
P r e t o r i a

Beyond rolling grasslands north of Johannesburg lies
the city of Pretoria, executive capital of South Africa and
capital of the Transvaal Province. I t 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 abeautiful
c i ty. Approx imate ly one- four th of Pretor ia ’s populat ion
are civi l 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 asaucer-like
depression with its numerous suburbs spil l ing over and
beyond the kopjies and ridges that form the rim of the
saucer. Some cities, such as Cape Town, owe apart 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 Sunny side, where water was
plentiful and the soil was rich. Today, some 50,000 jaka-
randa trees hne its streets, creating in the month of October
a fa i r y l and o f mauve b lossoms . L im i t l ess va r i e t i es o f
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 anumber of
industries, particularly Iscor (iron and steel), and nearby
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is the Premier diamond mine. Close to the city is Voor-
t r ekke rhoog te ( an A f r i kaans name , l i t e ra l l y
Heights”), alarge military training base.

On ah i l l jus t ou t o f Pre tor ia i s the Voor t rekker
Monument, strong and sturdy as the hardy pioneers them¬
selves, r is ing importantly on the skyl ine to remind the
Afrikaner of his victory over the Zulu armies of Dingane.
That famous b lack chief had t reacherously 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 aDay of Deliverance. December 16, 1838,
dawned bright and clear, reveal ing 12,000 picked Zulu
warriors, si t t ing down in closely-packed l ines, watching
the Boer camp. The Trekkers were out-numbered 25 to 1,
but their hai l of buckshot and elephant-bal l fe l led 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
a s t h e B a t t l e o f B l o o d R i v e r .

N o w h i t e m a n l o s t h i s l i f e i n t h e B a t t l e o f B l o o d

P i o n e e r

River, and on ly two were wounded. The Voor t rekkers
kept their promise to God and set aside the sixteenth of
December as “one of the most sacred in the South Af r ican
c a l e n d a r ,

renamed, “The Day of the Covenant.
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First called Dingane’s Day, it has since been
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 asmall aperture situated in such a
way that at noon on December 16, the sun’s rays gleam
through it and down onto amemorial cenotaph.

The Afrikaans people are proud of their heritage. In
the c i ty of Pretor ia, the Afr ikaans populat ion 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.

W E A R R I V E I N P R E T O R I A

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
5years! The house had once been amansion, bui l t , so
elderly neighbors told us, by aman 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 achurch building.

T h e f r o n t l a w n w i t h i t s fl o w e r b o r d e r s a n d i t s t w o

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



2 7 0 G i v e M e T h i s M o u n t a i n

fact that there had once been abeautiful 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 anursing home, and the entire ground be¬
hind it had been agraveled parking lot. Surrounding the
property was asagging 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 areasonable state with paint
and colorful curtains. The ceihngs were very high —the
stairs to the upper-story boasted 23 steps —Iknow —I
cl imbed them enough t imes. (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 astudy)
and into the dining room at the back.

T h e k i t c h e n l e f t m u c h t o b e d e s i r e d . S o m e o n e h a d

painted the walls with fire-engine red enamel, but at least
that created awashable surface which was necessary because
the o ld Esse an th rac i te cooks tove be lched c louds o f ac r id
smoke whenever it was opened for fuel. The kitchen and
dining room were so badly arranged that Iwalked at least
ami le every t ime Iprepared ameal . The floor was ce¬
ment —and you’ve guessed it —pohshed 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 someth ing fine and new. The younger boys
found the bannister unsuited to shding, but the hardwood
stairs themselves made agood, 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 agood 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
t o w n .

This was the second property the Pretoria church had
acquired. The first consisted of alarge plot with three
houses at the corner of Church and Hamilton Streets, and
drawings had at one time been made for apossible 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 achurch 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
s e c o n d o n e .

The school year was already about three and ahalf
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 killed in amotorcycle
accident just two or three blocks from the new church
proper ty. Leonard Gray had then fi l led in fo r severa l
months until the McCulloughs arrived in 1955. In 1960,
then, the church was just over 9years old.

T H E W O R K B E G I N S

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 s t i l l in the s tates and due to re turn 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 Bil l” LeGassick loved nothing better than to

give alittle 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,
Ronn ie Pre tor ius , Mervyn B ly the, Er ic E l l io t t , Char l ie
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 adaily shout from

our youngest son, Gary. Bill Allen (shortened to Blallen
by atwo and ahalf year-old), an electrician by trade, owned
asmall 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 acup of coffee with John in
the study. He was atalented story-teller and he regaled us
daily with his newest tale. Bill was afine Christian, but he
h a d a s e r i o u s f a u l t - h e w a s t o o s o f t - h e a r t e d . B e c a u s e h e

had aready 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 aChristian, 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 asermon 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.

R O C K Y R O A D S
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 agreat 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 ameeting place, one as ahome
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 afairly 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 cl imbing 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 Idashed 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 apaper 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
abarn, 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 aschool, and
the brethren had plans for renovating the milk shed and
making ameeting house that would seat about 100, with
projected plans to make the barn over into alarger church
building at some future date.
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J O H N M A N A P E A N D T H E B L A C K C H U R C H
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¬
gregat ions in A t te r idgev i l le . Bro ther Manape, aSotho-
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 agreat 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 aclerk 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 aJack 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 amotorcycle
to assist him in his work, but he had an accident in which
aleg 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 atime 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 anumber 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 aman of years when we began to
w o r k w i t h h i m . F r o m 1 9 6 0 u n t i l w e l e f t S o u t h A f r i c a i n
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 akeen 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 aletter 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 7black 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
M a c e d o n i a n s .

W E G E T A B U I L D I N G

Mid-1960 saw aflurry of activity as final details were
cleared up before starting work on the new building.
Among our members was aplumber, Ered 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 aloan 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 aloan, so for along 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 i f 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 fil l ing the contr ibution plate. One does not ef¬
fectively answer vocal sisters with such alist, but John
told her enough to satisfy her. The Bible says, “Let aman
examine himself.

With the building work practically on our doorstep,
we had amess 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¬
e r n T r a n s v a a l . J o h n a n d J o e M c K i s s i c k h a d fi r s t v i s i t e d
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 spel l ing and punctuation are readi ly
spotted, and omissions of l ines or phrases are quickly
noticed in acareful reading. With aforeign language, typ¬
ing is one-letter-at-a-t ime, and proof reading is aslow,
word-by-word process with special attention to spell ing.
We typed dummy cop ies and mai led them to bro ther
Ramagwede for further proof reading, and after receiving
his corrected copies, we cut the final stencils and proof
read them again.

T H E B U I L D I N G T A K E S S H A P E

In mid-August of 1960, the concrete foundat ions
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 akindergarten 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
s u r r o u n d e d u s . We w e r e a s s u r e d t h a t t h e w o r k w o u l d b e
completed in ample time for awedding 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 agood 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 avacuum 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 c lean the fuzz and debr is f rom 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 aperfect
summer day and we hoped the guests would think we had
sparkhng clean glass.

Iwas so thrilled at having the new building, that
during the first week or two, Iwandered 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 ace i l ing h igh
enough to give aspacious atmosphere. Best of all, we had
our very own baptistry and would no longer need to find
asuitable 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 aclose, and the grounds were
not landscaped, but John used the large slabs of slate which
had formed awalk f rom the street to the front of the house
to lay anew walk from the house to the building. The
worst of the builders’ rubble had been hauled away, but
instead of doing acomplete job of it, they had gone over
the ground with aheavy roller which flattened it but left
huge chunks of brick, concrete, squashed paint cans and
other rubb ish th rough which a lawn cou ld never have
grown. During the winter, we had work parties and cleaned
the grounds thoroughly, and in the spring, grass was planted.

John and Iundertook the entire portion of ground
around the house and back to the driveway as our own
project. Having been agraveled parking lot, it needed major
work. We hired nursery people to come in with aplow and
turn all of the ground over. They planted acrop of buck¬
wheat, and when it was afoot 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 avariety of grass called “skaap plaas,” or “sheep farm.
Before long, we had such athick stand of lawn that the

9 5
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m o w e r w o u l d s t a l l i n i t .

My own project was to get beds of shrubs and peren¬
nials established so that there would be beauty with a
m i n i m u m o f c a r e . W i t h t h e a d d i t i o n o f s o m e b o r d e r s o f
annuals, we had alovely yard after the first couple of years.
Iwas determined that for my last two years in Pretoria, I
would have easy gardening so that Icould 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 cons t ruc ted an o rnamen ta l wa l l a round the res iden t i a l

portion of the property, but he must have been clean out
of funds, for he did such apoor job that within months
it began to fall down. Fred Pretorius and his son, Ronnie,
redid the ent ire wal l with attract ive br ick and wrought

In aneighborhood of well-established homes andi r o n ,

gardens, we felt it to be essential to be in keeping without
being pretentious.

L I F E I N T H E E X - M A N S I O N
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 agoodly sum on major renovation while the other
half thought it ought to be left alone and available funds
put back for the construction of abrand 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 repai rs , 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 ajunk yard and the repairs made. Another
time, ahard 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 along splinter far
under afinger 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 asplinter in his sitting-
down place, the blanket-pulling game was permanently
d i s c o n t i n u e d .

For awhile, Kent had afriend who collected snakes,
and Kent also became aprospective 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 ashort period when he had acouple
of small night adders, he kept his word, but he wasn’t
allowing for the presence of alittle 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 Iwas not squeamish about animals, insects,
fish, or even snakes, as long as Icould be assured that they
would not hurt us. Icould handle white rats, hamsters,
guinea pigs, birds, and even snakes. Don’s racing pigeons
interested me, and when he was sick, Icared 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 agreat
flapping of wings, gaining all of six inches in altitude. She
had arunning 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 atail feather or two.
Mac was rather l ike 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
t o m e e t u s a t t h e c o r n e r s t o r e t h r e e m i n u t e s l a t e r . O n e

day shortly before we were to leave Pretoria, some children
came to tell me that Brian’s dog had been struck by acar
in front of the shops. When we left for the states, Goosie
had to be given to friends and eventually she was moved
to afarm where at last she could live out her days with
other geese.

The big old house was agreat 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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P R E T O R I A M E N A N D T H E C H U R C H O F T H E F U T U R E

Ivan Uys became almost one of the family during his
last year of high school and later when he had ajob 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 asinger, but he was com¬
pletely deaf in one ear and tone deaf in the other.

Gordon Uys, Ivan’s brother, was azealous young
C h r i s t i a n b u t d i d n o t h a v e t h e t i m e t o c o m e t o o u r h o u s e a s

often as Ivan did. He was willing to try almost anything,
and after awhile he became apromising song leader. He
sometimes gave devotional talks, but in the early 60’s he
showed httle of the potential that developed later when
he became an outstanding speaker, much in demand for
gospel meetings. Gordon married aPretoria 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 estabhsh the
church in the city of Bloemfontein. If our dark blue
Chevrolet station wagon created asensation by its very
size, imagine the impact made by the fire-engine red one
that Phil drove into our yard! Red was apopular 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
m o v e d i n t o B l o e m f o n t e i n i n l a t e 1 9 6 0 t o e s t a b l i s h t h e
church and have remained there ever since. Phil eventually
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sold the red car to afuneral home where it was painted
black and used as ahearse, while the Steyn family began
driving asmall continental car. Phil and Lucy are ideal for
Bloemfonte in, s ince i t is predominant ly Af r ikaans, but
Phil preaches in amost unusual manner, switching back
and forth between English and Afrikaans as though they
were all one language. At SABS lectureships he became
affect ionately 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, Br ian was bapt ized dur ing the t ime that
Leonard Gray was filling in after Martelle Petty’s death.
When Irequested that Brian send me an account of his
conversion and education, he wrote this gem:
few months (of baptism), Carl McCullough came over and
encouraged me to study further. He gave me 5pounds
(about 14 dollars) and then Shirley and Iwent 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 atruck Janssen (Shirley’s
father) built up, selling everything we had and getting a

5 9

W i t h i n a
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scholarship from Freed-Hardeman College. We arrived in
New York after aweary month with no more than $10.00
in our pockets. Afat old cab driver turned down his meter
and showed us the city. Eventually we wired FHC for some
help and flew to Nashville, caught abus and arrived at the
college, cold and sick and wet. Ihad 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 aday, ate well on the
ship, and again had afew 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.

I n t h e “ N e w s a n d N o t e s ” o f t h e C h r i s t i a n A d v o c a t e

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 athree
week hol iday. Dur ing thei r s tay 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

5 9
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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 along and
u s e f u l U f e i n t h e c h u r c h o f o u r L o r d .

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 final ly 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¬
b u t e d e x t e n s i v e l y t o t h e g r o w t h o f S o u t h A f r i c a n
c h u r c h e s .

T H E U N I O N O F S O U T H A F R I C A B E C O M E S A R E ¬
P U B L I C

On May 31, 1961, we saw the historic event of the
w i t h d r a w a l o f t h e U n i o n o f S o u t h A f r i c a f r o m t h e B r i t i s h
Commonwealth to become the independent Republ ic of
S o u t h A f r i c a . I t h a d b e e n n a m e d “ U n i o n ” i n 1 9 1 0 w h e n
the four provinces were united: N a t a l , T r a n s v a a l , F r e e
State, and Cape Province. The provincial divisions remain¬
ed, and as is the case in the United States, certain govern¬
mental responsib i l i t ies are prov inc ia l whi le others are
n a t i o n a l i n n a t u r e . W i t h d r a w a l f r o m t h e C o m m o n w e a l t h

was no catastrophic event. Many changes had already taken
place long before 1961. The Afrikaner people had moved
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along way from being “Boer,” or farm people only. Moti¬
vated by the many disagreements with the British, begin¬
ning when South Africa became apawn 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
r id o f Br i t i sh dominat ion. Po l i t i ca l leaders arose, the
Nat iona l is t Par ty was formed, and Af r ikaans-speak ing
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 Afr ikaans people. Afr ikaans and English
had long been the two official languages. So when the
nation became an independent Republic, it was apeaceful,
s m o o t h t r a n s i t i o n .

May 31, 1961 fell on aWednesday, 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 RepubUc 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 amile, as the crow flies, from my
upstairs window from which Iwas 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 bu i ld ing, w i tnessed . . . by many
t h o u s a n d s w h o h a d b r a v e d t h e c h i l l a n d w e t o f t h e

night to reserve their places for the ceremonies of the
morn ing.

At exactly five minutes to seven, Iwas 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 indue-

t ion ceremonies, for possible assassins or other
t r o u b l e m a k e r s . . .

And so dawns -wet as it may be at the present
w r i t i n g - t h e n e w d a y f o r S o u t h A f r i c a . A g r e a t
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
a t t i t u d e o f t h e C h r i s t i a n t o b e ? W h a t o f t h e f u t u r e

of the church in the Repubhc of South Africa? Are
we to be fearful, or jubilant? Do we close up shop,
or can we expect afresh surge of growth spiritually
and numerically?

I k n o w t h i s : . . . f o r m o s t o f u s t h e r e w i l l b e n o

perceptible change ...Souls will be born into fami¬
nes 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 aRepublic as well as out.

Our members are made up of both Afrikaans
and English speaking people. It is only amatter of
circumstances that English is used more than Afri¬
kaans in our religious services. It certainly has

( 6

a
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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 aChristian task of spreading peace and good will
among all races of people ...

Icall 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, anew day has dawned —
b u t t h e w o r k o f t h e L o r d ’ s c h u r c h c o n t i n u e s a s o f
o l d . P E O P L E T O D A Y N E E D T O B E B R O U G H T
B A C K T O T H E G O S P E L O F O L D .

Christians, do not fail us in this hour. 5 5

REPUBLIC DAY was agreat day of pomp and cere¬
mony. Ahuge 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 amounted guard. Eor the parade, we
had avantage point from the covered entrance of our new
church building. An unseasonal rain on that early winter
day refused to let up for even amoment. The service men,
standing at attention, were drenched and so were the
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h o r s e s a n d r i d e r s .

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¬
m o n i a .

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 pubhc gatherings,
but was replaced by astirring anthem called “Die Stem
van Suid Afr ika, ” “The Voice of South Afr ica, ” 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 Bri t ish coinage had been cumbersome:
12 pence to the shilling, 20 shillings to the pound —school
ch i l d ren had qu i te a task lea rn ing to work a r i t hmet i c
problems, and John Hardin always got aheadache 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 apenny each,
you got 12 for ashilling. Now suddenly, you had anew
coin which replaced the shilling but was worth 10 cents
and you got only 10 bananas for your coin. Many acus¬
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. Ihad 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.

1 9 6 1 M A R C H E S O N

In June we had agreat 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 awide
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,
was in her element as she prepared cool drinks and served
h o m e - b a k e d t r e a t s a t b r e a k t i m e .

Churches in other cities were seeing progress in one
way or another. Phil Steyn had baptized 7in Bloemfontein
and was preaching via recordings over the Lorenzo Mar¬
ques radio. Durban reported an attendance figure of 135
for aspecial event. Ashort-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

a A u n t i e V i ” F a i r
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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. Iwonder 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 EngUsh 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¬
c luded the s low, s ta te ly, t rad i t iona l A f r i kaans 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
beaut i fu l l y p repared flanne lg raph i l l us t ra t ions tha t he
used to great advantage. Anyone who had not mastered
Afr ikaans could fol low the lessons through the flannel-
graph.

9 9

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 hved 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 asevere heart attack
before we moved to Pretoria and had been given ayear 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 awhile
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-
T h e r e w e r e a t l e a s t t h r e e m e n w h o c a m e

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 aman so that he
could attend church services. (In 1961, aman didn’t at¬
tend services without asuit 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.

a n d - o u t e r s . 9 5
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Often they smelled of strong stale tobacco or of liquor, but
John had apohcy 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 aplace to
sleep, he would take them to the Salvation Army hostel
and pay for abed for anight.

Atypical 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 amystery because it is only asmall city
on the road to Rhodesia. Several years later, in teaching
aladies Bible class in Benoni, Iwas tel l ing about these
experiences to illustrate alesson on the subject of benev¬
olence. Iexpanded on the story about the many who claim¬
ed to have come from Pietersburg and added the comment,

Idon’t know what there is about Pietersburg.
lady who was visiting the class piped up and said, “I’m
from Pietersburg,” but she could not expla in 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 amain 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 afamiliar
screech of brakes and tires, then we’d listen to discover if

9 ? A l i t t l e
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there was to be acrash. Anumber of accidents, some slight,
some serious, occurred within atwo-block area, but only
one turned out to be laughable. One Saturday afternoon,
acarload of people on their way to awedding reception
had made awide 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 al ight
pole and astop sign, coming harmlessly to astop 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. Atray 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 afew days when Neal
went to the shop to buy himself acomb. Soon the delivery
boy from the pharmacy came running to tell us that Neal
had been knocked down by abicycle. The tire marks went
all the way up his khaki trouser leg, and he had ashattered
baby tooth and acut on his jaw that required stitches. An¬
other time Gary was knocked over by abicycle and had a
knot on his head the size of half atennis ball.

In addit ion to the peri ls of abusy street and the
problems of indigent callers, we had an experience that was
both pi t i fu l and funny. Don had planted abed of cact i
and succulents near the side veranda. Late one afternoon,
we watched adrunk man stagger up East Avenue which
ran alongside of our house. Following him in the street was
apolice 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.

1 9 6 2

We broke w i th t rad i t i on concern ing the hohday
season by having agospel 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
anumber of conversions and agreat rededication of many
members. Our Neal was baptized at this time.

We were gluttons for hard work —just aweek after
ending the gospel meeting, we had another Vacation Bible
School, having decided that since one ayear had been good,
two ayear would be better. The January VBS was aroar¬
ing success because we had classes in both Afrikaans and
Enghsh. The mother of one visiting child said, “My daugh¬
ter learned more Bible this week than in all the Sunday
schools she ever a t tended. Being mid-summer, we had a
problem with heat, but Aunt Hettie LeGassick provided
cool drinks, the Pieterses donated adozen watermelons,
and Miemie Theron presented us all with ice creams. Plans
were begun immediately for the July VBS and for the
translat ion of some materials into Afr ikaans. Attractive,
colorful books from America were avai lable in Engl ish
only, so the Afrikaans children felt neglected until we
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provided afair substitute.
1962 was ahigh-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 agood impression
in the neighborhood, and the VBS’s were attracting many
ch i ld ren f rom a l l a round . La te r the re were se t -backs when
several families moved away. Some became disgruntled,
and there were problems in human relationships. But 1962
was agood 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 agreat deal of serious advertising, but in
amoment 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, agroup of preachers
had been enjoying some time of relaxation and had photo¬
graphed each other wearing aridiculous big cap and making
funny faces. John had one of Andy, with the cap pulled
down so tha t h i s ea rs were made to s t i ck ou t . He had i t

processed for the duplicating machine, designed afront
cover for areal-looking bulletin, and printed Andy’s pic¬
ture together with an invitation to come and hear him
preach. Afew 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
achuckle 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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w a s a s u c c e s s .

T W E L V E Y E A R S I N S O U T H A F R I C A

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 fo rmed w i th a round 3 ,000 members . Exac t
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 o f the Amer ican workers were a l ready on
second and third tours of duty: L e o n a r d G r a y , J o h n
Maples, Roy Votaw, Gene Tope, Tex Williams, and our¬
selves. South Africans in the work now included Tommy
Hart le and Conrad Steyn in Cape Town, Phi l 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 apart- t ime
basis in addi t ion to John Manape on fu l l - t ime. Lowel l
Wor th ington was the newest ar r iva l in Johannesburg.
Alex Claassen, who had been for ashort time at Doon-
side and then at Johannesburg before spending some time
working in Rhodesia, had been killed in amotor accident.

In June of ‘62, John had atwo evenings’ discussion



P r e t o r i a 3 0 1

with aman who represented agroup who beheve 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 V I S I T B Y A N E L D E R

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 agood idea for an elder to visit our work, brother
Money became interested and began to plan atwo-week
trip to South Africa. John prevailed upon him to extend
the visit to 3or 4weeks so that he would have opportunity
to make athorough 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 5years 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 avisit 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
Istood on the balcony outside the old Jan Smuts air termi¬
nal building and studied the passengers as they deplaned.
John spotted Clay, perhaps looking hke aTexan. He said.

I’ll bet that is brother Money!” Idisagreed because the
lady in question was much too young. Iwas looking for
an elder’s wife to be wrinkled and gray. We learned then
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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 alifetime, 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.

Safe ly in Pretor ia af ter the per i lous le f t -handed
journey, we put our guests into the warmest of the bed¬
rooms —they had come to South African winter from the
m i d d l e o f a T e x a s s u m m e r a n d w o u l d f e e l t h e c o l d . T h e

room had afloor 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 —areal
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 Igroan¬
ed inwardly when Idiscovered that Olga loved quiet colors,
particularly moss green.

The Moneys had some adapting to do when they
spent amonth with us. They had two little girls who had
been left with agrandmother. Our six big, husky, hungry
sons created abeehive of activity to which they were un¬
accustomed, and wi th ten people in ahouse wi th 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 agood 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 awelcoming party for them, and Sun¬
day was anormal Lord’s day, but that was the end of the
leisure. The first full week of July, we had ablack preacher
training school at the Pretoria building. The men met in
t h e a u d i t o r i u m a n d t h e l a d i e s i n o n e o f t h e c l a s s r o o m s .

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 agreat deal of pre-school
teaching material and has tremendous artistic ability along
t h o s e l i n e s .

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 agospel
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
t h e C l a r k ’ s h t t l e R i c h a r d d r a n k C l o r o x . I t w a s n o o n o n

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 abig glass of
milk. Iphoned 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 abig glass of milk to drink!

Moneys had planned to spend acouple of days in
Paris on their return to America, but we persuaded them
to use the time for avisit 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 anumber of souvenir items
and turned their little den into an African room when they
got home. Ever afterward, they had adeepened under¬
standing of the missionary work in South Africa, and at
the same time they developed alove for the country itself.
Best of a l l to us was that we a l l became fast f r iends ever
a f t e r .

9 9

The effect of avisit by,an American elder was good.
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Elderships in South African churches were yet far in the
future, but it was astep 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 Iwas able to do things Ihad thought im¬
possible. When Itold her that Iwished she would be along
at acertain future training course, she said to me simply.

Yo u c a n d o i t . ” I d i d .

I t was dur ing the v is i t o f the Moneys that Phi l
Theron, Jr. expressed an interest in full-time preaching,
and soon afterward, the West University church took up
his support.

Notes in the “Pre tor ia Preceptor ” fo r August 4 ,
1962, report that churches in other centers were going
ahead in various ways. Port Elizabeth had aVBS 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 Ehzab^th and
Welkom, ayouth camp was in the plans for October, and
also agospel meeting to mark the completion of Benoni’s
new meeting place. The van der Spuys were to return from
Amer i ca w i th B r ian schedu led to ho ld P re to r i a ’s November
gospel meeting. Ivan Uys was to leave for Michigan Chris¬
tian College within amonth.

In November that year, Lowell Worthington, the



G i v e M e T h i s M o u n t a i n3 0 6

preacher in Johannesburg, was seriously ill. He had con¬
tracted adisease while in service during the Korean war.
It was apparently the cause of the problem at this time,
and his condit ion 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.

Y O U T H C A M P S

To wr i te achrono log ica l account o f a l l tha t 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
t h e l o c a l c h u r c h e s w e r e t o o s m a l l t o o f f e r m u c h c h o i c e .
Youth camps brought about lasting friendships and even
romances —areal asset —plus the good Bible teaching
and relaxing times enjoyed.

John Maples was the first to hold aChristian 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 anumber of congregations represented, the
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young people could begin to feel that the churches of Christ
were more than amere 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 apermanent camp¬
site, but when the Maples left South Africa, this effort
d i e d o u t .

With congregations scattered as far apart as Cape
Town and Johannesburg, adistance 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 asuitable camping place nor anearby
congregation to sponsor acamp. 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 asuitable
location to make asuccessful encampment. Welkom, for
instance, has little to offer in the way of an interesting site,
but that congregation sponsored agreat 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 c losed up from Thursday
evening before Easter unti l 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
Easter in the southern hemisphere comes inj o u r n e y s ,

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 acentral collecting point and
so to camp. Every camp bears fruit in the form of con¬
versions and rededicated lives. It is also atime for fun,
and closing night usually features atalent 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.

P R E T O R I A ’ S P E O P L E

Among the Pretoria members, there was agood
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
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 aspecialty
of heaping plates of curry sandwiches. Babs worked for a
green grocer and often slipped abox 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 acirculatory condition, and the
other foot gave alot of pain. Amy Pretorius had an acute
thrombosis in aleg and developed asevere heart problem,
eventually having aseries of pace-makers. Fred Pretorius
tried hard enough to work himself to death —he never
knew when to stop, and he suffered from asevere 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 asevere heart condition and he died just a
day or two before we were scheduled to leave Pretoria for
Amer i ca i n 1965 .

These were all among our faithful Pretoria members
in the early ‘60’s: Hank, Amy, Eunice, Janssen —all passed

r e a s o n
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to their reward. Also among the regulars were the Theron
fami ly, the o lder Therons now gone. For a long t ime,
Eunice’s parents, the LeGassicks, had been among our
hardest workers. “Papa Bill” had struggled all his life with
aquick temper, and after he became aChristian in middle
life, it would still flare up at times, but he did his best.
H i s e d u c a t i o n h a d b e e n l i m i t e d b e c a u s e h e ’ d h a d t o w o r k

for ahving since boyhood. When he served at the Lord’s
table, he loved to preach alittle extra sermon about it, and
we cringed atiny 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 al l of her l i fe that the wr inkles 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
o n t h e “ o t h e r s i d e .

Among those we remember in Pretoria is the shy little

> 9
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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 aVacation Bible School
class. She said that she was too afraid to try, but we were
short of teachers and pleaded with her to take aclass,
promising her that we would give her one of the easier age
groups. However, there were, among the visiting children,
aset 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 adesire 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 afew years later that Gordon became one of
S o u t h e r n A f r i c a B i b l e S c h o o l ’ s e a r l i e r s t u d e n t s . R o s e w a s

then still her shy self, not at all sure that she would make
agood preacher’s wife. Rose and Gordon both grew tre¬
mendously in the Lord. Gordon became acapable 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
interest ing things that occurred in Pretor ia dur ing this
time, or that developed as aresult of ground-work laid in
the early ‘60’s. There were long periods when we felt that
we were merely plodding along, sometimes making httle
obvious progress. Yet there was fruit borne. The W. N.
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Shorts, who served for such along 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, Iasked the
Shorts if they were not heartbroken to see the many years
of their labor brought to ahalt. 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.

9 9

1963

If 1962 was ahighlight 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, Iasked him what he remembered as the best
thing that the family ever did together. After abrief hesi¬
tation, he answered, “Our trip to Tanganyika,
zania now, but was Tanganyika then. Neal was 11, Brian
12, Don 15, and Kent 17. Dale and Gary, at ages 7and
5, thought atrip of 35 miles was unbearably long and we
were planning to travel 6,000, so we made arrangements
for them to stay in Benoni with Beyers and Irene Ander¬
s o n .

9 9 I t ’ s T a n -

Very soon after moving to Pretoria, we had started
asavings account and put alittle into it each month, pre¬
tending we didn’t have it. We knew it was the only way we
would have enough money to make such along journey.
In 1961 and 1962, we had taken only afew days off now
and then, not taking any real vacation —not necessarily the
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best idea, for families need more frequent times together.
It was to be arough trip, with mostly dirt and gravel

roads, some of them seldom graded or repaired. Rhodesia
still had some strip roads, in poorer condition than ever
because they were neglected while plans were underway for
wider paving to be laid. We were going to carry aheavy
load, so we had some heavy-duty air lifts fitted to the rear
coil springs. To protect ourselves from dust coming through
the underside of the car, we had undercoating sprayed on it.
Friends who were experienced with dusty road conditions
told us to keep our windows closed and the front vents
open for fresh air. Luckily it was winter and we didn’t
anticipate hot weather.

This was avacation trip for the most part, but is re¬
corded in some detail because it includes our stops and
visits along the way with agood many of our missionaries
in four countries. Our first stop was Bulawayo. We drove
into the yard at Henry Ewing’s house, went inside, and
within 30 seconds, had song books in our hands. Henry,
who loved singing as much as John did, was practicing
with agroup from the church, so he just added us to the
number. We visited the Queens Park congregation that we
had seen at its inception in 1950 —now they were in the
process of enlarging their auditorium, so our hearts were
gladdened by this evidence of growth.

The next day we spent at the Motopos Hills, famous
for rocky out-croppings of all shapes and sizes, sometimes
looking like stone building blocks piled up by the children
of agiant. Cecil Rhodes is buried at the Motopos, high on
top of agranite hill known as “World’s View.” We climbed
up to that spot and also climbed agood bit to see the
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bushman paintings in some of the caves. We camped by
the Maleme Dam, and in the light of our camp fire we sang
songs back and forth with some unseen campers on the
other side of the water. It was acold night and we didn’t
have enough blankets to keep us warm.

From Bulawayo we traveled on ahundred miles or
so of the old strip roads and some of the new two-lane
h ighway to Z imbabwe ru ins . Kent and Don were too
little to remember our first visit there in early 1950, and
Brian and Neal had never been there, so we spent most
of aday examining the ruins and then camped there for
the night.

At Nhowe Mission, we just happened to arrive in
time for their lectureship, so we had the opportunity of
meet ing a large number of b lack and whi te Chr is t ians
from many places. There were some 650 blacks there,
and numbered among the white missionaries were the Roy
Palmers, Leggs, Giffords, Clayton Waller, Monika Steiniger,
Henry Ewing , and Pres H igg inbo tham. Un fo r tuna te ly,
along with the good fellowship we enjoyed, we also con¬
tracted abad variety of flu. After the lectureship, we
heard that visitors from all around fell Ul after they ar¬
rived at their homes. Fortunately for us, Iwas the only
one who was affected, but my case was bad enough to
s u f fi c e f o r a l l .

We’d had enough of camping in the cold, so when
we got to the Inyanga Mountains, we rented acabin. Fire¬
wood was provided for the kitchen stove and the fireplace,
but it was green and gave off poor heat. The stove never
got hot enough to cook our supper, so we brought in the
gas camping cooker we had brought with us, and Iwas
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able to prepare the first-quality chops and steaks that we
had bought in Umtali. We remembered the terrible meat
of the drought-striken country of 1949 and were thankful
that condit ions had so improved that Rhodesian meats
b e c a m e k n o w n a s s o m e o f t h e b e s t .

In Salisbury, we enjoyed abrief visit with the Dick
Clarks, Alan Hadfields, and Lyle Pomeroys and then went
o n t o K a r i b a D a m o n t h e Z a m b e z i . K a r i b a i s o n e o f t h e
largest dams in the world, the water backing up as much as
200 miles. This is where “Operation Noah’s Ark” had
rescued many wild animals stranded on newly-formed
islands as the water accumulated and the lake was forming.
We camped at “Pirate’s Cove,” and on the next day we
decided that it was well-named. We paid for an hour ’s
boat ride on the dam, and got no refund for the half-hour
that the operator spent restarting the stalled motor. Leav¬
ing Kariba, we had the only mishap of the trip to the car
when aspeeding driver overtook us and large gravel was
thrown back at us, breaking both headlamps.

The shortest route to Malawi (Nyasaland) would
have been to cut across acorner of Mozambique, but we
could not obtain permission to do so. We were perplexed
because we mere ly wanted to t rave l th rough w i thou t
stopping, but we were unwelcome because we were Ameri¬
cans and because we were not Catholic. (Mozambique was
aPortuguese colony at the time). We had to go by way of
the “Great East Road” from Lusaka —great in name only.
It was rough and extremely dusty. And long. About 500
miles long. We swooshed along through athick layer of
fine white powder, but thanks to our undercoating and
our closed windows, we stayed fairly clean. We arrived at
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the Doyle Gilliams in Lilongwe so late that they had given
up on us and gone to bed. The next day we enjoyed meet¬
ing with Christians, and were especially impressed to meet
some folks who had walked 30 miles to be there, one of
t h e m a b l i n d m a n .

The 265 miles from Lilongwe to Rumpi were, for me,
most miserable. We had spent one afternoon having apicnic
by the big and beautiful Lake Nyasa, and Ihad felt myself
coming down with flu. My chest, which has always been
my weak spot healthwise, was becoming congested, and
at Rumpi, Istayed in bed, hoping to recuperate. The
Andrew Connallys and the Gilliams and Liggens had ori¬
ginated the work at Rumpi, but in mid-1963, the Doug
Bauer family from Rhodesia were holding the fort alone.
John worked with Doug at the preacher training class one
day, answering questions, and later he and the boys made
atrip up the mountain to Livingstonia, an old mission of
renown. We admired the Bauers for managing alone at
Rumpi, especially since sister Bauer had to be full-time
teacher for their own six chi ldren.

The last leg of the northward journey was another
320 miles to Chimala. The Andrew Connallys, the Jerry
Mays, and the David Caskeys made up the personnel. It
was ablessing for me that Jerry Mays was an M. D. for
by this time Ihad afull-blown case of bronchitis. An in¬
jection relieved me of the asthmatic condition, but it took
me most of aweek to feel normal again.

It was Andrew Connally who had invited us to visit
Chimala, and they and the Mays did asuper job of taking
c a r e o f u s . C h i m a l a h a d o n c e b e e n a t o u r i s t h o t e l w i t h
separate rondavels for the guests, so that is where our boys
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stayed. John and Istayed at the Mays, and we had meals
with both families. Whatever missionary work was going
on, we got to visit it. Sister Connally taught some women’s
and children’s classes which were good for me to observe.
Years later, Itaught agood many black women in “the
bush,” but by 1963 Ihad had little experience.

The nearest town to Chimala is Mbeya, more than
50 miles away, over rough gravel road. We all went there
one day to see the little town and to enjoy avery good
dinner at ahotel. Then at Mbeya’s tiny theater, we saw
Walt Disney’s movie about the great frozen north -Ifor¬
get the name —but there we were, close to the equator,
watching Polar bears. On the way back to Chimala, Andrew
was ahead with his Land Rover, carrying his family and our
boys. John and Ifollowed with the Mays in asmall station
wagon. We hit arock in the road, knocking ahole in the
sump, and we lost all our oil. It was one of those moon¬
less nights, black as pitch. Few cars ever travel those roads,
and of those that do, some might be driven by “unfriendly
people, so we decided to sit and wait for Andrew to miss
us and return for us, rather than try to flag down some
stranger. Only one or two cars passed us during that hour
or two, but finally Andrew returned and towed the crip¬
pled car back to Chimala.

Brother Mays’ work at that time consisted mainly
of the clinic which he held in asmall pre-fab. While he was
busy with patients, there would be many sitting and wait¬
ing on the ground outside. The hospital was under con¬
struction, the window frames propped in place and the
brick work rising to windowsill level. Word came that
there was avery sick black woman who was pregnant and
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w a s i n d i r e n e e d o f a b l o o d t r a n s f u s i o n . S o m e b l a c k m e n

were asked if they would give blood, but this was unheard
of to them, and in great fear, they refused. Andrew and
John volunteered to give blood and when it was found
that John’s was compatible, he contributed apint of it
while the frightened black men stood watching in awe. The
woman survived, gave birth to ahealthy baby, and after
several years had passed, we received aletter from her, ex¬
pressing her grateful thanks.

Chimala is situated on the plains, and immediately
behind it there rises amountain. On the top of the moun¬
tain was Ailsa, the Bible School, staffed by Eldred Echols,
A1 Horne, Tom Dockery, and Worley Reynolds. Ailsa was
reached by anarrow road winding tortuously through 56
hairpin turns, some of which were so sharp that acar had
to take them in two hitches, reversing abit, and going
ahead again. When we learned that Jessie Lee Caskey used
to drive that road in ajeep, our estimation of that petite
lady rose by several points. But if we thought that the
road was bad, imagine our reaction when we were told that
when our first people went there, the road did not exist
and they had to climb all the way on foot!

We did not get to visit our old friends Echols and
Hornes in their home surroundings because they were on
a“safari for souls” on the plains. Bob Weaver and 12
young men from the states were with them, working to¬
gether in aseries of evangelistic efforts in anumber of
villages. John and the boys got to join them for afew days,
but Imissed it. Icoughed my way through those days,
hoping not to disturb the Mays too much. The boys were
disappointed when the leopard trap remained empty. There
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had been leopard raids, and the treacherous animals were
close to the buildings on Ailsa. At such times, the people
were permitted to trap the otherwise protected species.

The route we had planned for our return trip south¬
ward was to be aparticular challenge: there was a629 mile
stretch with no garage or mechanic. This long road went
the length of the northern portion of Northern Rhodesia,
and even as early as 1963, there had been sufficient poh-
t i c a l u n r e s t t o h a v e c a u s e d r e m o t e w h i t e s e t t l e r s t o s e l l

out and move away, so small hotels and rest stops that had
once existed were no longer open. Consequently we needed
to make the entire stretch in one day. The map we carried
had afew places marked where we could buy petrol, but
even these were “iffy,” so Andrew gave us aspare can of
petrol to carry with us. Sister Connally fixed alarge box
of delicious food to last the whole day, and thus prepared,
we began the trip.

When lunch time came, we found that the petrol can
had leaked enough to soak into some pieces of luggage,
and that the bottom layer of food in the box was so con¬
taminated that we didn’t dare to eat it. We salvaged the un¬
damaged food, and nobody went hungry. By late after¬
noon, we had come to two places where we had thought we
could buy petrol but found them closed. We had emptied
the contents of the spare can and were watching the needle
fluctuate downward toward the empty mark. Our desti¬
nation, Kapiri Mposhi, was amere spot on our map, too
far away to be reached with the petrol we had, so we began
to discuss how we might spend the night at the side of the
long, desolate, dusty road. This was never good country,
even in the rainy season. It was sparsely covered with
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scraggly bush and almost no grass, supporting only avery
small population of poverty-stricken black people. Night
was near. Then, just as we needed to turn on the head¬
lights, we saw asingle gas pump standing just afew feet
from the side of the road. There was no building in sight,
no attendant, just that old-fashioned hand-operated pump.
We stopped and sounded the horn. In afew moments,
aman came running from among the bushes. There was
petrol! When John asked the attendant to fill our tank,
he said, “But sir! It’s 7shillings agallon!” Seven shillings
or seventy, we had to have it.

For the benefit of younger readers —an old-fashion¬
ed pump has aglass container into which the fluid is pump¬
ed by hand and from which the fuel runs by gravity into
the car ’s tank. We wanted to make sure our tank was com¬

pletely full, so John had the man keep on pumping. The
last batch was more than needed, but once allowed to flow,
the entire amount was emptied from the glass tank and we
saw about ahalf gallon of the precious liquid run onto the
sand. But now we could make it all the way to Kapiri
Mposhi, and as we drove on down the road, we began to
sing, “I know the Lord will find away for me.” We had
just learned the song at Chimala. Now it had real meaning.

The httle hotel at tiny Kapiri Mposhi was the most
welcome sight we had seen on our entire journey. Weary
and dirty, we arrived long after the dinner had been cleared
away. We had hopes that we might persuade someone to
make us some sandwiches, but the gracious hostess told
us that if we would give the staff ahttle time, they would
provide adinner. We bathed and had some time to walk
a r o u n d , s t r e t c h i n g o u r l e g s a n d a d m i r i n g a f a n t a s t i c
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collection of hand-carved rosewood pieces from China.
When the dinner was served, we were delighted. It would
have been afine meal anywhere, but we thought it amaster¬
piece to have been produced in an out-of-the-way hotel at
that late hour of the night. The hotel was near astream
that trickled musically over some rocks, and after atypical
country hotel breakfast the next morning, we walked by
the stream for alittle while before resuming the journey.

We swung west and north to Ndola and visited with
the Des Ryan family and the small church that met in their
home. From Ndola we went nearly to the Congo border
to see the largest open-pit copper mine in Africa —perhaps
in the world. The great number of ant heaps —actually
termite nests —drew our attent ion. John would photo¬
graph the biggest one we’d ever seen, only to drive abit
farther on and find one even bigger. Since the insects
work and build only on the inside, we never saw any of
them. The nests are as hard as concrete, and each time
we stopped for aphotograph, Don would scramble to the
top to have his picture taken. (15 years later, John climb¬
ed onto as imi la r heap in Southwest A f r ica so Icou ld
photograph him and send acopy to Don). Scores of these
termite heaps had been part ial ly dynamited out of the
way for the construction of the road and to make way for
the power lines to be erected.

Back at Lusaka, we visited again with the Pierces,
the Joe Lyons, and Ed Crookshank. Joe worked with a
small white congregation and ablack group in the city
while Ed worked with the Pierces in apreacher training
s c h o o l .

F rom Lusaka , we d rove to Choma, a t iny town.
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where the Stan Maidens were living. They had been con¬
verted in Bulawayo, and as Stan was an engine driver on
the rai lway, they had been transferred to Choma. Our
boys were excited about seeing him there and having a
chance to chmb onto the engine. We drove into Choma
in acloud of dust, with al l of our clothes unbel ievably
dirty. We never forgot the great act of hospitality shown
to us by the Maidens when they excused their houseboy
from his usual tasks for part of aday so that he could do
our washing. We still had along way to go and couldn’t
have stood ourselves and our dirty clothes that long. (The
Maidens later emigrated to America, Stan studied for a
while, preached for acongregation in Washington, D. C.
and later moved to Texas).

We made astop at Namwianga Mission where the
staff now consisted of Leonard Bailey, brother Bell, Stan
Shewmaker, Jack Crissop, and brother Balcher and their
famil ies, and Betty Bai ley (not related to Leonard). At
Livingstone we visited the Phil Rabecks and Lester Brit-
tells and then took the boys for areal good look at Vic¬
toria Falls. It was John’s and my third visit to the falls:
the first time there was too little water, the second time
there was too much, and this time there was just the right
amount to allow us to take good pictures and to see every¬
thing from one end to the other. On the Northern Rho¬
desia side we bought an end table carved in the shape of
an elephant, avery heavy piece that loaded the station
wagon more heavily than before, but it was worth it for
it has been aconversation piece in our home ever since.

By this time we were approaching the final days of
our long vacation and had to budget our time. We went
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to the Wankie Game Reserve, hoping to spend anight at the
camp, but there were no reservations available. Wankie is
much smaller than Kruger Park, so we decided to take the
day to drive through the reserve and on down to Bulawayo.
During six hours of viewing in Wankie, we saw all the
animals we cared to see, including lions lying nearly within
petting distance of the road, and alarge herd of some 60
elephants, one of which lumbered onto the road near us
and flapped his huge ears as though he was becoming irri¬
tated. The boys chorused, “Daddy, Daddy, move the car,
let’s get going.” Daddy was quite unflappable, but even he
d e c i d e d i t w o u l d b e w i s e t o m o v e .

Back home from our 5week safari, we had to come
down out of the clouds and get back to work. The boys
had to make up school work, John had to get some things
restarted that had lagged during our absence, and Ihad to
get the household back to normal. Dale and Gary had
enjoyed their stay with the Andersons, but it was good for
us all to be back home again.

D O W N T O E A R T H
An excerpt from aletter John wrote to his mother is

the best way to summarize the events that followed immedi¬
ately upon our return to Pretoria ...“After our return, we
had exactly one week in which to prepare for agospel meet¬
ing (Ian Fair preaching). Then after the meeting Ihad
many classes to hold for prospects (of which we baptized
three). That was one of my busiest times —holding classes,
calling on delinquent members, and trying to build up the
church attendance which had fallen way down while we
were gone. Then came the trip to Sibasa the latter part of
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September which Gene Tope and Imade and which requir¬
ed alot of preparation (trips, for instance, to the Bantu
Affairs Department to get permission to enter the Native
Reserve area). Then it was time for the Cape Town meet¬
ing, 13-20 October. Ileft on Bessie’s birthday and was
supposed to return on mine, but didn’t make it. Immedi¬
ately on my return from Cape Town Ihad to prepare for
two lectures on the Benoni lectureship (“Godhead” and
the “Jesus-Only Doctrine”). That ended last Saturday,
and on Sunday our last 1963 gospel meeting began with
Lowell Worthington preaching. Intersperse all that with
t h e u s u a l r u n - o f - t h e - m i l l a c t i v i t i e s a n d t h a t h a s l e f t l i t t l e

time for anything else. Itook awhole sheaf of correspon¬
dence with me to Cape Town, hoping Iwould get to catch
up, but Conrad Steyn kept me busy. Aman at tempted
committing suicide for about the eighth time, and what
with that, and acouple of funerals in the congregation,
and all the other visiting one does in such ameeting kept
me from answering asingle letter.

John always emphasized that one of the best ways
to reach people with the gospel is to talk with them at
work. It was about the middle of 1963, just before we went
on the Tanganyika tr ip, that Fred Pretorius brought to
church ayoung man who worked with him at the steel
plant. He was apersonable man and star pitcher for the
Northern Transvaal baseball team, Stoffel Botha. Stoffel
and his wife, Corrie, had been visited by Jehovah’s Wit¬
nesses and had studied with them once or twice, so Fred
suggested that they should hear what John Hardin had to
say. It was arranged that John would be present the next
t ime the Witnesses were to hold aclass in the Botha home.

5 5
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Fred and John pointed out to the Bothas that the JW’s main
t h e m e w a s t h e i r b e l i e f t h a t “ t h e m e e k s h a l l i n h e r i t t h e

earth,” and that there would be aliteral 144,000 in heaven,
which number is already filled. It was also pointed out that
JW’s always want to dominate adiscussion -they must do
the teaching, not the listening. It was decided that Stoffel
would pointedly ask them aleading question and give them
achance to see what they would say. He asked them,
Precisely what must Ido to be saved?” This was so far

off the track from the usual doctrines which they choose
to promulgate that they were completely at aloss for
words. After considerable humming and hawing, they made
excuse to leave, saying that they would have to study the
m a t t e r f u r t h e r . W h e n C o r r i e a n d S t o f f e l s a w t h a t t h o s e m e n

did not have the answer to asimple scriptural question,
they decided that they would study no more with Jehovah’s
Witnesses but would hear more about what we had to say
on the subject of the church of the Lord.

It was about the middle of August, still chilly winter,
when John and Ihad astudy in the Botha home, and before
long, we came to the subject of baptism. It was aMonday
or Tuesday night, and Stoffel said he was ready to be bap¬
tized the next Sunday. John said, “We have amid-week
service so why not be baptized then instead of waiting
until Sunday?” The couple agreed. Then John said, “If
you are ready to be baptized then, are you not ready right
now?” With joy they said, “Yes, why not?” Their ht t le
son Chris was sound asleep, so they bundled him up in a
blanket and we all went to the church building where, in
the same hour of the night, Stoffel and Corrie were bap¬
tized. The air was cold and the water was colder, but
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everyones’ hearts were warmed by the events of the evening.

G O V E R N M E N T R E C O G N I T I O N ” D O N E A W A Y

The government rulings concerning church recog¬
nition and their subsequent removal of those rulings are
mentioned elsewhere, but to fix the event chronologically,
we do so at this point. This was avery important mile¬
stone in the history of our work, for now we would be able
to have marriage officers and we could be of assistance to
the black churches in obtaining building sites and in other
legal matters.

T H I S A N D T H A T I N ‘ 6 3

1963 ended with atime of mixed feehngs about our
work as well as our family. We never regretted having made
the Tanganyika trip, but it had turned out to be most ex¬
pensive, for we were along time paying on repairs to the
Chev. After it was repaired, we swapped cars for amuch
smaller, and hopefully, more economical car, but it was a
bad trade. Asecond trade for aVW was all right financially,
but we had to depend on the fact that we had no plans to
go on any more family tr ips for along t ime -we could
barely squeeze into it even with Dale and Gary in the ‘‘dog
b o x ” a t t h e b a c k . W e l i v e d n e x t d o o r t o t h e c h u r c h b u i l d ¬

ing, and that was mostly where we went as afamily.
I’d fired the servant girl —she was helping herself to

our belongings —and tried to do the housework myself to
save abit of money. That proved to be false economy,
for that huge old house was too much, even with some
help from the boys who also had to help in the big yard. I
soon hired anew girl.
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Don had to have surgery on his nose to correct adevi¬
ated septum, and recurring attacks of asthma and bron¬
chitis kept several of us returning frequently to doctor and
pharmacy, all of which took huge bites from our budget.
The Pretoria congregation had financial problems as well.
Several familes had moved to other cities, and as John wrote
in areport to our elders in the U. S., “Some are not giving
at all, and others not as they should, and with such asmall
group and such alarge debt, i t is becoming alarming.

Kent was 18 that December, and all ready to go for
his driver’s license. He passed the driver’s test the first
time, and then it was for us to decide whether or not this
was an asset. He helped agood bit with driving for the
church, but he also enjoyed his new-found freedom to go
places via car. Any parent who has seen teenagers through
their first driving months knows how we felt.

Don had been jarred upon receipt of his end-of-year
report card, finding out that you can’t put off concentrated
study until afew days before exams and expect high grades,
but he was promoted. Brian was about to enter high school
and Neal his last year of primary. Dale did well in grade 2,
and Gary was about to start school. That meant we would
have all six boys in school at once. Six clean shirts every
day! Neal entered the new school year with the goal of
being everything Brian had been the year before: top of
the class, captain of sports teams, prefect, the lot! (p.s. He
made it!)

> 5

1 9 6 4

Not long after the beginning of the school year, Kent
had to have a tons i l l ec tomy. Once over tha t week o f
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recuperation, he was back full swing into the school work
with the added excitement of making plans for going to the
U. S. for college. The prospect of the first fledgeling leaving
the nest was devastating to me —there would be five more
to go, but this was the beginning of the exodus. Kent,
typical of the eager youth stepping out on his own, was on
cloud 9for many weeks. June 25 was the date for his
flight, and it came too soon for his dad and me. Ihad
helped with packing his things and had watered them all
thoroughly with many tears —tears which Kent could not
understand. Parents know they cannot keep their children
forever, but they are never quite prepared for the day of
departure.

Kent had agreat trip planned, and it all came about
quite smoothly. His cut-rate Trek Airways prop plane took
him to Luxembourg from which he traveled by train to
Italy. There he bought aVespa scooter from the factory
(import permits had all been arranged before he left South
Africa), and he spent about three weeks touring in several
countries. He had some interesting experiences despite a
shoestring budget, and he visited several of our missionaries
on the way. His tour ended by crossing the channel to
England, and after acouple of days there, he put his scooter
onto the “Queen Mary,” on which the family had already
made two crossings, and sailed to New York. From there
to Minnesota he rode the Vespa and visited my mother for
afew days. She had recently remarried after more than 20
years of widowhood. Paul Gunther worked as arai lway
dispatcher and Kent enjoyed spending time with him in the
dispatch office. We were all rather amused by mother’s re¬
act ion to Kent ’s t r ip . Af ter having toured Europe and
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England on his Vespa, and then riding it from New York
City, half-way across the continent of America, she had him
park the scooter in her garage and leave it there —she said
it was too dangerous to drive it around Willmar (population
about 12,000). From Willmar, Kent continued his trip by
going south to Ponca City to visit his other grandmother.
Time ran out then, and he finally headed for Nashville,
Te n n e s s e e .

Kent attended David Lipscomb College, and for the
first year he roomed with the family of Howard .Tustiss.
Howard and John had become good friends during basic
training at Camp Grant, Illinois, in 1941, and the Justiss’s
felt that their giving Kent aplace to stay would be agood
way to help amissionary family. They also helped him
obtain agood job at ameat packing plant to help him pay
his college expenses.

John was working very hard. Atypical Sunday was
to have the morning service and Bible Study, visit the
prison at 2:00 p. m. (we had amember from the Reef area
in the condemned cells and John was his spiritual advisor),
and perhaps travel to aservice of black Christians, return
for ateenage class at 5:45, and preach again for the 7:00
p. m. service. But we had reached another “low” time.
With several families having moved away, our numbers had
shrunk. We had some who were dragging their feet. Per¬
haps some felt that since they had afull-time man to do
the church work, they did not have to do much themselves.
Let the preacher make the contacts, teach the cottage
classes, etc., etc.

One couple who had been members at Pretoria for
some 10 years had some ideas that were, to say the least.



3 3 0 Give Me This Mountain

different. Every once in awhile, John had to spend a
couple of hours with them, trying to show them Bible
teachings on various subjects, or sometimes just talking
them out of some peculiar thinking that had beset them.
Now they were so certain that the prisoner mentioned
above could never receive forgiveness for his wrong. “When
you have murdered someone, you can never make it right,
they insisted, “because you cannot bring the victim back
to life, and unless you make restitution for your sins, there
is no forgiveness.” What they were saying was that they
thought it awaste of John’s time for him to visit the prison
and try to give spiritual assistance to the man.

The same lady approached me in the foyer one day
and nearly pinned me to the wall with her pointed finger.
John had been speaking to the congregation about the many
things they could do to build the church: teaching, door-
knocking, inviting people, visiting the sick and spiritually
weak, etc. As it happened, Iwas teaching four classes a
week and often accompanied John on his visits and classes,
sometimes to the point of neglecting my own family. The
lady spoke rapidly and in acrescendo, shaking her finger at
me, coming closer and closer to my face. Icould get no
word in edgewise even if Ihad been able to gain composure
enough to think. What she said all boils down to this:

Your husband is telling us all what we should be doing.
Well, then what are you doing?” By the tone of her voice
and her expressions and gestures, she could just as well
have added, “You lazy, good-for-nothing thing.” Idon’t
remember what Ianswered, if anything. Iwas floored. I
think Ijust walked away as soon as Icould get out from
between her finger and the wall. It was the first and only
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time anyone ever spoke to me that way. Maybe Ineeded
what she said. It took some soul-searching and some long
talks with John to help me understand what Iwas feeling
a n d w h a t I s h o u l d f e e l .

T H E M I S S I O N A R Y ’ S W I F E

Sometimes, preachers are “put on pedestals” by their
church members, but sometimes they are just “put on the
spot.” Everyone looks to the preacher to live an exemplary
life, to be at beck and call, to preach beautiful sermons, to
visit, to comfort the sick and bereaved, to teach classes, to
give freely of his time, his life, his money, his home, his
car -and never be tired or discouraged. The preacher ’s
wife is brought into the scene in much the same way, and
in the two largest denominational churches in South Africa,
it is expected of the minister’s wife that she take the lead in
the activities of all the women’s groups in the congregation,
that she entertain beautifully and generously, and be a
leader in the social activities of the church. It could very
well be, explained John, that this background has made it
ha rde r fo r w ives o f ou r m iss iona r ies i n Sou th A f r i ca to fi t
the mold they are expected to fill.

Ihave always been grateful to John for the level¬
headed way in which he spoke to me about my problem.
He told me that there are certain things mentioned in the
Bible which are the duties and responsibihties of all Chris¬
tian women. Although the wife of aminister should be in
abetter position to fulfill these scriptural duties, she is in
reality no more called upon by God to perform them than
any other lady in the church. He then went on to remind
me that the churches in America who sponsored us to work
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in South Africa had hired him, that he was the head of our
family, and if Iwas doing those things which he deemed
to be sufficient in the way of aChristian woman’s service
to God, that was all that anyone should expect. He then
pointed out what Ialready knew about the lady of the
pointed finger —she herself did very little in apositive way,
and we needed to pray that she would get busy with the
work that she needed to be doing.

E C H O L S A N D H O R N E T O S O U T H A F R I C A

In Ju ly o f 1964, the Echols and Home fami l ies
moved to South Africa from Tanganyika. Political prob¬
lems of that country had accelerated, and with children
coming into school age, i t was apropit ious move from
every standpoint. They had obtained property for apreach¬
er training school in Swaziland, and in adiscussion describ¬
ed elsewhere in this book, it was decided that they should
rather start atraining school in Benoni.

From apersonal standpoint, we were happy to have
Echols and Hornes move in to our area. We’d known Eldred

since we began working together in 1949. He had married
Jane Holland in 1959 and had one daughter. Cherry, born
in Tanganyika. A1 Horne was our old fr iend from Port
El izabeth —15 years old when we first met him. He’d
married Donna Whittaker white attending ACC in Abilene,
Texas. Lisa was born in Texas and Lynda in Tanganyika.
The two families had worked together in Tanganyika for
several years.

The Hornes had moved household goods to Benoni in
atruck belonging to the mission in Tanganyika, so A1 had to
make the long trip back, get his jeep from the repair shop
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in Mbeya, and return to Benoni. A1 asked Don to go along
for company. It was school holidays, so off they went.
When they did not return at the expected time, we began to
feel uneasy. When several days passed, we were really con¬
cerned because there had been political unrest and violence
in the nor thern par t o f Nor thern Rhodesia. Afanat ica l
religious leader named Ahce Lenshina convinced her follow¬
ers that bullets could not kill them as long as they carried
the “tickets” she had given them, or if by chance they
should lose their lives, these tickets would get them straight
to heaven. Believing apromise hke that, they were fearless
and reckless, and they had caused some deaths and had
burned agood many huts and other property. Phone calls
to Tanganyika were next to impossible, so we sent tele¬
grams to which we had to wait some days for answers.
Donna Horne was expecting their third child to be born any
day, so she was particularly anxious.

The main reason for the delay was that the mechan¬
ics failed to keep their promise to have the jeep ready. Each
day, A1 and Don went into town, expecting to be able to
leave, and each day it was the same -Jeep not ready.
When at last they were on the way, they were stopped at
the border and told that they would have to stay overnight
as it was too dangerous to drive at night in Lenshina’s ter¬
ritory. Soldiers were everywhere, and when the travelers
were shown to some guest rooms, they were told that there
were t renches prepared for everyone’s safety. I f they
should hear screaming and commotion, they were to head
straight for the trenches. They shared abedroom, and as
they told us later, each one turned and tossed and heard the
o ther do ing the same. Sudden ly the re was ahor r ib le
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screech and the two leaped out of their beds, adrenalin surg¬
ing through their systems, ready for flight to the trenches.
Then they discovered that the screech had come from the
short-wave radio of the man in the adjoining room. The re¬
mainder of the night was quiet, but sleep had vanished. The
long trip to Benoni was uneventful, and A1 arrived home
before Stacey was born.

1964 was more than half gone, and we were aware
that our departure time of May 1965 was rapidly drawing
near. John’s mother celebrated her 82nd birthday. She had
been awidow for 10 years, and was asking John to come
and live closer to her in her declining time of life. We had
some idea of what she had sacrificed by having her son and
her grandchildren so far away, so John decided to fulfill
h e r d e s i r e s .

With such plans in the offing, we remembered that
our youngest boys had not been privileged to enjoy the wild
animals of Kruger Park. September is the best time to see
game. We had to take the boys out of school, but Kruger
Park is educational too, so we took Neal, Dale, and Gary
with us for afew days. We felt confident that Don and
Brian would be just fine, going to school and getting some
of their own meals, so we relaxed and began to enjoy the
trip. We saw alot of game and felt it special to see aherd
of 3,000 buffalo cross the road not far ahead of the car.
However, Gary began to run afever, and without doctors
in Kruger Park, all Icould do was give him aspirins. By the
time we arrived home, he had afull-fledged case of tonsil¬
l i t i s .

S I X S T E P S F R O M D E AT H
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W e a r r i v e d b a c k i n P r e t o r i a t o fi n d t h a t t h e r e h a d

been some upset in the home, that arather serious problem
had developed in the church, and worst of all, we got the
news that the prisoner whom John had been working with
was to be hanged in three days. The man’s plea of tempor¬
ary insanity had been turned down, and now “justice” was
to be done. He had never denied his guilt. He expressed to
John that he had repented of his wrong. God is the judge.
I t w a s a t e r r i b l e o r d e a l f o r J o h n t o h a v e t o b e t h e r e u n t i l a

few seconds before the hanging took place behind closed
doors, and to have to return afew hours later and conduct
t h e f u n e r a l .

John had had only afew experiences with prison in¬
mates, particularly because in South Africa, regulations per¬
mitted aminister to work only with prisoners of his own
church or denomination. This, therefore, was one of the
deepest experiences of his entire ministry. Iquote from the
a r t i c l e h e w r o t e a f t e r w a r d :

The ful l moon hung at aforty-five degree
angle in the pre-dawn of the western sky. Earlier
in the evening it could have been called alovers’
moon, but on this occasion such thoughts were
furthest from my mind. Mine was amission con¬
cerned with death. Church Street, reputed to be
the longest straight street in the world, at this
early hour of 4:40, was lined with the cars of the
sleeping flat tenants, only the occasional early
riser’s lights meeting my own as Idrove slowly,
not relishing in the least the arrival of the end of
the journey. For Iwas going to spend one-half
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hou r w i t h aman —h is l as t ha l f hou r on ea r th —
doomed to die at 5:30 sharp.

The sleepless hours of two nights —the two
nights since Ihad learned the hour of his schedul¬
ed death —had preceded this slow journey to¬
ward Church Square. Obediently Iobserved
every red light, trying to delay the inevitable,
turned up Paul Kruger Street to Visagie, right to
Potgieter, left under the railway overpass, past the
awaiting-trial prison and into the Prisons Depart¬
ment grounds. Even the slow trip had gotten me
there some ten minutes before five. Should Igo
on up? Yes. The prayers of innumerable saints
who knew of mine, as well as his ordeal, began
to be effective. Courage to face amost distaste¬
ful —and yet most humbling and rewarding —
experience flowed through my being.
God for those righteous men whose effectual
fervent prayers availeth much in that dark hour.

“Not only in me. He met me at the cell door
with asmile on his face ... He showed me the
hand-written programme he desired to follow
in the few minutes allotted us. First the song,
‘We are Going Down the Valley.’ Then, in more
c h e e r f u l v e i n

his own spir i tual condit ion
of Joy!’ He wanted to read the 23rd Psalm, but
the single dim light in the high ceiling did not
shed enough light for him to see, so Iread it for
him. Iled in aprayer, and then Iasked if we
could sing ‘When Peace Like aRiver.’ Asm.ile

T h a n k

showing, Ithought, his faith in
‘ In the Morning
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lit his face —he welcomed it. As usual, Istarted
on the melody and he the bass
dozens of songs during the months Ihad been
vis i t ing h im
stanza he switched over to the melody. Ithought
Iunders tood, so I immedia te ly s ta r ted on the
bass part. Through astrange chance the remem¬
brance flitted through my mind of the occasion
when my own father lay dying, having lost his
right mind through his physical infirmities, and
we had sung for agood hour the hymns of past
years -he and Iswitched back and forth from
melody to bass, from bass to melody. But now
Iwas in adeath cell singing with one condemned
...As his voice came forth ...sweet and clear,
Ithought, ‘He does believe that it is well with
his soul ! ’

a s w e h a d d o n e

bu t m idway th rough the fi rs t

That song finished, he himself led in prayer
in wh ich he thanked God fo r a l l t ha t the Chr i s¬
t ians over the land had done for h im and asked
his final forgiveness for sin in his life. We then
sang, ‘Be With Me, Lord’ to conclude the service.
He said, ‘John, I’m nervous, but I’m not afraid.’
He had time to express his appreciation for what
Ihad been able to do for him, dr ink acup of
coffee, and then ‘they’ were at the door ... A
s h a k e o f t h e h a n d s a n d a fi n a l f a r e w e l l o n t h i s
side, asmile and ahandshake for each of the
warders, then his hands handcuffed behind him
and the cloth placed on his face. I, six paces
from that door, watched as they turned toward
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it and began to open it. Iturned away. My job
w a s d o n e . I c o u l d d o n o m o r e . O u t s i d e t h e

cell in the steel-grated concourse, Ibowed my
head for Iknew that he was already dead —
three seconds, Ihad been told, once the door
in the wall was shut. Mercifully swift, at least.

Stepping to the office, where, forty min¬
utes before, Ihad ‘signed in’ and must now ‘sign
out’ for the last time, Ifound an elderly African
m i n i s t e r o f a d e n o m i n a t i o n w h o h a d c o m e o n

just such an errand for one of his flock as Ihad.
He asked, ‘Did your man admit h is gui l t? ’ I
said, ‘Oh yes’ ... He said, ‘My man still main¬
tained his innocence. I t is avery hard case. ’
Then Irealized how easy ‘my man’ had made it
for me by his faith and courage up until the
very end ...

...‘my man’ took upon himself the full re¬
sponsibility. But he also told me, ‘John, Ihave
l e a r n e d t h e l e s s o n o f l o v e . L o v e f o r G o d a n d

for fellow man. Had Ilearned that lesson along
time ago, Iwould not now find myself where I
a m ’ . ”

a

There have been those who have expressed serious
doubts as to the sincerity of the man who so died. There
was the couple who doubted that God could forgive the
sin of murder. There were some who asked us, ‘‘What
do you think has happened to this man?” Our only an¬
swer then and now is from the Bible, one of the best scrip¬
tures being II Timothy 4:1 which speaks of Christ Jesus
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being the judge of the living and the dead, and 4:8 which
speaks of God the righteous judge.

As for the living after the time of this tragic incident,
we can remark that it was atime of tremendous spiritual
growth for John, atime of drawing very near to the Lord
for all of us who had any connection with the prisoner, a
time to return thanks to God for His love and mercy which
had kept others of us from slipping into lives of sin which
could very well have led us down the same paths, had we
been exposed to similar situations in our own lives.

U P S A N D D O W N S

Every congregation will have acertain number of
people who fall away from the faith, and even the occa¬
sional one who gets into serious trouble, either with the law
or in personal relationships. Often amissionary would
rather leave out the sad cases when reporting on his work.
He would rather wipe them out from his own memory,
and he would rather send only the good news to those
who support him. Yet the stories are incomplete if the

failures,” at least afew of them, are not recorded. If we
dwell on failures, we may be accused of negative think¬
ing, but we need to mention afew instances to illustrate
the reasons why churches fail to grow.

Due to achain of circumstances having to do with
people moving from one city to another, we had several
f a m i l i e s m o v e i n t o t h e c h u r c h i n P r e t o r i a . S o m e o f t h e m
had become backsliders at other places and had come to
us for anew beginning. Of these, some had never been
what we ordinarily call strong members. One family had
been in aSpiritualist movement, were with us for awhile.
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then returned to the Spiritualists. Several famihes who
became members of the church of Christ retained very
strong ties with the Afrikaans community and found it
difficult to be with an “English church,” their national
ties being stronger than their faith. For awhile they were
with us, then returned to where they had been before.

There was alady who had been amember of the
Seventh-Day Advent is ts who became conv inced tha t
the Sabbath was not meant to be kept in New Testament
times. She was baptized in cold water on ashivery winter
night, and soon afterward, she brought several of her
marr ied chi ldren, of whom afew were a lso bapt ized.
When we learned that one of the daughters was about
to be divorced, John pleaded with the mother to use
her influence to discourage it. When the lady asked why,
he explained to her the Bible teaching on the subject.
The upshot of the matter was that she herself had been
d i v o r c e d a n d r e m a r r i e d a s h a d s e v e r a l o f h e r c h i l d r e n .

She had even encouraged some of them in their divorce
suits. In great haste, they all departed from the church
without hearing any more in the matter.

Then there is the sad story of the two young broth¬
ers from abroken home. They were baptized as aresult
of teaching received at ayouth camp. We tried to help
them through many ups and downs, being alternately
encouraged and discouraged by their attitudes and acti¬
vities. To make along story short, both of them left the
church, one to live just an average sort of life, the other
to become involved in aseries of escapades ending in
his imprisonment for bank robbery. Itaught these boys
in Sunday School, and it gives me no pleasure to report
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their story. Where did we miss it? We can only pray that
there will yet be ahappy ending to the tale.

There are always some who drift in and out of vari¬
ous churches, trying them out but never finding satisfaction.
Some of these came our way. “We have been looking every¬
where for the right church, and now we think we have
found it,” they would say. Sometimes there was the
genuine seeker after truth, but more often, these people
proved to be disgruntled individuals who would never be
happy anywhere, perhaps because, instead of seeking the
truth and fol lowing i t , they were seeking achurch that
taught what they liked to believe. Many long hours were
spent with some of these folks to sort out the seekers from
t h e d r i f t e r s a n d d i s c o n t e n t .

Before the end of 1964, however, John was able to
write to his family that there had been an encouraging up¬
t u r n i n t h e w o r k i n P r e t o r i a . S e v e r a l b a c k s l i d e r s h a d r e ¬

turned to the fold. Our spirits were boosted, too, by the
plans for star t ing the Southern Afr ica Bible School in
Benoni. Classes were to begin in early 1965. More about
SABS in another chapter.

1965 was quickly approaching with plans for another
Vacation Bible School, to be the last one we would work
with in Pretoria. Kent was well established in David Lip¬
scomb College, Don was ready for his last year of high
school. That January, John and Imade atr ip to Venda-
land where Ihad my first exper ience in teaching rural
b l a c k w o m e n a n d c h i l d r e n . T h e c h i l d r e n ’ s c l a s s w a s h e l d

under alarge mango tree, and being the height of the
mango season, the ripe fruit would occasionally fall, causing
arustle of leaves, and the children would look up to see
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the building; Church Street was becoming more heavily
traveled and noisy; and the old house was deteriorating
so rapidly as to become aliability. All things considered,
it was decided to sell that property and move to another
part of the c i ty. Property zoned for church bui ld ings
was difficult to obtain, but eventually aplot was secured
in the new suburb of Ashleigh Gardens. Amodest build¬
ing was erected, and the members pitched in and did much
of the finishing work themselves.

The least desirable feature of the Ashleigh Gardens
building is its location, far out to one side of the city.
Many members have to travel great distances to attend
the services. At about the same time that the building
was completed, the world oil crisis hit, petrol became
scarce, and prices sky-rocketed. It became atest of the
fa i th o f some, and ast ra in on the i r pocketbooks, to
travel several times aweek to partake in church activities.
If there had been ahome for the preacher in the immedi¬
ate area, or if there had been some members able to move
into that suburb to create alocal nucleus, the task might
have been easier, but it has been next to impossible to
reach out to the residents in the vicinity. The building
was opened on March 20, 1971, ten years after the open¬
ing of the first one in Church Street.

P r e t o r i a l o s t t w o o f i t s o l d s o l d i e r s o f t h e c r o s s

within two days of each other. Hank Pieterse, who had
had one foot amputated before 1960, was further strick¬
en with the circulatory disease. He was buried with full
military honors at Voortrekkerhoogte on April 29, 1970.
He was asergeant in the permanent forces. On May 1,
we laid to rest “Papa Bill” LeGassick. Underneath Papa
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Bill’s brusque and forthright manner was aloving and sin¬
cere man, living still in the devoted hves of his faithful
grandchi ldren; Shir ley van der Spuy, Gordon Uys, and
Hett ie Gerber and thei r ch i ldren.

Bob and Shirley Cannon were loving, caring people
whose fellowship we valued highly. Before they came to
South Africa from the Los Angeles area, they had been
friends with Pat and Shirley Boone. The Boone family’s
move away from the church of Christ to the charismatic
m o v e m e n t i s w e l l k n o w n a l l o v e r t h e w e s t e r n w o r l d . A f t e r

the Cannons left South Africa in 1971, they followed in
the Boones’ footsteps and are no longer in our fellowship.

Two SABS s tuden t s , Tony Sofianos and Johan
Smulders, assisted in Pretoria for awhile. When Tony
dropped out of that work, Johan continued until his gradu¬
ation at the end of 1972. Chve Biggs preached from July
1972 to July 1973, and Roy Lothian from January 1975
to March 1976. The men of the congregation did their
best to fill the gaps between these dates. In April, 1976,
Phil Theron began to carry the main burden of preaching,
and in July of that year, John Hardin had the joy of helping
to ordain three elders: Nic Dekker, Dennis Marran, and
Fred Pretor ius. After about ayear, Nic was transferred
to another city, Dennis resigned, and Fred had to step
down in recognition of the Bibhcal principle of plurality
o f e l d e r s .

Among the many men who filled the pulpit from
time to time were Izak Theron, Jerry Hogg, Fred Bergh,
Vince Hunt, Eric Bressler, and Hendrik Botes, and also
assisting when needed were Fred Pretorius, Andrew Venter,
Danny Sullivan, Koos van Staden, and perhaps some others
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whom we have over looked. Er ic Bress ler was a t one t ime

considered as apermanent man, but he found it necessary
to move to Cape Town for the sake of his daughter who
needed to attend aspecial school.

In October, 1981, Jerry D’Al ton began to work
with the Pretoria congregation on apart-time basis, and
from the first of August, 1983, he became their regular
man in the pulpit. The population of Pretoria is pre¬
dominantly Afrikaans, so it is good to have fully bilin¬
gual preachers. Brother D’Alton is capable of preaching
in either English or Afrikaans. As it was explained to me
in aletter from Dinky Pretorius, there was afamily from
England that “just happened” to start visiting the services,
so Jerry preached mostly in English for awhile, and the
man was baptized. Then an Afrikaans family “just hap¬
pened” to start attending services, so Jerry’s main preach¬
ing for awhile was in Afrikaans. Most of the Pretoria
m e m b e r s a r e a b l e t o u n d e r s t a n d s e r m o n s i n e i t h e r l a n ¬

guage, but it is an asset for apreacher to be able to ex¬
plain the scriptures in whatever language is best under¬
s t o o d .

Having Uved and labored in Pretoria for five years,
Iam happy to hear and be able to report that Jerry
D’Alton has been putting the members of the church to
work. After all the ups and downs that Pretoria has ex¬
perienced, perhaps they can take heart from the story in
Nehemiah where the wall of Jerusalem was rebuilt against
great odds “because the people had amind to work
(Neh .4 ;6 ) .
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24. Formal opening of the 600-seat auditorium of the Benoni church, Arthur Engel-
brecht cutting the ribbon while A1 Horne looks on.
25. Congregation attending the opening service of the new Benoni building.



28. Preacher training for black church workers of the Reef area, short course, 1962.
29. Agroup of workers at an encampment for black teenagers. John Manape,
preacher for the black church in Atteridgeville, Pretoria, is at center, rear. Bro.
Manape began his full-time work in 1951, and died at about 100 years of age in 1984.
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26. AVacation Bible School group in Pretoria in 1963.
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27. VBS teachers take arefreshment break, Pretoria, 1964.



28. Preacher training for black church workers of the Reef area, short course, 1962.
29. Agroup of workers at an encampment for black teenagers. John Manape,
preacher for the black church in Atteridgeville, Pretoria, is at center, rear. Bro.
Manape began his full-time work in 1951, and died at about 100 years of age in 1984.



30. Joe Watson presents diplomas to SABS graduate Allan Kriger. Also shown are
Co l i n Kau f fman and Johan Smu lde rs .

31. The Peugeot, purchased by the church at 29th and South Yale, Tulsa, on the
way to ablack area in northeastern Transvaal. This vehicle had 98,000 miles put on
i t i n t h e L o r d ’ s w o r k .
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32. John Hardin in his office at 4Whitehouse Ave., Farrarmere, Benoni. He spent
many long hours typing and duplicating teaching material for all races.
33. Agroup of Reef colored Christians, relaxing after aSaturday afternoon Bible
study, in Noordgesig.
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34. Colored Chr ist ians on the Reef near Johannesburg.

35. Colored Christians after aleadership training class. Jerry Hogg at the far right.
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36. The little group of colored Christians that meets in the garage-meeting hall on
the property of Bro. Walter Paul, one of the earliest converts in the Johannesburg
a r e a .

37. Agroup of colored Christians in the home of one of the members, Westcol.



38. Leaders and preachers o f severa l b lack churches in the Johannesburg area,
meeting at Mzimhlope, 1968.
39. Sunday services in aschool room, Daveyton, Benoni. Such school room scenes
are typical of dozens of meeting places for black congregations all over South
A f r i c a .
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40. Four black ladies in Daveyton, Benoni. Itaught them how to teach Sunday
school, and had the assistance of Simon Magagula, who interpreted for me.
41. Agroup of villagers gather to hear the preaching being done with the aid of a
loud hai ler.



T h e A n t i P r o b l e m

It is regrettable that it is necessary to record the less
pleasant aspects of amissionary work. It is sad that divi¬
sions occur. “Divide and conquer” is amil i tary strategy
that Satan uses with devastat ing results. Paul warned
against it in ICorinthians 1:10 and in Romans 16:17. He
ins t ruc ted tha t those who cause d iv is ion shou ld be marked

and avoided. For some years there had been members of
the church who became known as “anti’s,” because they
were “anti” certain practices that had been generally ac¬
cepted in churches of Christ. Some believed that orphans
should be cared for only in individual Christian homes —
not in orphans’ homes. Others believed that because of
church autonomy, no two congregations could pool their
funds in order to send alump sum to amissionary, but
that each congregation must send directly to the recipient.
There were those who believed it asinful practice for a
church to send money from i ts t reasury to aChrist ian
college, or in fact even to call acollege “Christian.” Then
came the move to Galatians 6:10 which says to “do good
unto all men, especially unto them who are of the house¬
hold of faith.” The “anti” position is that good done to
t h o s e n o t o f t h e h o u s e h o l d o f f a i t h c a n n o t c o m e i n t h e

form of money from the church treasury. It can only come
directly from the purses and pockets of individual members.

One’s stand on such subjects needs to be kept in the
realm of opinion, and as long as it remains there, no division
will occur. Division occurs when someone begins to press

3 4 9
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one or more of such “issues,” saying that someone else
sins by bel ieving and act ing di fferent ly f rom himself .
Pressure bui lds into the format ion of l i t t le groups of
people who hold to their opinions so strongly that they
draw apart and label as “liberal” those who do not believe
as they do. It was this sort of action that led to asplinter
m o v e m e n t i n t h e s t a t e s i n t h e 5 0 ’ s .

In South Africa, we had been so naive as to believe
t h a t t h e “ a n t i ” m o v e m e n t w o u l d n o t a f f e c t u s . I t w a s

about I960 that we began to feel disturbed about the
problem. Carl McCullough had not preached the issues
from the pulpit, but he had privately influenced several
of the members, particularly Gavin duToit who attended
Florida College (an “anti” insti tut ion), and returned to
start an “anti” church in Brakpan.

In the ear ly I960’s, Ray Votaw showed himsel f
to be more strongly “anti” than before, and he was soon
joined by Gene Tope who by then was in Krugersdorp.
Ray and Gene drew away members from other congre¬
gations and many were becoming disturbed.

Among the South African people they influenced
were Piet Joubert who established his own congregation
in Durban and keeps very much to himself with that'
g roup; Roy Loth ian, who la ter le f t the “ant i ” g roup,
attended SABS, and preached for awhile in Pretoria;
Basil Cass, who worked with Gene Tope in Turffontein
and in Krugersdorp; and others who to my knowledge,
became so thoroughly confused that they have left the
church al together. Andy deKlerk of Pretor ia at tended
Florida college and returned to South Africa with “anti
leanings which he did not press at first. He preached in

5 1
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Port Elizabeth for awhile, and during that time, we heard
t h a t “ a n t i ” b r e t h r e n i n A m e r i c a w a r n e d h i m t h a t h e w o u l d

be sinning if he asked one of our “non-anti” brethren to
hold agospel meeting for that congregation. Andy deKlerk
r e t u r n e d t o F l o r i d a f o r f u r t h e r s t u d i e s a n d b e c a m e a f u l l -

fledged “anti.” Leonard Gray and Charlie Tutor assisted
Andy Jooste for many months, teaching the congregation
what we beheve to be the correct approach to the scriptures
involved. When deKlerk was ready to return to Port Eliza¬
beth, he was informed that he was not welcome to return
to the Pickering Street congregation. He avowed that he
would return whether or not he was wanted, and then
started anew little group together with some of his personal
followers. They built abuilding not far from the Pickering
Street one, and for several years they continued to meet
there. Eventually, their efforts played out, their building
was sold, and many of the members returned to the old
group in Pickering Street, while other discouraged ones
simply drifted away.

The arrival of Joe Watson to work with the Pickering
Street congregation in late 1965 was atremendous unifying
force for the Lord’s church, and it was possible for aperiod
of peace to reign within the membership there.

By early 1965, the movement on the Reef had so
escalated that there were alarming symptoms of division in
the very midst of several congregations. Something had to
happen to prevent utter chaos. It became obvious that a
public discussion needed to be held, with both sides having
equal opportunity to put forward their beliefs.

James Judd, then of Rhodesia, had once espoused the
anti” beliefs but had studied himself out of them, so he
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knew the issues well. Ray Votaw was the most “vocal” of
the “anti” people, so it was decided that those two should
be the speakers. In March, 1965, the discussion was held
at the Benoni church building. At the beginning of the
evening, the fol lowers of Votaw and the fol lowers of
Judd gravitated to the two sides of the building, accord¬
ing to whom they believed. Lowell Worthington reminded
me recently that 70% or so were on Votaw’s side of the
building. During an interval when the audience stretched
their legs and went outside, amove to the opposite side
took place -when the audience returned to seats, there
w e r e m o r e o n t h e J u d d s i d e . T h e n b r o t h e r J u d d t o l d a

story about aboat being operated on the great Lake
Nyasa. He had operated such aboat, bought with church
money, so he asked the audience to suppose that he was
in it when awind storm arose, capsizing aboat nearby,
spilling its passengers into the water. According to the

anti” interpretation of Gal. 6:10, he would have to go
over to the struggling people and ask them if they were
members of the church of Christ. If the answer was “no,”
he would have to say, “Sorry, can’t help you,” and let
them drown. With that, others from the Votaw side of
the auditorium arose and moved over to the Judd side,
and according to brother Worthington, only afew re¬
m a i n e d w i t h V o t a w .

Tex Williams then asked Votaw if he was going to
continue to preach the “anti” doctrines. The answer was

Then he asked if Votaw was going to continue
even if it meant dividing the church. The answer was still

It was time, then, to act according to Romans
16:17, mark those that caused division and avoid them.

9 ?Y e s .
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Lowell Worthington also reported that at one time it
was arranged that he and Ray Votaw would discuss the
issues at one of the black congregations in Soweto —they
had also been disturbed by Ray’s teachings. The meeting
began with the “anti” side of the issues being presented,
but Lowell was not permitted by them ever to take the
fl o o r .

People who are moving into the work of the churches
in various places in South Africa need to be aware of the

anti” problem. At the time of this writing, it still exists.
We do not advocate ugly warfare and open wrangling. Con¬
stant awareness is necessary. It may even be said of our at¬
titude that we need to “be sober, be watchful, for your ad¬
versary, the devil, goeth about, as aroaring hon, seeking
whom he may devour.” False doctrine and division can
cause us to become the “ l ion’s” vict ims.

Among black churches, Paul Williams has done much
to spread “anti-ism.” One congregation in Vendaland has
been totally drawn away through his teachings. Asecond
one was nearly taken over, but our faithful black brethren
persuaded them that it was not right. Some “anti” people.
I’m not sure who, have told an untruth to the Venda-speak-
ing congregation in Soweto, namely Tshiawelo, that there
is no longer any division between the “anti’s” and our¬
selves, and that it is all right for them all to be together.
Would that th is were so! Would that those in error had re¬

turned from their divisive ways!



Preacher Training Schools
S O U T H E R N A F R I C A B I B L E S C H O O L

Amissionary’s real goal is to work himself out of a
job. This never really happens, but it is the ultimate aim.
He is eager to see the day when local people will be cap¬
able of taking over the work of the church. In anew
mission field, this goal may be far in the future, but he
will realize that there may be three steps in the process.
First, he and his fellow-missionaries will be doing all of
the preaching and teaching. Second, as capable men are
converted, the missionary may find it expedient to send
some of them to existing colleges in the United States
with the intent that they should return and minister to
their own people. The third step is the provision of
training schools in the mission field itself. It may take
years to reach step three. In most instances, it would
be bet ter i f s tep two cou ld be e l iminated. In South
Africa, it was almost 15 years from the time that Caskey,
Miller, Echols, and Hardin first entered the country and
started the work in Johannesburg until Southern Africa
B i b l e S c h o o l c o n v e n e d i t s fi r s t c l a s s e s . I t w a s E l d r e d
E c h o l s a n d A 1 H o r n e w h o m E l d r e d h a d c o n v e r t e d i n
P o r t E h z a b e t h i n l a t e 1 9 5 2 w h o n o w r e - e n t e r e d S o u t h
Africa and opened up the doors for future preachers to
be trained in Benoni. The two men had worked together
in apreacher training school in Tanganyika so they had
considerable experience behind them.

The beginning of SABS was awonderful accomplish-
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merit and cause for much thanksgiving. From the time that
South African men began to go to America for training in
the early 1950’s, we had seen anumber who never returned.
Although statistics never tell the whole story, aquick look
at afew figures reveals the following: before the opening
of SABS, about 20 South African men went to various
Christ ian col leges in America, of whom 7are fa i thfu l ly
serving in their home country, or 35%. Out of 14 others
who went to America after SABS had been established,
about 43% returned. Of the 49 men who had graduated
from SABS by 1982, there were, one year later, 41 serving
either as ful l - t ime ministers, part- t ime, ministers, Bible
school teachers (Manzini and SABS), or good, useful, work¬
ing members of congregations all over the country. Among
the graduates are two who are elders and at least one
deacon. (There would be more, but few congregations as
yet have elders and deacons at all). One of the SABS
graduates, originally aTexan, is now preaching in alarge
church in his home state; one is an Irishman who is preach¬
ing in Canada, one is aPortuguese who has returned to his
homeland to preach; one is preaching full-time in Missouri;
and one other who is out of fellowship is overseas.

A b o u t 2 3 m e n h a v e a t t e n d e d S A B S b u t h a v e n o t

finished all the courses. Thirty percent or so of that num¬
ber, including my son, Neal, completed agood amount of
t h e w o r k w h i l e s o m e o t h e r s a t t e n d e d f o r s h o r t e r t i m e s .
By the end of 1982, 40 female students had attended
SABS, anywhere from half ayear to nearly 3years. None
have actually finished all the courses, but two-year certi¬
ficates have been earned by several. Although girls will not
be preachers, many of them are or will be preachers’ wives.
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They are permitted to take any of the courses they wish,
and the girls have taken agreat variety of selections from
the curriculum, even the Hebrew and Greek. In addition
to the men’s courses, there are courses for girls in the
homemaking skills, and wives of students are required
to take the courses in being better wives and mothers,
particularly as pertains to wives of preachers.

As one would expect, SABS began small and was
slow getting off the ground. Of necessity, it was limited
to white students, except for one older black man who
attended during 1982 and 1983. (The future may see
more mixing of the races in the school. In the mean¬
while, there are other provisions for non-white students,
described later in this chapter).

A s c h o o l s u c h a s S A B S w a s n e w a n d d i f f e r e n t i n

Southern Africa. It could offer no degree. It could not
promise its graduates any pulpits to fill after graduation,
nor would it serve as an employment agency to place men
in pulpits. It had little money and no property, no build¬
ing. The first classes were held in alarge class room of
the Benoni church, some in the day, some at night. When
this proved to be unsatisfactory, the classes were moved
to the personal study of Eldred Echols. Classes were
very small, the teaching almost on apersonal basis.

In 1967, asmall-holding of 6acres with two old
houses was purchased in Cloverdene, just outside of
Benoni. Married students lived in the houses, with the
living room of one being used for aclass room. Other
classes were held in aroom which had once been servants’

quarters; on alog under achestnut tree; and on cold days,
in acar warmed by the sun. So it was agreat day in
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October, 1971, when abuilding was completed with ample
class room space, alibrary, offices and akitchen. As this
is being written, we have areport of 40 students in the
present facility —afull house. If more students enroll,
the building will have to be enlarged. What awonderful
problem to have!

SABS was first sponsored by the Garland Road
church (now called Highland Oaks) in Dallas, then for a
brief period by Richland Hills in Fort Worth. At the time
of writing, the complete oversight of the school is carried
by the eldership of the Memorial Church of Christ in
Houston, Texas. They are also the principal financially
supporting congregation with American individual Chris¬
tians as well as congregations assisting in the program.
On at least three occasions, elders from Memorial have
v i s i t e d t h e s c h o o l .

Since 1973, Joe and Polly Watson, who worked at
times in Port Elizabeth, Uganda, and Benoni, have travel¬
ed in the interest of SABS. They have numerous slides
and a16mm movie, one or both of which they have used
at least 466 times in 10 years. In addition to showing the
films and speaking about SABS for congregations who
request it, they set up booths at most of the major lecture¬
ships and workshops across the southern states; part of the
display in the booth is acontinuous slide showing. Liter¬
ature concerning SABS is handed out, and Joe and Polly
are always ready to tell enquirers all about it. Joe says
he would call his work “information sharing” rather than

fund-raising.” He does not pressure anyone into giving
large sums, but informs them of the work and tells them
how they can help if they so wish. To keep SABS in the
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public eye in America, he distributes aperiodical called
Southern Africa Connection,” with news, updates, and

interesting highlights from month to month.
South Afr ican Christ ians contr ibute substant ial ly

to the support of SABS, both as individuals and as con¬
gregations. They do so freely because the entire cur¬
riculum is Bible or Bible-related. Most of this support is
pledged at lectureship time each year.

As long as SABS has resources available, bursaries
are given to those men who apply. Those who are needy
and lack funds for school are first in line, and those who
can support themselves are not eligible for assistance.

Ful l- t ime teachers through the years have been
A1 Horne, Eldred Echols, Des Steyn, Mel Sheasby, and
Les Massey. Part-time men have been Jerry Hogg, Bill
Bryan, John Reese, Jerry D’Al ton, Manuel d ’Ol iveira,
C r a i g R o s s , A n d r e L a n d m a n , S a m W i s h a r t , E r n i e
McDan ie l , Ar thur Enge lbrech t , Rober t Bo thma, Jer ry
Hayes, Jim Petty, John Hardin, Bob Cannon, and Chve
Biggs. Women who have taught on apart-time basis are
Donna Horne, Lois Sheasby, Lisa Steyn, Bessie Hardin,
Jane Echols, Beth Reese, Kay Petty, Kay Hayes, and
Veronique Hirst.

The curr iculum ranks high in academic qual i ty,
including Greek and Hebrew courses that extend through
the entire three years. There are in-depth studies of all of
the Bible and survey courses in Old and New Testaments.
Other courses are Bible Geography, Personal Evangelism,
the New Testament Church, Homiletics, Church History,
Denominational Doctrines, The Preacher and His Work,
Christian Evidences, Systematic Theology, Principles of

6 6
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Teaching, Church Growth, Biblical Archaeology, Christian
Communications, Hermeneutics, Pastoral Counseling, Writ¬
ings, the Educational Program of the Church, and Youth
Ministry. Third year students choose between Languages
a n d E d u c a t i o n a l c o u r s e s .

The work of SABS is not accredited by universities
in South Africa, but it is possible for students to take
courses from Unisa, by correspondence. Some students
have done acertain amount of this at the same time as they
are doing similar courses at SABS, while others have done
the Unisa work at later dates. It is possible this way to ob¬
tain aBachelor’s degree.

In 1976, through the efforts of A1 Horne, Abilene
Christian University agreed to give credit to SABS gradu¬
ates for most of the work completed there, making i t
possible for adiligent student to obtain adegree in 12 to
18 months. Some who have done so are Des Steyn, Mel
Sheasby, and Peter Mostert. Ageneral t ightening up of
certain rulings and some change in policy may make it
more difficult for future prospective students entering ACU
from SABS, but there wil l l ikely be good opportunit ies
s t i l l a v a i l a b l e .

Fol lowing is al ist of graduates of SABS through
1981: (those rendering faithful service in some capacity
are so noted).

1 9 6 9

Clive Biggs, George, C. P. Teacher
Les Massey, Mesquite, Texas, Preacher
Gordon Uys, Durban, Pulpit Minister
Jim Byrne, Dublin, Ireland
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1970

Dave Rodger, Boksburg, Preacher
I z a k T h e r o n

1 9 7 1

Kenny Hunt, Benoni, Deacon, High School Teacher
(Colored work, Johannesburg area)

1 9 7 2

Cohn Kauffman, Pietermaritzburg, Assists preacher.
(Formerly Port Elizabeth)
Allan Kriger, Manzini Bible School, Swaziland Bible
School Teacher (Deceased, 1984)

1 9 7 3

Vince Hunt, Benoni, Elder, SABS Office Manager

1 9 7 4

Roy Loth ian, Pretor ia (Preached fu l l - t ime for a
while). Secular job
Greg Wood, Pinetown, Preacher. Formerly Wind¬
hoek, SWA

1 9 7 5

Eddie Baartman Kimberley, Preacher
Manuel D’Ohveira, Portuguese Bible Translator, (for¬
merly at Manzini, Swaziland; Lisbon, Portugal)
Bev Hirst, Benoni member. Secular work
Eamonn Morgan, Canada, Preacher
Basil van As, Alberton church. Secular work.
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1 9 7 6

Paul Brady, Pinetown, Assistant Preacher
Robin Dennill, Turffontein member, Secular work
Frank Malherbe, Turffontein Minister, Self-supporting
Chris Savides, Butterworth
Errol Williams, Mutari, Zimbabwe, Minister

1 9 7 7
Chris Burke, Secular job, Zimbabwe
Maurice Charlton, Missionary to Z^ululand, (Lives in
Empangeni)
Nigel Hausberger, Assists Weltevreden Park Church
Peter Mostert, Missionary to Blacks, (Lives in Benoni)
Brian Simpson, Benoni
Marcelle van der Spuy, Missouri, U. S. Preacher

1978

Reg Branford, Durban, Personal Evangelism
Keith Minaar, Benoni member
Mel Sheasby, SABS Lecturer, Benoni Elder
Kerr Sloan, George, Minister
Des Steyn, SABS Lecturer

1979

Angus Gordon, East London Church, Secular work
Dave Savides, Bellville, Minister
Dick van Dyke, Swaziland Bible School
Clive Watkins, Benoni member. Secular work
Sam Wishart, Springs, Assists Minister, High School
T e a c h e r
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1 9 8 0

Eric Bresler, Cape Town member, Secular work
Andrew Dumbriss, Pietermaritzburg, Preacher
Andrew Landman, Benoni, Afrikaans Preacher, Part-
t i m e a t S A B S

Craig Ross, Benoni Youth work. Part-time Teacher
a t S A B S

Andrew Williams, Uitenhage member. Secular work

1981

Alick Burger, East London, Secular work
Jeff Kenee, Uitenhage Assistant, Secular work
Cohn McKay, Mil i tary Service period. Southwest
A f r i c a

Johan Snyman, Goodwood, Minister
Dick Waldie, Manzini Bible School, Swaziland

In 1983, John Graham graduated from SABS and is
presently preaching in East London. Patrick Kenee, Der¬
rick Bam, and Rod Calder, also 1983 graduates, are work¬
ing on degrees at ACU in Abilene, Texas.

This is not adirectory. There will be changes and
additions very soon, some of them before this book can
be printed. The list serves to demonstrate what has been
and is being accomplished at SABS. It can be seen that
some graduates are not filling pulpits or otherwise engaged
in full-time church work. At present, there are not enough

pulpits” to go around, but most of the graduates are in¬
volved in the work of the church wherever they are. Some
are in places where the church today is small and weak but
may some day become strong and require afu l l - t ime

n
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minister. It is anticipated that former graduates will even¬
tually fill such pulpits.

The publication, “Southern Africa Connection” for
June, 1983, features asection which points up the extent
of SABS as to length of time, growth, popularity, and sta¬
bil ity. The opening statement is as follows:
Southern Africa Bible School has been in operation for
eighteen full years, afew father-son (or daughter) teams
h a v e e n t e r e d t h e s c h o o l ,

son Craig; Vince and Kenny Hunt; Maurice and Stephen
Charlton; Mel and Paul Sheasby; Sam and Rozanne Wishart.
The Horne’s three daughters have all attended the school,
and there are several famil ies who have had at least two in
S A B S .

N o w t h a t

9 9 Note these: Gordon Uys and

A c c r e d i t a t i o n o f S A B S h a s s o m e d i s t i n c t b e n e fi t s

in addition to scholastic advantages: it allows astudent to
receive military exemption until SABS training is complete,
and it is hoped that in the future it could mean some tax
r e l i e f .

There are numerous opportunities for SABS students
to make practical application of their training and practice
their skills as they go along. Students sometimes travel as
agroup to acity or area for the purpose of evangehstic
outreach, to knock on doors, invite people to special ser¬
vices, and offer to teach home Bible studies or set up
studies to be done by local personnel. Students are fre¬
quently used to assist in preaching and teaching programs
wherever possible.

Study at SABS has become so popular with Chris¬
tian girls that agirls’ dormitory was set up in alarge resi¬
dence in 1982. Edythe Cowan from the Richland Hills
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church in Ft. Worth served as the first dorm mother, follow¬
ed by Rhona Menage. Agreat deal of concentrated Bible
study is done by the girls, and there are some who have
obtained their Mrs. degree —what better place for aChris¬
tian girl to find the ideal husband!

M A N Z I N I B I B L E S C H O O L - S W A Z I L A N D

With acombination of uncommon foresight, bound¬
less zeal for the Lord’s work, and aspirit of pioneer adven¬
ture, Eldred Echols has always been ready to make the
next step. With the Tanganyika Bible School well under
way, Eldred was thinking of what else should be under¬
taken. As early as 1960, he and A1 Horne made atrip from
Tanganyika to investigate the possibilities of opening up a
training school for native preachers in Swaziland. It was an
ideal time, for the borders between Swaziland and South
Africa were completely open to people of all races so that
blacks could travel back and forth without hindrance, and
it was thought that South African blacks who wished to
train as preachers could do just that.

The account that Eldred wrote of the trip is worthy
of being quoted -it illustrates not only his and Al’s spirit,
but more importantly, the guidance of God in an unusual
w a y ;

We left Tanganyika for Swaziland ...with
barely enough money to pay for food, lodging and
gasoline for the tr ip. If any mishap occurred in¬
volving amajor expediture, the trip would be ended
then and there. However, the trip went off smooth¬
ly enough with only minor troubles. We were told
in Rhodes ia tha t the South A f r i can government
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might require us to deposit alarge sum of money on
our car at the border, and we were somewhat appre¬
hensive about that. We would just have to try to get
through, as we had come too far to go back. As it
happened, there was no problem at all. The young
man at the customs window simply took down the
particulars from the registration book and waved
u s o n .

We found the brethren in South Africa very en¬
thusiastic about the possibilities of aschool in Swazi¬
land and willing to assist in any way possible. Thus
encouraged, we talked with government officials in
Mbabane, the capital of Swaziland, and investigated
anumber of possible sites for locating the Bible
School. We eventually settled on ariverside location
between the two largest towns of the country and
took an option to buy the land, intending to move
there as soon as replacements could be found for us
in the Tanganyika work. We headed back for East
Africa, well pleased with the way everything had
w o r k e d o u t .

W h e n w e a r r i v e d b a c k a t t h e S o u t h - R h o d e s i a

customs post, the official asked for our receipt for
the money we had deposited on the car. We looked
blank. ‘Don’t tell me you didn’t make adeposit!’
he exclaimed in astonishment. ‘We didn’t,’ we con¬
fessed. ‘What customs officer let you through?’ he
demanded. ‘A young man with blond hair,’ we re¬
plied. ‘Now that could be,’ he nodded his head.
‘That was his first day at this post and he probably
didn’t know that East African cars require adeposit.
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You were just lucky you got that particular man.
Any other officer would have charged you about
300 pounds (840 dollars).’

We left South Africa with the deep conviction
that the Lord had aspecial interest in awork being
started in Swaziland. At this writing (it was then
1966), it does not yet appear what His plans are.
A1 Horne and Iare now in South Africa, teaching
in Bible training schools for both white and native
preachers. Shortly after we had bought the prop¬
erty in Swaziland, the South African government
lifted their restrictions against our operating a
Bible School in this country. So future plans for
Swaz i l and a re s t i l l l ocked up i n t he hea r t o f
G o d . . . 9 9

The period between the acquisition of the Swazi¬
land property and the move of Hornes and Echols to
South Africa was awaiting time for that project. In the
interim, in conference with Tex Williams and John Har¬
din, it was decided that it would be better first to estab¬
l i sh a t ra in ing schoo l fo r wh i te men in Sou th A f r i ca
proper. Then, within ashort t ime, it would be possible
t o t r a i n a n u m b e r o f m e n w h o c o u l d m o v e o n t o e s t a b ¬

l i sh o ther works , inc lud ing aschoo l in Swaz i land . I f
anyone thought this was aploy to divert the capabilities
of Echols and Horne from black to white emphasis, such
suspicions have long since been dissipated. The plan has
worked exactly as set forth.

The first man to go to Swaziland to do some build¬
ing and begin to lay the groundwork for the Manzini Bible
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School was Nic Dekker. Nic spent ayear at SABS and then
moved to Swaziland in late 1966. He was first joined by
the Jesse Browns who had considerable experience in mis¬
sion work in Rhodesia, and later by the Shorty Winfields,
newly graduated from Sunset School of Preaching. Near
the mission property were the Figuer ido fami ly whose
son, Mickey was converted and attended college in the
U. S., married an American gir l , Ann, and returned to
assist at the Manzini school. When Dekkers, Browns, and
Winfields moved away, there was considerable turn-over in
personnel. The Jim Byrnes, the Manuel d'Oliveiras, the
Chris Savides’, the Andrew Williams’, the Andrew Dum-
bris’, the Dick Waldies, the Dick van Dykes, and the Mau¬
rice Charltons, all from SABS, spent varying lengths of
time in the program.

In mid-1983, Allan Kriger, another SABS graduate
who spent many years in the Vendaland Bible School,
m o v e d t o S w a z i l a n d . O f a l l t h e S o u t h A f r i c a n m e n w h o
have been involved in the Manzini school, Allan had the
most years of work with the black people, and it was hoped
that his experience and his love of that work would stand
him in good stead in Swaziland. Allan died in 1984.

The course of study is two years, with English and
Seswati being used equally as media of instruction. In
addit ion to white teachers, brother David Macubu and
brother Samson Shandu have taught. Samson is still with
the school. Students have come from South Africa, Bots¬
wana, Lesotho, Zambia, and Mozambique as well as from
Swazi land. In 1983, one co lored s tudent , aSwazi land
citizen, was enrolled
have been through the school, and about half of these are

t h e o t h e r s a r e b l a c k . A b o u t 5 0
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preaching. Anew education block has just been completed
with 4classrooms, office, library, and fellowship area.

After Eldred Echols had spent some time in Swazi¬
land in mid-1983, he had these comments to make: “Poli¬
t i c s h a v e n o t a f f e c t e d t h e w o r k . T h e r e i s n o t h r e a t o f

communism, and rioting and rebellion are remote possi¬
bilities. Swazi traditions affect the work more than any
m o d e r n t r e n d s . ”

N A T A L S C H O O L O F P R E A C H I N G

In January, 1969, the Natal School of Preaching at
Pietermaritzburg was opened to black and colored students.
Th e r e h a v e b e e n s t u d e n t s f r o m B o t s w a n a a n d L e s o th o a s
well as from many parts of South Africa, but most of the
m e n h a v e b e e n f r o m t h e Z u l u a n d X h o s a n a t i o n s . T h e
founding faculty were Ian Fair, Tex Williams, and Delbert
McCloud. Other missionaries who have taught are Jan
Mauck, Don Perry, Jack Mitchell, Milton Wilson, and Bill
Tyson . Non -Eu ropean b re th ren who have t augh t a re
Samson Peters and Joseph Maisela. By the end of 1983
there were 207 who had completed the two-year course,
with 38 enrolled for the beginning of 1984.

In add i t ion to the two-year course, some shor t
courses have been conducted, for there are agood many
men who, for financial reasons, job commitments, and
otherwise, are unable to at tend aschool for extended
periods. Subjects taught at the Natal school are: Textual
studies of each book in the Bible, Beginning Greek, Minis¬
try, Evangelism, Missionary Methods, Sound Doctrine,
and the Church of Christ. Alarge library has been com¬
pleted.
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Support of varying amounts has been provided for
full-time students, the money coming from churches in the
states and in South Africa. Acondition of enrollment has
been that upon completion of the course, astudent is to
return to his home area to preach or otherwise assist in the
churches. During their stay at the school, students have
ample opportunity to make weekend trips of an evange¬
listic nature, together with some of the teachers. This is
regarded as an extension of the classroom and provides
experience in mission work.

Ian Fair reports that agood many men from the
Natal School of Preaching have done afine work, and he
especially mentions the names of Samson Peters, Joseph
Maisela, Richard Maxhayi, Garner Kentane, and David
Phelane. This is particularly commendable because there
is no way in which graduates of the school can be assured
of support for preaching in their home lands.

Jack Mitchell is engaged in publicity and fund-raising
for the Natal School in much the same way as Joe Watson
is for SABS. Approximately half the year is spent in travel¬
ing in the states and during the other half, Jack is in Pieter¬
maritzburg, actively working with the school staff.

V E N D A L A N D S C H O O L O F P R E A C H I N G
The report on the Vendaland school has been in¬

cluded with the chapter on that little nation, especially
because the work of the school and the work of the church

were so tied together in the Hardin experience with them.

O T H E R T R A I N I N G
Numerous short-term schools, and schools conducted
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weekly over periods of many months have been conducted
in nearly every part of South Africa by the preachers at
the various congregations. These are too numerous and
widely scattered to be described here.



Kansas City
If bidding farewell to South Africa after almost 16

years was traumatic, finding aplace to settle within reason¬
able distance of John’s mother, with aposition suited to
John’s abilities and the family’s needs was equally so. This
was no furlough. We needed to see our loved ones from
Texas and Oklahoma to Minnesota and Kentucky, but we
needed to be settled by September if the boys were to
have agood year at school. Making the change to Ameri¬
can schools would be difficult enough, but if the children
had to enter after the opening date, they would be handi¬
capped.

John still felt his lack of acollege degree, and having
been overseas during most of his full-time ministry, he was
unknown to the churches in the U. S. The positions he had
filled at Waxahachie and Altus before we went to Africa -
full-time song leader, cum youth worker, cum jack-of-all-
trades —was no longer offered by congregations. He began
to feel like asquare peg trying to fit into around hole. He
loved his mother, but his heart was in Africa, and he was
unhappy about job-seeking.

Summer was nearing its end, with still no position.
We were visiting my folks in Minnesota when we received a
telephone call from Mom Hardin, saying that she had word
of acongregation in Kansas City, Kansas, that was needing
aminister, so we cut our visit short by aday or two and
headed south. At the Kensington Park church we found
that the ladies’ Bible class was in full swing. They had had

3 7 1
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their study and had shared apot-luck lunch and
about to begin on their project of making cancer pads for
the hospital. If they had been wondering what to do with
the left-overs of the lunch, they had no problem —we
made short work of them for we had not eaten since early
breakfast. Arrangements were made over the phone for
John to meet with the elders, and our family was pro¬
vided w i th mote l rooms.

w e r e

Before we had achance to get used to the idea of
living in Kansas City, we were there! The church had a
house for us, but we had not one stick of furniture, so we
spent several days acquiring what we needed, putting the
boys into school, and gradually settling down. Dale and
Gary were in primary school, Brian and Neal in Junior
High, and Don was asenior in High School. Kent, of
course, was at David Lipscomb College in Nashville.

We all had “reverse culture shock. T h e s c h o o l
systems and subjects were so-different. Integration rather
than apartheid required adjusted thinking. After all, the
boys had lived most of their lives in Africa, and John and
Ihad become as much South African as American.

In October, after we had had achance to become
well settled in our home and work, John’s mother came
to visit for about 2weeks. She told me then that she did
not feel well and that she was alittle bit disgusted with
the doctor who kept telling her, “Mrs. Hardin, you can’t
expect to feel well all the time when you are 83.’’ Most
of the time during her visit, she seemed her old self and
we had agood time. It was apple season, so we bought
2bushels of apples for canning. Mom sat in arocker near
the television and peeled apples while Iworked in the
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kitchen to can them. Mom attended the ladies classes with
me and endeared herself to those who sat around the quilt¬
ing frame, stitching for the needy. The ladies even persuad¬
ed her to postpone her trip home to Ponca City for aday
so that she could quilt with them once more.

John had to take Mom to the bus early one morning
for the journey home. That was the last time we saw her.
W e h e a r d s o o n a f t e r w a r d t h a t s h e h a d t h e fl u a n d w a s

having ahard time getting over it. She went to stay at the
home of afriend who waited on her hand and foot, but
she did not improve. Bess, John’s sister, took their mother
to her home in Ft. Worth where she was diagnosed as hav¬
ing leukemia. We had heard nothing to alarm us however,
and enjoyed having Kent come and spend Christmas with
us. On the evening of December 30, we were invited to
the home of brother Lyman, one of our elders, to have
dinner with them. Shortly before the meal, we received
word that Mom was very bad and for John to hurry there.
John and Kent ate their meal hastily and drove toward
Dallas-Ft. Worth, but they were too late to see Mom before
she passed away.

Mom was ready to “go home,
widow nearly 12 years, had lost ason, she was ill, and she
was not afraid. Long before this, she wrote apoem about
dea th i n wh ich she sa id tha t i t was l i ke aso f t doo r i n an
old wall -she could easily pass through. Another time she
wrote that she was ready for the death angel to come and
rock her gently to sleep in his arms. She’d been agood
woman, self-educated to agreat degree. Born in alog
cabin in the remote hills of Kentucky, she had become a
dignified and refined lady. She was afaithful Christian,

S h e h a d b e e n a5 ?
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much loved by many. Although she could and \vould
speak her mind” if the need arose, she was sweet and

patient, loving, helpful, and kind. To her goes much of
t h e c r e d i t f o r t h e s o r t o f m a n h e r s o n J o h n b e c a m e .
Burial was to be in Ponca City, the weather was cold and
windy, and Dale had atouch of pneumonia so he stayed
with Lymans while the rest of us went to the funeral.

Back home in Kansas City before the reopening
of school in January, the boys began to ask if we were
not going to go back to South Africa. Without hesita¬
tion, we answered in the affirmative. One thing bother¬
ed us -the Kensington Park people had fel t that our
coming had been an answer to their prayers, and we
wondered how they would feel if we were to leave them
after such ashort time. They were very understanding,
a n d i t w a s d e c i d e d t h a t w e w o u l d r e m a i n u n t i l t h e s c h o o l

year ended in late May.
By the time Don graduated from high school, he

had agood job in alarge department store, had substi¬
tuted for the departmental manager atime or two, and
wanted to remain there. He was not interested in college
at the time, but his employer liked him and had arranged
for him to take some night classes in business school.
The year was 1966 and the United States was deeply in¬
v o l v e d i n V i e t n a m . W h e n D o n w a s a b o u t t o b e d r a f t e d

into the army, he decided to join the Marine Corps instead,
for in tha t he saw some chance that he cou ld se lec t the

branch of activity in which he would spend four years of
youth. This turned out to be agood choice for he learned
avionces and has used his electronics skills to this day.

Before we left Kansas City, connections had been
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made for us to be supported in Africa by the church at 29th
and South Yale in Tulsa, Oklahoma. One of its elders was
Marvin McKissick, brother of our friend Joe McKissick, and
Ronnie Milton, their preacher, had been in John’s teenage
group in Altus, Oklahoma, in 1948-49. The plan, then, was
for us to stay for three or four months in Tulsa so as to be¬
come well acquainted with the people of the congregation.
This was agood plan, for that congregation supported us
fully for the next 12 years. The same church also supported
Arthur Lovett in Johannesburg and two black preachers in
S o u t h e r n R h o d e s i a .

Until this time, the work of our missionaries had been
primarily with white people, the work among other races
being only as time allowed. We felt that it was high time
that someone concentrate on working with black and color¬
ed people. We needed ahome base from which to work and
where the boys could be in school and also have the benefit
of agood local congregation with its Bible classes and young
people’s activities. Having enjoyed our first stay in Benoni
in the 50’s, we chose to go there.

People in the states, unaware of South African hving
conditions, asked us why we did not go and live “in the
bush” as did missionaries in such countr ies as Zambia. Be¬

cause of the policy of racial separation, we would not have
been permitted to do so. We could have chosen to live in
another town, perhaps closer to some of the tribal people,
but there would have been no congregation of white people
in any of the towns we considered. John foresaw the pos¬
sibility that if we had gone to such aplace, he would have
felt compelled to start awhite congregation, and once
again his efforts would have been divided. Benoni was near
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Johannesburg so that we could work with black and color¬
ed congregations that already existed but had no full-time
preachers and at the same time be reasonably central to
o t h e r a r e a s t h a t a r e c o n s i d e r e d t o b e “ i n t h e b u s h .

We had bought a1965 Chevrolet, and since we had
been out of South Africa for over ayear, we were per¬
mitted to enter once again as immigrants and bring acar
with us, customs free. Financially, this was the best ar¬
rangement for us, so for the last few weeks of our Tulsa
stay, we drove borrowed cars while ours was shipped via
freighter out of Galveston to Durban.

Goodbyes are always painful, and they seemed to
come so often. The goodbye in Pretoria had hurt us in
May, 1965. Another goodbye was for John’s mother,
and then there were people it was hard to leave in Kansas
City in early June, 1966. Now it was goodbye to my
mother, my brother, John’s sister and brother, and our
two oldest sons. Yet we eagerly anticipated our return
to the land and the people we had learned to love.

9 9



Back to Benoni in ’66

It was on the 30th of September, 1966, that we flew
from the Tulsa airport to begin another period on the
mission field. Neal had been asked by the Gotcher family
to stay with them in Tulsa and attend the first semester of
school with their son, Chip, and fly to South Africa in early
January in time to start the new school year there. It was
John and myself, and Brian, Dale and Gary who made this
journey together. We flew via New York to Athens where
we spent several days visiting our niece, Linda (Shoemaker)
and her new husband, Jim Willis, an Air Force man station¬
ed in Greece. We visited the church in Athens twice on that
Sunday and John spoke to the English-speaking class about
our work in South Af r i ca .

The only other stop we made was for refueling at
Entebbe, Uganda. This was before Idi Amin’s regime and
the incident of the dramatic release of prisoners by the
Israelis. All we saw during our brief stop was avery ordi¬
nary small airport, and we were glad to be away from the
humid heat. At Jan Smuts airport we were met by old
friends, Claude Flynn from Johannesburg, and the entire
staff and student body of the new little Southern Africa
B i b l e S c h o o l .

We had no plans for aplace to stay, but there was no
problem because the Hornes were to be on their furlough,
leaving their home on the church property of Benoni avail¬
able to us. Donna and the children had already gone, and
A1 was to leave within afew days. We moved in with our

3 7 7
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suitcases and used the Hornes’ furniture. Since we planned
to buy ahouse, we had time to look around for one to fit
our needs and our bank account.

We arrived in Benoni on aWednesday, and that very
evening, John was leading the singing. On Thursday, we
were having tea with the Nic Dekkers when Gary fell out
of atree and cracked awrist. On Friday Ihad to see the
doctor because the cold I’d been fighting had gone to my
chest. Later that same day Ihad such aviolent asthma
attack that the doctor had to come to the house and give
me an injection. We were off to agreat start!

Thankfully, John’s beginning days were not of the
same nature as mine and Gary’s. On our first Saturday,
he went to Mamelodi, near Pretoria, for awedding of
black Christians, and on our first Sunday he went with
Nic Dekker for aservice at Angelo Compound —black
mine laborers mostly from Malawi. From Angelo, they
went to acolored group at Stirtonville, and by mid¬
afternoon they were with the black congregation at
Daveyton. The same night, we were in Pretoria, where
John preached in the building we’d seen constructed in
1960, and we enjoyed areunion with many of the people
we had parted from so sadly about 17 months before.
It was astrenuous Sunday, but as the years passed, there
were few Sundays that were less busy for John. He loved
it that way and made up for the long days by sleeping
late on Monday mornings.

On our first Monday in Benoni, we had to get the
boys started in their schools: Brian at Benoni High, and
Dale and Gary at Tom Newby elementary where the older
brothers had attended when we lived in Benoni the first
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time. Once again, we had the problem created by the differ¬
ent opening dates of school years in America and South
Africa. By early October, the South African school year
was 3/4 over, so we had to experiment to see whether to
put the boys back or ahead. We started by putting them
ahead, and all three would have managed except that Gary
had not learned cursive writing as had his new classmates,
so he had to go back ayear. With some help in Afrikaans
spelling. Dale did well. We were especially proud of Brian’s
completion of all of Standard 8(10th grade) in one quarter
of aschool year. In math, he set himself problems, then
solved them, until he had mastered the principles.

These preliminaries behind us, we began to search
for ahouse. It needed to be in arespectable neighborhood,
priced within our budget, easily accessible to people of all
races who would be calling at the study, and large enough
to house four big boys plus possible guests. We searched
for several weeks, viewing 30 or 35 houses, finding most
of them too small or too costly. When we came to the
stage of feeling desperate, an agent said, “I have just the
house you want.” When we saw its spacious rooms and
enormous built-in storage, we were afraid to ask the price.
The figure named was so low that John asked,
wrong with it?” Athorough inspection proved it to be
sound and in awell-kept neighborhood. Surely, we
thought, the Lord’s hand is in this transaction, and we were
convinced even more when the monthly payments came
within afew cents of our housing allowance. Besides, we
could move into it exactly one day before the Hornes were
to return to their home.

Everything from our house in Kansas City had been

W h a t ’ s
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shipped in two large containers, so when aflat-bed truck
rolled up in front of our house and movers carried our
furniture up the walk, there were many curious watchers.
Not everyone moved house that way!

Our return to South Afr ica in la te 1966 marked
the beginning of anew phase in our work, aphase en¬
tirely of our own choosing. All the while that John had
worked chiefly with white churches, he was drawn to¬
ward the black and colored people and had assisted them
as time permitted. He was keenly aware of their vast
numbers and of the fact that there was no missionary
devoting his full time to working with them.

In 1958, John had written from Benoni, “We are
beginning to do some work among the natives.” In 1966,
we felt that we were walking blindly into anew situation,
for we did not know what would develop, or how. We
set up residence in Benoni, which is fairly centrally located,
and when our presence and John’s availability became
known, there was soon more than enough to do. John,
being older, with grey hair at the temples, soon became
much respected as aman of wisdom, and was looked to
as asource of help, advice, and teaching. It wasn’t long
until his appointment book was filled as much as six months
i n a d v a n c e .

Temptation could have come John’s way, to be con¬
sidered by the blacks and coloreds as aspecial leader —a
centralized “headquarters,
eluded becoming “liaison” between black churches and
the government offices in Pretoria, he stressed to all con¬
cerned that he was not “the head of the church.” When
one black congregation asked John to be in charge of their
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building funds, he refused, reminding them that he was not
their “head” but that they should be in charge of their own
affairs. He was willing to advise, teach and assist, but no
more. And so, to agreat extent, the work that John did
after October, 1966, simply grew and developed as oppor¬
t u n i t i e s a n d n e e d s a r o s e .

Much of my source material for 1966 -1978 comes
from diaries kept by John. These were first used as appoint¬
ment books, the pages then being filled in with each day’s
events. The books are worn and dirty from being carried
on dusty or muddy bush trips, and some are water damaged
from the rains that sometimes plagued the tent meetings.

John did not have to look around for things to do,
for very soon his activities, at least for the first months,
fell into several catagories. Although he had come to work
mainly with black and colored people, he could not ignore
the requests from some white congregations that needed
a s s i s t a n c e . P r e t o r i a ’ s a t t e n d a n c e a n d m o r a l e w e r e a t a n

all-time low because the man who took John’s place had
not worked out well and had left in less than ayear, so
John began to preach there on alternate Sunday nights.
The white church at Boksburg had no full-time man, and
asked John to teach their mid-week Bible class, and the
Benoni church asked him to teach the young people’s
class on Sunday evenings.

Within a50-mile radius of Benoni, there were about
20 urban congregations of black and colored people. There
were three full-time black preachers: Jackson Sogoni who
had had two years at Southwest Christian College, and
John Manape and Simon Magugula who were mostly self-
educated in the Bible. Many of these congregations had
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roots in the earl ier work done when we first l ived in Johan¬

nesburg in the early 50’s. John trod carefully in his ap¬
proach to working with these people. He made his presence
known and indicated his wilhngness to be of assistance to
any and all, but never pressed himself upon them and
n e v e r t r i e d t o m a k e t h e i r d e c i s i o n s f o r t h e m . T h e r e w e r e
many who were happy to have aman like John to whom
they could turn for spiritual help and who was willing to
spend long hours with them, in services, Bible classes,
and in personal relationships. Eventually, too, John was
able to be of great help in obtaining church building sites,
and he became well known in the government office in
Pretor ia where those matters were handled.

John’s typical Sunday began to look like this: preach¬
ing at the morning service for ablack or colored congre¬
gation from 10 to 45 miles from our home, meeting with
another group at 2:30 or 3o’clock, hurrying back to
Benoni to teach the young people’s class at 5p. m. and
finally driving to Pretoria to preach for the evening service.
Add to this the time and effort of driving from 100 to
125 miles or more in making this circuit. Often, such a
Sunday ended only at around midnight, by the time we
drove back to Benoni .

The vast majority of colored people of South Africa
live in designated sections of urban areas, most of them
employed in semi-skilled jobs. Cape Town has the greatest
colored population, but there are many in the Reef area
all around Johannesburg. There have been several mission¬
aries who have worked specifically with the colored groups
in Cape Town, but this is not true of the Johannesburg area.

These colored people had managed to continue in
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their own work with only occasional help from the outside.
Some of the leaders were men of intelligence, and some had
afair amount of education, even into high school, while
others had only afew years in elementary school. As far
as the Bible was concerned, they had had little opportunity
f o r e x t e n s i v e i n s t r u c t i o n . W i t h o u t t h e b e n e fi t o f m a t u r e
Christians to lead them, they had in some ways done very
well, but at the same time they had some major problems
with which they needed help.

In November, 1966, John had ameeting with leaders
of the congregations at Riverlea, Stirtonville, WestCol,
Noordgesig, and Grasmere, in which he asked them how
he could best help them. They decided they were not
ready for apreacher training school, nor would it be the
answer to their problems to have church buildings, or even
to have financial support for men of their own number
to work full-time. It was finally decided that John would
hold aleadership class on alternate Saturdays for as many
as wished to attend. These classes were held regularly in
Noordgesig, and soon after their beginning, there was also
aclass held in ahome on Monday nights which was attend¬
ed by about 30 men, women and children.

These classes were no automatic, instant cure for
their troubles. Knowledge of the word of God is of little
profit unless it penetrates to the heart and changes people
from the inside. Some of the brethren were not l iv ing
the sermons that they preached. Rumors ran rampant,
and grew with each repetition. People took sides, rally¬
ing to this man or that instead of to the Lord. One is
inclined to analyze and diagnose situations like this, but
after all the analyzing and diagnosing is over, it all comes
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down to one answer: one of Satan’s most powerful weapons
is the dividing of Christians, whether it be tiny factions
within small congregations, or major denominational
separations. Christians who are busy fussing about their
differences are too busy to preach the gospel and save
souls. They have lost sight of the love of God and His
mercy that makes it possible to receive the forgiveness of
s m .

Together with afew of the less volatile of the mem¬
bers, John worked for many months to try to restore
peace and harmony among these brethren. Aman of less
patience than he would have given up, for just about the
time aproblem seemed to be overcome, another would
a p p e a r ,

sessions were lengthened by those who remained after
t h e s t u d i e s t o t e l l J o h n t h e i r t r o u b l e s . S o m e o f t h e m
came to visit John in his study, and after we got atele¬
phone installed, many hours of conversations took place
by that means. One or two of our co-workers in whom
John confided said, “Why don’t you just give them up?
Bu t t ha t was no t t he answer. I t i s d i f fi cu l t t o w r i t e abou t

it even after all these years, for the agonizing that John
underwent in his efforts to set things straight is still fresh
in my memory. Just when do you “give them up?’’ Should
one discontinue efforts that bear little fruit and spend the
time in more fertile fields? There was even one Sunday
when members of one of their congregations drove up to
the meeting place of another and wanted to have things
o u t t h e n a n d t h e r e . W h e n t h e i r c o n v e r s a t i o n o u t s i d e t h e

meeting place deteriorated into aloud argument, and
when John saw that his efforts to quiet them were ignored.

The Saturday afternoon and Monday evening
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he simply got into his car and drove home. Was this the
time to “give them up?”

Just when it seemed that everything was improving,
the man in whose house the Monday night classes had as¬
sembled became “upset” about something or other and re¬
fused to open his home any more. The class continued for
some time at other venues and eventually changed form
altogether: John would teach the men at one place while I
h a d c l a s s e s f o r t h e w o m e n a t a n o t h e r .

Benoni is on the east side of Johannesburg while
most of the colored congregations were on the west side.
Before completion of the freeway which would one day
take us over and around the congested traffic of the city,
we needed afull hour to make the trip from our home.
Often we drove into the blinding glare of the setting sun,
which in the winter months, burned red until overcome
by the smog of the city.

Names have not been mentioned in recalling these
difficult times. Some of the people involved “straightened
out,” and others did not. Some did better for atime, then
fell away again. There is no fairy-tale conclusion that all
turned out well and they l ived happily ever after. It is
painful to relate it, but it’s so much apart of the story of
John’s work in 1966 and especially 1967 that it must be
i n c l u d e d .

Why did John continue so patiently after so long?
First of all, he loved these people and could not bear to
think of losing them. Together with that love of the breth¬
ren, John was characterized by atrusting nature. He him¬
self was so completely honest and forthright in his own life
that he simply could not believe that another Christian
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would be deceitful or dishonest. In secular relationships,
people could cheat him and take advantage of him, but
he said that he would rather trust people than to endure
having asuspicious mind. At the same time, he was deeply
hurt when people let him down, and the more so when it
was Christians who did so.

One of the favorite activities of the colored people
was to have what they called “combined meetings” for
which they rented alarge hall and sometimes had as many
as 300 attending. Sometimes afew black brethren would
be there too, as well as some of us white folks. They
always made big plans for the combined services and some¬
times served adinner of curry and rice and other good
things. One of these combined meetings was convened
and served as the means of partially restoring good relation¬
ships between colored congregations.

For several years, the church at 29th and Yale in
Tulsa had been supporting aSouth African man to work
with colored as well as white people. Before we had left
Tulsa, the elders asked John to visit him and see how
things were going. Since there was no one directly over¬
seeing his work, they wanted some information from John.
The upshot of the matter was that he could see almost no
evidence of any work at all being done. The Tulsa brethren
sent John the reports the man had sent to them, and when
he read them, he noticed that without exception, there
was little accomphshment reported, only glowing words
referring to the things that were planned for the future.
After much careful checking and several personal visits
with the man, John could only report back to Tulsa that
they were wasting their money. The support was
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discontinued and almost immediately, the man joined him¬
self to adenomination that taught many things different
f rom the Church of Chr is t .

In mid-January, John began asinging school for the
Benoni congregation. Singing schools are never as well
attended as gospel meetings, but there were quite afew
with enough interest to make it worth while. One evening,
when John was teaching the simple fundamentals of rhythm
and time signatures, aman who knew practically nothing
about music almost disrupted the class by his insistence
that the time signature determined the speed of asong.
4/4 time, he insisted, was march time and nothing else.
Just look at “Onward Christian Soldiers,” he said. It was
pointed out to him that “Nearer, My God, To Thee” was
in 4/4 time, and John sang afew lines of it at the same
pace as “Onward Christian Soldiers.” Yet this person was
unconvinced. One day soon after, in our home, he and
John were still discussing time signatures and tempo, so I
got out some of my classical piano music and showed
several instances of 4/4 time where one may be marked

Lento” (slow) and another “Presto” (fast). Ithought this
to be conclusive proof, but if he was convinced, he never
a d m i t t e d i t . J o h n c o n t i n u e d t o t e a c h h i s m u s i c c l a s s e s
that the mood of the song, the meaning of the words, deter¬
mined the tempo. Although the occasional person would
say that 3/4 time was waltz time, no one ever suggested
that hymns written in 3/4 time should be sung as awaltz.

From the day we landed back in South Africa and
Ihad my attack of bronchial asthma. I’d had acontinuous
struggle with this condition. The Benoni doctor was not
familiar with the similar problem that had popped up
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every so often during our 5years in Pretoria, so with his
consent, Ireturned to the doctor whom we had known.
They had my records on file and soon Iwas back on some
of the treatment that had helped me before. Attacks of
bronchitis nearly always followed the onset of acold, so
it was acontinuous battle at times, but otherwise my health
was good. John was usually abounding with good health as
long as his blood pressure could be kept down. He’d had a
bad time of it in Kansas City until his medication was ad¬
justed. Now, for aperiod of many years, his main com¬
plaint was the annual bout or two of flu that put him to
bed for aday or two. His Venda friends named him, “The
Old Man Who Never Gets Ti red.”

After afew months, John dropped out of the Pre¬
toria and Boksburg white services except for occasional
visits, and the Benoni young people’s class was taken over
by someone else, leaving more time for the work which
we came to do with the other races. The boys and Iwere
in the Benoni church much of the time, and Iregularly
taught the teenage girls at the mid-week Bible study. Some
of the ladies approached me and asked me if Iwould re¬
s u m e t h e B i b l e c l a s s t h a t w e h a d s t a r t e d i n 1 9 5 7 . A f t e r

we had left in 1959, there had been aweek day ladies’
class for atime, with Tex Williams teaching, but now they
were eager to have aladies only class again. We began
holding regular classes with no more than 7or 8ladies in
attendance. Donna Horne was the only lady besides my¬
self who had the confidence to lead aprayer or give ade¬
votional, so we felt that it should be one of our goals to
encourage more o f the lad ies to vo lun teer and to learn to
do these things. Margaret Tonkin was one of the first to
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I’ll try,” and eventually there were several who he-s a y ,

came capable in these ways. We never did force anyone to
lead aprayer or adevotional if they felt too shy, for we did
not want to have anyone stay away on that account.

Margaret became outstanding in my mind for her
willingness to help in every sort of way. If it was something
new and different, she would modestly say, “I’ll try,” and
try she did, and always did acommendable job. Very like¬
ly her example led many others to try also.

The Benoni ladies class became near and dear to my
heart. As time passed and the church grew in numbers, the
class grew as well, until in 1978 when we returned to Amer¬
ica, there were 28 to 30 present at most classes, with at
least 7ladies taking turns, not just in prayers and devotion-
als, but in teaching the entire hour. We always had abe¬
nevolent project on the go. We collected usable clothing,
repaired it as needed, and distributed it to the needy. Most
of the distribution was left up to black preachers and lead¬
ers who were well acquainted with their members and
knew who needed the help. There were some new garments
knitted and some blankets knitted or crocheted, and some
piece-quilts made for similar distribution. We ladies loved
one another and enjoyed the fellowship and conversation
that went on with these sessions, and we always ended
with tea. The sequel to this story, as this account is being
written, is that by the end of 1982, the class had grown
to almost 40 and was going strong.

The long Easter weekend in South Africa is atime
that is put to many uses. Everything except essential ser¬
vices is closed up from the Thursday evening before Easter
until Tuesday morning afterward. This is the best time for
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the white youth camps when Christian youth from all over
converge upon aselected place for a3-day camp, even
traveling up to 1000 miles to do so. It is the time when
many make the last trip of the season from inland to the
seaside, for in the Southern Hemisphere, Easter falls in the
autumn. It is also the time when many blacks from the
cities make trips to their homelands, and hundreds of char¬
tered buses are on the roads in addition to vans, trucks,
and passenger cars, all loaded and overloaded with people
and luggage. Garages are closed and mechanics are having
their holidays, so travelers must carry their own spares
and tool kits and know how to use them, or chance having
problems along the way.

On our first Easter weekend since John began con¬
centrated efforts with black people, he also “hit the road
b u t w i t h a d i f f e r e n t p u r p o s e . Ta k i n g w i t h h i m S i m o n
Magugula of Benoni and brethren Manape, Malatje, and
Ratau from Pretoria, he headed for Sekhukhuniland for
aweekend of preaching. Jackson Sogoni was also to have
made the trip, but as John wrote in aletter to some friends,

Idon’t know where Iwould have put him.” Jackson was
suffering from high blood pressure and was not well.

The brethren in Tulsa had promised us acar to use
for this kind of work, but we were still having to drive our
‘65 Chevrolet. The Chev was agood car, but the roads and
tra i ls that must be t raversed in bush work were not su i ted

to it or to any ordinary passenger car which is built too
low. We didn’t need aJeep or Land-rover, but really were
in need of acar that gave more clearance underneath than
a C h e v .
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John recorded in his diary that he traveled 881 miles
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on this weekend trip. It was noon of that Friday before
they left Pretoria, and late in the afternoon when they ar¬
rived at their destination, 7or 8miles out of Lydenburg.
They went to the home of David Phalane who works with
the church in that area and lives on land belonging to a
white farmer. Al i t t le road cut through the farm, with a
gate which had to be opened along the way. Soon after
they began talking with David, the farmer drove up in his
truck, jumped out, fists waving, face red with rage. “You
left my gate open!” he roared. It took John considerable
time to calm the man down, and prove the Bible to be true,
“A soft answer turneth away wrath.” Among other things,
John explained that he was acity man and had not realized
the importance of closing agate, whereupon the conver¬
s a t i o n e n d e d w i t h a n i n v i t a t i o n f r o m t h e f a r m e r t o e a t

supper with him. John turned down the invitation because
the black sisters had already prepared ameal. His actions
were aliving sermon to those who were watching.

On Friday night, John preached alesson, then just
before 11 o’clock, went to Lydenburg to the hotel. The
brethren were to continue in an all-night service, but John
was not up to that, knowing that Saturday was going to be
afull day. At 10 a. m. on Saturday, he went back to the
meeting place and found the black folks just washing and
preparing breakfast. When he learned that they had either
forgotten, or been unable to obtain communion bread for
Sunday, he took Robert Moraba into town to try to obtain
some Matzos. This is usually available in grocery stores in
the cities where there are Jewish people, but Lydenburg
is small, and only tea rooms were open on the holiday.
As alast resort, brother Moraba went to acafe where a
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f r i e n d o f h i s w o r k e d i n t h e k i t c h e n . H e a s k e d t h e f r i e n d t o

mix some flour and water and bake it on the grill. The
result was as tough as shoe leather, but at least it was un¬
l e a v e n e d .

Saturday afternoon and evening were spent in Bible
study, and the Sunday morning service was held at the
same place. In the afternoon, Robert Moraba joined the
five men who were already traveling in the Chev, and they
headed for Dr iekop, across some terr ib le roads. At i re
blew out and had to be changed, leaving no spare for any
possible further trouble, and no chance of repair or re¬
placement . Af ter that , whenever they came to areal ly
bad place in the road, the five passengers would get out
and walk while John carefully eased the car over the rocks.
After the service at Dr iekop, the car would not star t .
John, who was not amechanic at all, thought surely they
were going to be stuck there until at least Tuesday, and
even then, it might be difficult to get amechanic to come
way out into the bundu, or to tow the Chev back to town.
One of the black brethren who’d had some experience
w i t h c a r s c r a w l e d u n d e r n e a t h a n d d i s c o v e r e d t h a t t h e

fuel line had been pulled away from the fuel tank by a
rock which they must have hit just as they parked the
car. By great good for tune and abi t o f ingenui ty, the
repair was made and they were on their way, so by 9p. m.
they were at Penge Mine where they met with asmall
group of Christians. There was no hotel there for John,
but he made arrangements with acouple for private accom¬
m o d a t i o n s .

On Easter Monday, the men all traveled to Jane Purse
Hospital where it was thought that there was ablack man
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wanting to be baptized, but the 150-mile round trip was for
nothing, for the man was not there. Back at Penge Mine,
they had several hours of Bible study and were to baptize
three people, but the river was in flood and may have been
dangerous, especially at night. Robert was to return and
baptize the three in daylight. Some of the black men with
John had to be back at work Tuesday morning, so they
took Robert Moraba to his turn-off in the road, and headed
back for Pretoria and Benoni. It was 5a. m. Tuesday morn¬
ing when John went to bed. Asleep until noon had John
back in good condition, but the car needed two new tires
and ashock absorber plus apermanent repair job on the
fue l l ine connect ion .

A N A S S E S S M E N T
October 1966 to June 1968

Excerpt from aletter to J. A. (Shorty) Winfield who was
planning to come to South Africa.

.... Imake trips out into the “reserve” areas, usually
over weekends, sometimes longer. In the past year and a
half Ihave made two trips to Vendaland (300 miles NE),
one to Sekhukhuniland (200 miles NE), four to the Draaik-
raal-Dlaulale area (160 miles NE), one to the Belfast-
Elandshoogte area (200 miles E), one to the Marble Hall
area (180 miles NE), and one to Pondoland (500 miles SE).
For the next two or three months Ihave atrip scheduled
for Vendaland, one to Sekhukhuniland (where at both
places Iwill speak at chiefs’ kraals), and one to Zululand
(some 400 miles SE). This is besides my help with the 12
African churches on the Reef and the 4around Pretoria,
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and the 8colored churches on the Reef.
Iguess you might call me amodern ‘circuit rider.’

And you might wonder how much good Ican do, stretch¬
ing my time and talents as Ido. Believe it or not, Ifeel
Iam doing quite abit of good, mostly in the realms of
inspiring, encouraging, exhorting and teaching the groups
as Imeet with them from time to time. Ican see growth
in many places, both in numbers and in spirituahty. I
would be the first to admit that what we need is trained
preachers among the various races and churches, but the
laws of the country make it extremely difficult to do this
without much more help than we have at the present.
Our sma l l f o r ce o f wo rke rs i s t axed a lmos t t o t he b reak¬
ing point. However, we have started the ball rolling for
apreacher training school in Vendaland

If you get the idea that Iam enthused about my
work, then you have assessed my feehng correctly. It is
hard work, especially all the traveling, but avery reward¬
ing work . . . .



L e s s o n s F r o m t h e A n t s
Africa has many varieties of ants, from the tiny black

ones that invade the kitchen and hide in the sugar and carry
it away, grain by grain, to the feared army ants that wreak
havoc, eating every living thing in their paths. The writer
of Proverbs refers twice to ants: in 6:6 where the wise man
advised the sluggard to look to the ant and be wise, and in
30:35 where we are told that the ants are not strong, but
in their wisdom they prepare their meat in the summer.
When we make afurther study of ants and see how they
live in colonies, performing various tasks and existing and
working for mutual benefit, we can truly “go to the ant”
and learn more than one lesson: how they cooperate, how
they stay busy, not wasting time, how great colonies can
be built by virtue of vast numbers, each doing alittle bit.

Similar to the ant in its habits but not biologically
related, belonging to adifferent order, are the termites.
Usually thought of as nothing but destructive pests, they
serve aplace in ecology of the tropics where earthworms
do not exist, enriching the soil by consuming and recycling
dead woody matter. These termites build huge nests
sometimes towering as much as 20 feet in the air, sometimes
resembling Gothic cathedrals, sometimes more like huge
mounds. The first time Irealized what enormous structures
these can be was on atrip through Rhodesia when our road
had actually been sliced through one of the mounds -it
was higher than our car, its diameter greater than the length
of the car. On one trip which took us as far as Tanganyika,

3 9 5
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we stopped to photograph anumber of termite heaps, our
son Don taking pleasure in scaling to the tops and waving
asalute from each. No, the termites don’t bite -they
hate sunlight and are out of sight.

In an article in National Geographic, April 1978,
the writer tells about the experience he had of eating the
fried, salted termites, then packaged in plastic bags and
so ld in the marke ts o f eas t A f r i ca . These a re the bod ies

of the flying stage of the insect. At certain seasons,
numerous sexed individuals of the termite world develop
wings and swarm for the purpose of mating and starting
new colonies. The wings soon drop off, and the awk¬
ward, crawling insects, about an inch long, are easy to
c a t c h . T h e a u t h o r t e l l s u s t h a t t h e f r i e d t e r m i t e t a s t e s

like “fried pork rind, peanuts, and potato chips rolled
i n t o o n e . ”

One day when John and Iwere traveling around
Vendaland, visiting some of the church members, we
drove into the yard of afamily we had known for some
time. Walking into the kraal, we saw that the young
mother had alarge flat metal dish from which her little
children were hungrily scooping up handfuls of greasy
little objects which we soon learned were fried “flying
a n t s . We declined the invitation to have some, but
may have been more likely to accept had we then known
of the flavor described in the National Geographic. Now
if we could just find amarketable use for the type of
termite that invades houses, we could more quickly
d e c r e a s e i t s n u m b e r s .

If you are thinking that the persons eating the fried
termites were primitive and poor, let me hasten to say that
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that particular family are better educated than average, and
the man of the house owns aprosperous trading store, and
acouple of trucks in his business. So their eating fried ter¬
mites, caught in the wild, would be similar to an American
eating the fish caught in alake, or wild raspberries or blue¬
berries found for free, and regarded as agreat treat.

Once when John was driving his big truck to load
up some benches for ameeting, he saw several individuals
with long poles and baskets. He stopped the truck to ask
if they wanted aride, but they declined, saying that they
were out looking for food. John was nonplussed: the poles
were not for fishing
hooks. He asked several people what kind of food they
would be getting with poles and baskets, but they seemed
to be embarrassed and would not answer. Finally, back at
the place where our big tent was set up for the meeting,
one of our preachers offered to show us the “food.” He
brought asmall brown paper bag which was greasy, as if it
had some fried food in it. It was little greenish beetles
which had been prepared, as Irecall, by putting them into
boiling water. There must be quite abit of fat in these
insects to soak through the paper bag as it did. The poles
had to be used to knock the beetles out of the trees.

W e w e r e r e m i n d e d o f a n i n c i d e n t w h e n w e l i v e d
n e a r t h e I n d i a n O c e a n a t P o r t E l i z a b e t h . E c h o l s a n d w e

used to go out to the rocky shoreline where at low tide we
could pick up shell fish called pericloves. Out of ashell
the size of afist, the only edible portion was the foot,
about the size of aman’s thumb, so we had to bring home
asizable sack of pericloves to make ameal. We would
plunge them into hot water, pull out the little animal, cut

there was no water, no lines or
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away the “foot,” and discard the rest. These edible parts
were processed in the pressure cooker for atime, since
they were amuscle and inclined to be tough. We would
then dip the pieces in batter and deep-fry them. As we
sat at the table feasting on pericloves, ablack brother,
Timothy Zimba came in. We offered him some, but he
refused with agrimace and said, “You white people will
eat anything! Yes, and John the Baptist ate locusts.

In certain regions of northern South Afr ica and

9 ?

Rhodesia as well as other places, there is amopani tree
which features in two ways. Our first knowledge of it
is that the center part of the trunk and main branches is
extremely hard, so hard in fact that termites cannot eat
it. It is much sought after for poles in the construction
of huts, particularly for the roofing poles, and one of the
poles is also used for the pounding of corn or other grains
to make meal. At certain times of the year, there is a
harvest of another kind among the mopani trees, when
there is agreat fat caterpillar that feeds upon the leaves.
T h e s e 4 6 are collected, treated (soft interior
squeezed out), and dried. High in protein, as are the fly¬
ing ants and the green beetles, mopani worms are amuch
sought-after food. In the city areas where there are no
mopani trees and no direct source of supply of the dried
worms, asmall bag of them brought in from the coun¬
try will fetch ahandsome price.

John was always willing to try every new and
strange food and tried often to get the Venda people to
prepare him some mopani worms, but they always said
they were sure he wouldn’t like them. One Venda lady
finally gave him asmall package of the dry ones and she

w o r m s
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wrote down a“recipe” so that Icould prepare them. Iput
the package in my cupboard -rather far back —and every
once in awhile Iwould take it in my hand, turn it over,
look at the recipe, and then decide, “Not today.” That

today” never did arrive. And it never will, in my house.
Perhaps some day in the future, we will find sources

o f f o o d w h e r e w e d o n o t n o w l o o k f o r t h e m . T h e i d e a o f

eating insects and worms is repugnant to many. But look
how fat the robins get. Well, the robin is abird, and worms
a r e “ f o r t h e b i r d s . 9 9



SABS Lectureship
Just as SABS itself had asmall beginning, so the first

lectureships were very limited. The lectureship concept,
well known in America, was new to South Africa. The
first one or two had acomparative handful in attendance,
consisting mainly of preachers and afew Benoni people.
The fi rs t sess ion o f l ad ies was he ld i n asma l l c lass room

with not more than 14 or 15 in attendance. My subject
was “The Ladies’ Bible Class,” another nearly new con¬
cept in South Africa. The ladies showed great interest in
the sample study books Ihad with me, and some ground¬
work was laid for spread of the idea to other congrega¬
tions. The daytime lectures in the Benoni church audi¬
torium were well prepared and well presented but not
wel l at tended. Night sessions drew fa i r local Benoni
c r o w d s .

Each year, the popularity of the lectureships grew,
and after several years, the occasion became the high
point of the year for Christians from Cape Town and
Port Elizabeth in the south, all the way to Salisbury and
Nhowe Mission to the north. In 1981, 60 Cape Town
people chartered abus to make the trip. Anumber of
people use part of their annual vacation time to attend,
and some families keep their children out of school, be¬
lieving that the days at the lectureship are more beneficial
than the same number of days in school. Usually the dates
for the lectureships are scheduled to fall within the time of
t h e s c h o o l b r e a k b e t w e e n t h i r d a n d f o u r t h t e r m s f o r a t

4 0 0
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least two of the four provinces.
Families are encouraged to attend and when the num¬

ber of children grew great enough that their activities caused
discipline problems, we began to provide special activities
for them. At first these were mainly of an entertainment
nature, such as cartoon movies, but later we added Bible
puppet productions. When we moved into the facilities of
the large new Benoni building and had numerous rooms
available, Peter Mostert, then aSABS student, hit upon the
idea of structured Bible study for two or three hours each
day, in addition to the puppets and movies. Peter contacted
Bible School teachers all over the Republic, asking if they
would be willing to teach one hour during the week, what
age group they preferred, and which of the adult lectures
they would least object to missing so as to be available. He
then made up aschedule of classes and asked each teacher
to bring her best or favorite lesson. In most cases, this “pot-
luck” of lessons worked out, but one class had four lessons
about David and Goliath, so the next year, aspecial course
of study was prescribed with greater success.

Accommodat ion for out -o f - town v is i tors posed a
problem from the very outset. Benoni boasted only two
small hotels, one of which later closed down. So, most
lectureship guests are put up in the homes of Benoni mem¬
bers. South Africans are ahospitable people in many ways,
but the idea of keeping perfect strangers in their homes
was so new that it took some teaching and convincing to
make them willing to give it atry. Before the first lecture¬
ship, we called ameeting of the ladies and had athorough
discussion of the matter, from how best to organize the
households to make the bathroom faci l i t ies trouble-free
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for extra people, to foods that could be prepared ahead of
time and/or fixed quickly so that hostesses would not
have to miss the lectures. We exchanged quick-to-fix
recipes and discussed simple menus, pointing out the need
for emphasis to be on the spiritual food of the week.

In many cases, the Benoni families found that they
made fast friends with their guests. Some requested hav¬
ing the same people to stay with them year after year,
while others enjoyed having different people each time.
Afew of the guests failed to fit into the homes where
they were placed, but such was to be expected -all are
human. Once, we put out a l i t t le semi-humorous bro¬
chure on how to be the most sought-after lectureship
guest, in which we made some needed hints about being
tidy, punctual, considerate of the host and hostess, etc.
One or two recipients of the brochure were offended,
but likely it was acase of the “shoe fitting.” When the
list of out-of-town guests passed the 200 mark, Benoni
homes were taxed to the limit, some families housing as
many as 18 guests.

The SABS lectureships have always ended with a
banquet and aprogram of entertainment. Usually, the
food is catered so that the Benoni lad ies who have been
busy all week can have achance to relax. The banquet
has grown into aspecial occasion for all ages including
young people from churches all over the country. With
lectureships and youth camps, acquaintances have spread
nation-wide, and deep friendships have been formed, the
closing moments of banquet night being marked with
poignant good-byes.

Just as the closing of the banquet night means
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farewells until the next year, so the opening day of the new
lectureship is aday of happy reunions, embraces, and hand¬
shaking. There is no doubt whatever that the lectureships
have been the greatest unifying influence among the church¬
es of Christ in Southern Afr ica.

Most of the SABS lectureships have had at least one
overseas speaker other than missionaries already in South
Africa to feature on the program. This is agood extra at¬
traction, although the number of very capable local speakers
increases year by year. Many of the visiting speakers are
from congregations supporting missionaries or works in
southern Africa. Overseas speakers include:

Sherman Cannon
F r a n k P a c k

Harvey and Celia Pruitt, Jimmy Jivi-

1 9 7 0
1 9 7 2
1973

d e n

Lindsay Garmon, Darrell Rickard
B i l l H a t c h e r

Harvey Porter, Roger Johnson, Leon¬
ard and Marguerite Gray, Wade
Phelps, James Carley, and Donna
S t e w a r d

Virgil Poe
Joe McKissick, John Bannister
Perry Cotham, Joe Watson, J. T. Stan-

1 9 7 4

1 9 7 5

1 9 7 6

1 9 7 7

1 9 7 8

1 9 7 9
fi l l

John Maples, Jr.
Tom and Doris Cunningham, Ken Dye
Ben Zickefoose, Jack and Ann Exum,
and John Cannon

1 9 8 0

1 9 8 1

1 9 8 2
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1 9 8 3 Tex and Mary Jane Williams, Charles
P r i n c e

Each of the lectureships has aspecific theme, and
much planning goes into the programs. SABS staff meet¬
ings begin early in the year, and the director begins many
months ahead of time to write letters to speakers and to
coordinate all of the events. Compared to lectureships
at Abilene Christian University and other large institu¬
tions in the U. S. where attendances are as high as 5000,
the SABS lectureships are small, but for South Africa
in its present stage of development, they are abig event.

John was the director of the first 12 lectureships,
and he kept records of them all. In his report on the 7th
lectureship in 1973, he recorded the high nighttime at¬
tendance of 410, with day time lectures showing 110
men and 108 ladies. The 410 figure was, up to that time,
the largest audience of white people in the church of
Christ in South Africa. Later audiences regularly fill
Benoni’s new 620-seat auditorium to overflowing.

The 1975 lectureship brought one significant event
into our personal lives, bringing back memories of our
a r r i v a l i n A f r i c a i n 1 9 4 9 .

one of the first ladies we met upon our arrival in Bula¬
wayo 26 years before, came to the lectureship -her
first. It was also her first plane trip. No longer young
in years, her sharp mind was undaunted by the passage
of time. She stayed in our home, and we had time to
reminisce. (Auntie Gladys’ daughter, Lois and son-in-law
Mel Sheasby attended SABS. Mel and Lois then earned
Masters Degrees from ACU and are, at this time, on the

Auntie Gladys” Claassen,



4 0 5SABS Lectureship

permanent teaching staff at SABS. Her other daughter,
Rhona Menage, has been serving as house mother for the
girls’ dormitory at SABS). One of our many South African
stories had made full circle.

In attendance at the 1974 lectureship was Rorey
Massey of Bulawayo. Rorey intended to attend SABS be¬
ginning in 1975. At the close of one of the evening sessions
at the Laer-skool hall in Northmead, most of the crowd had
dispersed, but afew remained, lingering in friendly conver¬
sation. Among them, fortunately, was Dr. Des Stumpf of
Cape Town. Someone came on the run to say that Rorey
was having aheart attack by the gate at the bottom of the
drive. Dr. Des raced to the scene and did all he could, but
to no avail. Rorey had suffered an attack of asort that no
doctor could have saved him, even if he had been present
at the very instant of onset.

At the close of the 1974 lectureship, John was sup¬
posed to have taken overseas guests on atour of Vendaland
and Kruger Park, but he began to experience some strange
feelings in the region of his heart. It was not apain, he
said, but a“crawly” feeling, and he was very tired. Jerry
Hogg did the honors for the visitors while John rested and
saw aspecialist. An electrocardiogram showed slight coro¬
nary blockage, and the blood pressure reading was slightly
elevated, but the doctor thought achange of medication,
careful eating, and daily exercise would be sufficient treat¬
ment. There had certainly been stress to help bring on the
problem, if indeed stress is to be blamed. Not to be de¬
feated by asymptom or two, John was on his way to
Maun, Botswana in just afew weeks.

By 1977, the new Benoni building was ready for use
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by the lectureship. The old building had become afellow¬
ship hall, the old cry room having been expanded and
fu rn i shed as asma l l k i t chen . Fo r t he fi r s t t ime s i nce t he

early meetings when our numbers were small, there was
ample space for everything. The ladies’ sessions had be¬
come so popular that they were given the auditorium
while the men used the fellowship hall, and classrooms
were used for smaller groups, for children’s classes, and
for an attended nursery for babies.

The 1978 lectureship, SABS’s 12th, was John’s
last as director. We returned to the states shortly after¬
ward. We had made plans to return for lectureship ‘81
and had obtained new passports and visas, but John was

c a l l e d h o m e ” b e f o r e t h a t t i m e . S o u t h A f r i c a h a d b e e n
our earthly home for many years, and Ifelt the need to
make the journey to see old friends, even without John.
This Idid, and found the visit to be therapeutic. Most
of the white people Iwanted to see were at the lecture¬
ship, and Iwas able to make visits to anumber of black
areas, particularly Vendaland, Daveyton and Thokhosa.

The earlier lectureships involving the white church¬
es had an occasional non-white visitor. As years passed, a
few more came from time to time, especially after the
new Benoni church building was available for the large
evening sessions. It was even noted by the more tra¬
dition-bound folk that there was no segregation in the
seating but that all races were seated together. The first
black person to address the lectureship was Simon Maga-
gula when he gave his report on the Daveyton congrega¬
tion in 1978. Sleeping accommodations and restroom
facilities for separate racial groups could continue to be a
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problem as long as the laws of the land so regulate and old
trad i t ions ho ld on.

Agiant step for the brotherhood of Christians in
South Africa was made at lectureship ‘83 when abusload
of 70 people, some of them colored, made the thousand
mile journey from Cape Town. Peter Manuel, acolored
minister from Cape Town was one of the principal speakers,
and some colored people were accommodated in the homes
of white Benoni members. Such is not against any law.

Brother Manuel is reported to have said he wished he
could be referred to simply as “brother Manuel” without
any reference to the fact that he is colored. Many white
brethren agree in principle, but old habits and procedures
die hard, and no offense is intended. The future looks
great for lectureships and for the spread of fellowship across
racial lines and in every direction.



Beauty
Jessie Lee Caskey was in my kitchen, giving me a

home permanent. Betty, my housemaid, watched with
interest and began to giggle. “You white people want
your hair to be curly and we black people try to make
ours straight. 5 9

Betty was right. There are as many ideas about
beauty as there are people; from the sophisticated lady
with her elegant coiffure to the primitive one with her
hair plastered with mud and fat; from the flawless matte
complexion of the European lady to the oiled, scar-marked
face of the African belle; from the modern city lady with
her eye makeup, lipstick and blushers to the lady in the
bush, painted with her red ochre —all trying to improve
upon Mother Nature.

Many black women merely keep their closely
kinked hair cut short and covered with scarves or berets,
but the younger generation in South African cities today
are changing that long-standing custom. Some let their
hair grow longer and rake it out into an “Afro,” some
have their hair straightened and imitate the hair-do’s of
white women, while very young girls often have corn-
rows of very tightly braided strands that are laid down,
row upon row. Today’s specia l makeup for the dark-
skinned lady has reached the city shops.

In rural areas, the old-fashioned efforts at beauty
can still be seen, some of the painting of faces and bodies
having relationship to some ceremony in the life of the

4 0 8
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individual. Xhosa boys, during their initiation, are painted
white all over. Sometimes one may see people with faces
painted white, yellow, or orange, creating amask-like
a p p e a r a n c e .

Women’s hair may be plastered with red mud, or a
combination of mud and grease, and perhaps decorated

Sometimes heads are completely shaved.w i t h b e a d s ,

whether for cleanliness or convenience. Ndebele women
may shave awide strip across the top of the head, from
ear to ear, to facilitate the wearing of beaded ornaments. A
Swazi man may plaster his hair with amixture of soap and
bleach, allowing it to dry into acap-like shape, to remain
that way for some days, after which he will wash it out
and find his hair to be reddish and straight. ASwazi girl
may have her hair stiffened with mud, pushed into cap-like
shapes, dried, and painted with colorful designs. One of
the most unusual hair styles was worn by aman in the
eastern Transvaal. His head was shaved except for asmall
patch over the center of his forehead. That hair had grown
three or four inches long and was twisted to apoint. When
he came out of the water after his immersion, he posed
for apicture with alarge shimmering drop of water about
to fall from the tip of that twist of hair.

Black women who have carried loads on their heads
since girlhood have developed asmooth, gliding stride.
White women would do well if they could walk as beauti¬
fully. Accustomed to walking many miles at atime, they
move easily, and walking barefoot, their stride is natural,
not crippled by stylish shoes or high heels that throw the
entire body out of line.

The wearing of beads has always been popular in the
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black tr ibes. Before traders arrived with their colorful
glass beads, the people laboriously fashioned them by
hand, one at atime, from sea shells or the shells of ostrich
eggs, and from colorful seeds. Once aready supply of
beads became available at trading stores, the making of all
sorts of beaded ornaments became easy, and beadwork
soon became apopular souvenir item among white visitors.
Beads became the symbol of ablack woman’s wealth. On
special occasions, the Ndebele women, for instance, will
load themselves down with enormous bead-wrapped circles
of straw, from smaller bracelets and anklets to large circles
worn all up and down the arms and legs, and even larger
circles around neck and waist. In addition, the more
affluent among them will have asort of apron of solid
beadwork, and perhaps assorted strips of beadwork
fastened to their skir ts.

The co lors of the beads have come to have mean¬
ings, and agirl may tell astory to those who can “read”
her beads. To the Zulu, white is for purity and true love,
red for intense love, blue for loneliness, green for extreme
loneliness or pining, yellow for jealousy, pink for poverty,
and black for anger, hurt, or jealousy. Agroup of white
boys went from Benoni to Swaziland where they assisted
in the construction of achurch building. They were in¬
trigued by the various pieces of beadwork: bracelets,
necklaces, and strips of woven beads to pin onto agarment
as an ornament, so they bought some of them and put
them on. Agroup of Swazi girls passed by, and when they
began to giggle and point, the boys wondered why. The
girls refused to tell, but later the boys learned that one of
them was wearing abracelet that announced him to be a
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virgin. It reminded me of the lady who laboriously copied
some Chinese letters and embroidered them on ablouse,
only to find out that she had copied alaundry list. Beads
or words, it pays to know what they mean.

Zulu men and women sometimes have large slits in
their earlobes into which they can insert wooden discs
some two inches in diameter and 3/4 of an inch thick. With
the discs removed, the earlobes hang down and swing back
and forth with the person’s movements, but with the paint¬
ed discs in place like large earrings, they are picturesque.

Once when Ihad been teaching aclass of Christian
women in Vendaland, one of the ladies had aquestion. Her
people wanted her to have her baby girl marked with scars
on her face and abdomen, and she wanted to know if a
Christian mother could do this. My first thought was that
if it was merely acustom and thought to be marks of
beauty which would make the girl more desirable when
she grew up, there could be no harm in it. The ladies ex¬
plained, however, that the problem was not as simple as
that. It was custom, to be sure, but it had asignificance to
the Venda people that would be contrary to Christian teach¬
ing. In that case Ihad to advise the mother to do her best
to keep the family from having the baby marked. This may
have been difficult advice to fol low because aunts and
other older relatives would have more to say in the matter
than the young mother.


