,in which he
said, ‘“May you be fully aware of your fortunate lot in
being permitted by the Supreme Dispenser of events to
inhabit, but also to enjoy the sovereign control of that
paradise on earth, the Cape of Good Hope which the
Beneficent Creator has endowed with His choicest won-
ders.” No, we had been preoccupied with chilly air, red
polish, and a great need to hasten away, but in later years
we had opportunities to see and appreciate the wonderful
things we had to miss the first time around.



Early Cape Town

In the work of the Lord, we do not do things ‘“‘for
credit,” but we want to give credit where credit is due. In
the case of the earliest work of the church of Christ in
South Africa, it is not possible to go back to its very source,
but sometime in the very early 1900°s, there were members
from England, and perhaps from New Zealand, who were
meeting and working in Cape Town. Since there was at
that time less racial segregation than that which later de-
veloped, there were blacks, coloreds and whites assembling
together.

Brother T. W. (Tommy) Hartle is the oldest surviving
member of the church in Cape Town — that is, the oldest
in Christian life. Tommy was baptized in 1932. Brother
John Manape, a Sotho-speaking black man, who later moved
to Pretoria to begin a long and fruitful ministry among his
people, is older in years and was baptized in 1924,

Tommy Hartle wrote this to me in answer to my re-
quest for information: “I was about 8 years old, (I am now
71) and can clearly remember that the church of Christ was
in existence already, then meeting at 84 Short-market
Street, Cape Town. It was then, I understand, about 300
strong in membership.”” (This was about 1919-1920).

A brother John Havelock often visited the Hartle
home in Observatory, Tommy’s parents being among those
who attended the services of the church. The founder of
the congregation was probably a brother H. W. Machan, and
other names among the early members and workers were

21
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brethren Stephens, Hollis, McCruden, and Havelock. Since
Tommy’s only source of information is his memory from
boyhood times, there could have been other names, and
perhaps earlier ones. There was no full-time preacher
among them, but all who were capable were used in the
preaching and teaching. Brother Sheriff, who did a great
deal in the Rhodesias,was in Cape Town in about 1930 to
1932.

After the congregation moved from Short-market
Street, they met at 70 Loop Street, and finally at the
present Woodstock building on Church Street, obtained in
1940. In addition, open-air meetings were held at the top
of Adderly Street, near the entrance to the Botanical
Gardens, and at a venue named “Exchange Place.” It was
at an open-air service at that latter place where brother
Hartle gave his heart to the Lord after listening to a sermon
by brother Stephens. Tommy wrote, “. . . Exchange
Place — THAT name is still up there, and when I pass down
Adderly Street and see the name, memories go back, how
my parents used to take me there Sunday evenings.”

Young men of the congregation held open-air ser-
vices at Grand Parade, opposite Cape Town City Hall, on
Sunday afternoons. As time passed, the work expanded,
and a congregation was formed at Claremont, later moving
to Lansdowne where a building was erected, the name of
brother Christians being the outstanding one. There were
services held for some time in a hired hall and in a private
home in Wynberg, some of those members later going over
to the church started by the George Scotts at Grassy Park
in 1943.

At an age when many people are thinking of retiring,
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brother and sister George Scott decided to go into mission
work, either in China or a British colony in Africa. The
China door closed, so they went to Africa, landing in late
1927 and making the long trek overland to Livingstone,
Northern Rhodesia. There they remained for 5 years at
Sinde Mission, working with Shorts, Merritts and Lawyers.
They adopted three white children and two black children
to raise with their daughter, Helen Pearl. (The adopted
daughter, Augusta, grew up and married Orville Brittell and
lived in Sinde for many years. Helen Pearl married Dow
Merritt whose first wife had died of cancer. Dow and Helen
Pearl worked for many years in Northern Rhodesia, particu-
larly at Kabanga.)

Scotts worked at Namwianga, Kabanga, and Living-
stone, and in 1943, due to sister Scott’s health, they moved
to Cape Town, giving their Namwianga Home property to
the adjoining Namwianga Mission. In Cape Town, they
bought property in Grassy Park, built a home, started a
school and erected a church hall. By this time brother Scott
was 70 years of age. Helen Pearl tells about their first having
services in the garage which would hold 20 or 30 people,
and the hall built by brother Scott would hold up to 75
while the garage was used for Bible study. There were plans
drawn up for a bigger building, but brother Scott died before
its completion in 1955.

Helen Pearl recalls with affection how her dad visited
people all over Grassy Park. When he got so he could no
longer trudge over the dunes, he got a car and hired a man to
drive it and take him around. Then when he got so he
couldn’t visit, the people would come by to visit him. He
would ask about everyone, and if there were someone who
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had been missing the services, he would try to get some of
the brethren to visit and restore the wandering ones.

Sister Scott’s work in Cape Town was mostly with
children. She taught them Bible and organized programs
with songs, poems, and plays for the enjoyment of all in
the neighborhood. She was a hospitable lady, with a steady
stream of mealtime guests and visitors who stayed for days
at a time. In July, 1955, during a visit to Kabanga, she was
called back to Cape Town to assist with the church building
plans and became quite ill. In December, she succumbed,
and John and Leonard Gray traveled from Port Elizabeth
to conduct the funeral.

The work of the Scotts will live on in South Africa
and in the places where they and their children have gone.

It was to the Grassy Park home and church building
of the Scotts that Miller, Caskey, and Hardin made their
visit from the “African Pilot” in Cape Town Harbor in
August, 1949. On that occasion, the threads of the early
work in Cape Town began to be woven together with the
threads of the work done as a result of our arrival in South
Africa, and with the passing of the years and much labor
by many people, the tapestry of the Lord’s church is still
in the lengthy process of taking shape.

Stories of the more recent development of the
churches in Cape Town appear later in these chapters.
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“ALL ABOARD SOUTH AFRICAN RAILWAYS TO BULA-
WAYO”

South African trains are smaller than American trains,
and the tracks a much narrower gauge. The sound of the
whistle is extremely shrill, like the whistles you hear in
British movies. Boarding a South African train was always
somewhat of a ceremony. First one searched the notice
board for the compartment assignment, and when the correct
one was found, luggage was handed in through the windows
by porters on the platform. Most passengers would be seen
off by friends and relatives who stood on the platform, talk-
ing to the departing ones who leaned out the windows,while
the steam engine hissed impatiently. Soon an alarm bell
would sound on the platform, late-comers would come on
the run, doors would bang shut, and then that piercing
whistle would announce that the time had come. Slowly
the train would begin to glide away to a chorus of goodbyes
and totsiens from passengers and well-wishers alike. Some
passengers would continue to lean out of the windows,
waving handkerchiefs, until the last person on the platform
was out of sight. Then everyone would turn to their com-
partments, to inspect the little areas assigned to them.

We’d already had our supper in Cape Town, and night
had fallen. We closed our windows against the chill night
air and sat down on the two padded, leather-covered benches,
facing one another in such a way that someone had to ride
backward. As I sat down I noticed an artistic monogram

25
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etched on each of the windows: a wreath, a springbok’s
head, and some lettering. On one of the windows the letter-
ing was “SAS” and on the other “SAR”. This was our first
encounter with bilingual signs: “SAS” for “Suid-Afrikaanse
Spoorweg” and “SAR” for “South African Railways.”

Before long, a steward came to prepare our beds.
Upper berths were lowered like padded shelves, folding
down from the walls, while the lowers were the seats on
which we had been sitting. On each, the steward simply
opened a bedroll consisting of two sheets, two blankets,
and a pillow. The two boys were to sleep, one on each end
of a lower berth, John in the upper above them, and I on
the other lower. We tucked the boys into bed, placing
suitcases next to little Don so he wouldn’t roll onto the
floor. With nothing else to do, John and I turned in. The
bunks were narrow and hard, and the bedding smelled of
the strong blue soap that was always used for laundry in
those pre-detergent days. Blue soap plus coal smoke! If
I were to smell that combination today, I would be re-
minded of that very train.

The movement of the train was sometimes jerky,
probably because we were climbing. Much of Southern
Africa is a great plateau, so once leaving the coastal area,
there are mountains to be climbed. At least one and per-
haps two extra engines were added to help us up and over.
John, on his narrow upper berth expressed the hope that
some particularly violent jerk would not throw him onto
the floor. John read for a while, and then I heard his
familiar snoring, but I could neither get comfortable, nor
concentrate on reading. As I lay there, wide-eyed, I was
reviewing in my mind the chain of circumstances that had
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brought us to this compartment on this train in this country
on the continent of Africa. Much of life is a web woven of
circumstances, coincidences, and decisions. Even the way in
which John and I had met — and nearly didn’t meet — was
such a near miss that I wonder at it even now. If it were not
for the fact that a PFC from John’s office at the Fourth
Bomber Command in San Francisco remembered talking to
me when I was a WAC at McChord Field, working in the
post library, we may never have been introduced that day in
the mess hall of the Fourth Air Force. If I had never met
John, I may never have heard of the church of Christ. Asa
Lutheran attending Gustavus Adolphus College, I had taken
active part in the campus missionary society, and at one time
I wrote a play about missionaries in Africa which a group of
us presented for fund-raising purposes, but in the WAC I had
become lax about church because it was so inconvenient to
attend. To meet a soldier who was a faithful Christian was
surprising to me, and we soon attended nearly every service
together. That was early in 1944. In May I was immersed.
In November of the same year we were married, but the war
was still on, and it was only when it ended nearly a year
later that we could make a home for ourselves. We’d gone
to John’s old home town, Ponca City, Oklahoma, living in
a small apartment with baby Kent, John returning to his old
job at Continental QOil.

Life in Ponca City wasn’t quite the same for John any
more. He had seen more of the world, and pushing a pencil
for an oil company was no longer life’s answer. One day
Jack Fogarty, who had been doing missionary work in the
northeast, spoke to the church in Ponca City, and from that
date we began to think that we ought to be missionaries.



28 Give Me This Mountain

Service men during World War II had been all over the
world and had seen the need for the spread of the gospel.
But John was already 32, and had been hindered from get-
ting a college education, first by the depression, and then
by the war. Since the age of 17, he had always led singing
and had taught many Bible classes, but he had preached
only a handful of sermons, so he feared that there would
be no opportunities for him. Then he received a call from
the church in Waxahachie, Texas, to be their song director
and associate minister. After two years, the church in
Altus, Oklahoma, invited him there in the same capacity.
Because Altus had supported Claude Guild in the north-
west, and because Claude and John thought they might
eventually help us to go that way, he accepted the invi-
tation. We moved to Altus in June of 1948. Don was a
month old, and Kent was two and a half.

It was at lunch time one day in the next February
that John brought home a bulletin from the church in
Cleburne, Texas. The heading on the front page was,
“DOES THIS INTEREST YOU?” The Cleburne church
was going to sponsor three preachers and a song leader to
go to South Africa, to preach first to the white population
of that country. Guy Caskey and Eldred Echols were two
of the preachers to go. The third preacher and the song
leader were yet to be selected. ‘“Does this interest you?”
John and I looked at each other across the table. There
were no bells ringing or flags waving, but each of us read
a “Yes” in the other’s eyes.

John’s tryout was to lead the singing for one of the
ACC lectureship sessions in Sewell Auditorium. A week
later, he was notified by letter that he had been chosen. It
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was as short and simple as that: a bulletin, a couple of letters,
a tryout. A web of circumstances and a decision — all to be
woven into the years to come on the mission field.

For 18 months now there had been a gospel radio
broadcast from the Lourenco Marques station in Mozam-
bique, the recorded lessons being preached by Reuel Lem-
mons, then of Cleburne. Responses had come in from all
over southern Africa. Correspondence indicated that there
were people who wanted to know more about the simple
story of the gospel and the restoration of the church as it was
in the New Testament times. Foy Short in Rhodesia was tak-
ing care of this correspondence and sending printed copies of
the sermons each week. Some were taking correspondence
courses put out by the Lawrence Avenue church of Christ in
Nashville.

Sometime during the wee hours, after tossing and turn-
ing and thinking of all these things, I finally fell asleep. It
was still dark when I awakened to check on the children.
Kent was blissfully asleep. Don was nowhere to be seen. I
called to John and we searched for that blue-pajamaed boy,
finally finding him in the farthest corner, under my bunk.
Pajamas and boy were now all one color — coal-dust grey.

About daylight, a steward knocked sharply on our
compartment door, and without waiting for a reply from us,
he slid the door open with a clatter and deposited a tray of
coffee on our fold-down table. We had not yet learned to
like the strong chicory blend, but it was hot and sweet so we
drank it. The noise had wakened the boys, and by the time
daylight came and we could see where we were, the steward
removed the bedrolls and folded the upper berth against the
wall. There was a wash basin in the compartment, so John
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shaved and we cleaned up a bit.

Breakfast was our first meal in the diner, and we were
delighted to learn that food on South African trains was
outstanding. The stewards were well trained, and the ser-
vice was excellent. There was no catering service such as
that used by modern airlines. There were no frozen foods,
and there were many miles between places where supplies
could be obtained, so we admired the expertise with which
the chefs could produce multiple-course meals in such con-
fined space on a swaying train.

Passing through the mountains at night, we had miss-
ed the scenic part of the journey. Now we were traveling
through the Karroo, a semi-arid region of the Cape Province.
Winter is the dry season there, so everything was brown.
Population being sparse, there were no towns of any size
until we got to Kimberley, but the train stopped at each
little “dorp” and siding along the way. Guy estimated that
by the time we got to Bulawayo, we had stopped 130 times,
or on the average of once every 10 miles. Kimberley is the
famous diamond city, but trains do not go through scenic
areas of cities, nor do they go out of their way to show
passengers the historic sights, so we saw nothing except the
railway station. Our route took us through a portion of
Bechuanaland, later called Botswana, and several times we
saw some small game, but mostly we saw mile after mile of
dry red soil and sparse bush.

The second day of our journey was Sunday, so the
very first service that we held in South Africa was in one of
the train compartments. During our ocean voyage, we had
held daily devotional sessions which included songs of the
children’s choice. Once Judy Caskey, age 5, asked for the
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“Gravy song.” Asked for explanation, Judy said, “You
know, ‘Up from the gravy rose’.” Since the ‘“Gravy song”
was a popular choice, it may well have been on the program
that day on the train. Ever since leaving Ft. Worth, we had
carried our small cans of grape juice and our package of un-
leavened bread so that we could hold our services, whether

on land or sea.

NEW FRIENDS AND A “CUPPA”

When at last the train pulled into the Bulawayo station
at 8:30 Monday morning, we were met by Eldred Echols,
Foy Short, Foy’s father, W. N. Short, down from Northern
Rhodesia, as well as Leonard Bailey and Gladys Claasen of
the Bulawayo congregation.

Our feet were at last on solid ground, and these people
were going to help us by seeing to our immediate needs,
which were as much psychological and emotional as they
were physical. No longer were we in the hands of ship’s
officers, taxi drivers, hotel people, immigration officers, and
railway employees, but instead we were with loving Chris-
tians. The first thing they did for us was to have us out for
tea. ““Tea” is a great British custom, and we soon discovered
that Rhodesians and South Africans probably drink more
tea than the British in Britain. Any occasion is a good excuse
for a “cuppa.” In fact, no occasion is needed at all other
than waking up in the morning, breakfast, morning break,
lunch, afternoon break, supper, bedtime, any old time. It
is bad manners not to serve a cup of tea to callers. Tea isa
symbol of hospitality. If you are badly received somewhere,
you might say that you were not even offered so much as a
cup of tea.
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Hot tea served with milk was a new experience for
our taste buds, but we accepted the steaming cups with
interest. We were in Foy and Margaret Short’s living room
and as I sat back in my chair, I looked around. The room
was simply furnished but tasteful and cheerful, with homey
floral chintz curtains at the windows and red polish on the
floor. It had been rubbed to a deep gloss, and only a little
of it clung to the soles of my shoes (I sneaked a look).

Foy explained the construction of his house and
those in the immediate neighborhood. Built to house a
large number of middle class workers at a time when build-
ing materials were in short supply, the walls were of earth
tamped into forms. When dry, they were fairly hard but
subject to chipping if bumped with heavy articles. The
walls were not smooth, but with their uneven construction,
had a pleasant “cottagey” feel. Wood was scarce and ex-
pensive, and also subject to termites, so most floors were
cement. Thus the need for a finish, and therefore the red
polish. I noticed that the legs of the furniture had some
polish smeared on them, as much as two or three inches
above floor level, the result of “house boys” being care-
less when wielding polish rags, and this became a common
sight everywhere.

Foy and Margaret had acquired the British accent
and expressions. Americans express 2:30 as “two-thirty,”
but Margaret said “Hahf pahst” two. When they passed
some candy, they called it ‘“‘sweets,” and when Margaret
asked Foy to attend to something, he answered, “I'll do it
just now.” We waited for him to act upon his promise,
and noticed that it was 10 or 15 minutes before he did so.
“Just now,” we learned, meant an indefinite time in the
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near future, but to us Americans, ‘just now” was the im-
mediate past. The very immediate future is ‘“now now.”

Among Christians there are no strangers. The Shorts
were Americans while the Baileys were British Rhodesians
and the Claasens were of Afrikaans origin, the family having
come from South Africa. It was arranged that for the first
few days, at least, the Millers were to stay with the Claasens
and the Caskeys with the Baileys while we Hardins were to
occupy the downstairs flat of the Philip Hadfields who were
away on holiday. Soon the Caskeys and Millers moved to a
residential hotel, and we were provided with several rooms
on the second floor of the great stone house belonging to
Doug Hadfield.

TEMPORARY HOME IN A STRANGE LAND
Soon after our arrival in Bulawayo, the boys and I had
come down with severe colds and I could speak only in a
whisper. Winter had not quite released its grip, and there was
no heater. The cement floors with the inevitable red polish,
well rubbed to a shine each day by the house boy, were cold
on the feet.
For several weeks, we were unable to obtain cars and
had to depend on others for transportation. There was a
fair bus service, but we were staying half a mile beyond the
last bus stop, so bringing home groceries presented a chal-
lenge. Verna Hadfield helped us with our first shopping trip
which began with a walk of half a mile, pushing the two boys
in a borrowed pram which was left at the home of a friend
of Verna’s while we made the bus trip to town.
We opened an account at a department store called
“Haddon and Sly,” (I believe it is still there), and since
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supermarkets were yet unknown, we shopped like grandma
used to do, ordering each item from the assistant who put
together our order. Each item was entered by hand and the
column of figures added without the benefit of either an
adding machine or a calculator. Eventually the transaction
was completed. All of the stores closed at lunch time so
we went to a restaurant for something to eat. By this
time, Don was wanting nothing at all except a nap, and he
began to cry. We were doing our best to pacify him with
tasty tidbits and love when a waitress came and said in an
unfriendly fashion, “If you can’t make the child be quiet,
will you please take him outside!” I was mortified, and in
fact I nearly joined Don is his wailing. We had walked all
that way, ridden a bus, shopped under trying new circum-
stances. I was far from home, in a new country, had no
way to get my child home in a hurry, and now this humili-
ation! Luckily, Don decided that some of the food on my
plate was worth his attention.

Our food purchases were determined largely by the
effect of the prolonged drought. Fresh meat was scarce
and of poor quality; the only cattle being butchered were
either cows that no longer gave milk or oxen that could no
longer pull a load. Cattle were in such poor condition
that the cows could not calve. Fresh vegetables were non-
existent, and the best we could do was to buy dehydrated
ones that came sealed in cans: cauliflower, pumpkin,
carrots and green beans. Potatoes were scarce but maca-
roni was available, and with wheat being imported, bread
was plentiful. The diet became starch-heavy, and so did we.

Spring soon brought mild days and the boys could
enjoy being outdoors, but there was no relief from the
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drought and the red soil was a fine powder. The gardener
did his best to keep some things alive by carrying all used
water from the house, pouring it carefully where it would do
the most good despite the rimey deposits left on the surface
of the soil by the soap scum and grease. Bath water which
had already been shared by all the family was scooped from
the tub and carried out. The goose necks had been removed
from the wash basins and buckets placed underneath to
catch every drop of water that had been used for hand
washing and shaving. The well was nearly dry and the large
rain water tank was kept locked to protect the rapidly
dwindling supply. In the city, meters were monitored,
residents being limited to a certain number of gallons per
day per person, with heavy fines being imposed upon those
who exceeded the limit.

Our boys enjoyed being with the gardener as he
worked, especially since he didn’t mind taking off from his
tasks to give them rides in the wheelbarrow. Two dogs, one
a Dachshund named ‘“Boerewors” (the Afrikaans word for
“‘sausage”’), gave the children pleasure, and none of them
seemed to mind the red dust which soon permeated hair
and clothing.

Eventually we three families were able to obtain cars
which had to be imported from Britain. There was little
choice available, especially since we had to have cars which
South Africa would permit us to bring across the border,
should the day ever come that we would have our visas. We
all bought 1949 Vauxhalls, a British General Motors product,
small and supposedly economical to operate, and a far cry
from the American cars we had been used to driving.

The congregation with which we met had a small
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building in Colenbrander Avenue in Bulawayo. Jessie Lee,
Naomi and I dressed for services in the typical American
way — in our ‘“‘Sunday best,” with hats matching our out-
fits. One wears one’s best for the worship of God — that
had always been our American way of thinking. We noticed
that other ladies were dressed rather drably, their dresses
and hats indicating several seasons’ wear, and we learned
shortly that they considered it inappropriate to dress in
one’s best when going to worship, for that would make a
lady think of her clothes instead of her God, and also, if
any poor were present, they would be made to feel in-
ferior. Best clothing was reserved for theater and social
occasions, and hats were worn to worship because that
was what ladies were supposed to do, not because they
were the fashionable finish to one’s outfit. These are
worthwhile considerations, but we probably didn’t think
so at the time. It takes a while to understand different
customs.

Visas, visas, visas! Would we ever get them! How
long must we wait! Certain that our sojourn in Rhodesia
was to be brief and would end shortly upon receipt of the
coveted rubber stamps in our passports, we simply did not
know what to settle down to or attempt to accomplish.
If we had known that we were going to wait eight months,
we would doubtless have set out a program of work, helping
at one mission point or another. Eldred Echols returned
to the work he had been doing, spending the time at Nhowe
Mission, but the other three men found themselves at loose
ends. Guy and Waymon had always preached twice every
Sunday and performed all the numerous duties of ministers
of large congregations. John had taught Bible classes,
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directed singing, worked with the youth, printed bulletins,
and done a lot of visitation work. So everyone found time
on their hands and little direction for their energies. Even
at the Colenbrander congregation, there were few oppor-
tunities for preaching, for they used the mutual ministry
system with every man having a turn in the pulpit, whether
a good, bad, or indifferent speaker. It was an ideal time to
make a trip to Northern Rhodesia and visit Namwianga and
Sinde Missions. (Northern Rhodesia has since been renamed
‘“Zambia,” and Southern Rhodesia is now “Zimbabwe,”” but
I am calling them what they were called during the times of
our experiences there.)

MAKERS OF HISTORY

History was not my specialty, so my knowledge of the
Rhodesias and of South Africa was pitifully small. Even to
me though, the story of David Livingstone was familiar. At
Livingstone, Northern Rhodesia, we were to be near the
famous Victoria Falls which he ‘“discovered” in 1855. Dis-
covered, as far as the knowledge of the western world was
concerned, but known by its own people throughout the
generations of its unwritten history. The picturesque town
of Livingstone is named after that famous explorer of “Dr.
Livingstone-I-presume” fame, and the mighty Victoria Falls
are named after Queen Victoria who ruled the British Empire
as it rose to its greatest heights. The falls are on the great
Zambezi River, fourth largest river on the continent, 1600
miles in length and draining half a million square miles of
land, dividing Northern from Southern Rhodesia, or Zambia
from Zimbabwe.

The name ‘‘Rhodesia calls to mind the story of the
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man for whom the colonies were named, Cecil John
Rhodes. Born in England in 1853, his education had been
limited to grammar school. Threatened by tuberculosis,
he went to South Africa where the sunny climate restored
his health, and in Kimberley he made a fortune in the dia-
mond mines within the space of two years. Barely 20
years of age, he went on to do studies at Oxford University,
making several voyages between Cape Town and England.
At the same time, he was responsible for combining most of
the diamond mining into the DeBeers Consolidated Mines,
controller of most of the diamonds produced in the world.
Driven by consuming ambition, he was elected to the
Assembly of the Cape of Good Hope, where he exercised
a powerful influence in the advancement of Great Britain,
enforcing the annexation of Bechuanaland and bringing
about the surrender of the lands of the Matabele tribe to
that burgeoning empire.

Made premier of the Cape Colony in 1890, Rhodes
planned the great Cape-to-Cairo railroad and was busy plan-
ning for the day when the British Empire would control all
of southern Africa. These policies accelerated confron-
tation with the Afrikaans people, the Boers whose South
African roots preceded any British settlements in that part
of the world by more than 150 years. Rhodes was in
Kimberley when the Boer War broke out and finally suc-
cumbed to tuberculosis before peace returned. The name
of Cecil Rhodes lives on in fame or in infamy, depending
upon who is writing the history books. Haters of British
imperialism blame him, lovers of Britain laud him, but
whichever way you look at it, Rhodes made large foot-
prints on the sands of time. His name lives on in the
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Rhodes scholarships derived from the fund which he set up
at Oxford University.

At the time when Namwianga, Sinde, Nhowe, and
Kabanga missions were built up, the Rhodesias were part of
the British Commonwealth as was the Union of South
Africa. Southern Rhodesia had a representative assembly
and was further advanced economically than Northern
Rhodesia, having a larger proportion of white settlers and
several cities of fair size. Northern Rhodesia, far greater in
area, had fewer settlers and was governed by an appointed
executive council,

Much could be said about the colonization of primi-
tive areas. The American people had their experience which
culminated in the Revolutionary War, white colonists against
white Britain. The Rhodesia story was not the same. No
doubt the white British rule brought the black people ad-
vantages they would never have known otherwise: a certain
amount of education, job opportunities and training, im-
proved housing, improved medical care, and of course,
missionaries. There is no knowing how long they may other-
- wise have remained in their primitive state with no written
language, no formal education, no medical knowledge other
than the herbs, spells, and incantations of the witch doctors,
and no Christianity. Lifted partly out of their primitive
state, they were yet denied the opportunities to rise to equal
status with the colonists. Such a situation can continue for
a limited time, creating an upper class who control the
politics and economy, and a ‘‘servant” class of lesser status.
The history of the world proves that this kind of situation
cannot continue indefinitely.

These were the Rhodesias to which we came in 1949,
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and in the years that followed, we saw the struggles which
ultimately brought forth the two independent nations of
Zambia and Zimbabwe. Yet independence is a hollow
word when there is a lack of political and economic sta-
bility, and the fate of these nations, amid the upsurge of
communism on much of the African continent still hangs
in the balance.

In a letter dated September 26, 1949, written from
Namwianga Mission, John wrote this: ‘“Another trip, an-
other country, new adventures. We left Bulawayo last
Tuesday at 3 p. m. and arrived in Kalomo Wednesday
around 2:30 p. m. ... another slow trip; they just don’t
make their engines big enough to make any time over
rough country, and the fact that they stop at every little
place along the way slows them down too. We passed over
the Zambezi River by Victoria Falls but were disappointed
with the falls. Being an exceptionally dry season, hardly
any water was flowing and all we saw were deep chasms.
At Livingstone, sister Brittell and her youngest daughter
were at the station as were Guy Caskey and Eldred Echols
who had preceded us by a week.

“We new arrivals had to see the immigration officials
to enter Northern Rhodesia, although the officials in Bula-
wayo had told us our American passports were all that
would be necessary. We were at it so long, we asked if the
train would leave without us. ‘No,’ they said, ‘it won’t
leave until we tell them to’. Well, we had hardly gotten
out of their office ’til the train started up. I started running
for it when sister Brittell yelled at me. She had Kent and
Mary Lee Miller. I grabbed Kent and shoved him through
a window to Bessie, who had put Don down fast. Then I
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ran and stepped onto the coach. Waymon Miller also grabbed
his girl and did the same thing. Guy David Caskey had to be
pulled on by Waymon, and then we found that sister Caskey
and Judy Lee were still off. I had visions of the train leaving
them, when it slowed down and stopped.”

Kalomo (a word which means ‘“cattle’”) was, and still
is, after all these years, a very small town. Besides the sta-
tion, we saw about 2 or 3 houses, a couple of stores, a tiny
hotel (mostly a bar), and a post office, so we felt as if we had
just about come to the end of everywhere. Namwianga itself
is a few miles out of Kalomo and consists of several hundred
acres, mostly grassland. At that time, the W. N. Shorts, the
A. B. Reeses, the Alvin Hobbys, the J. C. Reeds, and sister
Myrtle Rowe were living there. Buildings on the mission, in
addition to homes of the missionaries, were the school, the
church building, and housing for the black children who at-
tended as boarding students.

Our fears that three families descending upon these
busy people would be too much of an imposition were soon
put to rest. Namwianga being as remote as it was, there were
few visitors, and certainly none stopping there on the way to
somewhere else, so we were welcomed with open arms.
These missionaries had made the best of things by dint of
extremely hard work. They had made their own sun-dried
brick and built their own homes. Their password had to have
been “‘improvise or do without.” With no modern conveni-
ences, they lived much as I’d always pictured my own grand-
parents having done many years before. Missionaries in the
40’s had no work funds such as today’s missionaries expect
to have assured for them before they even depart from the
states, so building of facilities and all other forms of material



42 Give Me This Mountain

progress consisted of much ‘““making do,” waiting for time
to save up a bit of cash here and there for the most needed
improvements.

The Hardin family stayed in the home of the Reeses.
With wide eaves to protect the mud-brick walls, the con-
struction was sturdy and practical. We soon noticed that
the rooms had no ceilings, and we could look up into the
rafters and the under-side of the corrugated asbestos roof-
ing. Other houses were unceiled as well, either because
there was no money for making ceilings, or because of the
improved circulation of air. Privacy was somewhat lessen-
ed, but we merely spoke more softly., We simply could
not imagine how long and hard our pioneer missionaries
had labored to construct their homes, and with what short-
ages and high costs they had struggled.

World War II had ended only four short years before.
From 1939, there had been almost no imports available to
the Rhodesians, and even after four years of peace, almost
everything was in short supply. Therefore, any car at all
was practically a luxury, an old-fashioned pump so much
better than drawing water hand-over-hand from a well, and
hand-made furniture of any sort at all an improvement
over sitting on the ground. When we arrived for our 1949
visit, we were not aware of the amount of hard work that
had gone into the facilities in which we found our mission-
aries living and laboring.

The Shorts had gone to Rhodesia 27 years before we
first met them there. The very first American missionaries
to arrive in the “bush” out of Livingstone, they had moved
their luggage from the railway siding via sledge, dragged by
oxen over trails through the tall grass and thornbush. Their
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first home was a mud hut, the windows and door covered
with burlap. As we sat in their comparatively modern house
at Namwianga in 1949, we listened by the hour to stories of
their earlier experiences. Their photograph albums, filled
with black and white snapshots, taken with an old-fashioned
Brownie camera, were as interesting as any movie or colored
slide report of a mission field that we might have seen any-
where.

When they obtained their first car, a Model T Ford,
missionary work seemed ready to progress at a faster pace,
but, explained brother Short, “We spent half our time sitting
by the side of the road repairing tires and inner tubes.”” Each
trip was certain to be plagued with one or more flat tires.
““Roads” were mere trails, and in the rainy season, one was
certain to sink into mud up to the axles.

The Shorts were caught in Rhodesia when the great
depression of the early 30’s struck. All but $25 per month
of their support was dropped, and there was no way that
they could get the money to travel back to their home in
Oklahoma. They had some cattle, they planted gardens,
and brother Short built Scotch carts, two-wheeled vehicles
drawn by donkeys or oxen, and sold them wherever he could.
Now by the time 1949 had arrived, they felt that they were
well fixed.

Namwianga’s principal activity was the school at which
all the regular secular subjects were taught in addition to
Bible. The church building was a hub of activity as well,
with daily chapel services and the usual Sunday worship and
Bible study. Many of the students were converted as they
became old enough to understand the gospel, and eventually
there were many who went into surrounding areas as
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teachers, taking the gospel with them. The missionaries
visited these schools and churches in the out-lying areas as
frequently as possible.

The missionaries at Namwianga and the other mis-
sions were devoted to the Lord and to their labors. Thou-
sands of miles from their supporting congregations, without
any personal contact with their elders other than letters,
they were self-starters, seeing for themselves the needs and
going about whatever it took to fulfill them. It went far
beyond working to earn a paycheck, it was serving the Lord
with wholeness of heart.

Mid-mornings and mid-afternoons were tea times —
that old English custom adopted by Americans in an English
colony. It was the month of October, sometimes called
“suicide month” because the heat is unbearable before the
beginning of the rainy season of the summer, but those
steaming cups of sweet tea with milk were ever popular. We
were used to drinking icy cold drinks in hot weather, but
there were no refrigerators in Namwianga, and we were
assured that hot tea really had a cooling effect. The hot
drink made one perspire, and the evaporation of the per-
spiration made one feel cool. At least that was their theory.
With my metabolism or whatever, hot tea only made me
hotter, but I did learn to like the taste of it.

One day as we were having tea with the Reeses, a
fly fell into brother Reese’s cup. He took his spoon and
dipped out a spoonful of the tea along with the offending
insect, then continued to drink his tea. Noticing that we
had observed the little incident, he asked us if we could
tell the difference between an Englishman, a Rhodesian,
and a Scotchman. Of course we didn’t know, so he
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explained, ““If a fly falls into an Englishman’s tea, he asks for
another cup. If one falls into a Rhodesian’s tea, he dips it
out as I did. If one falls into a Scotchman’s cup, he reaches
in for the fly, wrings it out, and then drinks his tea.” Al-
though I remained in the Englishman’s category as regarding
flies, I had to learn to be less squeamish about insect life, for
we were to live for many years in houses without screens.

The Hobby family, with their S young children, were
sweetly devoted people. Each child had been assigned re-
sponsibilities which were carried out beautifully, right down
to the smallest toddler. Brother Hobby was a serious-minded
sort of fellow, quiet and unassuming. He always excused
himself at exactly 9 o’clock from whatever was going on so
that he could go to bed on schedule, and be rested and ready
to arise on the dot of his appointed hour in the morning. Un-
usual as his habit seemed to those of us who were less regi-
mented, we had to admire this diligent man who has accom-
plished a great deal of work for the Lord, especially in trans-
lating the scriptures into the local dialects. The Hobbys and
sister Myrtle Rowe, a widow, had first arrived in Namwianga
in 1938. Sister Rowe’s book, Silhouettes of Life, tells of her
experiences in the mission field. The only other books about
any of our mission work in the Rhodesias are, The Dew
Breakers, by Dow Merritt, and, Mother of Eighty, a com-
pilation of sister Augusta Brittell’s letters written from Sinde
Mission to friends and relatives in the states. There is so
much more that could be told, but perhaps our pioneer
missionaries were so busy doing the work that they never
took the time to write about it.

One of the perils of a long, rainless winter is fire.
Sometimes the black people set the grasslands alight,
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believing that it is good for the land. It is true that the first
green shoots that appear in Spring are on burnt-over areas,
but this is a doubtful benefit. On a Sunday afternoon, just
as we were finishing our dinner with the J. C. Reed family,
word came that there was a big grass fire threatening to get
out of hand on mission property. With no fire department
within a hundred miles or so, fire fighting was naturally a
do-it-yourself job, so the missionaries rounded up some of
the bigger school boys and all went to the scene of the
blaze.

In a letter written to his parents, John wrote: “They
broke off branches from the trees and beat the fire with
them . .. The black boys didn’t know how to work to-
gether, and needed someone to keep them working, In
fact, they don’t care if the grass does burn, so we had a hard
time with our spot. We would almost get it out and then
the wind would come up and we’d lose all our advantage.
Finally, however, we all concentrated at the up-wind end
and gradually beat it out until we ran it into a creek bed
where it couldn’t burn. I had my movie camera along and
got the first pictures of grass fire any on this mission had
taken.”

John was teased about taking pictures in order to
get out of doing some of the fire-fighting, but all agreed
that the pictures were worth while. The last part of the
film was of all the boys who had helped, and one of them
spoke up and said, “We be famous in America now.” He
figured that their picture would be shown over there, as
indeed it was.

We had thought that Namwianga was the end of
everywhere, but we learned that the Dow Merritt family
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lived in Kabanga, another 50 miles away, really the end, for
even the road ended there. By comparison, Kalomo with its
half dozen buildings was the big city. We did not visit
Kabanga at this time, but the Merritts came to Namwianga
to visit us. Helen Pearl Merritt is the daughter of sister Ottis
Scott whom our menfolk had met in Cape Town. Her
father was Roy Scott who died before his daughter was
born. Ottis later married Roy’s brother George who be-
came Helen Pearl’s “wonderful papa”, as she calls him.
From the first time I met her, I have always thought that
Helen Pearl is one of the sweetest Christians, with a per-
petual smile playing around the edges of her mouth as if she
is thinking beautiful thoughts.

REFLECTIONS FROM THE PRESENT

There is one main reason why these early missionaries
accomplished what they did and still managed to live hap-
pily and successfully under trying, primitive conditions. It
is because they saw the need of being where they were, and
when they went to work, it was with the idea of making it
their home for a long time. It was looked upon as a life-
time proposition, not a two or three-year stint. Surely
there is good to be done in two or three years, but it is
really only at the end of that amount of time that mission-
aries have become acclimatized, have come to know the
customs and the thinking of the people, and can begin to do
more effective work.

There is a certain aura of adventure and even glamor
surrounding missionaries, especially when they make their
visits “‘back home”. Once, when I was a small child in the
Lutheran church in which I was raised, a missionary family
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were visiting, and the lady spoke to the Sunday school
children, telling us fascinating stories of interesting people
in far away places. Missionaries, I thought, must be nearly
perfect people, floating on a sort of sanctified cloud,
doing wonderful things for grateful people who were always
happy to hear about Jesus and lived happily ever after.
Perhaps all returning missionaries tend to relate the success
stories and the outstanding incidents rather than the daily
routines and the frequent disappointments.

The truth about missionary work is that it is just
that — Work! It is a vocation, not a vacation. It occupies
one’s thoughts and activities every waking moment of the
days and nights. It can be thrilling and it can be discour-
aging. It can be trying and it can be rewarding, but it is
never easy. Paul knew that when he admonished the
Ephesians in chapter 4:1 to “walk worthy of the vocation.”

In October, 1949, we were beginning to realize how
hard missionaries sometimes work. There had been no
missionary courses that we could have studied — those were
written later. Earlier missionaries simply got fired up and
went! We bungled things at times, and we either got dis-
couraged and went home or stayed with it and made a go
of it. This was one of the branches of SHK, or the School
of Hard Knocks with a major in the school of experience.
On the mission field, you deal with humans, just as in the
church anywhere; humans with their faults and foibles.
The unconverted are human. The newly converted are
human. And, believe it or not, missionaries are human
and have their problems too. It’s a wonderful life, but
it isn’t heaven on earth.

Many years after the fact, as I sit in Abilene, Texas,



Cape Town to Bulawayo 49

recalling 1949, I think of the great number of missionary
courses available in our universities today, and in addition,
there are mission forums, mission study groups, and “appren-
tice” programs such as AIM and MARK in which young as-
piring missionaries can gain experience in the field for up to
two years. Who knows then, but what God was using our
lack of visas as a means of bringing us to mission points
where we could observe first-hand what our predecessors
were doing. After all, He knew how ‘“‘green” we were. Per-
haps He was helping us to gain a cushion against all the mis-
takes He knew we were prone to making. We didn’t see it
that way then, but I believe that’s how it worked out.

SINDE

Time passes at the same rate in the southern hemi-
sphere as in the north, so birthdays roll around, and while we
were visiting at Sinde Mission, mine caught up with me. I
shared my birth date with my father-in-law, and on this
occasion, John wrote to his folks, “For Bessie’s birthday, we
made a trip in Orville Brittell’s old truck to Senkobo to put
Eldred Echols on the train for Kalomo for him to pick up
some of his belongings to take to Bulawayo (we return there
tomorrow), and then we went on about 7 miles farther to a
village to see what village life can be like. It was a rough
trip over roads (?) that are actually footpaths. The school
teacher in the village is a Christian, and he showed us around.
We saw the women pounding their meal. Our white women
tried it too.” (We white women decided that pounding meal
with a heavy pole used muscles we had never developed.)

Back at the house where we were staying, I was called
out to the front porch to see that I had visitors. Gladys and
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Elaine Brittell brought along several of the little children
from the orphanage. They all recited the books of the
Bible in English, sang a couple of children’s hymns, and
then sang ‘“‘Happy Birthday” to me. That was my 30th
birthday, and 1 will always remember those little black
children and their songs. I have forgotten most of my
other birthdays.

John’s letter to his folks continues: “The whole
batch of us ‘Yanks’ went to Livingstone on Sunday. We
worshipped at the native church there and I talked. We had
to use two interpreters because both Citonga and Ciloza are
spoken.” This, of course, proved to be the first of hun-
dreds of sermons preached by John and interpreted into
many different native languages. '

That Sunday afternoon, we visited Victoria Falls.
Coming up on the train, we had seen from the bridge a
mere trickle of water, but other parts of this mile-wide falls
were running fuller. The season was exceptionally dry and
the flow was minimal, but as John wrote, ‘“We saw enough
to realize what a place of grandeur it is. We men climbed
down one end of the gorge to the bottom. It was real work
coming out! Then we drove around to the other end and
saw where most of the water was falling . . . in the rainy
season when the river is running full, the spray can be seen
clear to Sinde which is 25 miles distant.” (This is true,
and during a later visit, we saw it in that condition.) “Ba-
boons abound there and one or two climbed on the car
and stayed there with the women and children inside.”
(If you have seen the fangs of a large baboon, you under-
stand why we hurried to the car and closed the windows.)

Kent and Don were feeling unsettled. One day, Kent
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laid down his spoon during the middle of a meal, put his
elbows on the table, rested his chin in his hands, sighed
deeply and said, ‘“We just move and move and move.” He
seemed to have been enjoying all of the events of our travels,
but we could tell by this reaction that he was needing to
settle down to a place he could call his own. Don, too
little to express himself with words, became, to quote Way-
mon Miller, “The screamingest kid I have ever seen.” Don
had been a sweet little fellow, but all of the restrictions,
the crowded places, the new people, and the new foods,
were just too much. Frustrated, he would stamp his little
feet, throw back his head, and scream. For a while, only
his parents could love him, but in time, when we were settled
more permanently, he once again became our little sunshine.

Kent, now nearing age 4, was a great observer. From
babyhood, he was content for hours to watch activities,
whether traffic on the street outside our window, animals in
the game park, men working on the road — he gazed intently,
a wise look on his face as he allowed his active mind to soak
up knowledge. While at Sinde, he had his first major biology
lesson. We had all been watching the dipping of the cattle
against ticks and other insects. One of the cows was very
ill, so Orville decided to end her misery with a bullet. When
he performed an autopsy on the cow, there was a calf inside
her. It was dead, of course, but the experience made a last-
ing impression on Kent and was the basis for many later
questions which helped us to explain to him those facts of
life that little boys and girls need to know.

ORPHANS
The work at Sinde consisted mainly of three efforts:
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the school, run much the same as the one at Namwianga,
the evangelistic efforts in the surrounding areas, headed
mainly by Orville Brittell, and the orphanage run by
Orville’s mother and sisters, Elaine and Gladys. The orphan-
age was unique, the only one of its kind in the African
mission work.

Usually, the black folks in Africa have no need for
orphan homes because children whose parents have died
are looked after by relatives. Most of the babies brought to
Sinde were tiny ones whose mothers had died in childbirth
or soon after. Not knowing anything about bottle feeding,
and not having the equipment for it if they had known, the
people knew that babies whose mothers had died would
soon die also. It was not uncommon to bury a newborn
along with its deceased mother because there was no chance
of its survival. The Brittell women began a campaign to
save these babies, and soon the word got around to the
villages far and near. Many babies arrived in too weak a
condition to be helped, but others were nursed tenderly
24 hours a day by these devoted women,

The lives of sister Brittell and her daughters shine as
beacons, down through the years. Plagued by constant
shortage of personnel and funds, severely overworked by
the care of many sickly infants, and opposed in their
methods by the colonial Northern Rhodesian government,
they persisted throughout many years to continue in the
work which they saw before them. It wasin 1946 that the
Brittell family started the orphanage, and from that time
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