Pretoria

Beyond rolling grasslands north of Johannesburg lies
the city of Pretoria, executive capital of South Africa and
capital of the Transvaal Province. It is the location of
numerous foreign embassies, and the various structures
that house all of these offices and residences, plus the
homes of the Prime Minister, State President, and many
government officials all lend to the creation of a beautiful
city. Approximately one-fourth of Pretoria’s population
are civil servants. The University of Pretoria, the Uni-
versity of South Africa (Unisa), the teachers’ college, and
fine high schools add to its prestige.

The main part of white Pretoria lies in a saucer-like
depression with its numerous suburbs spilling over and
beyond the kopjies and ridges that form the rim of the
saucer. Some cities, such as Cape Town, owe a part of their
beauty to natural settings, but Pretoria sprang from the
grassy veld and has been made beautiful by its architects
and its gardeners. Early settlers in the 1850’s began build-
ing in the area now called Sunnyside, where water was
plentiful and the soil was rich. Today, some 50,000 jaka-
randa trees line its streets, creating in the month of October
a fairyland of mauve blossoms. Limitless varieties of
shrubs and flowers grow everywhere in people’s gardens
and in parks. To be sure, there are parts of Pretoria that
are ugly and unkempt, but much of the city is splendid.

Around the perimeter of Pretoria are a number of
industries, particularly Iscor (iron and steel), and nearby
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is the Premier diamond mine. Close to the city is Voor-
trekkerhoogte (an Afrikaans name, literally “Pioneer
Heights™), a large military training base.

On a hill just out of Pretoria is the Voortrekker
Monument, strong and sturdy as the hardy pioneers them-
selves, rising importantly on the skyline to remind the
Afrikaner of his victory over the Zulu armies of Dingane.
That famous black chief had treacherously massacred
Piet Retief and 71 white companions plus their retainers
and grooms, and all in all, he and his fierce warriors posed
an almost insurmountable threat to the doughty pioneers.
Ten months after the massacre, Andries Pretorius, with
463 fighting men, was prepared to go to battle with the
Zulu. Sarel Cilliers led the commando in prayer and vowed
that if God would grant them victory, they would conse-
crate the day as a Day of Deliverance. December 16, 1838,
dawned bright and clear, revealing 12,000 picked Zulu
warriors, sitting down in closely-packed lines, watching
the Boer camp. The Trekkers were out-numbered 25 to 1,
but their hail of buckshot and elephant-ball felled the
Zulus as they rushed in, rank after rank, their assegais in-
effective against the Boers in their laager. Dingane’s army
was scattered, the blood of the wounded and the dying
so tainting the river that the event is to this day known
as the Battle of Blood River.

No white man lost his life in the Battle of Blood
River, and only two were wounded. The Voortrekkers
kept their promise to God and set aside the sixteenth of
December as “one of the most sacred in the South African
calendar.” First called Dingane’s Day, it has since been
renamed, “The Day of the Covenant.” On that day each
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year, great numbers of Afrikaners gather at the monument
from all over South Africa, in solemn remembrance. In the
top of the monument is a small aperture situated in such a
way that at noon on December 16, the sun’s rays gleam
through it and down onto a memorial cenotaph.

The Afrikaans people are proud of their heritage. In
the city of Pretoria, the Afrikaans population far out-
numbers the English-speaking sector of white people. It
was to this city that we had decided to move in early 1960,
and we were coming from periods of service in Johannes-
burg, Port Elizabeth, and Benoni, where the English-speak-
ing sector was considerably greater in proportion.

WE ARRIVE IN PRETORIA

The month was May, the year 1960. We’d landed
our Chevy station wagon at Cape Town and driven up-
country by way of the beautiful garden route from Cape
Town to Port Elizabeth and then up through the Transkei,
and at last we drove into the yard at 774 Church Street,
Arcadia, Pretoria. This was to be our home for the next
5 years! The house had once been a mansion, built, so
elderly neighbors told us, by a man of means for his dearly
beloved wife, early in the century. The church had pur-
chased the property, not for any beauty of the house as
we found it, but for the large grounds upon which there
was soon to be a church building.

The front lawn with its flower borders and its two
large palm trees was passable in that neighborhood of fine
old homes with their beautiful gardens and well-kept walls
and fences. The rear portion of the house and grounds,
however, was incredibly ugly. Huge stumps attested to the
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fact that there had once been a beautiful yard, and residents
of long standing remembered when there were fruit trees
and other beauties gracing the property. The big house had
once served as a nursing home, and the entire ground be-
hind it had been a graveled parking lot. Surrounding the
property was a sagging wire fence and bent iron posts of
the kind used in farm fencing.

The Carl McCullough family had been living in the
house and had restored it to a reasonable state with paint
and colorful curtains. The ceilings were very high — the
stairs to the upper-story boasted 23 steps — I know — I
climbed them enough times. (Today’s two-story house
has 15 or 16 steps in its stairway). The main living room
was spacious and opened with double doors into another
room at the front of the house (now to be used as a study)
and into the dining room at the back.

The kitchen left much to be desired. Someone had
painted the walls with fire-engine red enamel, but at least
that created a washable surface which was necessary because
the old Esse anthracite cookstove belched clouds of acrid
smoke whenever it was opened for fuel. The kitchen and
dining room were so badly arranged that I walked at least
a mile every time I prepared a meal. The floor was ce-
ment — and you’ve guessed it — polished with red polish!

Now that our boys are grown, we all look back with
nostalgia at the years in the old house. Everyone had
plenty of room, and nobody had to be warned against
damaging something fine and new. The younger boys
found the bannister unsuited to sliding, but the hardwood
stairs themselves made a good, if bumpy, slide. There was
ample room in the yard for all sorts of pets, and Nic Dekker
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helped Don to build a good pigeon loft out of used bricks.
We were close to the Arcadia primary school, and bicycles
were accepted transportation to the high school. Bus ser-
vice ran at 20-minute intervals past our address and into
town.

This was the second property the Pretoria church had
acquired. The first consisted of a large plot with three
houses at the corner of Church and Hamilton Streets, and
drawings had at one time been made for a possible building
to be constructed there. The city was rapidly growing up
around the Hamilton Street area, and it soon became ob-
vious that noise of traffic and limited parking space would
make it impractical to put a church building there. The
church at Peak and Eastside Streets in Dallas, Texas, had
invested in the first piece of property, and when that was
sold, the money was put to use in the purchase of the
second one.

The school year was already about three and a half
months along, so our first concern was to get the four
school-age boys enrolled: Kent in the Pretoria Boys’ High,
and Don, Brian, and Neal in Arcadia Primary. Both schools
had excellent reputations. We credit the head-mistress of
Arcadia Primary, Miss Matthews, for the extremely high
standards of that school,not only in scholarship, but in at-
titudes, behavior, manners, and sportsmanship. She knew
all of her scholars by name, knew much about them, and
never forgot them. They dearly loved her. Every school
ought to have at least one “Miss Matthews.”

We had been living in Johannesburg when the Gard-
ners and Pettys had begun the Pretoria work in early 1951.
Gardners had moved to East London in mid-1952, and in
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December 1954, Martelle Petty was Kkilled in a motorcycle
accident just two or three blocks from the new church
property. Leonard Gray had then filled in for several
months until the McCulloughs arrived in 1955. In 1960,
then, the church was just over 9 years old.

THE WORK BEGINS

Attendance at Sunday morning services was running
at about 60, and at this time, the Pretoria congregation was
one of the largest in the country. From it had gone Conrad
Steyn and Andy deKlerk to attend colleges in America and
return to become ministers to their own people in other
South African cities. Phil Steyn and Brian van der Spuy
were still in the states and due to return soon. Other men
were becoming promising speakers, particularly Phil Theron,
Jr., who very capably preached in the Afrikaans language.
Hank Pieterse spoke well in either English or Afrikaans,
and ‘“Papa Bill” LeGassick loved nothing better than to
“give a little exhortation,” as he called it.

Among the men of the Pretoria congregation in 1960
were Hank Pieterse, Gavin DuToit, Phil Theron, Sr., Phil
Theron, Jr., John Fair, R. Hudd, Fred Pretorius, Bill Allen,
Bill LeGassick, Hekkie van Staden, Nic Dekker, Andrew
Venter, Glenn Gillespie, George Kruger, Pierre duPreez,
Ronnie Pretorius, Mervyn Blythe, Eric Elliott, Charlie
Jahnke, and Janssen Uys. Gordon and Ivan Uys and Ar-
mand Verster were older teenagers, and among the younger
boys were our own Kent and Don, Izak and Martin Theron,
and Raymond and Graham Elliott. Among these are the
names of some who have died, some who are no longer in
the church, and some who, throughout the many years,
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have been faithful servants of the Lord in Pretoria.

“Blallen’s here,” became almost a daily shout from
our youngest son, Gary. Bill Allen (shortened to Blallen
by a two and a half year-old), an electrician by trade, owned
a small appliance store at the edge of Pretoria. Bill fell into
the habit of stopping by our home on his way to the shop
each morning, usually drinking a cup of coffee with John in
the study. He was a talented story-teller and he regaled us
daily with his newest tale. Bill was a fine Christian, but he
had a serious fault — he was too soft-hearted. Because he
had a ready ear for customers’ hard-luck stories, he even-
tually had too many people owing him too much money,
and he was forced into insolvency. This was the greatest
test for a Christian, for legally he had the right to write off
all of his debts, but he chose not to do so. Instead, he and
Anne both found employment, lived frugally for several
years, and paid off every cent they owed. Bill’s actions
were a sermon for everyone to see, and God has blessed
him since that time, for Bill went into educational work in
technical fields and did very well.

ROCKY ROADS

The church of the Lord on earth, among humans, will
always have some difficult times. Pretoria had had its share.
There were many faithful members, but there had been hard
feelings arising from personality clashes and differences of
opinion so that some were weakened and discouraged. John
recognized that before we could hope to add many new
members, it would be necessary to clear up the existing
problems, so we began to do a great deal of visitation work.
With careful preaching designed to instruct Christians on
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proper behavior toward one another, we began to see some
good results.

Beautiful buildings do not assure great congregations,
either numerically or spiritually, but there are too many
disadvantages to having no building. At the original prop-
erty at Church and Hamilton Streets, one of the three
houses had been used as a meeting place, one as a home
for the preacher, and one for Sunday school and social
functions. When the transaction for the second property
was made, the congregation once again had to meet in
rented halls, and before we were able to occupy our own
building, we had to move three times. The last of these
halls was a fairly good one across the street from the big
hospital. It was large enough to accommodate the con-
gregation, but we had to improvise places for Sunday
school classes, sometimes meeting on the lawn, and even
having small classes in cars. Two Afrikaans classes were
set up for small children who could not understand English.

Among our faithful members were Armand Verster
and his sister Marie. Their parents were also members but
had problems which kept them away, and they did not
encourage their children. Armand and Marie usually had
no trouble being permitted to attend the morning service
but were sometimes forbidden to go to the evening one.
Quite often they ate Sunday dinner with us, stayed the
entire afternoon, and attended the evening service before
going home. Armand drove an old car and some of our
boys often rode with him. One Sunday evening, as we
were climbing into the two cars, Armand called out, “I
have three of your boys.” We looked around and saw that
we had three, so off we went. When we arrived at the hall,
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we realized that Gary was not in either car.

It was time for the service to begin, and John was
both song leader and preacher, so George Kruger took me
in his car and made record time back to the old house. We
searched the grounds and checked all the rooms. No Gary.
We drove to the police station just two blocks away, and
when I dashed in and started to ask, “Has anyone found
a .. .?” the policeman interrupted, “Yes, he’s asleep here
under the counter.” Two black servant girls, off duty for
the evening, had found him wandering down the walk,
crying, and had presence of mind to take him to the police
station. We tried to find out who they were so we could
reward them, but they never made themselves known.

Soon after we were settled in Pretoria, we went to
visit Benoni, and were greeted warmly by our old friends.
No greeting was as ecstatic as the one we got from our
old pet, Scamp. She was all over us. She jumped into the
car through the tail gate, leaped over the middle seat and
into the front seat, knocked off my glasses, and broke
open a paper bag of sugar.

We were parked on Benoni’s new church property
in the Great North Road. After we left Benoni in 1959,
the church acquired that ground — an old dairy farm with
a barn, milk shed, and house standing on it. It had once
been on the outskirts of Benoni, but the town was growing
up all around it. By the time we saw it, some of the excess
land had been sold to the town of Benoni for a school, and
the brethren had plans for renovating the milk shed and
making a meeting house that would seat about 100, with
projected plans to make the barn over into a larger church
building at some future date.
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JOHN MANAPE AND THE BLACK CHURCH

In Pretoria, John was growing increasingly interested
in working with the black people. When Phil Theron began
preaching in Afrikaans for the white congregation once a
month, John began to use that time to visit the black con-
gregations in Atteridgeville. Brother Manape, a Sotho-
speaking black man, had first been put into contact with
brethren Echols, Petty, and Gardner in the early 50’s by
brother and sister Scott of Cape Town. These men had
worked together to a great extent before we moved to
Pretoria, but brother Manape was capable of doing much
on his own. He had been baptized in Cape Town in 1924
by the British brother Stevens. When he moved to Pretoria,
he was employed as a clerk in the Iscor (iron and steel)
compound, and began to share his Bible knowledge with
others. Long before he began to work full time for the
church, John Manape was preaching and baptizing. In
1974, John Hardin met a Jack Sebei who had been bap-
tized by John Manape 27 years before, in 1947. For many
years, brother Manape has been supported by the Lamar
Avenue church in Sweetwater, Texas.

In the 50’s, brother Manape was given a motorcycle
to assist him in his work, but he had an accident in which
a leg was severely injured and became the source of pain
ever after. As our association with him grew and deepened,
we appreciated him more and more for his faith and his
willingness to stand and interpret for hours at a time in
spite of the pain in his leg. Brother Manape has always
been an example of humble service to the Lord. With
great wisdom, he trained a number of members of his con-
gregation so that they can carry on without him. Born in
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the 1890’s, he was already a man of years when we began to
work with him. From 1960 until we left South Africa in
1978, the two John’s traveled many miles together, and
preached and interpreted many sermons and Bible lessons,
question-and-answer sessions, and private teaching sessions.
At the time of this writing, brother Manape is unable to
preach, mainly because of physical weakness. He cannot
stand, and he walks with what he calls a ‘“walking box,”
but he keeps a keen mind and is interested in all that goes
on around him. He began to study Biblical Greek when
over 70 years of age, and in a letter to me, dated in late
April, 1982, he was explaining to me the Greek source of
the word “evangelist.”

Brother Manape’s personal salary continued to come
from Sweetwater, but he always taught his congregation
that they must give of their means for the preaching of the
gospel. By 1974, the Atteridgeville congregation was partly
or wholly supporting 7 black men to preach in as many
places. At the same time they contributed monthly to the
publication of the “Christian Advocate.” Many of the
black people give “out of their deep poverty’ as did the
Macedonians.

WE GET A BUILDING

Mid-1960 saw a flurry of activity as final details were
cleared up before starting work on the new building.
Among our members was a plumber, Fred Pretorius; and
two electricians, Glenn Gillespie and Bill Allen. They had
presented their estimates which were much lower than non-
members’ estimates would have to have been. The building
society arranged a loan on the Turffontein building in
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Johannesburg without which it would have been impossible
for Pretoria’s building to be erected. The Pretoria church
was also granted a loan, so for a long time we were *‘strap-
ped” with the repayment of two loans. When the brethren
approached John with the request that he find money
from the states, he refused, saying that much of the down
payment had already come from there and that if the
members gave as they had been prospered, they would be
well able to make the payments. John was somewhat un-
popular because of his stand, and even more so when he
suggested that many could cut down or quit smoking,
attend fewer movies, and reduce other luxury consump-
tion. One lady, always very outspoken, lived up to her
reputation by asking, ‘“Brother John, what are you giving
up?” Brother John had never smoked, rarely went to a
movie, used his “luxury’ motor car as a “Gospel Chariot”
at his own expense, and as most missionaries do, led the
way in filling the contribution plate. One does not ef-
fectively answer vocal sisters with such a list, but John
told her enough to satisfy her. The Bible says, “Let a man
examine himself.”

With the building work practically on our doorstep,
we had a mess that lasted for months, but the work of the
church went right on. We became involved for the first
time in the duplication of tracts in African tribal languages,
the first of which was for the Venda brethren in the north-
ern Transvaal. John and Joe McKissick had first visited
there in late 1954, and since that time the church had
grown considerably, largely due to the tireless effort of
Samuel Ramagwede and those he converted. Ramagwede
had translated three English tracts into Venda, and we were
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busy cutting stencils and running off 500 copies of each.

When you type your own language, your fingers fly
over familiar letter combinations. Proof reading is easy
because errors in spelling and punctuation are readily
spotted, and omissions of lines or phrases are quickly
noticed in a careful reading. With a foreign language, typ-
ing is one-letter-at-a-time, and proof reading is a slow,
word-by-word process with special attention to spelling.
We typed dummy copies and mailed them to brother
Ramagwede for further proof reading, and after receiving
his corrected copies, we cut the final stencils and proof
read them again.

THE BUILDING TAKES SHAPE

In mid-August of 1960, the concrete foundations
were “thrown,” or as Americans say, “poured,” and from
the upstairs windows of the house, we could trace the
floor plan of the auditorium and classroom wing. South
African churches usually did not have special rooms for
Sunday school, and the city authorities had to be assured
before they approved the plans that we were not going to
run a kindergarten or parochial school. We, on the other
hand, were sorry that only seven classrooms were to be
built, but shortage of money was our problem, and we had
to be satisfied with plans for future additions.

Builders swarmed all over the property, and we lived
first in springtime dust and later in the summer mud that
surrounded us. We were assured that the work would be
completed in ample time for a wedding on January 7, and
that we should be able to celebrate our formal opening
shortly thereafter. When the annual builders’ holiday came
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along in December, we had serious doubts that the deadline
would be met. All builders take leave for three weeks,
and by law, only the contractor himself is allowed to do
any work. Our contractor worked a good bit during those
three weeks, and when work was resumed after the holi-
day, they really went at it hard.

The day before the wedding of Pierre duPreez and
Marion Pretorius, there was much finishing yet to be done.
Late that evening, the carpet people began to lay carpets in
the aisles and on the platform at the front of the audi-
torium. All night they worked, and as the carpet was laid,
our black janitor, Jacob, began to operate the new vacuum
cleaner. He had never used a vacuum before, and we forgot
to instruct him in the need to empty the bag. So he just
went on and on until the bag was over-full, and something
in the motor burned out. Then it was necessary to use
brooms and brushes to clean the fuzz and debris from the
carpet, and we only went to bed at 4:00 a.m. The next
morning, carpenters came to put down the base boards
and quarter-round over the edges of the carpet, followed
by painters with wood stain. Fifteen minutes before the
bride was due to enter at the front door, the painters dis-
appeared out the back door. We’d made it! Only half of
the window panes had been installed, but it was a perfect
summer day and we hoped the guests would think we had
sparkling clean glass.

I was so thrilled at having the new building, that
during the first week or two, I wandered there daily and
sat in one of the pews, just looking around, feeling happy
and thankful. The building was designed to hold about
220 people and the pews had been placed far enough apart
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to allow plenty of space to kneel comfortably for prayer.
There was maximum window space and a ceiling high
enough to give a spacious atmosphere. Best of all, we had
our very own baptistry and would no longer need to find
a suitable stream or drive to Johannesburg for baptisms.
The building was conveniently located, and as near to the
center of the city as possible so that members from all
areas had reasonably easy access to it. Church Street was
sometimes noisy, but usually not unbearably so.

Summer was drawing to a close, and the grounds were
not landscaped, but John used the large slabs of slate which
had formed a walk from the street to the front of the house
to lay a new walk from the house to the building. The
worst of the builders’ rubble had been hauled away, but
instead of doing a complete job of it, they had gone over
the ground with a heavy roller which flattened it but left
huge chunks of brick, concrete, squashed paint cans and
other rubbish through which a lawn could never have
grown. During the winter, we had work parties and cleaned
the grounds thoroughly, and in the spring, grass was planted.

John and I undertook the entire portion of ground
around the house and back to the driveway as our own
project. Having been a graveled parking lot, it needed major
work. We hired nursery people to come in with a plow and
turn all of the ground over. They planted a crop of buck-
wheat, and when it was a foot high, plowed it under for
green fertilizer. We then brought in several truckloads of
compost and mixed it into the sandy, gravelly soil, and
after smoothing it well, the nursery people planted runners
of a variety of grass called ‘“skaap plaas,” or ‘“‘sheep farm.”
Before long, we had such a thick stand of lawn that the



282 Give Me This Mountain

mower would stall in it.

My own project was to get beds of shrubs and peren-
nials established so that there would be beauty with a
minimum of care. With the addition of some borders of
annuals, we had a lovely yard after the first couple of years.
I was determined that for my last two years in Pretoria, 1
would have easy gardening so that I could sit down and
look at it and enjoy it. Tremendous bougainvilleas climbed
all the way up the two-story veranda and onto the roof,
their beauty and size camouflaging the deteriorating old
pillars and railings of the veranda. The builder, meanwhile,
had constructed an ornamental wall around the residential
portion of the property, but he must have been clean out
of funds, for he did such a poor job that within months
it began to fall down. Fred Pretorius and his son, Ronnie,
redid the entire wall with attractive brick and wrought
iron. In a neighborhood of well-established homes and
gardens, we felt it to be essential to be in keeping without
being pretentious.

LIFE IN THE EX-MANSION

The old house needed something to be done about it.
At almost every meeting of the men of the congregation,
the subject was brought up. Half the men were in favor of
spending a goodly sum on major renovation while the other
half thought it ought to be left alone and available funds
put back for the construction of a brand new house. The
upshot of the matter was that exactly nothing was done
except for emergencies. Anyway, every available cent had
to go on payments on the church building. The tile roof
of the house began to leak in several places, the worst
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causing John and me to have to move our bed. When tiles
were sought for repairs, they couldn’t be found. The
house was so old that the type of tiles used on it had gone
out of production many years before. Eventually some
were found in a junk yard and the repairs made. Another
time, a hard rain and windstorm came up from the west and
blew in one of the kitchen windows, frame and all. It was
rotten and had to be replaced.

The floors were uncarpeted and it was Jacob’s job to
keep them polished. They looked good, but close inspec-
tion revealed some splintering floor boards. Once, Jacob,
busy spreading wax polish by hand, ran a long splinter far
under a finger nail and had to go to the doctor to have it
removed. Another time, the boys were having great fun
with an old blanket, pulling each other across the floor at
speed. After one of them caught a splinter in his sitting-
down place, the blanket-pulling game was permanently
discontinued.

For a while, Kent had a friend who collected snakes,
and Kent also became a prospective herpetologist. He ac-
quired an old fish tank in which he kept 16 or 17 small
serpents, tightly covered, in his bedroom. He assured us
that they were non-poisonous and that they would be kept
enclosed. Except for a short period when he had a couple
of small night adders, he kept his word, but he wasn’t
allowing for the presence of a little brother. Apparently
Gary, aged about 5, peeked at the snakes and did not
properly replace the cover. Every snake escaped into the
house, and with the exception of one which Kent found in
his bed, they disappeared into the cracks around the base
boards and the stair posts. (That’s how old the house was).
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Happily I was not squeamish about animals, insects,
fish, or even snakes, as long as I could be assured that they
would not hurt us. I could handle white rats, hamsters,
guinea pigs, birds, and even snakes. Don’s racing pigeons
interested me, and when he was sick, I cared for them,
feeding them and cleaning the loft. His pet goose, “Loosie
the Goosie,”” was an all-time favorite and the best “watch
dog” we ever had. She stayed near the pigeon loft when
she rested, and when the pigeons were let out for exercise
and took off in flight, she ran across the yard with a great
flapping of wings, gaining all of six inches in altitude. She
had a running feud with Mac the mongrel, she pinching
his nose and shaking his head from side to side, and he
dashing behind her and grabbing for a tail feather or two.
Mac was rather like Walt Disney’s “Tramp,” tough and
worldly-wise. Whenever he saw one of us with the grocery
basket, he vanished around the corner of the house, only
to meet us at the corner store three minutes later. One
day shortly before we were to leave Pretoria, some children
came to tell me that Brian’s dog had been struck by a car
in front of the shops. When we left for the states, Goosie
had to be given to friends and eventually she was moved
to a farm where at last she could live out her days with
other geese.

The big old house was a great place for entertaining
large numbers of people. On the large grounds, we had
congregational gatherings for dinners and birthday parties,
and if the weather was bad, we could all go inside. The
ex-mansion must have once been furnished in the grand
manner, but its occupants in those days could not have
enjoyed it any more than we did.
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PRETORIA MEN AND THE CHURCH OF THE FUTURE

Ivan Uys became almost one of the family during his
last year of high school and later when he had a job in town.
Ivan admired John and wanted to assist him in all activities,
so he would come to supper with us and help with whatever
church work was on the go. When he turned 21, we had his
birthday party at our house because his parents’ home was
very small. Ivan wanted to be a singer, but he was com-
pletely deaf in one ear and tone deaf in the other.

Gordon Uys, Ivan’s brother, was a zealous young
Christian but did not have the time to come to our house as
often as Ivan did. He was willing to try almost anything,
and after a while he became a promising song leader. He
sometimes gave devotional talks, but in the early 60’s he
showed little of the potential that developed later when
he became an outstanding speaker, much in demand for
gospel meetings. Gordon married a Pretoria girl, Rose
Smith, went to SABS, and preached first at Pietermaritz-
burg, then at Durban.

Soon after we moved to Pretoria, the Philip Steyn
family returned from college in the U. S. to establish the
church in the city of Bloemfontein. If our dark blue
Chevrolet station wagon created a sensation by its very
size, imagine the impact made by the fire-engine red one
that Phil drove into our yard! Red was a popular color
of American cars in the 60’s, but in South Africa, it was
startling. Phil and his brother, Conrad, who was already
preaching in Cape Town, were some of Pretoria’s earliest
converts, so we were very proud of them. Phil and Lucy
moved into Bloemfontein in late 1960 to establish the
church and have remained there ever since. Phil eventually
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sold the red car to a funeral home where it was painted
black and used as a hearse, while the Steyn family began
driving a small continental car. Phil and Lucy are ideal for
Bloemfontein, since it is predominantly Afrikaans, but
Phil preaches in a most unusual manner, switching back
and forth between English and Afrikaans as though they
were all one language. At SABS lectureships he became
affectionately known as “die biskop van die Vrystaat.”

Pretoria produced some great preachers. If those
men were all in the Pretoria area today, that city would
indeed have the largest church in the country, or more
likely, several of them, but if so, there would not be the
churches in other centers where they have labored.

The Uys family produced another person of note —
Shirley van der Spuy. Brian van der Spuy and Shirley had
already gone to the states for education by the time we
were living in Pretoria. The entire Uys family had been
converted soon after the beginning of the Pretoria church,
and in 1954, Brian was baptized during the time that
Leonard Gray was filling in after Martelle Petty’s death.
When I requested that Brian send me an account of his
conversion and education, he wrote this gem: “Within a
few months (of baptism), Carl McCullough came over and
encouraged me to study further. He gave me 5 pounds
(about 14 dollars) and then Shirley and I went to East
London to work with the church there for one month,
September 1957, before leaving by ship for England and
New York. Votaw was in East London but was very ill at
that time — he gave me another 10 pounds. The rest of
the money we collected by selling a truck Janssen (Shirley’s
father) built up, selling everything we had and getting a
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scholarship from Freed-Hardeman College. We arrived in
New York after a weary month with no more than $10.00
in our pockets. A fat old cab driver turned down his meter
and showed us the city. Eventually we wired FHC for some
help and flew to Nashville, caught a bus and arrived at the
college, cold and sick and wet. I had slept in my only suit
two nights, and was introduced at chapel that way — no
wonder people looked at me funny. We had spent three
days in England on four sandwiches a day, ate well on the
ship, and again had a few sandwiches for the next two days.
We attended FHC October ‘57 to September ‘60, then went
to David Lipscomb and graduated October ‘61. That year
was paid for by an eye specialist who wished (to this day) to
remain anonymous and the church at Granny White Pike
has been behind us since that first day in October 1960 —
22 years. Last month the last of the original elders who
started supporting us passed away . ..”

When the van der Spuys first returned to South
Africa in 1962, they lived at Sterkfontein, then moved on
to Welkom when opportunities there appeared to be far
greater for the work of the church.

In the “News and Notes” of the Christian Advocate
for June, 1959, we find this report: A Pretoria couple,
brother and sister (John) Fair, were visiting their daughter
in Pietermaritzburg where they were contacted by brother
Tex Williams. Bible classes were being conducted in the
home of the daughter when the Fairs arrived for a three
week holiday. During their stay they were taught and
obeyed the commandments of the Lord and were added
to the church. The two daughters of the Fairs were also
baptized. Nola, the younger, is to move to Salisbury where
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she will worship with the church that meets there. Joan will
worship with the Pietermaritzburg church and Mama and
Papa came back to Pretoria to worship with us. We com-
mend brother Williams for his ability to teach through this
means and pray that this family might have a long and
useful life in the church of our Lord.”

Later, John Fair and the husbands of the two daugh-
ters, Des Lister and Arthur Engelbrecht, all served as elders.
John’s nephew, Ian Fair, also converted by Tex, eventually
was educated at Abilene Christian, returned and preached
in Pietermaritzburg and in Benoni, worked with the Natal
School of Preaching, and finally emigrated to America
where he is presently head.of the Bible Department at
ACU. Ian always uses his influence to further the mission-
ary efforts in South Africa. The Fair family has contri-
buted extensively to the growth of South African
churches.

THE UNION OF SOUTH AFRICA BECOMES A RE-
PUBLIC

On May 31, 1961, we saw the historic event of the
withdrawal of the Union of South Africa from the British
Commonwealth to become the independent Republic of
South Africa. It had been named ‘“Union” in 1910 when
the four provinces were united: Natal, Transvaal, Free
State, and Cape Province. The provincial divisions remain-
ed, and as is the case in the United States, certain govern-
mental responsibilities are provincial while others are
national in nature. Withdrawal from the Commonwealth
was no catastrophic event. Many changes had already taken
place long before 1961. The Afrikaner people had moved
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a long way from being “Boer,” or farm people only. Moti-
vated by the many disagreements with the British, begin-
ning when South Africa became a pawn to be passed be-
tween Holland and Britain as far back as the late 1700’s,
continuing through the 1800’s when the British tried to
dominate the areas where they settled, and culminating in
defeat by the British in the Boer War at the turn of the 20th
century, Afrikaners wished for nothing more than to be
rid of British domination. Political leaders arose, the
Nationalist Party was formed, and Afrikaans-speaking
people deliberately moved into every area of life: business,
banking, higher education, and all the professions. Before
1961, the armed forces, the police force, and public trans-
portation and communications systems were already man-
ned chiefly by Afrikaans people. Afrikaans and English
had long been the two official languages. So when the
nation became an independent Republic, it was a peaceful,
smooth transition.
May 31, 1961 fell on a Wednesday, the day when
John put out the weekly church bulletin which he called
the “Pretoria Preceptor.” He was moved by the events of
the day to write the editorial from which the following
excerpts are quoted:
“ . .. the echoes of the 21-gun salute heralding the
birth of the Republic of South Africa have hardly
died over the awakening city of Pretoria. Meintjies
Kop, on which the Union buildings are located is a
bare quarter of a mile, as the crow flies, from my
upstairs window from which I was looking as the
first gun fired . . . At the same time, the flag of the
New Republic was raised over the Palace of Justice
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on Church Square, exactly two miles from our home
and the church building, witnessed . . . by many
thousands who had braved the chill and wet of the
night to reserve their places for the ceremonies of the
morning.

“At exactly five minutes to seven, I was in front
of the church building where two C. I. D. men met
me to search the interior of the building, which faces
the route the State President is to take for his induc-
tion ceremonies, for possible assassins or other
troublemakers . . .

“And so dawns - wet as it may be at the present
writing - the new day for South Africa. A great
section of the people are fearful of the future while
another section are jubilant in the success in attaining
their ‘freedom’ from British imperialism. What is the
attitude of the Christian to be? What of the future
of the church in the Republic of South Africa? Are
we to be fearful, or jubilant? Do we close up shop,
or can we expect a fresh surge of growth spiritually
and numerically?

“I know this: . .. for most of us there will be no
perceptible change . . . Souls will be born into fami-
lies that know not the Lord; and souls will die daily,
never having heard the gospel of our Lord and Savior.
Our task will be just as great as ever. Souls need
saving in a Republic as well as out.

“Our members are made up of both Afrikaans
and English speaking people. It is only a matter of
circumstances that English is used more than Afri-
kaans in our religious services. It certainly has
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nothing to do with politics .. . We have no room nor
any sympathy for partisan political thinking in the
church of our Lord. We are Christians attempting to
do a Christian task of spreading peace and good will
among all races of people . . .

“I call upon this church, not only in Pretoria, but
in the whole of South Africa, not only not to allow
political feeling to dictate their attitude toward the
great work ahead, but to live, and above all, allow
their attitudes to be far above any racial, political, or
other lines so as to promote peace and harmony
among all peoples, and to see that we do our part in
spreading the truth to all sections of this new Re-
public of South Africa.

“An old era has closed, a new day has dawned —
but the work of the Lord’s church continues as of
old. PEOPLE TODAY NEED TO BE BROUGHT
BACK TO THE GOSPEL OF OLD.

“Christians, do not fail us in this hour.”

REPUBLIC DAY was a great day of pomp and cere-
mony. A huge parade was held, traveling from the Prime
Minister’s home, past our church building, all the way past
the Union Buildings to Church Square in the center of the
city. Twelve thousand military personnel lined Church
Street while limousines bearing the officials drove slowly,
accompanied by a mounted guard. For the parade, we
had a vantage point from the covered entrance of our new
church building. An unseasonal rain on that early winter
day refused to let up for even a moment. The service men,
standing at attention, were drenched and so were the
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horses and riders.

Our small boys were more interested in the horses
than in the officials in the limousines, and they could not
have understood the significance of the day. Late that
afternoon, we missed Gary, now 3. We found him in front
of the church building, barefoot, soaked to the skin, look-
ing hopefully for more horses. The next day he had pneu-
monia.

Life after the big day proceeded in the usual manner.
To the average citizen, there were few obvious changes,
and those that came were introduced gradually. “God
Save the Queen” was no longer sung at public gatherings,
but was replaced by a stirring anthem called “Die Stem
van Suid Afrika,” ‘““The Voice of South Africa,” some-
times sung in English, but more often in Afrikaans.

When the old British pounds, shillings, and pence
were replaced by metric Rands and cents, there was general
confusion. The British coinage had been cumbersome:
12 pence to the shilling, 20 shillings to the pound — school
children had quite a task learning to work arithmetic
problems, and John Hardin always got a headache when it
was time to work out his income tax. The laboring class
found the change most difficult, especially those who had
little or no education. When bananas were a penny each,
you got 12 for a shilling. Now suddenly, you had a new
coin which replaced the shilling but was worth 10 cents
and you got only 10 bananas for your coin. Many a cus-
tomer counted his coins and counted his purchases, mum-
bling and shaking his head, certain that he had been cheat-
ed, which sometimes he had.

Later the entire metric system was adopted and then
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everyone was confused. We suddenly had to buy petrol by
the litre, measure distance by the kilometer, calculate speed
by kilometers per hour and fuel consumption by kilometers
to the litre. I had just about begun to feel at home with the
system when we moved back to the U. S. where we went
back to gasoline by the gallon and distance by the mile.
Europe has long had the metric system. Sensibly, every-
thing is in multiples of 10.

1961 MARCHES ON

In June we had a great gospel meeting with John
Maples preaching, the attendance for the first time going
over the 100 mark. In July we ventured forth into our
first Holiday Bible School and had an average of about 62
children attending. We had advertised the school in a wide
area around the church building and were gratified by the
good response. Hank Pieterse and Rose Mary Smith took
leave time from their jobs to assist in the teaching, the
total staff numbering an even dozen. ‘“Auntie Vi’ Fair
was in her element as she prepared cool drinks and served
home-baked treats at break time.

Churches in other cities were seeing progress in one
way or another. Phil Steyn had baptized 7 in Bloemfontein
and was preaching via recordings over the Lorenzo Mar-
ques radio. Durban reported an attendance figure of 135
for a special event. A short-term preacher training school
for black men was held in Boksburg with 30 in attendance.
And Pat Boone, then at the height of his popularity, was
visiting South Africa and attended services in Port Eliza-
beth. His coming was unannounced, and John, in the point-
ed style of writing for which he was well known, said in his
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bulletin article, “The people who didn’t come that night
must have been chagrined when they found out what they
missed. But you know, the King of Kings is there every
Sunday, and other times too. I wonder if the same people
are chagrined when they realize that?”

Phil Steyn was scheduled to hold an Afrikaans gos-
pel meeting in Pretoria in September, so for many weeks
before then, we met on Friday nights to learn the songs in
the new Afrikaans books we had recently obtained. The
quality of the books left much to be desired. Most of the
songs were translated from English and American song
books, but even I, with my half-knowledge of Afrikaans,
could recognize the awkward phrasing of some of the trans-
lations. In addition to the translated songs, the book in-
cluded the slow, stately, traditional Afrikaans hymns.
We were handicapped by the fact that the print in the
song books was very small and hard to read, but we man-
aged, and by the time Phil came for his meeting, we could
sing pretty well.

Phil’s meeting was well received and well attended.
His lessons drew special attention because he had some
beautifully prepared flannelgraph illustrations that he
used to great advantage. Anyone who had not mastered
Afrikaans could follow the lessons through the flannel-
graph.

In November of that year, Phil Theron Jr. began
teaching an adult Bible class in Afrikaans. Although most
of the people in the city were able to understand enough
English to get along, there were many, including members
of the church, who could learn more and participate better
in discussions in their own tongue.
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The Theron family had lived next door to the original
church property on the corner of Church and Hamilton
Streets and had been converted by Leonard Gray during his
brief stay there. Phil, Sr. had suffered a severe heart attack
before we moved to Pretoria and had been given a year or
two to live. Often he felt bad, but he was always zealous
for the Lord. All but the oldest daughter of the family
were baptized, and Phil, Jr., Izak, and Martin have all done
some preaching, while “Popeye’ has steadfastly been a
dependable worker. Phil, Jr. preached full-time for a while
in Welkom and in Kempton Park, but perhaps the best
work he ever did was the Afrikaans teaching and preaching
in Pretoria. Phil, Sr. outlived the doctor’s predictions by
several years.

We began to think of 1961 as the year of the “down-
and-outers.” There were at least three men who came
looking for help who, after some conversations and some
financial assistance, friendship and fellowship, were bap-
tized. We recognized that these were difficult people with
whom to deal, but that they needed the gospel as much as
anyone. We had them working around the church property,
fed them, gave them clothing, and were as patient with
them as possible. When John ran out of clothes to give
them, Kent lent one of his jackets to a man so that he
could attend church services. (In 1961, a man didn’t at-
tend services without a suit coat or jacket). None of these
men remained with us for long, and the one even abscond-
ed with the jacket.

Living next door to the church building is convenient,
but it has its draw-backs. We had so many come knocking
on our door, asking for handouts, for money, for clothing.
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Often they smelled of strong stale tobacco or of liquor, but
John had a policy of helping anyone at least once. He
never gave them cash, but we often fed them, and John
gave away so many of his clothes that he hardly had enough
left to cover his own back. If the men needed a place to
sleep, he would take them to the Salvation Army hostel
and pay for a bed for a night.

A typical story these transient poor would tell was
that they had been working in Pietersburg, had had their
case of tools stolen, had lost their work papers, and now
here they stood in clothes too disreputable to wear for a
job interview. Why they used the name of Pietersburg
always remained a mystery because it is only a small city
on the road to Rhodesia. Several years later, in teaching
a ladies Bible class in Benoni, I was telling about these
experiences to illustrate a lesson on the subject of benev-
olence. I expanded on the story about the many who claim-
ed to have come from Pietersburg and added the comment,
“I don’t know what there is about Pietersburg.” A little
lady who was visiting the class piped up and said, “I’'m
from Pietersburg,” but she could not explain why the
transients used that city in their story.

Jesus said that the poor would always be with us,
and our experiences from living next door to the church
building and on a main street of the city taught us that
along with the poor are the pan-handlers and leeches, and
sometimes it is hard to sort them out so as to give help
where it is genuinely needed.

Traffic in Church Street kept life more than inter-
esting. It seemed pretty often that we would hear a familiar
screech of brakes and tires, then we’d listen to discover if
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there was to be a crash. A number of accidents, some slight,
some serious, occurred within a two-block area, but only
one turned out to be laughable. One Saturday afternoon,
a carload of people on their way to a wedding reception
had made a wide swerve, the door had swung open and the
driver had tumbled out (no seat belt!). The car, driverless,
went over the curb and plunged neatly between a light
pole and a stop sign, coming harmlessly to a stop in a
hedge. As we ran to see if we could help, the driver picked
himself up from the street, brushed off his suit, climbed
into his seat behind the wheel, and was quite annoyed
that we were concerned about his welfare. A tray of cold
meats being carried to the reception had flipped and scat-
tered its contents all over the interior of the car.

We had lived in Pretoria only a few days when Neal
went to the shop to buy himself a comb. Soon the delivery
boy from the pharmacy came running to tell us that Neal
had been knocked down by a bicycle. The tire marks went
all the way up his khaki trouser leg, and he had a shattered
baby tooth and a cut on his jaw that required stitches. An-
other time Gary was knocked over by a bicycle and had a
knot on his head the size of half a tennis ball.

In addition to the perils of a busy street and the
problems of indigent callers, we had an experience that was
both pitiful and funny. Don had planted a bed of cacti
and succulents near the side veranda. Late one afternoon,
we watched a drunk man stagger up East Avenue which
ran alongside of our house. Following him in the street was
a police van. As long as the man kept walking, they would
not take him in, but if he were to fall, they would lock him
up. We saw him wander through the gateway toward the
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house and supposed he would ask for help of some sort, but
before he could get to the door, the drink overcame him
and he slowly sank down into the cactus bed. Two police-
men picked him up and lifted him into the back of their
van, leaving us to imagine his predicament when he awoke
to find numerous spines needing to be removed from an
inaccessible spot.

“1962”

We broke with tradition concerning the holiday
season by having a gospel meeting beginning on the last day
of the year and continuing through New Year’s day and for
the first week in January, 1962. Leonard Gray was our
speaker and we broke all records for attendance, and had
a number of conversions and a great rededication of many
members. Our Neal was baptized at this time.

We were gluttons for hard work — just a week after
ending the gospel meeting, we had another Vacation Bible
School, having decided that since one a year had been good,
two a year would be better. The January VBS was a roar-
ing success because we had classes in both Afrikaans and
English. The mother of one visiting child said, “My daugh-
ter learned more Bible this week than in all the Sunday
schools she ever attended.” Being mid-summer, we had a
problem with heat, but Aunt Hettie LeGassick provided
cool drinks, the Pieterses donated a dozen watermelons,
and Miemie Theron presented us all with ice creams. Plans
were begun immediately for the July VBS and for the
translation of some materials into Afrikaans. Attractive,
colorful books from America were available in English
only, so the Afrikaans children felt neglected until we
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provided a fair substitute.

1962 was a high-point year in many ways. Atten-
dances reflected good interest and spiritual growth. People
were willing to work and cooperate in all the programs of
outreach. The new building was making a good impression
in the neighborhood, and the VBS’s were attracting many
children from all around. Later there were set-backs when
several families moved away. Some became disgruntled,
and there were problems in human relationships. But 1962
was a good year.

In early May we had another Afrikaans gospel meet-
ing with Andy deKlerk preaching. Andy was well known
for the excellent charts he had made for illustrating his
lessons. John did a great deal of serious advertising, but in
a moment of the corny humor for which he was known, he
decided to have some fun with his fellow-preachers all over
the country. Some months previously, a group of preachers
had been enjoying some time of relaxation and had photo-
graphed each other wearing a ridiculous big cap and making
funny faces. John had one of Andy, with the cap pulled
down so that his ears were made to stick out. He had it
processed for the duplicating machine, designed a front
cover for a real-looking bulletin, and printed Andy’s pic-
ture together with an invitation to come and hear him
preach. A few days before mailing copies of the real ad-
vertising material, John sent the joke edition to Conrad
Steyn, John Maples, and several other preaching friends.
Most of them recognized the joke, but John Maples, after
a chuckle or two, had second thoughts and is reported to
have wondered if John was really serious in publishing that
picture. All’s well that ends well, and the gospel meeting
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TWELVE YEARS IN SOUTH AFRICA

May 15, 1962, marked the 12th anniversary of our
entrance into South Africa, and John wrote an editorial in
the bulletin, reminiscing and accounting for the progress
that had been made. He estimated about 60 congregations
had been formed with around 3,000 members. Exact
figures are always impossible because the remote black
congregations simply do not communicate and give infor-
mation. By 1962, churches had property fully or partially
paid for in Johannesburg, Pretoria, Durban, Benoni, East
London, Port Elizabeth, Welkom, Harrismith, Woodstock,
and Rosebank, with Pietermaritzburg on the way with a
house and plot of ground for future development.

Most of the American workers were already on
second and third tours of duty: Leonard Gray, John
Maples, Roy Votaw, Gene Tope, Tex Williams, and our-
selves. South Africans in the work now included Tommy
Hartle and Conrad Steyn in Cape Town, Phil Steyn in
Bloemfontein, Basil Cass in Primrose, Andy Jooste in Port
Elizabeth, Ian Fair in Benoni, Johannes Potgieter in Dur-
ban, Roy Lothian assisting in Springs, Ivan Bezuidenhout
in Welkom, Andy deKlerk in Port Elizabeth, and numer-
ous black and colored brethren working on a part-time
basis in addition to John Manape on full-time. Lowell
Worthington was the newest arrival in Johannesburg.
Alex Claassen, who had been for a short time at Doon-
side and then at Johannesburg before spending some time
working in Rhodesia, had been killed in a motor accident.

In June of ‘62, John had a two evenings’ discussion
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with a man who represented a group who believe that Jesus
only is God — that there is no Godhead of Father, Son, and
Holy Spirit. Considerable interest was generated, but most
of all, John said that he himself was edified by the great
amount of study that he did in preparation, and knew
better than ever why he believed in the trinity.

A VISIT BY AN ELDER

Brother C. K. Money, one of the elders of the West
University church in Houston, Texas, which was contri-
buting regularly to our support, had corresponded with
John for some time. Upon John’s suggestion that it would
be a good idea for an elder to visit our work, brother
Money became interested and began to plan a two-week
trip to South Africa. John prevailed upon him to extend
the visit to 3 or 4 weeks so that he would have opportunity
to make a thorough study of the work being done, not only
by us, but by the churches elsewhere in the country. If
1962 was the highlight year of our 5 years in Pretoria, we
can safely say that the visit of Clay and Olga Money was the
highlight of 1962, and probably the greatest single event of
that five years.

We had met the Moneys on a visit at West University,
but at that time they were just one couple among many,
so we couldn’t remember what they looked like. John and
I stood on the balcony outside the old Jan Smuts air termi-
nal building and studied the passengers as they deplaned.
John spotted Clay, perhaps looking like a Texan. He said,
“I’ll bet that is brother Money!” 1 disagreed because the
lady in question was much too young. I was looking for
an elder’s wife to be wrinkled and gray. We learned then



302 Give Me This Mountain

that Clay’s first wife had passed away, and Olga was his
second wife, several years his junior, and younger than
myself.

We whisked them away as quickly as we could after
they came through customs, and only later did we learn
that Clay had the fright of a lifetime, sitting in the front
seat, facing the oncoming traffic on the “wrong” side of
the road. Before returning to Pretoria, we had to stop in
Benoni for the little funeral service for the infant daughter
of the Ben Schempers.

Safely in Pretoria after the perilous left-handed
journey, we put our guests into the warmest of the bed-
rooms — they had come to South African winter from the
middle of a Texas summer and would feel the cold. The
room had a floor of alternate grey and yellow tiles, and
according to the decorating fashion of the time, the walls
were of different colors: one red, one yellow, and two grey.
The curtains were predominately red and yellow — a real
boys’ bedroom that screamed at you as you entered. For-
tunately for Clay and Olga, they didn’t have to spend much
time in that room for we kept them very busy, but I groan-
ed inwardly when I discovered that Olga loved quiet colors,
particularly moss green.

The Moneys had some adapting to do when they
spent a month with us. They had two little girls who had
been left with a grandmother. Our six big, husky, hungry
sons created a beehive of activity to which they were un-
accustomed, and with ten people in a house with one
bathroom, we had to be cooperative. Clay and Olga were
overwhelmed by the huge bowls of food that went onto
the dining table every day, their contents disappearing as
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if by magic before their very eyes.

Clay loved to take walks to the grounds of the Union
Buildings. Although July is not the best month for dis-
plays of the massive flower gardens on its terraces, there
were enough in season to make a good showing. Pretoria
seldom gets much frost; it is 1,000 feet lower in altitude
than Johannesburg and Benoni and often as much as 10
degrees warmer.

It was Friday, June 29 when Moneys arrived. Satur-
day evening we had a welcoming party for them, and Sun-
day was a normal Lord’s day, but that was the end of the
leisure. The first full week of July, we had a black preacher
training school at the Pretoria building. The men met in
the auditorium and the ladies in one of the class rooms.
Clay taught on the subject of eldership while Olga taught
on ‘“elders’ wives” and did some teacher training. On
Monday and Tuesday of the second week, they visited
Phil and Lucy Steyn in Bloemfontein — Phil had preached
at West University before leaving the states for Africa.
Thursday and Friday, Clay taught white men on eldership
while Olga instructed pre-school Sunday school teachers —
her specialty. Olga has written a great deal of pre-school
teaching material and has tremendous artistic ability along
those lines.

During the third week, we had Vacation Bible School
each morning and other lecturing activities at night. Olga
taught the pre-school classes with Pretoria ladies assisting
and observing, and by the end of the week she was speech-
less with laryngitis. The fourth week, we had a gospel
meeting with Dick Clark from Rhodesia doing the preach-
ing. The Clark family stayed with us for 12 days since they
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were leaving for the states immediately afterward, so for
that period of time, we were 14 around the table.

Everything went smoothly with the 14 except when
the Clark’s little Richard drank Clorox. It was noon on
Sunday. Phil Theron had borrowed our station wagon for
the afternoon because his car was broken down, so we had
no transportation. While the rest of us panicked about
the Clorox, Adeline calmly gave her child a big glass of
milk. I phoned our doctor who said he wasn’t sure how
dangerous Clorox could be, so he would phone the pharm-
acist. Meanwhile, John phoned Phil to bring the car. Phil
threw down his dinner fork and knife, told Frances, “The
Clark boy has been poisoned,” and came with the car. The
doctor phoned back to say that Clorox could be dangerous
in quantity, so we had better meet him at the emergency
room immediately. Examination of the little fellow show-
ed no signs of damage and the doctor’s only prescription
was, “Give him a big glass of milk to drink!”

Moneys had planned to spend a couple of days in
Paris on their return to America, but we persuaded them
to use the time for a visit to the game reserve. We had
three days of peace and relaxation in nature and saw enough
wild animals to make the trip to Kruger Park really worth-
while. Clay and Olga collected a number of souvenir items
and turned their little den into an African room when they
got home. Ever afterward, they had a deepened under-
standing of the missionary work in South Africa, and at
the same time they developed a love for the country itself.
Best of all to us was that we all became fast friends ever
after.

The effect of a visit by an American elder was good.
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Elderships in South African churches were yet far in the
future, but it was a step on the way to seeing the need.
Olga made an impact on South African Sunday school
teaching that simply cannot be measured. Her use of a
wide variety of visual aids was an eye-opener to all of us.
She encouraged me to carry on with teacher training, con-
vincing me that I was able to do things I had thought im-
possible. When I told her that I wished she would be along
at a certain future training course, she said to me simply,
“You can do it.” I did.

It was during the visit of the Moneys that Phil
Theron, Jr. expressed an interest in full-time preaching,
and soon afterward, the West University church took up
his support.

Notes in the “Pretoria Preceptor’” for August 4,
1962, report that churches in other centers were going
ahead in various ways. Port Elizabeth had a VBS in which
their attendance figures were almost identical to ours. Ian
Fair, now preaching in Benoni, was holding cottage meet-
ings by the dozens, reaching out to many new people. The
Leonard Grays were leaving East London for about 8
months, and the Durban church was aiming at the figure
of 200 to attend their upcoming gospel meeting. John was
scheduled to hold gospel meetings in Port Elizat ~th and
Welkom, a youth camp was in the plans for October, and
also a gospel meeting to mark the completion of Benoni’s
new meeting place. The van der Spuys were to return from
America with Brian scheduled to hold Pretoria’s November
gospel meeting, Ivan Uys was to leave for Michigan Chris-
tian College within a month.

In November that year, Lowell Worthington, the
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preacher in Johannesburg, was seriously ill. He had con-
tracted a disease while in service during the Korean war.
It was apparently the cause of the problem at this time,
and his condition deteriorated so badly that the family
members were called to the hospital, perhaps to say good-
bye. Massive doses of antibiotics and thousands of prayers
turned the tide and Lowell slowly recovered.

YOUTH CAMPS

To write a chronological account of all that has
taken place in any one church would be boring except to
the few who were there when it all happened, but there
are always highlights of interest to all. One of the best
things ever done by any of our brethren was the beginning
of annual, and sometimes semi-annual camps for the youth.
Some of the congregations were very small, and the con-
sequent small number of young people could be discourag-
ing and often caused the youth to look too far afield for
friends and companions. If we told them they should
make friends with other Christians, they could well ask,
“What other Christians?” We told them that they should
look for marriage partners from among the Christians, but
the local churches were too small to offer much choice.
Youth camps brought about lasting friendships and even
romances — a real asset — plus the good Bible teaching
and relaxing times enjoyed.

John Maples was the first to hold a Christian youth
camp and invite young people from all over South Africa
to attend. (The Bulawayo, Rhodesia, brethren had con-
ducted successful camps in years past). In the camp at-
mosphere, with a number of congregations represented, the
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young people could begin to feel that the churches of Christ
were more than a mere handful. The first camps were at
Umtentweni, on the coast south of Durban. John Maples
later acquired property close to Durban and put quite a
lot of work into it, trying to make it a permanent camp-
site, but when the Maples left South Africa, this effort
died out.

With congregations scattered as far apart as Cape
Town and Johannesburg, a distance of 1,000 miles, and a
number of others from 400 to 700 miles away, different
solutions were tried during the coming years. If one were
to try to work out the geographic center so that everyone
would have the same distance to travel, he would find that
there was neither a suitable camping place nor a nearby
congregation to sponsor a camp. Umtentweni and other
places near Durban, as well as East London, Port Elizabeth,
and Cape Town are on the coast, and lifeguarded swimming
can usually be arranged. But it takes more than a suitable
location to make a successful encampment. Welkom, for
instance, has little to offer in the way of an interesting site,
but that congregation sponsored a great camp by having
an outstanding program of instruction, plenty of games
and activities, and wonderful food prepared, by the way,
by the men of the Welkom church. Someone had con-
tributed several sheep, so there was plenty of meat!

Most of the camps for white young people have been
held on the long Easter weekends because that is when the
greatest number of people can get away from schools and
jobs. With almost everything closed up from Thursday
evening before Easter until Tuesday morning afterward,
there are four full days available, though it often entails
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non-stop driving for hundreds of miles in order to make the
journeys. [Easter in the southern hemisphere comes in
autumn, and if Easter is late, it can be very chilly, especially
at night. When the camp was held on the grounds of the
Southern Africa Bible School out of Benoni, the nights
were bitterly cold. The school building had not yet been
built. Water was scarce, and temporary outdoor sanitary
facilities had to be constructed. In order for everyone to
be bathed before Sunday morning services, Benoni mem-
bers went with their cars and fetched loads of young people,
taking them to their homes to use the baths and showers.
Rather than try to cook at the camp site, the Benoni ladies
had organized the menus and cooked accordingly at home,
taking the prepared food to a central collecting point and
so to camp. Every camp bears fruit in the form of con-
versions and rededicated lives. It is also a time for fun,
and closing night usually features a talent show in which
skits and musical productions are performed, sometimes
for prizes.

Of necessity, the camps just described consist entirely
of white young people. Camps for black youth are de-
scribed in the section on the “Big Tent.”

PRETORIA’S PEOPLE

Among the Pretoria members, there was a good
amount of fun and fellowship. We often had guests in our
home by personal invitation, and sometimes the entire con-
gregation used our home as well as the grounds for get-to-
gethers. Often we would gather in someone else’s home for
an old-fashioned sing-song followed by tea and conversa-
tion. The Hardin family as such didn’t receive many
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invitations to other homes for meals, but we knew the
reason — most people didn’t know how in the world they
would feed so many hungry boys — but we were in many
homes for teas and snacks. Babs Pieterse made a specialty
of heaping plates of curry sandwiches. Babs worked for a
green grocer and often slipped a box of vegetables into our
kitchen. One exceptionally large carrot came bearing the
inscription, “Texas carrot,” courtesy of Hank Pieterse.
Amy Pretorius was famous for her home-baked bread, and
Carl McCullough used to wait by her oven until the frag-
rant loaves were ready.

The Pieterse, Uys, and Pretorius families had serious
health problems. Hank Pieterse had already had one foot
amputated because of a circulatory condition, and the
other foot gave a lot of pain. Amy Pretorius had an acute
thrombosis in a leg and developed a severe heart problem,
eventually having a series of pace-makers. Fred Pretorius
tried hard enough to work himself to death — he never
knew when to stop, and he suffered from a severe sinus con-
dition. Eunice Uys had multiple internal problems and
many operations, but she kept alive by sheer will power —
her son, Gordon, said she was too stubborn to die. (Doctors
admit there is more truth than fiction to the idea of willing
one’s self to live). Eunice was the life of whatever ward she
was in, and as soon as she was able to walk after surgery,
she was busy helping and cheering other patients. Janssen
Uys also had a severe heart condition and he died just a
day or two before we were scheduled to leave Pretoria for
America in 1965.

These were all among our faithful Pretoria members
in the early ‘60’s: Hank, Amy, Eunice, Janssen — all passed
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to their reward. Also among the regulars were the Theron
family, the older Therons now gone. For a long time,
Eunice’s parents, the LeGassicks, had been among our
hardest workers. ‘Papa Bill” had struggled all his life with
a quick temper, and after he became a Christian in middle
life, it would still flare up at times, but he did his best.
His education had been limited because he’d had to work
for a living since boyhood. When he served at the Lord’s
table, he loved to preach a little extra sermon about it, and
we cringed a tiny bit when he added an extra syllable to
the word “‘remembrance.” When Papa Bill served the Lord’s
supper, we always did it in “remembramence.” But Papa
Bill loved the Lord and we loved Papa Bill. Aunt Hettie had
worked so hard all of her life that the wrinkles had formed
deeply on her sweet old face, and her hands were ravaged
by work and rheumatism. She studied her Bible for hours
every day and was deeply concerned that she was not bear-
ing fruit for the Lord because people she invited to services
failed to keep their promises to attend.

Aunt Hettie LeGassick’s greatest victory was when
she finally was able to quit smoking. She had smoked for
many years, and whenever she tried to give it up, she be-
came violently ill, but she believed that she needed to quit
the habit. When she finally succeeded, she drew me to one
side in the foyer of the church building, and filled with
joy, she told me that she had done it — but that it wasn’t
really she but God who deserved the credit. What an ex-
ample to all those who say they cannot quit smoking!
Papa Bill and Aunt Hettie too have gone to join the hosts
on the “other side.”

Among those we remember in Pretoria is the shy little
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girl, Rose Smith, who became Mrs. Gordon Uys. Rose was
the only member of her family who had been converted,
and it wasn’t always easy for her to be faithful in her at-
tendance. But you could nearly always look around and see
Rose in the audience. Her most dreadful experience was
when we persuaded her to teach a Vacation Bible School
class. She said that she was too afraid to try, but we were
short of teachers and pleaded with her to take a class,
promising her that we would give her one of the easier age
groups. However, there were, among the visiting children,
a set of twins who needed to have been handled by an ex-
perienced teacher. We didn’t know about Rose’s troubles
until the week was almost over, but she came very near
deciding that she would never again teach any class, any-
where, any time.

As early as 1962, Gordon Uys expressed a desire to
work full time for the church, but he was still very young
and there was no way that he could be trained at that
time. It was a few years later that Gordon became one of
Southern Africa Bible School’s earlier students. Rose was
then still her shy self, not at all sure that she would make
a good preacher’s wife. Rose and Gordon both grew tre-
mendously in the Lord. Gordon became a capable preacher,
and Rose has even conducted teacher training schools for
the Sunday school program.

Time and space do not allow the telling of all the
interesting things that occurred in Pretoria during this
time, or that developed as a result of ground-work laid in
the early ‘60’s. There were long periods when we felt that
we were merely plodding along, sometimes making little
obvious progress. Yet there was fruit borne. The W. N.
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Shorts, who served for such a long time in Rhodesia, helped
us to see our work in the right perspective. When the fight-
ing became fierce in Zambia and much of our mission work
was either hampered or stopped altogether, I asked the
Shorts if they were not heartbroken to see the many years
of their labor brought to a halt. They calmly answered,
“No, only God knows how much good has been accom-
plished and what the final score will be. All we did was
what we were able to do. Nobody can do more than that.”
Paul knew it when he said he planted, Apollos watered,
and God gave the increase.

1963

If 1962 was a highlight year in the work, 1963 prob-
ably marks one of the greatest times for the family. After
Neal was fully grown and had been away from home for
some time, I asked him what he remembered as the best
thing that the family ever did together. After a brief hesi-
tation, he answered, “Our trip to Tanganyika.” It’s Tan-
zania now, but was Tanganyika then. Neal was 11, Brian
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