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Foreword

Large modern cities with their busy commerce, skyscrapers and
worldly wise people are not Africa; they are simply copies of
what exists everywhere in today’s world. To find the real Africa
one must continue along the paved road until the macadam
turns to dirt, until the jungle says thus far and no further. Then
he must start to walk in the coolness of the moist forest shadows
to the nearest man made clearing. He will find village life on the
surface not too different from what it was when Dr. Silas
Johnson knew it: three stones holding a pot and two logs of dry
wood placed end to end still make a kitchen; the same low
raffia palm beds are there and the rack of smoked meat and
dried fish over the fire. The great change is in the minds of the
people. Spirits no longer haunt the forest gloom. Fetishes and
the witch-doctor have lost their power. When disease strikes a
child or a man the villagers are no longer paralyzed by resigned
acquiescence to evil and sickness. They know about microbes
and rush to the nearest doctor for injections and life giving
drugs.

Dr. Silas and the other pioneers like him created an insatiable
hunger in Africa for a new day; but even in their most wildly
optimistic dreams about the future they could never have fore-
seen what has already taken place. Some of the very youngsters
that Dr. Silas loved to wrestle with, in whose lives he planted
the seeds of independence, self-government and democracy, are
now wrestling with the problems of government as mayors and
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city council members. This year a new church was dedicated
on the very sport where a villager was eaten by enemy tribes-
men in what was then a mission outpost planted deep in the
jungle by Dr. Silas. A man spoke at the dedication service who
had been a delegate to the first All Africa Christian Conference,
held in Nigeria in January, 1958. He represented the independ-
ent Presbyterian Church in Cameroun, a Church of 100 pastors
and 200,000 adherents. In December, 1957 the West Africa
Mission, which Dr. Silas helped to establish, was merged into
the Church and no longer exists as a separate entity. The Pres-
byterian Church in Cameroun has taken upon itself the respon-
sibilities borne for so long by the Mission, and hand in hand
with Christian brothers of other races, including 123 United
Presbyterian U.S.A. missionaries, carries the Good News of
Jesus Christ to those who are still waiting.

No one living today is better able to tell the story of Dr. Silas
Johnson than his daughter, Lois Johnson McNeill. She herself
has given her life and talents to this same part of Africa in
selfless service. She too has seen the soul of Africa emerge from
darkness into the uncertain light of dawn and into the fullness
of the noonday sun, as Truth has been revealed in Christ Jesus

our Lord. )
%«Q’K. | QU.J-—U-CGI\\ 4

The Rev. L. K. Anderson, Ph.D. was a missionary in Cameroun
from 1926 to 1939 when he was appointed Secretary for-Africa and
Latin America of the Board of Foreign Missions of the former Pres-
byterian Church in the U.S.A. In 1950 he returned to Cameroun as
the Board’s field representative for Africa. He is in the U.S.A. now
on a special assignment. In 1952 he wrote “Bridge to Africa,” a pop-
ular mission study book.
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Prelude

Deep in the African jungle that sprawls along the continent’s
western shore some three degrees north of the equator, a
weary caravan of four Americans and twenty-five carriers had
set up camp and was resting in a small, rain-soaked native .
village. The day was Sunday, the eleventh of November, 1894.

Through a blue rent in the heavy clouds, a shaft of sunlight
streamed down on the wet thatched roofs, and daubed with
bronze the glistening bodies of a score of curious villagers who
were crowding around the central hut, into which the white
men had betaken themselves. Pushing, shoving, and craning
their brass-collared necks, the villagers peered through the
diminutive opening that served as a doorway in the low bark
wall which hid the strangers.

“What are they doing now?” queried a brawny youth, trying
in vain to squeeze his shell-coifed head in at the door.

The woman beside him shook her twenty pounds of beads in
exasperation. “How do I know?” she screamed in his ear. “Can
I see through your big head?”

A bright-eyed boy squatting on the ground, where he could
look out between many bare knees, squealed in sudden ecstasy.

“O my mother! He is combing his hair! He is. . . .”

The boy stopped transfixed, and the crowd scattered as one
of the white men carefully lowered his head through the door
that was scarcely four feet high, bent one knee double like a
jackknife until it touched his chin, and slowly manoeuvered his
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The Great Ngee

long legs over the high sill into the street. He was followed in
like manner by another, and another, until all four men were
standing in full view, to the unrestrained delight of their be-
holders.

“Might as well give them a treat,” said the tall, gaunt one
laconically. “We're much too beautiful to be kept under cover.”

“Personally, I can stand being looked at by humans after two
days of sloshing through muggy swamps and swollen streams
without meeting a mortal soul,” remarked the blond one.

Then a sudden flurry swept over the gaping villagers. All
the feminine bustles began swishing and disappearing into a
dozen doorways, which were hastily barred behind them with
stiff hides and strips of bark.

“Now what are they up to?” speculated the ruddy-faced one
with the incredibly blue eyes.

He and his companions were still puzzling over the exodus
when the hushed air was split by a blood-chilling yell—a roar,
the like of which none had ever heard before from throat of
man or beast. Frozen momentarily, they stared into the forest
in the direction of the sound. What—who—had made it?

Instantly the village chief and several other men came
toward them on the run. “Into the house—quick!” they shouted,
their black eyes bulging. “All of you—hurry! Get inside—hide
before he gets herel Nnom Ngee (the witch doctor) is coming—
oh, you will surely diel”

One of the four understood the Bulu words.

“Then why don’t you run?” he asked reasonably.

“No! No!” shouted the chief. “Only the women and children
must go—and you white men, too. Quick! Oh, don’t look! You
will bring calamity on us alll” .

But the stubborn strangers, rooted to the spot by their curi-
osity; remained unmoving till the chief fairly exploded with
frustration. “Go! Go!” he screamed.

At that moment a silence filled with evil omen fell on the
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scene. Before all eyes the leafy curtain of the jungle was ripped
apart, and a terrifying creature burst forth—a grotesque figure
of jerking feathers, thin flapping tails, and hideously painted
body topped by an oversized mask of carved wood. Whirl-
ing and ‘prancing in a frenzy of motion, the figure ad-
vanced into the muddy clearing, still roaring and brandishing
two murderous-looking knives. On either side of him ran an
escort of demons apparently split in two from top to toe, one
half of their bodies being caked with white clay, the other left
in its natural mahogany hue. Clutching human skulls and shin
bones in their outstretched hands, these two gyrated through
the street toward one of the wide-eaved huts beside which
the white men saw the form of an emaciated boy lying, with
large sores visible on his swollen legs.

Whizz! A stick flew out and hit the sick boy on the ankle.
Then Nndém Ngee threw his knives and howled. A knife grazed
the foot of one of the dancers, drawing blood. His partner
stooped and rubbed the wound vigorously with one of the dirty
bones. More sticks flew toward the boy, who moaned and tried
to crawl away.

The witch doctor continued his antic performance, yelling
and contorting every section of his anatomy, until satisfied that
the evil spell had been broken; then he left his victim moaning
on the ground and came close to the white men, who had
taken in every phase of the exhibition. Halting in front of the
ruddy one, who looked the most stubbornly unimpressed, he
brandished the barbarous blades ferociously in his face, but still
failed to make him flinch. With a final roar he then shook his
head feathers violently, swirled his leopard tails, and dis-
appeared again into the jungle, with his retinue trailing after
him.

The ruddy young American, who happened to be a graduate
physician, stood thoughtfully listening, as the unearthly din
grew fainter with distance. A twinkle came into the bright blue
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eyes that indicated trouble ahead for the magic-maker, for Dr.
Silas F. Johnson was a born mimic.

“Some day,” he promised himself inwardly, “I'll let out a roar
like that myself.”

“And that is exactly what he did. This is the story of how he
did it: how he tracked innumerable Ngees to their lairs, un-
covering their deceit and trickery; how he brought help to
women trembling in their ignorance and fear; and how he
healed lame children lying helpless in pain. In short, it covers
the forty years during which this Christian physician loved
and healed, taught and served the people of the Cameroun who
were just emerging from pagan darkness and who to this day
account him a superlative doctor, preacher, linguist, translator,
teacher, explorer, and pioneer: the man whose practical
medium of service was medicine, but for whom preaching the
good news of God was the supreme passion, and who is still
referred to affectionately by the inhabitants of the vast tropical
forests of French Equatorial Africa as the Great Ngee.




1. Through Years of
Preparation

Silas Franklin Johnson was born on a farm near Deep River,
[owa, on December 22, 1865. Calvinism was in his blood. His
father, Ithiel Johnson, was for forty years a church elder, and
the uncle for whom Silas was named was pastor of the Presby-
terian church of Indianola, Iowa.

When Silas was six years old his mother died of tuber-
culosis, after a lingering illness that slowly consumed the fam-
ily’s scant savings of many years. She left three young sons.
The father lived for two years with his three sisters, then he
married his wife’s cousin and re-established his home on the
farm, where four more children were born; two of whom died
within a single year.

In 1878 the family joined teams with a neighbor and drove
to Axtell, Kansas. Failing to find a house in this little town,
which boasted only a few buildings, they lived first in a tent,
then in a new barn. Later, by dint of much hard labor they
made a down payment on forty acres of land, and there built a
diminutive house measuring fourteen by sixteen feet.

“It was a log house,” Silas Johnson wrote later in a brief
sketch of his early life, “with two rooms and a kitchen, and
an attic where we four boys slept. We were very poor, but we
neverreally suffered. As we had cows, we lived largely on milk,
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Through Years of Preparation

mush, cornbread, hominy, and vegetables from our gardente was twenty-four, he took a most important step. He left

buying as litile outside as possible. Father had a horror of debthome and went

west to Denver, where he found a job in the

and instilled it into us boys. To this day I have never boughgrocery business.

anything and charged it.”

" At just what point the young grocery clerk made his decision
Nearly all the land west of Axtell was prairie, and there thd¢o

study medicine, we can only surmise from a letter written to

boys worked hard from spring until fall, herding cattle. “Duringhis sister-in-law upon his graduation from medical college: “I

hot days we used to' go swimming in the buffalo wallows agpresume

George has forgotten the day in Axtell when he told

many times a day as we wished,” Silas recorded. “Rattlesnakeyme he thought it would be a good thing for me to go as a medi-

were very plentiful. Sometimes I would kill several a day withcal missionary to some '
ten it, but sometimes it seemed as though I could never do it.

my cattle whip.”

foreign field. Well, I have never forgot-

In the years that followed, the boys rented land to farmGod spoke to me through George, and then opened the way
Silas learned carpentry from his father and helped him wittfor me.”

building, though for a few months each winter he and hi

brother George went to the little country school. All the expe.

So it was that seed sown in his boy-heart came to fruition. in

1891. His diary is terse. It reads: “Left Denver at 7:45 P.M. on

rience of those rugged years was to contribute to the late;l the Midland Railway for Los Angeles. Arrived at 7:30 A.M. on

success of his life in Africa. The strong physique built up on thel

farm proved able to withstand repeated attacks of malaria iy

April 18th. I did not know a person in all California, but I went
to the YMCA and got a list

of boarding houses and found

the jungle and in the dank lowlands along the Gaboon and the lodging.”

Nlong Rivers. Whetever he was stationed he would make aé

garden and plant fruit trees which are still bearing. He was the
first to encourage the planting of cocoa, of which there an
thousands of plantations today. His interest in livestock, poul
try, and agriculture led him to many experiments, which re
sulted in improved living for the Africans as well as for th
missionaries, while his experience in bookkeeping served to
lighten what was for him a heavy burden, the task of serving
as station treasurer.

This asset was one he acquired at a business college in St
Joseph, Missouri, when he was twenty-one years of age.

“I finished the course—all but the banking—in six weeks,
Silas wrote, “but could not afford to stay in the city severd
more weeks in order to graduate.” ' '

This brief training opened up several successive jobs as cash
ier, bookkeeper, and general office man, until, in 1889, whei

6.

The boy from a Kansas farm was on his way at last to a
career. Three months later he entered the College of Medicine
of what later became the University of Southern California in
Los Angeles. During his entire course he remained in the ofﬁcgs
of the established medical firm of Drs. Bicknell and Moore,
who were two of the finest physicians in Los Angeles. They
shared their large practice with him and let him assist in t?lc'air
operations, which, of course, gave him priceless opportunities
to advance his skill.

At last came the time for the final testing of his medical
knowledge, and he pridefully recorded the result: “I have fin-
ished my exams and am glad to lay aside my books for a little
while. I led the class during the three years with ease, and the
examinations were a picnic for me. I am feeling tip-top.”

At the end of his medical course Silas Johnson summed up
his financial status as follows: “I had but fifteen dollars when I
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started, and paid ten dollars of it for my matriculation fe¢ .

When I graduated T had two hundred dollars after having pajf 9 /\pp()lntm ent to
all my expenses. God has certainly guided me to this place an/

put me through college, and I am convinced that He did it fq

a purpose. I hope to prove myself worthy of His discipline.” |<amerun

Just what he conceived that “purpose” to be was soon evidens
On June 1, his graduation day, he stood with his class in th

Grand Opera House. Dr. Bicknell presented him with an olfhe Board of Foreign Missions had replied to Sile.ts ]ohnspns
stetrical instrument case, and asked him to remain with t nquiry, presenting the needs of Turkey and of Africa, and en-
firm, but to his amazement, and even chagrin, Dr. Silas def:losing a letter from the Rev. Adolphus C. Goo-d of tl-le Gfiboon
clined. Mission in West Africa. Dr. Good was the mtrepl'd pioneer

“T bad already decided to go to Africa,” the diary Stateiwho, in the years 1892 and 1893 penetraFed .the jungles of
stmply. . Southern Kamerun and undertook exhaustive journeys of ex-

Just when God had made clear His call to Silas is not knowiploration hundreds of miles into the interior. Since t-he scenes
But in March he had written to the Presbyterian Board of Foiof this story are to be laid in Kamerun, a brie.f outlmef of ’Fhe
eign Missions asking for information regarding the need ghistory of West Equatorial Africa will help clarlffy the situation
medical men on the mission field, saying he had had the desinjn that territory as it was at the beginning of this new mission-
“off and on for twelve years.” |

ary venture. L
Throughout the time that he was studying at the Universit The coastline of Kamerun was first visited in the year 1472 by
he remained an active member of the First Presbyterian Churd

Portuguese navigators who gave it the name “Camm:oes”‘ mean-
of Los Angeles. Silas loved youth, and youth loved Silas. Hjng Prawns, which were found in abundance 'at the river mouth.
had gathered a group of boys around him for a Sunday scho The Portuguese ‘explorer, Fernando Poo; dlsc:)vered al§o the
class in Denver, and he did this again in the West Coast city island off the coast which he named “Formoso,” or Beauuf}ﬂ.
Here also he dedicated his Sunday afternoons to the Junie.  For nearly four hundred years scant attention was paid to
Christian Endeavor Society of the church. :

this coast by European powers, aside from occasional voyages
Also interested in the latter organization and sharing in th of explorers and trading companies—notably the Britis}}, Dutch,
directing of its activities was a quiet young schoolteacher wi: French, Portuguese, Spanish, and German. Small trading posts
soft brown eyes and prepossessing smile, who was destined t —lone sentries on the fringe of the shore—appeared here ?.nd
go far in shaping the future life of the young medical student there, but one by one the lonely traders sickened and died.
She was Mary Louise Hays, the only daughter in a famil In the eighteenth century the slave trade made the coast the
which had begun to move westward in 1870 from Macoml scene of great and revolting activity. The sight of. the crue'>l
Hlinois, where Mary was born in 1869, and which had fina I* faces of the slaves was for many thousands of Africans their
settled in Los Angeles in 1883, first glimpse of a white man.
| In 1710 the Portuguese, in the treaty of El Pardo, gave to the
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Spaniards in exchange for Santa Catalina, in South Americ;
the Island of Formoso (later renamed Fernando Poo). Th—.7~

Vs
\d

Spaniards made one attempt to colonize the new possessio; S SN
but it ended in disaster so great that they were happy
abandon the island to the British, who made it their comm
cial headquarters. A British consul who was allowed to act &8
temporary governor permitted a Baptist missionary, Mr. Alfr
Saker, to establish a mission station on Fernando Poo. ]
when this work was well under way, the Spanish decided
take over the administration of their territories. Govern
Chacon was sent in 1858 to replace the British consul. The fir
act of the new governor was to import Roman Catholic priesi
and to expel all Protestants from the island. Alfred Saker ac
cordingly withdrew to the mainland and settled his mission gen-
the foot of beautiful Mount Kamerun on the shores of Ambg
Bay. The site was given the name of Victoria, and remains t ‘ ) ) t by the
this day one of the most beautiful on the West Coast., eventy-five miles north of Benito, a young ,max?bserk 131' ch
Meanwhile, the Presbyterians also had begun a Mission jBenito church began a work among the Ban(} o tribe. dct uihe
West Africa. They started their work in Liberia, the settlemeywas organized there in 1879, with missionaries assigned to
for freed slaves established by the United States in 1820. Thnew station m 1§89' Good t 10 in-
losses in personnel sustained by the Mission were terrific. Sig. It was at this JEChure that Adolp.hus Sh (1)1(1? hw?ls'lienbehin 4
the Methodists and the Episcopalians were also at work in th vestigate the POSSI'bﬂ_ltY of entering the ug Thl ;{ —
area, the Presbtyerians, in 1850, began searching for a mop Batanga andlestabhshmg a work in the mteﬁloé' o %m o
suitable place for their efforts. A party of three landed in thy Was at that time a German protectorate. I(; 5 01(1) m(: ah::; for
year on the picturesque shores of a small Spanish island calle this way: German 'and BrbiShAtEaders an c T}?rc anhts fnvered
Corisco, just north of the equator and fifteen miles off fh years been operating along the bank.s Oh debelg - dg into
mouth of the Muni River. In spite of continued loss of persop estuary of t}}e Wauri River, and explorations Ia lsggnt}r:;a i
nel through the ravages of malaria, black water fever, and dys the mountainous country behind the coast. tI}11 e " iy
entery, the work spread to the mainland. In 1864 the . of the Douala tribe at the coast petitioned © british gov
mission station was established on the coast, and the Benif Ment to establish a protectorate over them. Simultaneously a
church was organized in 1865. ' ~ German explorer, Dr. Nachtigal, was ser.lt out fron'm Germany,
The activity of the Benito and Corisco churches quicky ostensibly to protect the German trade in the teitory: \Upon
spread northward, reaching and crossing the Campo Rive | is arrival he hoisted the German ﬂ.ag and Proclf11med Klam-
which was the boun dary of Southern Kamerun. At B atangs ©TUR @ German protectorate. The British arrived just too late,
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their consul being even then on his way to confer with th there was a large village. Upon Dr. Good’s recommendation,

chiefs and to comply with their request.

So it was that in 1885 the Germans established their clai;;

the Mission assigned three men to open the station and on July
292, 1893, the trio reached the site. A small clearing, large

to all of Kamerun except Victoria and Ambas Bay, which the enough for a tent, had been made and the men began a most

ceded to the British.

primitive life, which resulted almost at once in one of the

At the time that the Presbyterian Mission made its first moy party contracting typhoid fever. Dr. Good realized the project
toward the interior of Kamerun, its personnel was operating I was doomed unless provision was made for the medical care of
three territories: the Gaboon Mission in French Congo, th the personnel engaged in it.

Corisco Mission in Spanish Guinea—and now this new ventw

“The work cannot go on without a doctor,” he wrote to the

inland from Batanga in the newly proclaimed German prote; Board, and as Dr. Silas read the plea he felt the finger of God

torate. For forty years the West Africa Mission had been tryix

to penetrate the interior in order to reach the many tribes livin

in the dense forests that covered the mountain ranges calle
the Sierra del Crystal, paralleling the west coast of Equaton‘ﬂ
Africa. In Spanish Guinea, as early as 1860, attempts had bee
made to follow the waterways of Rio Muni and Rio Benit
the missionaries being among the first to explore these river
No feasible way was found, however, to enter the forest by wa
of these unnavigable rivers. Nor had the attempts up
Gaboon River been rewarding except along the river b
Furthermore, the Mission was hampered in both of these ter
tories by the regulations and language requirements of i
foreign governments in control. It was thought that better su
cess might be met with in the territory to the north of Spanis
Guinea, where the opposition stemming from Roman Cathol
governments might not exist.

Dr. Good’s journeys into this new and unknown region we
therefore, of vast significance. The extensive region he explor
was peopled by the Bulu tribe, and one language only wi
spoken—an important advantage in the founding of a Missid
The people seemed more curious than hostile, and Dr. Go
went unarmed and unharmed through their midst.

The site he had decided upon for the first inland station w
on a high hill seventy miles from the sea, at the foot of whi

12

laid on him. Years later he wrote of this call and his decision
to a.group of California young people: “Some of you are fight-
ing this battle. . . . I went through it all, and I thank God He
did not let me have peace until late one night, after a 'long
struggle in prayer, I dropped my application papers to the
Board of Foreign Missions into the mailbox.” '

One week later Dr. Silas took another momentous step: he
unfolded his heart to Mary Hays and asked her to share with
him the challenge of adventuring for God in Africa; Whether
or not his decision to become a medical missionary came as a
surprise to Mary we cannot know, but on her application blank
she wrote: “I have long had an interest in missions through a
friend in Brazil, but had no real desire to go until a week ago.”
In answer to the question, “Do you sleep well?” she wrote,
“Have had some difficulty—with reason—the last few days!”

It is recorded in Silas’ diary that Mary took two days to
think it over and to await her parents’ consent. Indeed there
was much to consider. In New York City, wiser heads than
Mary’s had already conferred on the matter and had arrived
at a negative conclusion. Dr. Silas had sent to the Board the
following telegram: “Letter of appointment just received. I shall
take a wife. Telegraph whether satisfactory.” The Board had
replied, “Accommodations for a wife in Africa very doubtful.”

The area which the Mission was entering was marked on
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their map “unexplored.” Dr. Good’s journeys had been a plunge
into the jungle where thiere were no paths—only a tangled trail
that, led through river beds and swamps. Furthermore, Dr.
Good’s plea to the Board had been for men.

“Men, not women,” he wrote. “Only strong, practical, reso-
lute, devoted men are equal to this bold enterprise. In this
advance guard a woman would be simply an encumbrance.” So
ran his argument, and the Board was convinced.

Dr. Silas was not convinced, however. Since three men had
already gone in and chosen the site, it was time now, he said,
for a woman to follow. At his insistence the Board finally gave
in. Perhaps some Board member smilingly referred to the doc-
tor’s application paper where, in answer to the question, “Are
you able to abide by the decision of the majority?” he had
written honestly, “I believe I am inclined to be hard to move
from my purposes, but under ordinary conditions, yes.”

Obviously this matter of a wife was not an “ordinary condi-
tion.” Mary was appointed August 13, 1894. The sailing date
was set for September 19.

For three weeks the appointment of the two remained a
secret, but an announcement appearing in Women’s Work for
Women heralded the news abroad. Mary announced her en-
gagement to her friends, while Silas saw another young doctor
take his place in Dr. Bicknell’s office. One by one their ties were
cut, and there was no looking back. The door swung shut on
the promising career of Silas Johnson as Dr. Bicknell's young
associate, while another door opened for his service as the
Great Ngee among the primitive tribes of the Kamerun jungle.

3, Fool's Choice

To appreciate just what this step in the dark must have meant
to Mary, one must realize neither she nor Dr. Silas had ever so
much as seen a member of the Corisco and Gaboon Mission.
There was nothing to be read on that part of Africa, Dr. Good’s
account of his explorations being the only article available to
give any idea of what lay before them. The terrible uncertainty
of the future made all the more keen for Mary the pain of sep-
aration from her parents. Between her and her mother existed
that close bond of love peculiar between mothers and only
daughters. And yet, on that third day after the doctor’s declara-
tion of his love, when Mary put her slender hand in Silas’
strong one and consented to take the step into the dark with
him, they were both thrillingly aware that the hand of the
Master was upon them for good.

Days of strenuous preparation followed, with the strain of
impending separation from friends and loved ones increased by
the vehement opposition of those who frankly called the doctor
a fool to give up such a brilliant local. opportunity as he had
been offered. How could a man of his sense be so blind? They
did not know he had also declined an internship in the Wom-
en’s Hospital in San Francisco. Dr. Bicknell himself was un-
disguisedly disappointed and “put out.”

But brother George took it sensibly. To him Silas had written:
“I presume you have heard before this time that I am going as
a medical missionary. It is hard to leave all of you, especially
father at this time of his life, but you remember our Christian
Endeavor pledge ‘I will strive to do whatever He would like
to have me do.’ I believe it is His call; and I must go. I know
you will be glad.”
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In a letter to George’s wife he unburdened his heart more
fully of the grief he felt in leaving his father, “the best, bravest,
and truest man under all circumstances that I have ever met.”
To this he added, “I could never look into his face without a
blush of shame if I hesitated for a moment in answering the
call of my Master to go to one of His outposts. You speak of it
as a noble sacrifice. It is only honesty on my part to correct the
statement. It would be a sacrifice to be unable to go and to
have to give it up. But nothing could keep me when the Master
calls.”

How true these words were to be through all of Dr. Silas’
later life his family and fellow missionaries can testify.

Dr. Silas, however, was not unaware of the great pain of
impending separation that burdened the hearts of Mary’s par-
ents. Regarding this he wrote of “the great probability of her
not seeing them again this side of heaven, but we will see them
there, and it may not be long.” .

Today this sounds rather lugubrious, but in that day the truth
of it was appallingly apparent. Africa was far, far away before
the advent of planes and radios, and what little was known of
it was mostly bad. Deaths on the mission field averaged one
every few months. Of the four missionaries first assigned to the
Corisco Mission, one, Mrs. James Mackey, died before reaching
the island, and two, the Rev. G. W. Simpson and Mrs. Simpson,
were drowned in a little vessel during a tornado within the
year. The Rev. George Paull, the first to be assigned to live on

the mainland, died three months after establishing himself ina
little native hut near the mouth of the Benito River. When the
Mission moved northward to Batanga on the seacoast, and
established a beachhead there in 1883, Mr. B. B. Brier quickly
succumbed to the dread malignant fever. Little wonder, in-
deed, that Dr. Good called for men!

On August 24 a gay reception, tinged with the sadness of
farewell, was held in the old First Church. Letters were read
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which must have been hard to listen to. This one was inscribed
on a large scroll and read by the pastor:

Dear friends: It is no easy task to voice, in any words that will ade-
quately express them, our appreciation of your work among us, our
warm affection, and our sense of personal loss in your departure.
Your devotion to our Lord and to the humanity for whose redemp-
tion He offered His own life, is no new revelation to us. We have
felt it all along, as you have laid hold with willing and consecrated
hands on the service that was set before you; the quiet earnestness
and deep spiritual purpose of your life. And as you pass out into the
great field to gather the Master’s sheaves in far-off Africa, you leave
with us seeds of precious sowing, whose harvest shall be blessed
indeed.

And now, with a great yearning cry to the God and Father of us
all, that He may be mindful of His own and hide you in the secret of
His presence, we bid you, with all that the sweet old word signifies,
Good-bye! Good-bye!

And as you go, we would have you take with you not only this
word of farewell, but also the more tangible expression of sincere
friendship “In His name,” and we would request that this money be
used on the field in the way that seems wisest to you after acquaint-
ance with its needs. :

The gift was a purse of $275.

These public good-byes were a strain on both Dr. Silas and
Mary. When similar tributes were spoken from the pulpit on
one of the last Sundays, the doctor, well screened in the choir
loft from view, could not restrain his emotion. What Mary felt
can be well imagined. Of her parents the doctor wrote: ‘

This is an awful trial for them, but they have faith in God, and a
little in me as His servant. We expect to be married the day we are
to leave, and it will be at home, with only the family present. We do
not want a church wedding, even though the church would be
crowded with warm friends. Mrs. Hays has about all she can stand
in giving up her only daughter to go to Africa, without the ordeal
of a church wedding,

17



The Great Ngee

And so, with brother Edwin home from seminary for the ld
occasion (Mary’s brother Will had joined the gold rush in
Alaska), they .\;a;yere. quietly married at n]ine-thirty on the morning 4‘ Death at the ThreSho
of August 28, 1894. The Rev. Burt Estes Howard, then pastor
of the First Church, in which these two remained members, . ) o o
performed the ceremony, the brown-eyed bride looking ver}Sight-seeing in bustling New York was an ex01tnC11g a venﬂlllre
sweet in a going-away suit with ruffled satin reveres and dor the two Westerners. In the Presbyterian Boar rboc.)énsb ﬁ}’
touch of lace at the throat. At nine o’clock that evening themet three other new rec'rults—among them another bri e—)\;v Z
bride and groom boarded the train for the first lap of theﬁé;vere to be t'heir traveling companions on theRSs rzf L0 c(')\:'ﬂ
long journey eastward. About seventy of their best friends as\%)ound for L1ve¥1?001-.These were ‘Mr. Os;arth o‘Re 5 lslelirin
sembled at the depot, where they had decorated the brida]fmgineer, and his wife, a physician, an e I e-',v.th i
compartment with armloads of flowers. As the conductgFraser. A fourth volunteer, Mr. Schnatz, was to join eﬁr.l lln
shouted, “All aboard” and the train started on its way, theEngland. Dr. Silas was at once .made treasurer of thccl-‘: 1t.t tﬁ
group sang Dr. Silas’ favorite hymn, “I'll go where you want meparty, though he soon found himself much conf?se V(;lt
to go, dear Lord.” There were tears in the eyes of many g ‘pounds, shillings, and pe?nce. All of tl.le party loo_ke}cll ;)lrwar 0
through the noise of the engine and the grinding of wheelyshopping in London without knowing how much they were
sounded the strains of “God Be With You Till We Meet Again/ paying for anything. o e b

It was a leave-taking none would ever forget. More than ﬁfty_-' The SS New York pulled away“from the d(;c }s; 1111_I abor;
five years later one of the friends wrote of it: “As the trainrential downpour that blotte.zc% out “The Lady of the a(tlr or
pulled out we had an all-gone feeling, as if the ground hag and all the shore. Before sa111¥1g, the doctor had ordefre twg
opened and swallowed them up.” wide leather belts made for himself ar'ld Mary, to“be aste:n}elr d

An hour later, while the train hurtled throﬁgh the darkness as tightly as they could stand. Then, if they felt “squeamis ,d
the passengers who had witnessed the good-byes heard sup: they were to hitch them up another notch. These be'lti1 proye
pressed laughter issuing from behind the buttoned-up green ineffectual, but were dutlfully. kept on day ?.nd Iilg ;ﬁ eveg
curtains of the bridal compartment. In the flurry of packing, when both Mary .and Dr. Silas became violently ill, ?n
Dr. Silas had failed to put in his pajamas. The bride stifled he “crawled out of their clot,l’les much as a sna¥<e crawls 0111.t o 1.ts
giggles while the groom struggled to thrust his curly head skin—that is, lying down.” The doctor c(.)ntmued D lo= leY;. n
through the ruffles of a long-sleeved nightgown. the belt principle. It proved more effective years later. Riding
the rocky trails of Africa on a motorcycle, he almost always
wore an eight-inch wide leather belt holding his stomach taut
against the joltings of the path.
By the fourth day out all the party felt better and were able

to dash up on deck to see a wrecked vessel from which the cap-

tain failed to receive a signal. As he ran up close, he found her
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drifting, the crew having abandoned her. She looked desolat:
indeed, and doubtless gave the voyagers pause as they consid
ered the long way yet before them. On Sunday the party hel¢
a service among the steerage passengers, of which the docto
made note: “They seemed glad to hear (our message) ang
looked as if they had not heard it very often.”

Seven days after leaving New York the ship arrived a
Southampton, and the missionary party went straightway
London. Here they had their first contact with a missionar
from Africa, in the person of a little white-haired lady, My
Thomas Ogden, who was now on her way back to America. i
1858 she and her husband had gone to Corisco Island, off th
Rio Muni coast, but after three years Mr. Ogden had die(
breathing a prayer for “someone to go to the mainland.” Hj
wife went home then, but after twenty years returned to th
field. She now declared she could not be hired to leave he
work in Africa, except for a short vacation. The sight of he
cheerily waving good-bye as the new missionaries’ steame
the Gaboon, pulled away from Liverpool, gave them hope ths
they too might some day sail for America again.

‘Ten other passengers had embarked on the small flat-bot
tomed boat. Two days out a terrific storm.struck the litth
Gaboon, making it toss about like a chip. The doctor and Mar,
succumbed simultaneously. Mary, lying still in the lower bunk
grew violently ill, while Dr. Silas tried to get down from th
upper bunk and into the passage for help. His account read

Screwing up my courage, I bounced out and grabbed my pants, by
could not keep my balance with the Gaboon pitching so. Afte
several attempts I got one leg of my pants on, and suddenly mad
for the basin. After communing with it for a season, during which
seemed to be trying to say “Europe” and not succeeding very wel
I took one last look and sank back onto the sofa. I managed to g
one leg clear, with the other badly tangled up, when I floundere
back to the basin again.
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This agony kept up till at length the stewardess, herself sick
for the second time in seventeen years at sea, came to their
rescue.

The humorous tenor of the doctor’s account was characteris-
tic of him. No matter how dismal or disastrous the predicament
in which he found himself, he could always see a spark of the
amusing and fan it into a joke. But although he crossed the
Atlantic some eighteen times, he never became immune to
seasickness and his dread of it.

The voyage lasted four weeks. No one grieved when it drew
to its close. The little party gathered on the deck for their first
glimpse of Victoria, and thrilled with the sight, gazing out over
shining green water to majestic Mt. Kamerun, whose lofty peak
pierced a froth of foamy cloud. Suddenly someone spotted a
cutter making for their ship. As it drew nearer, all saw with
excitement that it flew an American flag.

“We Americans fairly yelled!” runs Dr. Silas™ note. “It was
the first American flag we had seen since New York, and we
would have yelled or burst!”

The vessel was -the mission cutter, Nassau, whose com-
mander, Captain Peter Menkel, came aboard with letters and
news from Batanga, far to the south. He, too, looked well, even
after twenty-one years on the coast. “But, of course,” Dr. Silas
makes haste to add, lest optimism get the upper hand, “it is
much healthier being on the sea half the time.”

Peter Menkel’s diary, written in the form of a log, and water-
stained from many stormy voyages in the Bight of Biafra on
mission business, inclines the reader to a different view. The
log reeks of rhubarb and calomel, taken repeatedly after chills
and fever and dysentery brought on from long exposure and
heavy drenchings in tropical storms, or during torpid hours
lying at anchor, becalmed beneath the equatorial sun.

Three days later, on October 30, 1894, the American voyagers
were one hundred miles farther down the coast and anchored
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off the forest-fringed shore of Batanga, which was the goal oflast, after weeks of water travel, their feet were safely on the
their long journey. In the pale gold light of dawn they couldshore, and Africa, from Batanga’s lovely beach, looked lush
see a few white rambling houses beyond the long strip of yel- and alluring. :
low, and the white spray of breakers dashing against the rocks, Within twelve hours after their arrival the new recruits were
Someone pointed out to them the shining break in the shoreline introduced to the mission institution known as station meeting,
where the Lobe River rushes madly in headlong escape from where local problems are resolved by majority vote of station
the forest, and plunges foaming into the sea. ‘members. The question discussed at the Batanga meeting was
A little boat put out from shore, and soon the party welcomed that of personnel to occupy the Nkonemekak site seventy miles
aboard the Gaboon a very lovely lady, Mrs. Lafflin. Her hus- inland that had been designated as the location for a station.
band, Dr. Lafflin, was with her, and Miss Babe, who was The higher court of the mission organization called annual

destined to become the bride of Captain Peter Menkel.

The surf boat, piled with passengers and baggage, plowed
through the waves to the rhythmic paddling and singing of
the native crew, whose strong brown arms soon lifted the party
through the breakers and carried them ashore. The two in-
coming young brides shook the salt spray from their hair,
smoothed their crumpled skirts, and breathed grateful sighs. At

meeting was due to convene in January, two months ahead,
when assignments would be officially made. Meanwhile it was
felt that a committee of four should go to Nkonemekak to con-
fer with Dr. Good and to make preparation in case the Mission
should assign women to the new station.

A few months earlier a Site Committee had been sent to sur-
vey the area. Mary Lafflin had accompanied her doctor hus-

band, thus becoming the first white woman to travel that long
and tortuous trail into the jungle. Her account of the journey
tells of streams splashed merrily through with rubber boots and
short skirts and much laughter, and of one time she did not
laugh. That was when she had to lie like a log on the heads of
six men while they waded the swift deep waters of a river.

“Instead,” she recorded, “I quietly asked Jesus to help me to
lie so still that if a foot should slip I would not add to the diffi-
culty by wiggling. I shut my eyes tight and heard nothing
above the rushing water but the strong voice by my side saying,
“All right, Mary, you are nearly over.”

The party then slept in an uninhabited forest where elephant
tracks crossed the trails, their shelter a rubber sheet thrown
over poles. . . . “The front opened to the great friendly fire
which burned all night. I slept splendidly, only waking once to
see lovely stars shining down on us who rested in the Father’s
love, and on thousands who never heard of that love.”
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Taking the rigors of the trail in stride, proving herself far the newcomers to the smoky huts where, through teary eyes,

from being an “encumbrance,” Mary Lafflin had called the trip
delightful, and merrily kept pace with the men. Arriving at the
little cabin after a last breathless climb up the steep ascent, she
described the place and the welcome that went up from the

three men occupying “the little palace” on top:

“Looking from its tiny porch, the eye is rested and delighted by
magnificent forest-covered hills. In the valleys between are villages,
some of whose tiny thatched roofs can be seen through the clearing,
I never expected to enjoy in Africa such scenery as is on every side.
of Nkonemekak. Out past the house is the garden. After seeing no.
fresh vegetables for over two years, you will not wonder that I
watched with keen pleasure for the ripe tomatoes, beans, and let
tuce. . . . The advent of a white woman increased the number of
visitors. At first, curiosity and fear prevailed conceming me, the
women being rather skeptical as to my sex. So the test was made by
bringing me a baby to hold. The result was very satisfactory, though
one woman looked at her hand to see if the sickly white had rubbed
off. After a few days their attitude changed to that of real friendli
ness, so that when we came down to the beach five weeks late
there was scarcely a trace of their first wild, shouting curiosity,
and women and girls came out urging me to return to them. Per
sonally . . . if Dr. Lafflin could be spared from this part of
field (the beach) I would gladly go to the Bulu people.”

The final decision of the Batanga meeting, a decision mads
by the men—women missionaries according to the manual be:
ing associate missionaries only, with a voice but not a vote-
was that Dr. Lafflin should accompany Messrs. Frank, Roberts
and Johnson to Nkonemekak, recently renamed Efulan (A
mingling), while the women should wait at the beach unt
their return.

Disappointed at this decision, and eager for their first intro
duction to African life, the two brides went the very next after
noon to visit one of the nearby villages. Mrs. Lafflin introduced
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they squinted at the women who were grinding on flat stones,
pounding in wooden mortars, or tying yard-long plantain
Jeaves over the huge blackened pots perched on hot stones in
the blazing fires.

Suddenly, Mrs. Lafflin felt a chill creep over her, a dreaded
symptom she knew all too well. She looked at her companions,
who were now absorbed in pantomime conversation with the
housewives. The girls had not yet seen the falls, which she had
promised to show them; she was loath to disappoint them. So,
ignoring the fateful warning, she walked with her guests along
the shady trail to where the river and the breakers join in their
thundering roar. From the bank she watched her companions
as they were carried by sturdy boatmen to a canoe in order thE}t
they might ride in front of the falls and feel the spray on their
faces. The wind blew the mist back over her. . . .

Three days later the mission flag hung limply at half mast,
while the still form of a courageous wife and friend was laid
to rest beside the grave of her infant daughter, in the cool
green of a shady grove. Mary Johnson wrote about that in her
diary on November 4, 1894:

Dear Mrs. Lafflin passed away as she wished—in ‘hér'husband’s
arms—and now she is resting in the arms of her Savior. God alone
knows how much she accomplished here in His name. Oh, that I
may have more of her spirit in His work, going forward without
fear] Heaven is as near to Africa as to America, and dying is but
going home. At the grave Mr. Fraser repeated these words:

All that He blesses is our good,

And unblest good is ill.

And all is right that seems most wrong,

If it be His sweet will.

The bereaved husband, lonely and already broken in health,
but with a fortitude that humbled and inspired his fellows, in-
sisted that the scheduled expedition to Efulan must not be de-
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layed. Four days later the caravan set forth according to plan- written eflthI:SiaSticauy, “Our hill; like Mount Zion, is beautiful
that inscrutable plan of God. for situation. , o
Silas Johnson then wrote home: “Do not feel that this, Gody Mr. Kerr, when not at the carpenter’s ben(?h or m.the forest
own act, has frightened us. We feel that we are in God’s hands saw-pits getting lumber for lf.he second dwelling, which was to
and are ready to live or die for His cause as He may see fit” be built in the faith that reinforcements WOul(.l evel'ltually be
And to God he prayed: “O Lord, if it be Thy will-wilt Thoy forthcoming, taught the alph?.bet to about thlrt'y little boys,
grant me twenty years to labor here for Thee.” His prayer wa using sawed blocks of wood with the letters stencilled on then’l.
granted in double measure. 'No literature existed for them to read, however, as Dr. Good’s
' translation of the Gospels, though completed, was not yet pre-
 pared for printing. Not one believer had yet come forth in that

The Everlasting Arms

5. The Everlasting Arms

On the morning of November 12, one lone sentry waited 4
Efulan’s hilltop—Matthew Henry Kerr, the valiant pioneer, car

penter, and member of the “advance guard” that had, in Julj
of the previous year, occupied this site seventy miles inland
selected by Dr. Good. It was he who, with the help of workex
from the beach, had hewed down timber from the virgiy
forest and built on the crest of the hill a tiny cabin with wall:
of bark. Here Mr. Kerr and his two companions lived a Spartar’
life, sleeping on rude cots, sitting on three-legged stools, cook
ing without stove or oven, and eating from a circular dininf
table. Their table, they jokingly remarked, had been in prep
aration for them before the Board of Foreign Missions was in
corporated, consisting as it did of a crude cross-cut slab from-'
giant tree. Occasionally Mrs. Laflin, at Batanga, had sent then
bread, but, unless first cut and toasted, this invariably moulds
before reaching its destination. In spite of all this, the men ha
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vast stretch of forest, yet the mission clearing boasted a chapel,
a clubhouse, and a “city hall”—all under the one thatched roof
of the carpenter shop, with a huge squared log for bench, pew,
and pulpit. -

At the time the Silas Johnson story opens, one of this advance
guard of three, Mr. Milligan, had just gone home on health
leave. Dr. Good, with unquenchable vision, despite two dan-
gerous attacks of blackwater fever, had made a third trip four
hundred miles farther inland to determine a site for another
station, and had earned for himself the appropriate Bulu name
of “Walking, Walking, Always Walking! What are you looking
for?” He had met with no hostility, and was delighted to find
that a common language—Bulu—was understood by all the
many tribes he encountered. Now, with reinforcements at
hand, he hoped after one more journey inland to join his wife
and young son, Albert, who had already preceded him to the
healthful Canary Islands, Mrs. Good being ill and unable to
wait for him longer at Batanga.

On this twelfth day of November, 1894, the tireless traveler
had just started out on his fourth journey to the interior when
a runner sent by Mr. Kerr overtook him with news of the new
mission recruits then approaching Efulan from the beach. With
a glad heart he retraced his steps to the station and started
down the hill to meet them. Dr. Silas was leading the caravan.
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When he came face to face with the intrepid pioneer whosewers, immediately.set out with a fresh supply of medicines for
plea for men had clinched his own determination to go tofulan. Upon his arrival he reported to Dr. Silas that Mary
Africa, the moment held much of the same dramatic quality asas very brave when she heard the news and did not break
the historic meeting between Stanley and Livingstone in Africapwn.

twenty-seven years earlier. . But Mary Johnson’s diary knew better. She wrote, “An irre-

That evening the two tiny rooms of what Mary Lafflin hadgessible feeling of loneliness came over me and I had a cry.
called “the palace” bulged with the bulk of six men. The four{ord came to me that both my dear one and Mr. Roberts are
from the coast were weary from their four days’ tramp throughzriously sick with fever. Oh, what should we do in these
the dripping jungle. Since the rainy season was then at its peak,ours of waiting and anxiety if underneath were not the ever-
they had remained continuously soaked as they splashedisting arms?”
through swamps, plowed through muck, and with their watches: The following day, when Mr. Ford had started to Efulan,
in their hats, waded in muddy water up to their armpits. At onehe walked the trail with him in her thoughts and prayers.
point the current had been so swift that one of the carriers wasGod grant he may find our dear ones out of danger!” she now
very nearly swept away, load and all. At night they had slunggrote. “What a day of waiting—lest another messenger come
their sheets between two trees for beds, and with no shelterjearing sad news! But none came and we felt encouraged.
overhead but the heavy boughs, had “slept splendidly.” Fear thou not, se_emed breathed upon me by the Father . . .

“I shall never forget that march if I live to be an old man,”dh, how near He has been through these hours that have
wrote Dr. Silas. emed like weeks!”

But tired as the new recruits were, the men talked till mid-. By the following Sunday Dr. Silas had recovered, but Mr.
night, Dr. Good imparting to them much valuable advice fromftoberts was blinded temporarily by the heroic quantities of
his rich store of experience. They did not suspect that it wagfuinine administered, and Mr. Fraser was taking his turn in
the last counsel he was to give them. Before dawn he hadbed. Thanksgiving Day gave the group one cause for gratitude
slipped off onto the forest trail again. —they were all still alive.

A week later Dr. Silas had his first chill and high fever, OB December 10, Dr. Good returned to the “little palace”
Scarcely had his temperature dropped when Mr. Roberts fell fter a solid month of travel, having penetrated trails never
ill, his fever reaching 105.5 degrees. With a mustard plaster o before seen by a white man. But, ill and exhausted, he could
his stomach to control nausea, the doctor left his bed to- care @Rl fall onto his bed.
for the new patient. Immediately his own fever returned, and|, ¥ F days his fever raged, while all the group prayed, and
both men were then dangerously ill. the new doctor grappled with the insidious fire that was con-

Messengers were sent to the beach with an urgent plea for .:. mg the very lifeblood in the wasted form. On Thursday
help. Two days later Mary Johnson was standing on the porch: e .Decen?b.er 14, When' the ft.aver reached 108.2 degrees,
of the cottage at Batanga when Dr. Lafflin opened the letters ?&z?b)r-.a-ve spirit of the valiant pioneer went to its rest. Dr.
containing the disturbing news. Mr. E. A. Ford, a veteran of " Hlas wrote:
three years’ experience and a practical knowledge of African So ended the life of a man of God who had done a great work for
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His Master which few men could have done as well. His hgply. I ran on ahead and soon met Mr. Fraser, and back of
was in this work in the interior. I believe, if he can, he will wagm, looking very white and thin, Mr. Roberts in the ham-
with intense interest from where God has called him. T:Ck: and behind him. . . .” But let us not pry into that glad
o gunion . . . “the procession started on its way again with
weral hearts lighter and happier than they had been for

The burial took place the next morning in the shad
mango tree Dr. Good had planted. The homemade coffin 1 )
carried by pallbearer ing the three tribes amd®®<s:
whom Dr.yG%odbh:deleslbf)ig?sﬁ:nr;gs:ddeyt};i tribesmen rsrz The doctor’s diary for the year 1894 closes with these words:
by, but no women, as custom forbade their presence aiyish here to record that God has this past year blessed me above
burial. The mission men who watched “The General,” as #]] that I could ask or even think. That He should give me such a
called him, being lowered into the grave, were themseljife as Mary, and place me here as a medical missionary in His
scarcely able to stand, weakened as they were by their gpecial service to carty out His great purposes concerning this people
first attacks of the scourge of fever. 5 a blessing beyond my power to thank Him for in any proper

Before returning to the beach Dr. Silas treated his fegree: He has comforted me and lifPt lm)f Pﬁeci’usdwge througi]
African patient, a schoolboy who had fallen and run a s" trials which haye potibeenise Bl O

/ . ind forget not all His benefits. These are only a few of the thousands
through the fleshy part of his leg, where it had broken g His blessings. Surely I can trust Him always under every trial
of reach. A crowd gathered around and watched closelyemay see fit to bring me.
see what he would do. Probing, and finding that he wig Mary and I have promised Him to live nearer to Him than in the
lsl?ive tokcgtl\];ln f;{ Zm iheholtheif' Sidg(? and takehtlheosft;ck t}}llro and to commune with Him (I)_itener. My prayer is that we may

ilas asked Mr. Kerr to help him give some chloroform; he . ysed of Him every moment in His way.
succeeded in extracting appiece of wood as large as a my i ¢
finger. The boy neither cried nor moved, and when he c
to, the awed crowd pelted him with questions. “Didn’t it ly
How could you endure in silence? You didn’t feel it?
were asleep?” The miracle left them paralyzed with aston
ment, and this, their first encounter with a white doctor, g
them food for talk in the shade of their palavar houses
many a day to come.

Meanwhile the missionary wives, waiting impatiently
Batanga, hoped their men might arrive by New Year’s D
“But on December 29,” Mary writes, “a man came running, s
ing, Took four white men and they tell him come qui
and tell us.” I caught up my helmet and started for the by®
Mr. Ford and Mrs. Roberts following me. Halfway to'
river we shouted and were answered by an almost deafe

|
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| the year 1895 the Corisco and Gaboon Mission numbered
 twenty persons scattered along the coast of Rio Muni,
boon, and Kamerun. The Mission convened in January, ac-
g to schedule, and at this auspicious time Mary Johnson,
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helping prepare the meals in the stifling kitchen, came d
with malaria, only grateful that her personal physician wa;
her side to attend her. Mrs. Roberts likewise collapsed,
Mr. Melvin Fraser had his second attack.

(o)

By the time all had recovered, a decision had been reach

that Mr. Fraser, Mr. Kerr, Dr. Silas and Mary, who was n
to become known in America to readers of Womens Work
Missions as “our brave little Lady of Efulan,” were to occy
the hilltop station. Well again, and in high spirits, the C
fornians prepared for the inland journey. - - ;

Mary, warned of the obstacles in the trail ahead, packed
of her long skirts, and with them her dignity. When she d
cended the stairs of Batanga’s Sunnyside Cottage in the 1
dawn of January 28, the men let out a delighted whoop. §
was dressed ready to travel—in her bathing suit! To be s
this was far from the modern Jantzen version, being altoget}
ample and sedate. However, it gave her freedom of action |
climbing over fallen logs, which the sweeping styles then
vogue did not.

The rains were over, and they found the path comparative
dry. Mary’s notes on this journey are full of ferns and lili
palms and small bright flowers, the screeching of parrots,
tracks of elephants, and the shining coils of a snake the dod
shot down from a tree. The hammock, swung on a pole bor
on the shoulders of two stalwart carriers, afforded her 1t
when the trail grew hilly and hot. Mary walked with a slig
limp, due to a knee injury sustained in her girlhood, and {
party slowed their pace somewhat on her account, taking f
days for the trip.

When they emerged from- the long uninhabited stretch!
forest and began walking through the huddled towns stru
along the trail like brown beads on a green cord, pandemonil
broke loose. “Such shouting I have never heard except dutl
the heat of a political campaign at home,” Mary wrote. §
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Yund berself surrounded by naked children, wrinkled crones,
isterous men and women scantily clad, who ran after her
ughing and yelling. They jumped on logs and climbed tree
mps in order to peer into her hammock. Mr. Kerr explained
at they were crying out at this strange reversal of custom
hereby a woman, the habitual burden-bearer, bécame a
rden, carried while her lord and master walked!

One late afternoon, when the caravan was within a mile of

g ¢ulan Hill, a company of schoolboys came trooping down the

ill and an excited crowd escorted the party all the way up the
steep long incline that led to the mountain top. As they neared
the summit, the wooded hills that had towered above them on
the trail from the beach receded into a panorama of breath-
taking beauty; as distant blue ranges reared themselyes above
the surrounding green and faded into the milk white of the
“As the mountains are round about Jerusalem,” thought
ary, and she turned tired eyes toward the welcome sight of
o little bark cottages perched on poles in the middle of the
tiny clearing, their shaggy roofs of thatch looking for all the
world like birds’ nests fallen from the giant trees that towered
above them. The “little brown wren,” as Mary had often been
called by her friends, felt right at home.

When Mr. Kerr led the way to the bachelors” house, Mary
sank gratefully on the steps of the miniature veranda 'and
“endured to be stared at” while the wee cabin, empty since
the departure of the men several weeks previously, was being
swept and cleaned. Then she stepped over the threshold. The
little bark walls enfolded her. The noisy tumult of the curious
onlookers was shut out, and in the words of those among
Milhnm her life was now cast, “her heart sat down” and was
at rest.

Among those who had come to meet her that first day of
February was a young girl about eleven years -of age, her
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‘The first thing Mary had told Mezene to do was to go back
her village and take off the heavy brass anklets from her
t and the cumbersome strings of large beads from around
r waist.. In about two hours she returned dressed in a loose
clet of twine about her waist, with a hanidful of ferns tucked
Zmder it in front and another behind. Mary’s next step was to
:nd her to the river with a cake of soap and instructions
iven in pantomime. When the girl returned, scrubbed to a
ftiny brown, she was presented with a two-yard square cloth
ch Mary had contrived from a four-yard length of bright
lico. After days of practice, Mezene learned to wrap the
Moth around her just under the armpits, and secure it with
“lhe tight twist over the left breast and another deft twist at
Bie waist. With all the subsequent changes noted in African
vles and modes, it is my opinion that no costume has yet
sen devised that compares for grace, comfort, and utility,
==With the simple flowing lines of an artfully draped cloth. When
-} == Mezene appeared in church in this garb, with her hair evenly
t and her skin shiningly clean, the new style quickly became
4 fashion favorite with the women of the village, whose de-
smand for cloth soon out-shouted the desire for beads. Bales of
salico were henceforth added to the list of articles used for
barter at the new bush station, as it had been for years at
the coast.
For Mary and Dr. Silas, the first Sunday in the carpenter-
hop church was an unforgettable experience. The small struc-
of bark and thatch, with half walls to provide ventilation,
airly bulging with a huddle of some three hundred men,
men with babies, and children, standing, sitting, lying in
position imaginable. It was necessary for the new mis-

head shaved in fantastic streaks, a string of beads and a bus
of grass her sole attire. This was Mezene, whom the do
had arranged on his previous visit to be a helper for his v
Surprisingly she was not yet married. Her name, mea
“Paths,” was symbolic of the new and better ways into wh
she and countless African girls after her were to be le

the first “bush” girl to have contact with a Christian ho .
Mezene was to cause many a heartache and trial of pati Qs over prostrate bodies to got to the rough
She was sullen and rebellious, lazy, awkward and slow, seat that had been reserved for them. Young women, their
enduring repeated thefts and acts of disobedience, Mary Wit 2" 2L OWn R jplisheditoia highsheen with yellow paim
prayerfully, “Lord, what can I do for this poor girl? Showmt Qceked, contented babies at their breasts, cradling
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them in arms that were wound from slender wrists to the gme even had this elaborate coiffure reproduced in a perma-
bow with copper wire. Each wore a thick bushy bustle, eitlent wig that could be donned or removed at will, .l;ke th¢
of raffia dyed red or black, or of ferns and leaves tucked ilgwdered wigs of colonial gentlemen. The male attire con-
a loose belt of beads. - sted of a narrow strip of cloth made of beaten bark. A strip
Both men and women were weighted down with heavy o leopard skin slung across the shoulder carried a large
ments, string upon string of shells, buttons, or blue beads fpuble-edged knife and a powder flask. Nearly all the men
size of peas. Ponderous bracelets and anklets of brass orarried flintlock guns, as well as long spears ané{ murderous-
ivory contributed to the overall weight, while many wore adpoking weapons designed by the village bllacks?mlth and fash-
tional decoration in the form of twined wire wrapping legs apned from native ore. Despite these menacing instruments the
arms, leaving only elbows and knees free. 3ulu braves laughed good-naturedly at the newcomers and
Nearly every woman wore a high collar of ftared in openmouthed astonishment at the strange wife the
brass weighing from five to fifteen pounds, the b hite man had brought. ‘ )
mere sight of which moved Mary to pity. These The ingenious costumes of the wome'n were oftep highly
heavy circlets had been pounded shut about the musing. There were at the church service .severa'l polka-dot
neck when the young bride went to her mar- =@ thits, the satiny skin of the vill:itge beau-tles b.emg sp(‘)tte‘d
riage. A wife wore her weighty collar until a ! Sith bright dots of powdered blueing, applied with the» tip of
newer bride was added to the harem, when it might be piign artistic finger. On other fashion models the pattern was
off to be used as partial payment on the new wife, or it migeversed, blue being the background color and brown dots
be given the new bride as a gift. Thus no woman could coug pearing wherever an oily finger had remoyed the powdex:.
her ornaments her own; all were the possession of her husba young mother with a newborn bab.e at he1: breast ‘was ar-
and could be taken away whenever he chose to do so. ayed in scarlet from tip to toe, the thm c'ovenng consisting of
purpose of the heavy collars and anklets was to discounfs talcum of ground redwood. .Thls bright red hue, Mary
wives from running away; so much weight Was a deterrent 'amed, belonged almost exclusw('aly to the mothers 'of new-
was not a preventive, however, for on one occasion Mgbom infants and is the accepted birth announcement in Bulu-
wrote: “A running-off craze has struck the gentle sex abgland. )
here and a number of men’s hearts are wrenched with g '_'-'I-'he little bark house on the hill was aln.los.t as .pubhc as
because they have only a few wives left. One man had fou the church, for the people followed the. missionaries every-
his wives leave him at one time, and now he is no better ti where. Mary, however, was the prize attraction. Standing on
a bachelor, having only one wife left!” Eﬁp.tuoe to peer in through the windows, the .Women took turns
“The men were even more vain than the women, judginspecting her every move. From far and wide they'cam?, for
from their ornate headdresses. The men parted their well-olf news of the arrival of a white woman had spread to distant
hair in intricate designs and combed it over a framework} towns. Stares, stares, and more states; only the darkness of the
bamboo pith to stand in high ridges, which were then drap t brought respite. Patiently during the day Mary would
with beads or studded with white buttons or cowrie shé ive pompous, curious chiefs and their retinue of wives and
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Monkey Hands in the Soup
children, and show them through her primitive abode that w

in disgust, “We are just like a hen’s egg; we know

a marvel to them because it had a raised floor and was bub ?}tliz;toutsidegl;ur shelll” ]
on posts to guard against dampness and snakes. It was
first house they had ever seen without a floor of clay. It w
filled with wonders beyond all imagining! One visitor pick«’
up a broom, examined it carefully, and finally asked incred
lously, “Why does the white woman’s bustle have a lor
handle attached to it?* An old woman sat looking at a phot 1
graph hung against the bark wall of the sitting roon?, ar 7 ¢ Monkey Hands n the
after long speculation asked pityingly, “When does that po
woman eat?” | Soup

Dr. Silas, too, had to answer endless questions. How coyl

one woman alone keep a man from hunger? Why had }
brought only one woman with himp Were women scarce acro, hen station duties became irksome and the monotony of
the seaP? Was this wife really of any value? Why did she p tinned meat unbearable, Dr. Silas would take his rifle and
carry water from the spring and hoe in his garden? They nev_ is shotgun and go off into the forest in search of game. Some-
saw her carrying firewood. Was she lazy? Would she not obg times Mary would note that “he came back with nothing but
him? How much dowry had he paid for her? How many goll ¢ bes perspiration, and an enormous appetite.” Again, he
did he give his mother-in-law? Did he never beat her? Wo ! ;

Id triumphantly return to lay at her feet an antelope,
he be going back across the sea soon to fetch more wives | R P Y

i i i then there would
. ET ) squirrels, guinea fowl, or a wild boar, and
o (i(t)};lld ll)let; big ;:hlef = 1thermselv;:s? hi : < ] be a welcome change in the menu. ' . '
hal'qi oc];g ] . Buyu m:fﬁ ?h uefl ; 2 ;;V o ‘:iflomlans o Frequently the doctor would organize a hunting party with
ir and clever ways, sti ey viewed her with alarm ay

the schoolboys. The boys brought to the station hunting nets

warned their wives not to imitate her apparent laziness, | and their dogs, wearing small iron bells that tinkled when
was better to have no dealings with her at all. Needless to S8 they walked. When the party arrived at a predetermined spot
the little brown women continued to gaze in wide-eyed nter ;S forest, the nets were spread. Then with a tumult of
est at the novelty of an only wife who was tenderly treate shouting and yelling, the animals in the area were driven
by her husband. toward the nets, which were slowly drawn closer and closer
Sitting around the fire in the palaver house at the end together, until at length the prey was ensnared. Dr. Silas was
the village street, the men smoked their pipes morosely whi always in the thick of the hunt, joining his voice with the
they pondered on the strange ways of the white man from % others. On one such occasion twenty antelopes were brought
the sea. What must it be like in that distant country? The 5 gueh o pile of meat to be divided amicably among the
knew nothing beyond their own forest

walls. Silence reig wnters! But the doctor “cut the palaver” to everyone’s satis-
while they mused upon their ignorance. Then one old ms faction; and they all enjoyed the meat at a big open-air dance
38
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that night. It was a late hour when the weary schoolboys mg expeditions and took to the United States magnificent
tired to their pole beds for sleep. o sks and leopard skins as gifts to his family and friends.
Monkey meat was always welcomed by the schoolboys, bi One of the Bulu pastors told years later of an incident that
the doctor, to his knowledge, never indulged. Once, howevgccurred when he once went hunting with Dr. Silas. They
when he was eating in a hut, the dish passed to him containgere in the heart of the jungle, when suddenly they heard
a portion of monkey meat—a hand that looked very mug rustling in the undergrowth and a growling in the thicket.
like his own. Dr. Silas, quite suddenly and, to his host, unefhe prowling beast slunk away before the doctor could aim
plainably, decided he was not very hungry. is gun, but the close proximity left him with a cold chill
On one of his hunting trips the doctor went in the directiti gling down his spine. Turning to his companion, he held
of Chimpanzee Hill, so named because it abounded wihis shaking arm in front of him and asked, “Oh, my friend,
“chimps” whose hoarse barking could be heard from Efulgwhat kind of sickness is this that causes such a tremor of the
in the still of the night. While he was in the densest part hand?” The Bulu man replied, “That sickness has a name, and
the trail he suddenly heard a bellowing close by. He sythe name is “fear!’” Then they both went into gales of laughter
posed it to be a chimpanzee and cautiously parted the tangthat restored them to normal. ‘
of brush and vine in an attempt to catch a glimpse of "~ One of Dr. Silas’ early duties, and one that he greatly en-
but saw nothing. Upon returning to the station he imitatgjoyed, was that of recruiting little boys for the boarding
the grunting sound to the Bulus. “That was not a chimpanze school. It was not easy to persuade the boys to come, and it
they told him. “That sounds like the bark of a gorilla.” Actiywas even more difficult to get the town fathers to consent.
on their belief, the Bulu hunters followed the doctor’s lea The value of sitting in a classroom several hours a day was
trailed a huge gorilla, killed it and carried it, slung betwet very doubtful in the minds of men whose chief aims in life
them on a hefty pole, back to the station hill. When the doct were women, wealth,’ and game. To enhance the attractive-
saw the giant beast weighing two hundred and twenty pound ness of school, the Mission offered four yards of bright calico
the most hideous thing he had ever seen, he concluded it w to every father who would agree to the loan of his son, this
just as well he had not encountered it, alone and armed o: payment to be repeated every month of the school term. The
with the small shotgun he had carried that day. two-yard square piece of cloth, made from the long length
On another occasion, Mr. Kerr, Dr. Silas, and Mary to of goods, provided a resplendent garment for gentlemen of
a week’s vacation. They pitched their canvas tent by the gret leisure, as it nearly touched the ground when draped about
banks of a wide river and made camp in the verdant sp the loins. The women, of course, if fortunate enough to ac-
Mary rested quietly close by the camp, revelling in the bea_'_": quire a cloth, wore it knee-length so it would not hinder their
of forest and fern and flower, while the men bagged a to labor in the fields.
of twenty-eight animals, among them a giant lizard five fa This custom of hiring boys for the duration of the term
four inches long. One of the guides saw a leopard, and # continued for some time, but as the prestige of the school
doctor lamented that he had not been so fortunate. Throuf &reW, the length of the cloth diminished. The story is told
the years, however, he acquired many a trophy of his hu that when the first attempt to shorten the length of calico
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was made, the town fathers went on a strike and forbade theye itch. The crown of his unkempt head was a matted scab. In
sons to attend classes. But they reckoned without their somjort, a more unpromising looking lad I had never seen.

The day of the strike coincided with the day the boys finishq Silence reigned in the palaver house, while the town elders waited
the last page of the primer. The first edition of the four Gojo see my reaction to what they considered a very good joke on me.
pels in the Bulu language had just arrived from the Unitdo their utter amazement I thanked them and walked off with
States and was to be used as a textbook in the school. Thebam.

was'no holding the boys back now! To school they went, ay A few weeks later, on a Sunday morning, their amazement was

the fathers, grumbling, accepted the knee-length cloth. Eventeven greater. They were scarcely able to recognize their son where
ally the deal was reversed and the fathers were required
pay tuition for the privilege of sending their boys to sch

A notable example of early skirmishes with the town el
over a schoolboy was the one that ended in the acquisiti
of Obam Mvé, who is now one of the oldest pastors in ti

he sat in church among his fellow students, healed, clean, clothed in
o2 white singlet and blue cloth, and obviously very happy indeed.
g His shining appearance was a living full-page advertisement of the
‘value of the mission school.

Forty years later, after hearing Pastor Obam preach an excel-

African Church. Dr. Silas wrote the story of Obam in thefjent sermon, Dr. Silas remarked, “There stands one of our

words:

For some days I had been searching for recruits for the scho¢
but without success. Finally I came to Ekowoii, the village
Fearing, The palaver house was filled with men having a big arg
ment, but they fell silent as I approached. Summoning my be
arguments I told them I had come in the hopes of finding a boy:
their town to place in our school. They seemed quite unable to s¢

any advantage in my proposal, but I persisted. Presently I noticy
one of the men whispering to the others. One after another the co
spirators grinned broadly and chuckled with delight. Finally o
young fellow burst forth with, “Give him Obam!”

Loud guffaws greeted the proposal and several men yelled, “Y&
give him Obam!|” '

“Where is Obam?” I asked.

“Show him Obam!” they shouted.

One of the group disappeared in a doorway and came back ha
dragging a pitiful little fellow about seven years old. Why he wa
so generously offered was self-evident. His naked body was
and scrawny. He walked gingerly on his heels, his feet being tho
oughly infested with jiggers. The lad was blacker than average ai’
his unwashed skin was ashy from neglect and badly infected wi
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strongest and most highly honored pastors, who has done more
for Christ than most of us have; I am happy to have had a part
in winning him to the service of the Lord.”

Treating and caring for the thirty schoolboys now living
on the compound gave the doctor many opportunities to dem-
onstrate to observers the efficacy of his medicine kit. Soon
the medical work was growing ‘so rapidly that he feared he
would presently be working faster with his hands than with
his tongue, so he rigorously set aside a time for language
study, determined to master the idiom in order to present
the gospel intelligibly. He and Mary spent hours sitting in
the little bark room surrounded by bright-eyed schoolboys,
from whose lips they took down words and phrases in their
notebooks. First, using the then unprinted manuscript of Dr.
Adolphus Good’s translation of the Gospels, they began mak-
ing long lists of words, arranging them alphabetically with
their English equivalents, which they ferreted out with pain-
staking care.

This list slowly grew into a vocabulary of 3,500 words and
a simple grammar. The original booklet they prepared and
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typed was later to be enlarged and revised in cooperati
with others, notably Mr. George L. Bates and Dr. A. 1. Goc
Eventually it was incorporated into the formidable volurg
now known as Bates’ Handbook of Bulu, at once the curre
despair and lifesaver of all new missionaries to Cameroun,

But it was not at his desk that Dr. Silas so speedily a*
quired his remarkable fluency in Bulu. From the first, ¢
task of buying native produce to feed the schoolboys, t
workmen, and ‘the large caravans of carriers that broug
supplies from the beach, fell to him. Each morning after bres
fast found him on the tiny porch in the middle of a bedl
of bartering. Women from the towns at the foot of the }
toiled up the steep path carrying heavy baskets of food
their backs, supported by bands of leather over their should
or suspended from a strap that passed around the head
the level of the forehead. Green plantain, corn, cassava, swe
potatoes, papaya, peanuts, greens, wild honey, scrawny chid
ens and ducks—these and more were emptied out from { .
depths of the large baskets and laid before the white ma e
Laughing, jostling, pushing, gesticulating, the women showe
their wares, the doctor striking hard bargains with fishhooly . o of white man’s accent. This zest for accuracy and for
beads, shells, safety pins, salt, matches, mirrors, red caps, brig e words did not slacken with the years. To the last he was
wire, cloth, knives, or whatever might take the individu .. on the alert to increase his vocabulary and perfect his
seller’s fancy. use of Bulu. .

Always ready with a joke and a jest, joining in the nit Nt only in the inoming market did he pursue this study,
native laughter, the bargainer enjoyed the game keenly, @put also on moonlit walks in the villages. Often he and Mary
his quick ears often picked up a chance remark, noting i would stroll along the dappled path, while the Bulus danced
turn of a phrase, or catching a new word which he Wil the throb of tom-toms, and naked children sang to the clap-
pause to repeat and tuck away in his memory. His gift@ping of many hands. Then they would stop to listen and to

mimicry achieved for him an accuracy of tonal reproducti Sometimes they would make a day of it, taking a pic-
Junch along, or stopping in the shade of a giant tree to

which, perfected through the years, eventually resulted m i g
a fire and roast fresh ears of corn while passers-by looked

being acclaimed as the best linguist the Mission ever pr
azed. The old women and mothers took Mary to their

duced. In any crowd of Africans his voice was indisting
able from the rest. Unseen, he could not be identified by¥ hearts with a maternal tenderness that was touching, and when
45
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Fhey put their brown arms around her and held her slim han rusion, all words left the doctor’s mind, so that the prayer
in theirs, it made her feel comforted and cherished. T he ty ded very abruptly indeed.
would come back from these excursions into the life of t

people with new understanding and with new Bulu expr Soon e began reading portions of Seriptufe Ay

sions on their lips. vice, adding a few remarks, which his wife_tllought were
Dr. Silas once told about his experience in trying to o adily under§tood, thoug%l S0 :lealized she ml(ight bef pre]}lll-
prayer in a village house full of Africans who had never he ced. Some'atunes dDr}.l o ali a? thMar?' ksil}llg ;1 etli t or t .e
a prayer before. The half-naked men who crouched arm%l:mdl e .t rollll glou e vl\)zee }?}_’ % . “mls n
the fire with their long spears and flintlock guns stacked b S pssroom, l'e?.rmng the language by teic }]? g Belore long
side them, admitted, when he asked them, that they h ey began 1nv1tn?g glehboys t?}f (;me tot I?d ou;e. Oue ?VZ-
heard of a God creator, but who was this Jesus he kept ta P ir.xg t = ent?ﬁt - t denr{; ks anterp 1511 tes, 1.1tdone ta. .
ing about? He spent half an hour in simple explanation : ) km§ Dol gltl'res \évere 8 (')lfi, ?ﬁe o ],1»1’
the love of God and then stood up, saying, “Now I will p ight, Take them away, Dokita (doctor). Take them away.‘
’ On another occasion they gave a feast for the schoolboys

to God. in honor of Mr. Kerr’s birthday. They spread a long table with
‘ a white cloth, setting an assortment of dishes on it; and this
<\ narked the first time in the lives of their young guests that
== they had not reached their hands into a common pot and
' squatted on the ground to eat.

B The Sunday school class of boys that grew out of this little
G4 group included a bright-faced lad named Nti. One Sunday,
after a lesson on Jacob's dream of a ladder leading up to
1 heaven, little Nti, much intrigued by the angels’ participation,
asked hopefully, “Does God want any more help up there?
 Could I get a job?”

He was much disappointed when told that he would have
to wait to be called up yonder. -

Although there were as yet no girls in school, the Sunday
ol class of boys soon attracted a few girls whom Mary
ook over into a separate class. This was the first concerted

ot to do something in their behalf, and it proved discour-
work, as they were all too often absent in distant towns
nday, working for their husbands. Even when they were
ent, it took ingenuity to hold their attention, for their eyes
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He shut his eyes. Instantly he felt a commotion rising:
about him. Several men bolted for the door. Others paus
in their flight to stare and to cry, “He’s closed his eyes! W
is he doing? Who is he talking to? Does he see somebody:
don’t see?” The few women present, thinking there was som
thing evil afoot that might be taboo for children, clampe
their hands over the eyes of their babies, who straightway
gan screaming in protest. In the midst of the shouting &
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strayed curiously to the mirror, a photograph, a lamp, to
the other strange objects in the room, and particularly
Mary’s hair and every detail of her attire.

After the class had grown a bit, Mary invited the girls
her house for a party. They were to come in the afternoon, b
at ten-thirty in the morning they were at the door, and
course by noon were all hungry. Mary set the table and plag
on it a large plate of bananas and another one of kank, w!
is the African bread, consisting of a roll of prepared cassa
With much giggling, the girls seated themselves. Then
both hands, each grabbed half a dozen bananas apiece, pee
them, and threw the skins on the table and the floor. Wh
the hostess tactfully suggested that they eat one fruit at
time, they did so, making two bites of a single banana. Ma
g:;f;lﬁfiﬁzrgosoez”ﬂus T CD ARG Mary’s household now included several helpers, an a1:ra111ge-

Dr. Silas recorded the following description of a weddinent that had inspired erévﬂ - -the part of her sister-in~law,
in a native village: jo whom Mary wrote as follows:

There is a great drumming and howling tonight, as they ¢ Ibad to smile when Minnie said that she woulfl be gl?.d to have
having a dancegto celebrate agwedding. Thegbridegis a little g?rl sven one servant. I Wondered, if she had her ChOllcli?, WKICh of OtU.TS
years old. The old husband, who already has fifteen wives, p the would choose, and how long she WO\.}ld kfaep im. slervi'm t}lln
about fifty dollars in goods for her, the dowry consisting of: seyeiTica and a servant at home are two quite dltfffrent fpeﬁp' e. in tz
flintlock muskets, five goats, two dogs, one knife, six brass ankk frst place, these people have never had any tﬁng o 'thelf ‘;Wﬂ .
twenty yards of calico, three iron pots, ten strings of beads, i care for, and: so cannot know the value of any 11:1%’1 or ﬂf:w o Ca“;e
pieces of brass wire three feet long, three large plates of thin shior it. Our dishes, all but a Ve, few, are unbreakable, otherwise
brass, and 6,000 little balls of rubber about the size of a marble would have none left by this time. It is ofte,n harder to watch the
boys do things than it would be to do it one’s self. But we have to

It was a constant marvel to both Silas and Mary that fi get used to these things and it doesn’t pay to worry. As Silas says,
this degrading environment could come so many kindly wons we can get new things, but we can’t get new bodies, so we have the
The men they found hopelessly lazy and conceited, the wom boys do as well as they can and try to save our strength .for the work
ranking as far superior to them in every respect. One vir that they cannot possibly do. God knows that there is enough of
however, they all had in common—good nature. The infere 8t to keep us more than busy!
to be drawn, Silas suggested once, was that if the white m
could only learn not to be in such a great hurry about gett
things done, everybody would be in perpetual good hum
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Shingle in the Jungle

fered for their aches and pains. How could so small a
- - medy -as that relieve their sufferings?

84 Sh lngl€ m the J ungle Finaﬁly, weary of arguing, the doctor determined to demon-
rate his point beyond all dispute. A big, burly fellow ap-
eared in the doorway one day complaining loudly of an

Naturally Dr. Silas was impatient to get a small hospital bujgyte pain under his belt. Dr. Johnson diagnosed it as a simple
as he very soon began turning away patients for lack of facige of indigestion resulting from overeating, and when the
ties. But the need for a larger meeting house was more impgan objected to the smallness. of the customary dose, the
ative. The growing congregation could not continue to squeejctor complied with a much more ample quantity. According
into the makeshift chapel, so new bark walls were erecty the record, there was no doubt left in. the minds of any
and the structure was roofed with long mats of palm leavg the vicinity during the next twenty-four hours that so gen-
Within a few months the observers (they could not yet byous a prescription was unnecessary.

called a congregation of worshippers) were meeting in whi Not all the tropical diseases now known were then to be
looked to them like an overgrown palaver house. There Sufyund in textbooks. The young medic began experimenting
day after Sunday they sat on rough-hewn logs and sang lustilith various treatments by trial and error. A loathsome disease
if not melodiously, to Mary’s accompaniment on the balif the skin was very prevalent, and one of his early patients
organ—a never-ending source of wonderment to them all {z5 a man covered from head to foot with open sores. Dr.

Next came the hospital, the first in the Bulu bush, bufjlas experimented with potassium iodide, hoping it might
with part of the gift that had been presented at the farewegprove effective. Apparently it was, for two months later the
reception at the First Church in Los Angeles. It consisted ipatient returned with a goat in payment for the medicine that
three rooms: one for examining the women, one for the methad cured him. Thereafter potassium iodide was used exten-
and one for the doctor’s laboratory. Shelves were installed f sively for yaws and is still one of the approved treatments,
drugs, instruments were polished and put in place, and presifglthough injections of Neosalvarsan superseded it and modern
the jungle shingle was out! drugs are proving even more effective.

The first patient to be treated at the new facility was a balt With the opening of medical work in the interior, the Mis-
with an abdomen as large as an adult’s, due to that common dopted the policy of insisting on payment for medicines
of African complaints, the ubiquitous round worm. The seconftather than dispensing them freely. Though this was hard on
patient was a woman with a badly infected finger which ew doctor just introducing medicine to an ignorant and
quired amputation. Accordingly, Dr. Silas administered chlo tant people, he faithfully adhered to the rule, except of
form and carefully performed the operation. The astonishm 1se in emergencies. Patients who required a series of treat-
and admiration of the Africans now knew no bounds. Frosments to insure a cure often came with one inadequate chicken,
that day on, every one who came to the hospital wanted to buy a small quantity only. The doctor was adamant,
be “killed” first so he would feel no pain. They scoffed d ng that the full course be bought and paid for. Anything
dainfully at the sight of the various kinds of little white p ¥as a waste of precious drugs.

50




The Great Ngee

Ulcers -are another prevalent scourge in the tropics,-
often very stubbornly resist treatment. The largest one

a patient who came to the hospital. Painstakingly trying
ous remedies, he himself having to do all the nauseating w;
ing of the odoriferous sore, he finally sent the man a
healed. His good success with countless similar sufferers
his fame to distant parts, and ulcers became one of his “for
for years to come.

Not all the needy could be persuaded to submit to the
tor’s prescription or to the knife. One such was a man wi
leg had been shot to fragments in a tribal skirmish. Dr. Jo
son found him in the village lying on his hard bamboo §
his leg past all hope of saving. He urged the town elder
let him take the man to the Hill where he could ampu
the leg and save his life. He promised to make crutche
he could walk again. The suggestion roused the man’s fa
to fury. Angrily he shouted at his men to drive the du
out of town before there was any further talk of killing
son. In vain Dr. Silas reasoned with him, saying there
no other hope, that death would surely come,. and soon
few days later he again visited the scene and found the
jured man in a terrible state. Unwashed and filthy, he lay
the bare ground tormented by flies and insects. A ditcht
been dug around him and into this the pus drained wil
sickening stench. Needless to say, the end came soon.

The doctor’s first obstetrical case was a tough one. Wi
came to the hospital that a woman had been three day;
labor in the town at the foot of the hill, and that shes
“full up of enduring.” Dr. Silas went down, taking Mr. K
with him to administer the chloroform. After a strenu
tussle he succeeded in extracting the dead child, to the’
lief and admiration of all concerned. It was then he leas
of the superstition regarding the placenta, for the patient
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bausted as she was, herself took it out behind the house and
Euried it. For another woman to see it was taboo. A few days

Silas had ever seen had eaten halfway through the ankldater he visited the woman again, and sitting down on a low

tool, he unconsciously crossed his knees. Instantly the woman
sried out that he must not do so, as it was taboo for a man
whose wife was pregnant; the child would surely be born
ith crooked legs. ‘

The taboos, the doctor learned, were beyond - all reckoning.
He met them on every hand, and battled against the blind
uperstitious fears engendered by implicit belief in the power
of the witch over life, death, and disaster. He learned that no
one ever died a natural death; a witch was held responsible.
To prove this, an autopsy was always held. When the body
was cut open, the witch was invariably found, either in the
corpse or in some terrified person of the community, in which
case the protection of the witch doctor must be purchased
with a goat or duck or whatever fee he saw fit to impose.

Even in the face of obvious reasons for death, the belief
in a witch persisted. A party of men from a nearby town went
on a journey. Deep in the forest they encountered a band of
elephants and one of the party was gored to death. When the
body was carried back to the town, even with the clear evi-
dence of the wounds inflicted by elephant tusks and the story
of witnesses, an autopsy was held and the witch solemnly dis-
covered.

Another instance was that of a man who was carried to the
Hill with a strangulated hernia. This was before the hospital
was built. After giving chloroform, the doctor tried to reduce
the hernia, but failed. Feeling it would be unwise to try to
operate without facilities, he realized the case was hopeless
and told the man so. They carried him down the hill to his
town to die. Three days later the doctor visited him and
talked about the Savior. He asked the man if he could pray,
and he did. It was the first prayer the doctor ever heard from
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Bulu lips and it moved him profoundly. The faltering wor(

were very simple, “Oh God, take me to your town.” Just 9 Christened “Nném
simply prayed another long ago, “Lord, remember me wh ¢
Thou comest into Thy kingdom.” ! 1
Three days later the man was buried, but not before | Ngee
body had been cut open and the verdict pronounced “Bitte
by a witch.” The doctor keenly regretted not being on hay
for the autopsy. “I would have told them first what conditigy, the depth of the forest, a few miles from the foot of Efulan
I should find,” he said, “and then done the cutting myself, gjil], the greatest witch doctor of the vicinity had his secret
they had let me.” This might have helped, but it is doubtfy, amp. In a small place cleared of jungle, a high wall of
Belief in witches dies hard. oven poles inclosed his hidden headquarters. There, away
Taboos, taboos, taboos! Women must not eat wild boifrom human eyes, he gathered his neophytes about him—young
Children must not eat meat. Sick babies must not be givémen of the town bent on a share in the profitable scheme—and
the breast. A woman must not nurse a motherless babe lgtausht them the rites of witcheraft. Concealed in clay ves-
it kill her own child. A mother brought her sick child to Digels and baskets of reeds were the potent charms and fetishes,
Silas in a very weakened condition: It first needed nourisihyman bones and skulls, desiccated skin ground to powder,
ment. The doctor prepared a glass of milk to give it, but { scrapings of teeth and toenails, pulverized bark and leaves,
mother protested violently, her eyes dilated with fear. M twine packets to tie about the neck or to suspend from the
was taboo! Mary wrote that for the next few minutes 8 pelt or hide under the bed or conceal under the eaves; ante-

doctor used some forcible Bulu and the child took the lope horns filled with fantastic potions; leopards teeth and
Antelope meat was taboo for the young schoolboys. Dr. Si¥ glaws, tails and whiskers; fragments of wood or stone, each

challenged them to a trial, oife_ring to cure anyone made st ssterious ob]'ect rePuted]y capab]e of Performmg miracles
by it and to take full responsibility for any harm resultil® ynd worth a jungle fortune in chickens, goats, and goods.
The meat was fresh and tempting. It won. No dire effef 4 was the long vine, one end of which the victim of a
ensued and the dormitory diet could be improved. witch held in his hand while the medicine man, unseen, held
Thus, skirmish by skirmish, the doctor pitted his knowl the other. Over this te]egraph vine came the horrendous
and skill against his adversary Nnoém Ngee, the witch doc Js that drove out the evil spirit from the patient. This
At length he felt the time had come for an open challe sound was the trade-mark of the medicine man and
a duel to the death. im his name, Ngee (Gorilla). There, too, was kept the
ning paraphernalia that transformed men into awesome

es to strike terror to the trembling hearts of the sick,

aved, the innocent and the guilty. For a woman or

il to look on the Ngee or any of the rites of the Secret

ety of Ngee meant certain sickness or even death. None
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but the initiated could approach with impunity the augu%

-

Christened “Nném Ngee”
What would happen now? they wondered. Such audacity

alamity to fall upon the preposterous white man were shouted

The festivities of the Ngee were in full swing on the dagp every hand. His day of doom would dawn, and soon!

Dr. Silas threw down the gauntlet. In the center of the to

But the days passed, peacefully, one by one. The doctor

the initiated, in full regalia, danced and screamed and ciyent about his accustomed tasks as hale and hearty as ever.

vorted about like madmen, their masked leader roaring a
beating his chest the while. The door of every house in

ot only so, but he began practicing the antics of the awe-

some Ngee, and tuning his vocal chords to his unearthly cry.

presence of the Nném Ngee. Needless to say, Silas Johnson hay,s utterly without precedent. Dire predictions of an awful
not joined the Society. ' {

village was shut and barred. The terrified women within kej I the midst of Ngee celebrations he would send a schoolboy

their eyes averted from the very cracks in the walls; litd
children trembled and cried out in fear.

Suddenly one of the neophytes caught sight of the whirw
man coming down the path. Terrified, the dancers froze j
their tracks while the masked Ngee shouted angrily, “G
back!” Dr. Silas did not falter for even a moment; he co
tinued loping along in his habitual gait, head and shouldeyl
thrust forward as if impatient of the pace set by his feet. Fur
ous at this affront, the Nném Ngee darted toward him, me
acing him with his whirling knives, bellowing like a gre
gorilla. The doctor, his blue eyes blazing, strode past him an/
made straight for the little trail leading into the forest. Whil
the witch doctors, too stunned to move, peered through
foliage beside the path, Dr. Silas made for the hut of the Nge
crashed through the wall of poles, kicked over the pots fi
of charms, scattered the witch’s brew and trampled on th
feathered headgear, the carved masks, the human bones an
leaf packets of potent “medicines.” And then, summoning d
the breath in his lungs, he let out a mighty bellow for all the
world like the thundering voice of the Ngee.

Returning to the astonished town, he lashed the witch da
tor with his tongue.

“Get out!” he barked. “Take your stupid paraphernalia af
clear out!” So saying, he stamped down the path, leaving}
terror-stricken crowd gaping behind him.
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ahead to drum out the warning of his coming, as did his rival
Ngee:

A yeme ne se se sé,

Kili 1i ki ki ki ki

Beta mfene Zel anyu si;

Elafie b’abo nlam é ne me nne ny6lé
Kula kulan. Tyama tyaman.

E nye a t66 e nye a ngane.

He stands firm and strong.

Calling, calling, calling.

A knotted beard beneath his chin;
The fiercest, he, in all the town.
_Let it be known. Tell it abroad.

He blocks the way and none surpasses.

Then suddenly he would appear in the village, mimi.cki.ng
the songs, dances, and fantastic contortionings of the i1?it1ated,
letting out a blood-curdling whoop and pounding his ch.est
with a ludicrous likeness that was too much for the fun-loving
Bulu. In spite of themselves, they howled with glee at. tl}e
white man’s antics. Even the women began timidly to join in
~ After one such exhibition the doctor cried, “The Ngee is
rﬂg&dl Long live the Ngee!” Only his version in Bulu was,
“Your Ngee is nothing, If there is a real Ngee, then I am he!
Ngee the Great!”
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Waiting

The crowd, roaring with laughter, delightfully took up the mails.” Eighteen letters from friends and family arrived
cry, “Nném Ngeel Dokita Nném Ngee!” And so the doctcon the next steamer.

was christened that day.

Mary was more patient than the doctor. In spite of her in-

The name stuck. Through four decades to come, the n :telfse longing for helr1 mother hand hefi I}(a;tur“agﬂfefgrriz; c;ls t ar;f;
was to be written in imperishable letters on the hearts of man being able to share her newk ope han f1]11y d occupied. She
tribesmen; and superimposed upon them, in letters of shiniy loved ones, she nevertheless kept cheerful and. R

gold, the name that is above every

name—Christ Jesus,
Great Physician.

10. Waiting

By November of 1894 a new four-room residence had bes
built about one hundred yards east of the Johnson house, ¢
anticipation of hoped-for reinforcements. After a whole yeu
of seeing no other white woman, Mary received the news g
mission recruits with joy. A hope and a prayer stirred in he
heart that one of the men might come out married and b
assigned to Efulan. This she knew would be a great relid
to her mother at home. There was. another reason, too, whicd
she did not confide to her mother. Instead, she wrote to Georg
Johnson’s wife and asked her to send out the layette she woull
soon be needing. I
During the long months of his wife’s pregnancy, the doctors
heart was often anxious. He fretted because of delayed mai
and the scant contact they had with home. Once he WOk
quite sharply, “Now see here, why don’t you people w tef
We have had no letters for two months, and now we ullh
wait another month for another steamer. Please try not to mi§
|
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had rich resources within herself upon which to draw during
those months of waiting, During the evenings she read aloud
to Dr. Silas, introducing him to the classics which she loved.
Her sketchbook and paints were a continual satisfaction to her
artistic nature. Ferns with their delicate traceries delighted
her; she pressed them and made a beautiful book for her
mother. From her father she had inherited a keen love of flow-
ers, and the little bare clearing in front of her cottage blazed
with a bright jewel in its center, a garden tended by her lov-
ing hands. She rejoiced over every fragrant rose, counted the
pinks and the pansies, morning-glories and forget-m(.e-nots,
for she contrived to bring about a variety of bloom that is rare
is day in Africa.
to’lt‘?ls beZuty of the dawn from the Efulan hilltop filled her
with ecstasy, the sun scattering the mists in the valley and
the clouds bright with gold resting on the crests of the moun-
tains, while to watch a storm approaching held a fascination
that never waned. Through a gap in the northern range she
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could see the rain beginning its march through the defile, blot-
ting out the horizon as it came, advancing to the violet hills;

»

Waiting
it had been in the bachelor days of three-legged stools.
Mary’s remark about the white canopy she hung over their

climbing down their slopes, annihilating the distant peaks gjeeping accommodations is significant. “It is very pretty,” she

leaving the blue ranges behind one by one, till, with a rush

wind that tore through the giant trees and shredded the broad

aid, “and serves to keep insects from dropping from the roof
onto the bed, and if tucked in carefully, will even keep out

leaves of the plantains, it scaled the last height and engulfed j;iver ants at night.”
the mission hill. Its deafening roar drowned out all sound and’ That it would also serve to keep out the Anopheles mos-

the torrential downpour curtained the little cabin like an im.

penetrable shroud.

Much of the time, however, Mary was confined to her be(%jwas not yet known. As its name mal aire implies, malaria was

and it was then that the doctor displayed some unexpecte
skills, for he was no mean cook himself. On the days whei
she was unable to be up, he baked the bread, cooked the meat,
and supervised the meals. Also he used the sewing machine
to keep the schoolboys clothed. Thus, though alone and de
pendent upon one another, they lacked for no necessary thing

In spite of the encouraging word about reinforcements,
Mary resolutely prepared herself for ultimate disappointment
by saying again and again, “I am not going to believe thats
woman is coming until I see one walking up the hill.”

The new house was to be called the Mary Lafflin Memoria
Cottage. It boasted a studding of planed upright"su rather tha
bamboo, which made it somewhat more attractive than the
Johnson cottage, but Mary only said, “They may make it a
fine as they wish, if only they will send a woman to keep it so

Their own house was gay now with sparkling glass
the small windows. The window frames and doors newl
painted blue and white, contrasting beautifully with the gok
en browns of bark and polished bamboo. The doorway b
tween the living and dining rooms was artistically draped wit
a native cloth of woven grass which blended softly wi
the walls of bark. Some of Mary’s water colors and oil paint
ings hung on the walls, while new furnishings—a couch, desk,

chairs and table—made living infinitely more comfortable thii &

60

quito, which carried the malaria -that periodically laid them
Jow was not even mentioned, bécause the cause of malaria

assumed to emanate from the mists rising from dank and
decaying vegetation. A mosquito net was among Dr. A. C.
Good’s “indispensables,” but its original purpose was to ke

' out the chill breeze which it was thought brought on the fever.
Quinine was known to be effective in reducing malarial fever,
but many years were to pass before any systematic prophylaxis
came to be practiced.

At the end of the year, Mr. Kerr and Mr. Fraser went down
to Batanga to annual meeting, taking with them some twenty
little boys who had never seen “the big pond” and who were
flled with excitement regarding “the white man’s canoe,” as
they called the steamer.

Dr. Silas and Mary, having heard that Benito Station was
also begging for reinforcements, impatiently waited for the
ws of assignments to come up from the beach. At last, two
ys before Christmas, the good word came. Benito had, in
view of Mary’s special need, waived its request in favor of
Efulan. The Rev. and Mrs. W. C. Johnston would leave Ba-
within a week. With joyful relief of heart, Mary, now in
eventh month of pregnancy, awaited the coming of an-
white woman.
tmas Day passed for the Johnsons with only their Afri-
nds at hand. All day they kept open house, and flocks
£ people came and went. Mary wrote: “We had a happy
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day in each other’s love, and in the great overshadowing lov:

of the great Christmas Gift and Giver.”
As the eventful first year drew to its close, the two looke

11. Eight Cents a Day

back over the months and checked progress. Nearly all of t
thirty schoolboys had expressed a desire to follow Christ an
were reading the primer. Dr. Good’s manuscript of the Go
pels, after being waylaid and stolen on its way to the bea
by Bulu warriors looking for plunder, had been returned wi
an indemnity of goats and chickens. It was now safely in-Ne
York City in the hands of the American Bible Society.

howlings of the local Ngee had died away to a murmur. |
fact, two ex-Ngees were now mission employees, being yar

men on the Hill, and another had come to Dr. Johnson {i

treatment, his faith in his own charms badly shaken. The Su
day school classes had grown. Fifteen hymns had been tran
lated. Several runaway wives had been rescued in -time
save them from being hung by their thumbs or having the
ears slashed off. The little hospital was flourishing. |
 The doctor sat down at his desk in the little bark n-‘]
on the hill that was strangely quiet with all the boys g
What he wrote for the record was: _'
“God has brought us to the close of another year, HeQ
given us wonderfully good health and made many new &
kind friends for us. We have done little enough for Him

On Friday, ]anual.'y third, 1896, the little compound on Efulan
Hllllwas thrown into a flurry of excitement by the arrival of
carriers from the beach saying that the missionary party and

the rest of the caravan would arrive the following day.

With the end of their month’s solitude definitely in sight
the doctor and Mary sat down to their last supper alone. Sud:
denly mf)re carriers appeared, with news that the white people
had decided not to set up camp again but to press on to reach
Efulan by dark. Hastily Mary reset the table, replenished the
food, decked the bark walls with the ferns she had kept fresh

m jars of water for the -occasion, gave a hasty pat to her
brown bangs, “crimped” for the first time in many a moon,

and went to the door of her tiny cottage to await the guests.
One by one the weary travelers appeared at the crest of the
Hﬂl the tall gaunt form of Melvin Fraser, the shorter figure
f Charles McCleary, the familar silhouette of Matthew Kerr.
K« the unfamiliar figures of the long-awaited reinforcements)’
As Emily Johnston stepped onto the porch, and the lamI;
p her lovely dark eyes, Mary opened longing arms and
e two women clasped one another in a heart-warming em-
e. At least one of the men standing in the shadows was
ed to sudden tears.

e joyful news that there was a great company of
e peopfle at Efulan Station was h%:'alded faE axz]d nesaiVIE;;
obb.ufg of many drums, so that two days later the little
w?l jammed with a record attendance of four hundred

us.

® was a surprise in store for them. The Mission, at its
meeting in December, had assigned Mr. Fraser, Mr.
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| have never heard of God, and telling them of Him. I am
' glad that I can talk to the people now.”

| The equipment was weighed and divided into loads of i
'| thirty to forty pounds—all that a bearer could carry on i
) back. Tt was estimated that it would take the caravan o
men five days to make the sixty-mile journey throug
jungle, and it was soon apparent that the task of finding &
who would be willing to take a hazardous journey so far il
‘ the interior presented serious difficulties. Carriers were willid |

-
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McCleary, and Mr. Kerr, who was the one remaining vetera
of that advance guard of 1893, to open a new station at Ebo
lewoo, the site chosen to be the next outpost by Dr. Goo
on his journeys of exploration. =
A furor of vehement protest rose from the natives upon
announcement of this plan. Indignantly the old chiefs brand %
ished their spears and denounced the Mission for taking awal
Efulan’s white men. With great difficulty they were restraine -
and persuaded finally to accept the decree of the Mission. My~
Kerr then preached his farewell sermon to his Efulan friend;
The following week the station force began making metial
lous preparations for the great venture of lengthening
stakes through the forest toward the northeast. It was no sma
‘task to select and pack with care all the necessary provisio
' for the bachelor party of three. Each item had to be protect
from mould, mildew, ants and termites by a suitable wrappi
or container. To augment or replenish the supplies would x
quire a return trip by one of the missionaries, so nothing mu
[ be forgotten or overlooked.
Mary took on extra tasks, and seemed equal to anythin
'. cutting men’s hair, sewing denim trousers, making new cov
| 1 \ for sun helmets, sewing mosquito nets, packing pantry @
medical supplies.
“Tt will be a hard life for the men,”

3

Mary wrote, “yet It 45 o5 to Eb o i
them the pleasure of going to those people Wi i : w:re af(iteig:(;) r?tuilleafompany o the misonaries, but
one.

eft of food or possessions, disputes over women, wrang-
ver gardens. Any one of these might result in a sudden
or stealthy murder. The schoolboys on the compound
n .had.to be guarded from such hostility, and many times
quietude was such that the missionary accompanied
ys to the spring or to the gardens to protect them from
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Worse than these local animosities were the larger feuds workmen, who were constructing scho . "
between tribes. Ill-feeling had long existed between tribes of ings, with classes in the school, \%here gle 9;11(31 (li\zrmltz)rykbtuﬂd-
the beach and those of the bush, a feeling that centered teaching and supervising, and with the Sundaaryschgol um;
around that old breeder of wars—greed. The tribes of the preaching services each week. His Bulu VOCé.bl}l,la wa"a?l
coast, having had firsthand contact with European traders, had creasing with amazing rapidity. Yet, although the g g ar. :1 -
already acquired a love for the attractive articles available of lessons and sermons consumed much time an§ eé)era o}rlls
by exchange. Ivories and rubber from the forest belt ‘brougly and Mary continued to work faithfully on the Bulu-Egy,l' }(13
great riches in bright calico, beads, knives, and salt. Thes vocabulary. ngls
treasures the coast tribes coveted for themselves. The busi Together with the new missionari '
tribes should not be allowed to bring their rubber and ivor quent visits to the towns strung :ﬁ)?]zs,thtzeﬁigczrtf a(fle fre{-:
to the coast, they said, but should rather trade through th the Hill. In a certain town called Nyabitandi, two e‘l 003.0
beach men, who would then resell to the white men at ¢ tant from the station, several believers had bet;n e-nrnrlllle(jiS ls&
profit. This naturally led to jealousy, quarreling, and evey it was decided to establish a Sunday school there olled, an
murder. Dr. Silas went into the jun ith e

It was for this reason that the beach carriers feared to ven help gather striplings and‘]bargrfﬁov(‘)ug:ﬂg;efze?h:fbﬂl.? dt.ovm to
ture far away from home unless accompanied by white men| remarked that the men were so lazy it was lik — il
After weeks of waiting in vain for men enough to carry 4 threshing machine to get them started at anythin eBmovmg a
the needed equipment, it was decided that Mr. Kerr and Mif was made. During the doctor’s absence on an itigéz ltlit N
McCleary should proceed with part of the caravan, leavin{ Mr. Johnston gathered together a group of SeVentg: nghtrlll),
Mr. Fraser to recruit more men and follow later. | boys from the station, and together they went out tn sl\}: ol(;'-

Accordingly, Mr. Fraser left Efulan on February 10. 4 tandi where the building material lay in ‘the street Bo‘d.yi 1;
recorded in Silas Johnson’s diary, this was the hardest day i much unaccustomed hurry, they succeeded in e’rec'timy Hll'tt(l)
doctor had spent to date in Africa. After working all mom chapel before the doctor’s return. This was the ﬁrs% vi l’ble
ing to get twenty-seven loads divided and distributed, I sign of the outreach and growth of the embryonic Ch Vlsli ?
started the caravan oﬂ.:,‘only to have word come back thi th;n interior. R e
they feared to pass a certain town without him because therr In November of 1896 another ‘
had been a killing there. So the weary doctor walked with Silas wrote the story as follows:n Sl piceDr.
the men all afternoon to escort them past the danger poi
and returned to Efulan late that same night. :

Now the Johnsons and the Johnstons were left alone as't
assigned force for Efulan Station. The new arrivals devot
themselves to language study and Mrs. Johnston, having b
some experience in practical nursing, helped with the medi
work. Dr. Silas had his hands full with the hospital, with th
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other evening at a meeting of the Inquiry Class I suggested a
bto my boys by W'hich they could send out a couple of their
ber to r.ea.d the Bible and teach the people in distant towns
tle) We missionaries could not go more than once or twice a year.
boys, I faxplained, could live for about eight "cents é}aa ‘
ng the trip of one week cost about fifty-six cents. &
then took up the first collection ever taken in Bululand. it
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amounted to one dollar and ffty-eight cents and I was proud of it
It came from boys who had nothing but manual labor to give, and
it meant getting down to hard work to pay it.. If people at homeL
would give in like proportion the world would soon hear of Christ,

The two boys who were sent were gone six days and spent seven.
teen cents less than their allowance. They were kindly received am;}l
were listened to with due respect. We have great hopes for thiy

branch of the work.

The experiment was the beginning of that remarkable an
fruitful movement for the evangelization of the Bulu by
sion schoolboys that was to account for the phenomeny
growth of the Church of Christ in Kamerun.

To the south of Efulan lay the unexplored region of th
Ntum tribe. With five carefully chosen men accompanyin
him, Dr. Silas took a five days’ journey into the territory, tell

ing the Good News of salvation as he went. His journal cover
ing the events of the trip is typical of the careful records k
kept of all his subsequent journeys. At each place he visitel
he painstakingly learned and jotted down the name of th
clan, the town, the chief, the approximate population, and th
outstanding characteristics of the people, together with h
distances between towns, rivers, and forest stretches. It

»

Eight Cents a Day

this minute knowledge of the coun i

‘ try, the tribes, and th
peoPle that knit the close bond between Dr. Silas :rrltd th:
Africans that has been often remarked upon. The latter be-
came awarfe thlat to this Christian American, an African was
a person of value, an individual, wh ing i
P hases of i it al, who was worth knowing in

Il’.l January of the following year Mr. and Mrs. Johnston took
a trip to Ebolewo’o, which was now called by its new name,
Elat. The'a original name of Ebolewo’o, meaning Rotten Chim-
panzee, is st'i]l retained as the name of the government post
nov‘: occ‘?py{n.g the site, but the name Elat, meaning “CO\If)en-
ant,” or “Uniting,” was chosen as more befitting a center dedi-
cated to the proclamation of the Gospel that was to cement
the tribes together as brothers in a new pact of peace, and
to ];nake tlﬁem partakers in the new covenant of God. "

During her stay at Elat Mrs. Johnston was deeply imp:
with the terrible need for the ]{ght of the Gosp(gl};;rillﬁze;seevg
field. The darkness and gross superstition of the people sur-
passed anything she had witnessed even around Efulan. Here
was stark paganism at its worst, and her heart ached i-:or the
l:n:]ha’.’PPy women, Like Mary, she too felt “the pull of the prim-
itive” for pioneering in a hard field tugged at her spirit. The
lqnelmess of the men sent to start the new station appalled

her.

I am new at the work (she wrote in a letter home) but it seems to
me a woman has the right to sacrifice herself or run the risk of sick-
ness as well as the men, and here I think she could help three men

o a greater work.

The wisdom of her words and the need for the helping

‘hand of a woman in the opening up of new fields was soon

idenced by the repeated attacks of illness reported by the
l;nen at Elat, illnesses caused largely by improper food
d ] c.k of proper care, but it was 1898 before feminine rein-
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forcement for Elat arrived, with the coming of Dr. A. B. Lip.
pert and his wife.

12. Baptism in Bululand

Little by little the light of the gospel message preached sif
faithfully Sunday by Sunday at Efulan began to penetrate the
Stygian darkness of the Bulu tribe. One of the earliest con
verts was a little old woman who was to become one of the
most remarkable Christians the Mission was ever to enrol]
Her name was Minkoé mi Ntem, but she was always knows
as “Nane” (Mother). Small of stature—she could stand unde
Mrs. Johnston’s arm—old Nane’s wrinkled brown body en
closed a heart that throbbed with a great love for her new

f—
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Baptism in Bululand

meetings in her little smoky kitchen and persuaded women
by the score to accept Christ. Time and again she would toil

sionary’s door and presented her harvest of names—once as
many as twenty-four of them—to be added to the company of
the redeemed.

Zamo had a daughter named Abémé, and she too was a
faithful worker, and a frequent visitor on the Hill. When the
people in the villages saw her on the trail they would scoff
and say, “Why do you trouble yourself to go up there? The
white people never give you a present. They do not even feed

»

you.

But Abémé would say, “If they gave me a cloth it would
soon be in rags; if they gave me food I would be hungry again
tomorrow, but what I get from them goes into my heart and
stays there always.”

But if there was the occasional bright ray of light in the
surounding darkness, there was overwhelming blackness in
the valley at the foot of the Hill.

One Sunday the doctor went down to try to save the life of

found Savior. One night after she had made her decision t
become a Christian she went toiling up the steep hill in the
dark to tell the missionaries that she must leave at once t
go tell her sister the Good News. That her sister lived thirty
miles away mattered not at all; such joyful tidings could not
wait. “And Nane first findeth her sister Zamo . . . and sh
brought her to Jesus.”

It was old Nane who, upon Mary’s arrival at Efulan, had put}

her motherly arms around the young woman ten thousand!
miles away from her own mother and the only white woman
in the Kamerun jungle. Nane wanted her to know that heﬁ
loneliness was understood and that she, Nane, would be 2
mother to her.

Nane’s sister Zamo also became a great Christian. She held
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a woman who had eloped and had been caught and brought
back to her husband. She was sitting naked in the middle of
the street, one foot in a stock made from a heavy six-foot log;
her head and neck smeared with ashes. Her husband haé
'-tbreatened to hang her; he could afford to, as he had sixteen
other wives. The yard was full of noisy men, each one urging
his own suggestion for punishment, the most favored being

cut off her ears and let her go. This surprising leniency was
I'dvue to a dream that came to the son of the woman’s former
,'h?usband It seems he had had an interview with the spirit
@f his dead father in which it was forbidden that the woman
Wd be killed. Upon the white man’s intercession the
Yﬁ_l?_n_mn-was led away unharmed and the doctor returned to
Hfulan, No sooner was he out of sight, however, than the will
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the thirty miles up hill and down till she stood at the mis-
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of the majority prevailed, and with a sharp knife the earsu
of the recreant wife were severed from her head.

A few days later the mother of a prominent chief in the
vicinity died of bronchial pneumonia. Silas went down to thi
funeral and found some four hundred persons gathered in th
town. For nearly three hours he watched them dancing in the
street, firing their guns, yelling and shouting themselves hoarse,
At length there was silence. A fiendish-looking man advanced
to the corpse, slit open the abdomen, removed the uterus, cut
it open and began searching for the witch that had caused
her demise. The crowd waited patiently for a while, but a
time went on and the witch failed to appear, the onlooker
began to disperse until at length there was no one left in the
street.

The doctor looked around expectantly for someone else tg
claim the body and dispose of it. No one came. Dr. Silas, with
the help of a schoolboy who was with him, dug a grave and
gave the remains a decent burial. This act of kindness, with.
out precedent in that village, made a tremendous impression,
and has not been forgotten to this day. The heart of the chief,
however, was not softened by this example. A few weeks later
one of his wives ran away from him and when she was brought
back he gave her forty lashes with a wire whip.

It was amid such scenes of dire-ignorance and cruelty that
Mary’s baby girl was born on a Sunday morning, March §
1896. She was the first white baby in all that vast stretch o
interior Kamerun. According to her father’s written report she

- F

was “a nice girl weighing nine and a half pounds ‘dressed’ as
they say of a turkey.” The doctor had good reason to be thank
ful for the competence of Emily Johnston that day, for May
had convulsions, and for several hours required vigorous treat:
ment. A few days later Dr. Silas write, in true male form, q
feel much worse for the strain. It is hard to be both the father
and doctor at the same time.”
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The news of baby Mary’s arrival sped from lip to lip through
the forest and was the consuming topic of conversation in
every village palaver house and in every smoky kitchen. Those
who climbed the steep path to Efulan came back with incred-
ible tales of the goings-on in the house on the Hill.

“The baby cannot be seen,” they said, “for clothes! Eké!
what kind of a thing is thisP Clothes on a newborn baby!
What a waste!” '

Mary wrote home:

It is good to see our little one dressed in.her dainty clothes after
seeing only naked children and babies for over a year. Of course her
clothes are a great curiosity to the natives. How such extravagance
does astonish them all! They say she is beautiful and fairly hold their
breath if I start to uncover her little feet. For days after we first
showed the baby to a few friends I heard nothing outside but people
saying, “Bi aye yene mon” (We want to see the baby). And just as
often I gave the reply, “Mon a ne 6yo” (The baby is asleep).

The women refused to be discouraged when they could not
see the baby; they waited for it to wake up, and then climbed
on each others’” backs to peek in the windows. What they saw
scandalized them.

“The white woman is heartless; she is cruel; she lays the
baby in a box all by itself and walks off and leaves it. She
lets it cry and cry and rarely feeds it.”

The village chiefs speculated for hours as to the size of the
(dowry the girl-child would bring the doctor. One of them
following the current custom of bartering for a child as soon
s it was born (or even before), made what he considered a
‘magnificent offer of goats and goods, and was nonplussed at
Silas Johnson’s lack of response to his offer,

Baby Mary’s birth was duly registered in the government
Tecords at Batanga, her father making the long trip on.foot
to the beach for that express purpose. Upon his return he re-
Ported that it was a very complex problem to know how to
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be born, to be married, or to die according to German regula
tions.

In June the little force at Efulan was saddened by the new;
of the sudden death in Batanga of Mrs. Oscar Roberts, M.D,
who, it will be remembered, had sailed from New York with
the Johnson party in 1894. It was the first break in their trave]
ing party and Mary’s heart ached for the bereaved mother g
home. “But we know there is no chance in God’s dealings’
she wrote her own mother. “All we can do- either here or g
home is to keep in His will and leave the rest to Him. Laugh
ter and tears lie very close together in Africa and it is we
they do, else the tears might have the best of it.”

At Elat the three men came down with. fever one after th
other. Mr. Kerr came back to Efulan to recuperate amidst th
comforts of home that a woman’s hand provides. There wy
a close bond between the Johnsons and the kindly vetera
who had introduced them to the ways of Africa. Henry, &
they called him, was always doing something to make lif
more pleasant for others. On this visit he fashioned a litth
high chair for baby Mary, and to the astonishment of th
Bulus, made a little wagon that could be pulled by the nurse
girl. )

The homemade stove with which Mary had struggled fo
over a year was an ingenious invention consisting of stong
piled on one another and cemented together with clay. Ove
this extended an iron rod from. which to hang the pots anl
kettles. How the housewife had contrived to turn out delicia
bread and biscuits with it is a mystery. Her sense of hums
may have had something to do with it, for she could writ
blithely about rocks falling into her bread pudding, flavorin
it with sand, as though the incident were hilariously amusing
But now friend Henry put together a new sheet iron stow
that was a delight to use.

When baby Mary was five months old, a unique service wi
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held in Efulan chapel. The Rev. W. C. Johnston, using what
Bulu he could command, undertook to explain to that primi-

tive assembly the meaning of the solemn rite of baptism. And

then, l:.oefore the staring eyes of the uncomprehending crowd
he sprinkled the symbolic drops on the little red-gold head,
of Mary, ('iaughter of Nném Ngee. It was the first baptism
ever seen in the Kamerun jungle. Mary’s mother wrote wist-
fully in her journal, “How I would have loved to have m
dear parents present!” ' ‘ d

In February of 1897, two years after the coming of Dr. Silas
and Mary to Efulan, and one year after the opening of Elat
Station by Messrs. Kerr, Fraser, and. McCleary, the Mission
ventured to push on still farther toward the north. Mr. Kerr
a}[lld Mr.l Rober}t;1 v}:ez(’ie sent to scout the country surrounding
the newly established Germ ‘
B LZbo B an government post at Lolodorf,

The Germans were now tightening their hold on the coun-
try, with their headquarters at Kribi on the coast. New roads
had been cut to Efulan and on to Elat, shortening by man
miles the formerly tortuous trails, The Commander at Kl'ib};
had begun dealing severely with the offenders in the repeated
stealing palavers along the Efulan-Kribi road.

In‘ all these early dealings with the Africans the government
f)ﬂimals' leaned heavily on the missionaries for help, recogniz-
ing their superior understanding of native customs and their

familiarity with the vernacular,

On one occasion the Commander sent a le i
i tter calling to-
_;g-_gther a]'l the chiefs of the Efulan district, and asking Dr. gSﬂ:S
rt:c? make it clear to them that all stolen goods must be returned.
Tg they ?uld n(it(:1 thus arrive at a peaceful settlement, the
~ommander would send soldiers: .
ey lers; towns would be burned, and
Upon receipt of the letter the doctor, i
 the > accompanied by Mary,
Went down the hill to the gathering of the c}I:iefs. Tth sf;rgt
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two nights in the village, reasoning with the people. A trans.
lation of the official communication was prepared for distribu-
tion to the more distant chiefs, but no one could be found
who would take the risk involved in delivering it. “The two
brave soldiers,” my mother wrote, “were afraid to advance
further with such a message, so the matter was left _standing
until further word from Kribi.” Mary wrote further:

It is a vexing and trying time. How many things a missionary
is called upon to do besides preach the gospell It is these outside
things that try his patience and vex his soul, to say nothing of the
wear and tear on his body. While in the village we held two services
telling of the Great Commander who loves us.

In October Mr. Kerr left for America on a much-needed fur
lough. While he was in the States the first mail ever sent out
by the Bulu people arrived for him in Philadelphia. It read
in true Bulu idiom, “Hunger for you has come to our town’

When, early in the following year, the long-awaited Gos
pels in Bulu arrived from America, pandemonium broke loos
on Efulan Hill. In spite of some bewilderment in the minds
of many on learning that the Word of God must be bough
and paid for, the supply was exhausted almost at once. Al
the boys in Dr. Silas’ class were now able to read. Four grow
men enlisted in a beginners’ class in order to learn to deciphe
the precious Word. Thus early was a beginning made in the
program of adult literacy in West Africa.

In 1898 the infant station on Efulan’s hilltop was close
for lack of missionary personnel. The Johnsons were due o
go home on furlough. Mrs. W. C. Johnston, after giving birth
to a baby boy, was left with her limbs completely paralyzed.
Obviously the Johnstons, too, must return to the States. "The!
Mission could spare no one for Efulan.

With heavy hearts the missionaries made preparations for
departure. The doctor called in Ngumbia, the chief of the
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town at the foot of the hill and for the su i
. m of nine shee
f,hnd IiIE]v.veI.liEy rl?arks _perdmonth, the latter promised to proteclz
e mission houses and property durj
B property during the absence of the
A caravan of fifty carriers, seventeen of the
b m hammockme;
for the women and children, set out on the fourth ofchl/;::l?

Now, weakened by repeated illness, and knowi .
the black horror that lurked in the friendly-l];logldnsﬂé tgﬁlr (::]sl
through which their long caravan passed, their hearts aclid
as they thought of the interruption of the task they had under-
taken. Yet there lived within them an unshakable conviction
that the Lord who had commissioned them would vet work
His miracle in the midst of the Bulu people. d

The five weeks’ voyage homeward was a nightmare for all
the party. Mrs. Johnston was unable to move; her husband
succumbed to an attack of malaria, which made him incap-
able of helping either his wife or their baby Robert. M 2
Wbo was pregnant, succumbed to seasickness and came doévlvyn’
Wl‘th a fever; baby Mary had malaria and a bad cold

‘This tub is a bad roller; I do not feel well myself;” wrote

the doctor as he fought to keep on his feet. Finally he wrote,

“We are all very miserable indeed]” The:

! n he too succumbed,
| _Srlrllall wonder that Mary sighed at the end of their furlough
as she contffmplated another voyage, “Would that we could
annihilate distance, and step from here to there!”
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reunion with their friends. Mary spent much time with he
father, who had suffered for a year with a tumor on the brain,

Upon arriving in Los Angeles, the Johnsons enjoyed a gladj Winan souls,

which had made him unable to work even at his belove
gardening. As the visit drew toward its end, she knew whe
she bade him good-bye that she was not to see him again.

Meanwhile, she enjoyed to the full the delightful obliga
tion of showing off to friends and relatives her little Mary,
the first white baby to be born in the Kamerun jungle. Op
October 14 this joy was augmented by the arrival of a sec
ond daughter, who was named Lois.

During this stay in the homeland, Dr. Silas was welcomed!
back into medical circles and assisted his old colleagues i
surgery, including an operation on his wife. He was also in-
vited to address the Los Angeles Medical Society.

The esteem in which he was held by prominent physicians
was evidenced throughout his subsequent furloughs. In late
years Dr. E. Forrest Boyd, a prominent Los Angeles physician
said of his old friend: “There is no doubt about the heights t
which Dr. Johnson could have risen in the United States. I

been outstanding in any place.”
Dr. Johnson’s power as a speaker was also soon recognized

platform paralleled his ability as a doctor. He was a masterd
psychology and could adapt himself to any audience.”

He addressed synods and presbyteries, colleges and univer
sities, youth conferences and Christian Endeavor conventions
and many young people responded to his call for volunteers it

»8
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B o Eald Baby Overboard
the mission field. His keeg;
r were coupled with a f: cfl}’mPathy and love for the African

B vers € tongue and unusual pictorial

O .
g

To a group of businessmen he said:

This dramatic quality in Dr. Silag’ speaking carried over

?hdmj;?bly into the Bulu idiom as well, and it is small wonder
that 1;4 sermons were remembered and treasured through the
years. Many remembered how he preached in the old Efulan

sighed in pity for the foolis

terms of dollars and cents and social prestige he would hayef
B8 wise man, and 10 one

10ofed chapel wanted to b

To quote Dr. Boyd again: “The way he handled himself on thef sind.

church on the parable of the man who built his house upon a

:‘(”::Z z:)lr(lls:rhsttotlhir ;na.n tv;z)ho built upon the sand. Both houses
' cted before the very e i
vivid was the word picture, so e e PR LER

i graphic the ges '

gethe hﬁmr;ler, the noise of th‘e storm, ﬂlegfo?;l(;ef)fT;EZ Sv::?r::id
crash of the faH—they heard it all. His African listéners’

1'1 man, and exulted in triumph with

d in all the crowd under the thatch-

uild his house of faith on shifting




jolt. The ship’s ladder was one minute ten fee
the next it was crashing against the side of the ship.
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: Baby Overboard
and revelling in the feel of the soil, for which, as he once said ;
he had “a craving like that of a child for candy.”

When it came time to return to Africa, the hardest leave
taking of all was the good-bye he and Mary had to say 4
three-year-old baby Mary. The health hazards on the fie] i » the captain wrapped the baby secure.
were in those days too great for little children, and so Mary! Iy in a blanket and togs

parents reluctantly decided they must leave her with Granduy father, braced to recejve
Hays.

she wrote: “Tt was the most exciting
On June 17, 1899, the doctor, with Mrs. Johnson and Loj [ could remember it,” .
now eight months old, embarked for Africa by way of Eng'  From Batanga, Mary reported:
land. Mr. W. C. Johnston accompanied them, having left L
wife still ill but walking with the aid of

crutches Upon Eirrl'ving at Batanga we hastened toward the interior as soon
' ssible. And now let & ule!”
Upon sailing from America Mary Johnson had written home S?dﬁ?t N vie h:dv; Iﬁulme i Hummah for the mulel” But you

. e, did you? At Teneriffe the doctor spent
We have had our year of rest, and a blessed year it has been, Neys alll d‘fy Ioolfmg f_OT one th‘at would fit 4 missionary purse. This one
did flowers seem so beautiful or the sky so bright as on the last day did, if not in price, then i

n size—ears excepted. When our caravan
and loveliness—to clogl started for Efulan, ILois

e, and pleas for the ministet  Question—whether the ne
and tell more of the Savior, Ma

y our work there be uphdf %ity! Old people were forg
by the prayers of God’s children in this favored land, that we ma, | : ]
be able to preach Christ alone—and Him crucified.” ams wide and ran toward

The voyage down the coast was one
had ever made. The steamer sto
stern, and Dr. Silas at last

the bunk with a sheet to k

of the stormiest the shipf* Efulan is not as we left it. The

] + 2 1€ grass and weeds have grow , but
od first on its bow, then on it #ll ive of the Christiang have been faithfy] and one morgrhasnbe;l
had to tie Mary and baby Lois if added.

t above the wagl

The capta
8o

in ‘pondered awhile and then told the doctor fo
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14. Jungle Warfare

There were other changes that the missionaries found very
disturbing. The unrest and bad feeling between the tribes had
greatly increased. The thieving and stealing of women ang
goods in retaliation for grievances had given way to the openl
burning of towns, and fierce quarrelling that resulted in shoot| ;
ing and murder. The Germans in that year of 1899 found &=
themselves with a special kind of jungle warfare on their hands| |
and shortly realized that the Bulu chiefs, when roused, wer
something to be reckoned with.

As hostilities increased, Efulan found itself cut off from the
beach, and all communications with the rest of the Missio
were temporarily interrupted. The missionaries at Elat and! put they were all :

Lolodorf became anxiouspabOut their friends as weeks wert 'broughg, them thrglrlzt}tlef;l\{et; ?i(;(lilgv:o'll‘ll?ed gvl;?)r(izdhthemband
on and no news of them was received. Dr. Lehman and Mt} ytterly helpless if the Bulus had wan.te dt 3’ b u 7 ave been
McCleary set out to reconnoiter. Friendly chiefs south of Elif  Serious disturbances took place around El tarm d ; - ;

tried to stop them, fearing they would be killed on the way, but ‘period Mary and Lois were at Benito, It h: d’ an l(lln‘:)lg this
after detaining them two days they let them go, upon the corf wlieve the congestion at Lolodorf an d Dr. Sil Sefns S0
dition that Mr. Johnston should come from Efulan to meg} his wife and baby to Kribi, where the ha-ld 1f as (;1 escorted
them and escort them through‘ the unfriendly territory. The} bound for Spanish Guinea. ’During the )t,w o 01:1111 = stean.ler
rescuing party arrived safely at Efulan, and plans were ma her husband, Mary chafed at the lack o? e
to take Mary Johnson and Lois to Lolodorf. Mr. Johnston erun, but was grateful for the calm uietagy news ffrom
Dr. Lehman were to remain to protect the property and to caln y palm-bordered beach. She did not d%eam tlf::tiy o hthe

the excited Bulus at Efulan. Lois would one day return to that v ery beach and I aug }fer

It was a hard, wet, four-day trip by foot, hammock and mul ame house on the bluff as a mission to th }l‘)’e e
back for the three Johnsons. Jack the mule had to be caritd ary to the tribes of the

over one stream. It took eight men to do this and they neat
lost him when he fell down the bank. The party passed sou
| four hundred Bulu warriors on the path, and when they finalli
| reached Lolodorf, Mary was shaking with fever and dysenter:!
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In February Dr. Silas, in spite of the governor’s warning of
ble dangers, set out to the beach to meet the returnin
He declined an official escort and started out with a fev§
15, who deserted him one by one. One of the men took a
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firebrand to the river one night and tried to get some fish. He
came plunging back frightened out of his wits, thinking he had
been attacked by soldiers. It turned out that he had collided
with two elephants in the river.

Gradually the missionaries returned to their posts at Elat,
The government began building a fort on the crest of Ebo.
lewo’o hill, giving the Mission no alternative except to sign a
paper to the effect that it wanted no protection from the gov-
ernment. The Mission chose the latter course, fearing to lose
the site altogether. They finally did lose it, however, and the
present station of Elat is some distance away on a lower level
Two hundred workmen and 150 soldiers straightway began
fortifying the hill.

One powerful chief, who had been prominent in the uprising
was named Oba’a. The Germans offered a reward for him, dead
or alive. Some of his own people threatened to betray him
Oba’a came out of hiding one dark midnight and knocked a
Mr. Johnston’s door, begging for help. He wanted to giw
himself up, but was afraid he would be killed. Mr. Johnsto
advised him to go back into hiding until an approach coul
be made to the government.

Oba’a preferred to stay. Dr. Silas confirmed Oba’a’s opinio
that it would be best to give himself up. Accordingly, Mr. John
ston accompanied him to the officer in charge, making a strong
plea on his behalf. A second chief also was turned over by Dr

Silas, and both men were given lenient treatment, being barf

ished to Douala for a period of years. Mr. Johnston became

> »
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15. Church on the Hill

The work was resumed at Ef i
ulan in spite of
Bulu war grew stronger than ever. M afy W:otg-le fact that the

We have such large audiences these

we have to sit out under the pléntairsluggzzs Ii_:.h o 45 |
week the house was filled by women alom; V?ft =

held the opening exercises out under the tree; anc(I3 i
the.n I told the women to go into the church. Such’ ..
a time I had getting them quieted! They went in
a grand rus¥1, pell-mell, bracelets rattling, voices
Pltched as high as the trees, confusion confo a
in order to get the front seats. Think of it!

by

unded—and all this rush

The little Sunday school in the iles fi
had grown to a considerable size. t\(i)valll ﬁgszlgjfdlz:;n Effulan
EES:)ZH al;l thg congregation it was thought time for etilz f?r(:
o ngari;iatll\/(;f ‘Kj tgtla church,. a dream long cherished by the
fsiouer : : - McCleary .an:lved from Elat for the occasion,
re also two new missionary guests at Efulan, Mr. and

Mrs. William Dager, who had arri

e . > arrived f; : .

uprising atnd had been unable to reachr%g;:\ n;ilr’;caﬂdurmg L2
Regarding the ta promptly.

. king of this i
sionary wrote: & § Important step, a fellow mis-

known thereafter as “the man who saved Oba’a.
Gradually, with the coming of more German troops, orde
was restored. At the end of the uprising there were thousand

SO.
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her l.eg ornaments and g

 she had to give,
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Mr. McCleary wrote:

It was our blessed privilege to organize the church of Efulan with
six charter members, and to ordain one church elder. There are
about thirty-five believers in the inquiry class. There was no house
large enough to hold the crowd, so the meeting was held out under
the plantain trees. When those six Christians, four women and two
men, arose out of the crowd to be set apart as believers in God, it
was an impressive scene.

Mary Johnson also described the event:

. May 13 of the year 1900 was a day long looked forward to and
long to be rémembered. On that day the first Bulu were baptized
and formed into the first church of Christ in this part of Kamerun,
and for the first time the Lord’s Supper was celebrated by members
of the Bulu race.

The photograph shows the faces of the communicants, and let
me introduce each one to you, that you may feel somewhat ac.
quainted with them and be able to pray for them more intelligently.

At the right stands Ndongo, the man who had been ordained as
the first Bulu church elder. Ndongo knows the forest trails as you
know the streets of your town. Several years ago he enrolled as a
believer and has been plodding toward the light ever since.

Just in front of Ndongo stands Mese, the only one of the fou
women not a widow. Her husband has another wife to whom his
heart clings, although he is trying to put her away; she makes life
very unpleasant for Mese.

The woman standing is Abia Ngon. To look really natural shef

should have a basket on her back or some food tied up in a leaf i

her hand. She and Mese were formerly wives of the same man

When he died, Mese, being young, was passed on to another man,
but Abia remained a widow.

At Mese’s right is Biso, a quiet little woman letting her light
shine. She has one son, a wild young man for whom she alwajs
prays by name when she prays in public. '

The smiling little woman perched on the stump, with a red ¢
on her head, is Monkoé, better known as Nane, of whom the Buli
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say, “She is surpassingly skillful in leading people to Christ.” She is

almost a dwarf in ste.1t1'1re», and is the mother of ten children, of

age, whom he has gi
four yards of calico
sew and to sweep, and I tr t wi i
e togethsr_ ust will be a helpmeet for him
Howf v}firy notable was this step forward in the advance-
ment (;1 1;) e Bulu p’e?ple and the work of the Mission may. be
graspec by contrasting this scene with the terrible darkne:
of a contemporary picture at the grave of M N

erful chief of Ebolewo’o, who died a few monvondo’ the pow-

‘ ' ths before. U
his demise, seventeen of his wives were caught and detau'rljzz)clll

l.mtﬂ a pledge was given that some one would be killed for hav-

$egr g):g:iggégd his death. The outcome was that three lives
! * one woman was killed, one was drowned

lg)nre 1\1/11172311] fi Zhir;)zti}tl Wwas cut. The women were dispatched (:o 70?:13

g e spirit world, and the man to gather firewood

As Mvondo was a memb

people feared that the

i g

lfighleen years later Nlate was

he Bulu race, ordained to the ministry, the first pastor
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The Great Ngee

sheep, a male of the first year. Every man present then laid
hands on the sheep, presumably with the purpose of transfer-
ring his guilt to the animal, much as the Israelites did with the
scapegoat. One man with a short knife divided the sheep
asunder while it was still alive, letting
the blood run into first one and then
another of the jars. Each person then
washed in the bloodstained water; the
rite was finished, and the people con.
sidered themselves cleansed.

By the end of that year new recruit
were added to the Mission, but g
many missionaries, both old and new,
were ill, that the outlook was most dis.
mal. Eight of the missionaries needed
to go on health leave at once, and at
annual meeting in December a peti-
tion was sent to the Board asking for
eight replacements. In March of 190
it became necessary to close Lolodorf
Station. Elat was left without a doctor,
Efulan was reduced to oné missionary,
Mr. Robert Johnston, whose brother, W. C. Johnston, was il
at Batanga, while Dr. and Mrs. Silas Johnson were on their
. way home.

This return home after a year and a half on the field was
due to Mary Johnson’s illness. In February her symptoms ha

t}}:e d}ruyl C(]ires_ert air might improve
the chi en went along, to ile li
had wonderful fun ﬁdig Z}’njn e
d.otmg uncles, the hoped-for i

medical Practice,

In September of that year 1902, he and M

their membership to Immanuel
) Ch
byterian Church. Thus began thatull:;l i

with Immanue] which was to be D

ary transferred
ot of First Pres-
g and rich relationship
r. Johnson’s source of

caused Dr. Silas grave anxiety and he had taken her againt
Batanga. From there he sent a slide specimen to England but
the sputum arrived too old for analysis. Dr. Silas therefor
made his own decision to take his wife home at once. They

April 14, arriving in New York May 30. _
There was one consolation in the dark outlook for the do
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-qld Nane that T wil me
Sabbath morning in chyreh, A
90wn many cheeks, so

sailed with Dr. and Mrs. Lippert, also on health leave, af ol how they loved her.”

@;ﬂs were downstairs in

3 en her last mesga
et her in Heaven,”

great hush
> 50 that we said with the

ge came, saying, “Tell
it was announced on
fell, while tears rolled
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Dr. Silas came down from Mary’s room. His face was flushed dence one mission
and his eyes were bright with tears as he said in a hushed | the missionary»fam?g:. ?\}Iv;:yé(fgezlsht‘(’iward another member of
voice, “She is gone; an angel came and took her away; I saw care of the two girls so that Dy S';l coflsented to assume the ,
him come and I saw him go.” to Africa. , » otlas might be free to return '
- Mary Johnson was thirty-four years old. The day was the Mrs. A. L. Good, nee i
twenty-second of March, 1903. ¢ teacher when she volunlgf(airl:dBfozvilllker, Wwas a public school-
One who had known her in Africa wrote upon hearing of apPOinted to the Gaboon Mission Prez e:im,lsslon field and was
her death: years, she was married to him in 1883 oo 113:&(;0:1? bcyf S{i‘ée
: ? e U.S.S.

Zuniebaugh : ;
I count it a great privilege to have known her and to have been | ag:) O:uiil.plzil"osnlly child, Albert I. Good, was o
v - As previously m :

counted among her friends. There are many memories of past days, entioned, Mrs. Good’s £ails

some glad and some sad, in which her sweet, gentle, tlljloughtz’ul had forced her to return ' @' failing health
ways are scattered here and there like the fragrant arbutus in the ;
depths ‘of the forest, sometimes in sunny nooks, sometimes where to return to Africa
the sunbeams break through. Her memory will always be fragrant
in the hearts of all who knew her. '

tian; she took Mary and Loi

God and to the cause she loved.

th;t& }Il):frfta (:)?:t tc;lfel)oz;t]ohnson’s diary will give a glimpse into
: en misjudged missionary who i :

obedience to God, appears heartless in ab:;zonjn; llllils s(f}E:Irlr-I

v . dren in pursuit of his callin
16, Bereﬂj i Octobor, 1605, rewgs l%o ;‘slfe Page, written at Wooster

On the evening of July 17, 1903, Dr. Silas boarded the |
train in Los Angeles with his two little girls, motherless since R -
March. The friends gathered to bid them godspeed were poign-
antly reminded of the leave-taking nine years earlier when
the doctor and his radiant bride had sung with them a parting
hymn and had left for their chosen field.

The little party was bound for Wooster, Ohio, the home ot
Mrs. Lydia B. Good, the widow of the Efulan pioneer. To her
in his extremity Dr. Silas had turned, with that peculiar confl

B ] o ) > don’t h'ttle ir] 7

times when their papa is poj gi's cry a little some- '
i papa is going far away to Africa to be gone a long ' J
 That was almost too much fo

fight, and then they knelt at " "2, but Lassured her she was quite

my knees to say their evening prayer. (
|
|
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The Great Ngee

My heart was so full it seemed it might burst, and the lump in my
throat ached so terribly that I could hardly get my breath, but
before they had finished their prayers, a flood of tears came to me
and I sobbed and cried until I felt relieved. The girls, at first
startled, understood, and I held them in my arms and strained them
to my breast. Then I got them quiet and to bed, promising that I
would waken them at twelve-thirty when I had to go. This I did,
and gave them an apple to help them get fully awake when I kissed
them good-bye. After taking leave of Mrs. Good I was about to
leave the house when Lois called out saying, “Mary says you are
going to Africa now.” So I went back and kissed them good-bye
again. Let it suffice to say here that the parting was hard.

For the next five years “Aunty Good,” as they called her, took
care of Mary and Lois, nursing them through the customary
childhood round of measles and mumps, chicken pox and inci-
dental pains, struggling with the meager budget, and super-
vising the monthly letters to the father so far away who eager-
ly awaited the mail. I hope there were compensations.

Soon after the doctor’s departure, Mrs. Good wrote to him,
“Lois often says, T wish I could go to heaven.” I ask her if
she is lonesome and she says, ‘No, but I will forget mama. [f
I could go up and see her, then I would remember. It just
seems as if I didn’t have any papa.’”

For the most part, however, the childish letters were cheer-
ful, with any blank spaces on the reverse side usually filled in
with crooked kisses.

Mary wrote to her father, “I would like to see you. I wish
years were shorter. I love you one hundred ships full. I wish
you were here. I get tired waiting for you. Maybe when you
come I will be so glad I will not eat my supper. When you

of our new dresses and aprons.”

get some new pants send us a piece like we sent you pieces I
14

Bereft

ment exercises, “I dop’
ont remember i
seeing my papa grad
uate:

from college.”
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The 1 7
1momew }i);;all}]r father’s hearty Iaugh would £l the little bark
e read reports such ag these, but more often tears:

saw the childish scrawls in the monthly

debt b.e cleared within the wee
During the next few days m

en and women toiled up Efy-

lan Hill carrying chicken
powder, shirts, knives, re(;’s:fgs’ T S ey

) hes. B
dollar was in, St the people cme,yuﬁmgg:ﬁyn;f: ntlll?:s'last
ion-

aries, like Moses of old, “restraj
- ! ained the people f; inging,™
rft(}elv;rﬁweeks later, on Christmas dal;r, II)QOSr(gle\l::nn o
E 15t messenger of the gospel had appea’red on Elzluelzl:

When Albert Good was graduated from Wooster College |
Lois remarked gravely on the way home from the commence F& ike
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The Great Ngee

said to one another, “Let us now go and see this thing which
is come to pass, which the Lord hath made known unto us. And
when they had seen it, they returned, glorifying and praising
God for all the things that they had heard and seen.”

Unfortunately, Dr. Silas had been unable to attend the dedi-
catory service. His assignment to Efulan upon his return from
furlough included the oversight of Elat Station, while Hymen
L. Weber, a medical doctor recently arrived, was to take
over the hospital at Efulan.

From now on, Dr. Silas spent more and more of his time

at the newer station. He wrote to his brother that he was

trying to do a great deal of work there for one man, but was
grateful for the good health that made it possible. He added
wistfully, “I miss a home of my own very much, and hope to
have one again some time.”

In July of that same year Dr. Silas’s hope was realized. Jus
before he had returned to Africa, he had become engaged to
Miss Laura Grace Moser of Pasadena, California, and arrange

ments had been made for her to sail for the port of Batang |

on the S.S. Sokota on its midsummer voyage. Laura Moser

~ through the foaming wa

been associated
fallen on me in th

Bereft

ve . .
S to a group of missionari

Bulu converts who had gathered on shore to v,

their land,
Within a week the doc
hed in the little bark h
Mary wrot “Dpa’ i

e: “De,
lifle girls? T wish Il\:va;'l: ther
among our relations before,”

tor and his new hel

pmate were estah-
ome on Efulan Hill. Lois wrote f; l?:z)r
you glad that we have 4 new mama?”
you glad that you have t“;o
ere. We never had a wedding

! tation school
with the native chijefs,

At the close of 1904 he wrote in his diary:

Ihave had a yeal Of Vely Ilald W OIk as all the IIIISSIOIlalleS I Ilave
; .

with have been new at th

was the daughter of the Rev. William C. Moser, a pioneer | po

preacher of the Presbyterian Church in the days of Pasadenas| ¢

emergence as a settlement in its own right.

The Sokota anchored offshore at Batanga on July 30, 1904 | ani

Laura Moser, on its deck, strained her eyes toward the coast:
line where a small boat was pushing off through the sur,
bringing four missionaries to greet her, one of these the
bridegroom, and another the Rev. William Dager, who v
to perform the marriage ceermony. One hour later, with the
ship’s captain and other officers standing by in starched white
uniforms, Laura and Silas were pronounced husband and
wife. Soon the two were lowered over the ship’s side infod
small boat waiting for them in the ruffled sea, and as the S‘UB
sank into the rosy west, the bride found herself being cami&t
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17. Maps of Nowhere

1905, two notable events took place in the West
of these was the visit of the Rey,
of the Board of Foreign Missiong
in the U.S.A. The other was the
of a committee of three men to
with a view to further

| | In January,
Africa Mission. The first
| \ A. W. Halsey, Secretary

of the Presbyterian Church
! appointment by the Mission
\ explore the interior of the Kamerun

expansion.
The government had been making some slight progress it

! opening up the forest country and the high plateaus beyond
! the boundaries of the Bulu tribe. A government post had bee
! established in the mountainous region a hundred miles north.
k east of Elat. New roads were being cut through the jungle
| The Mission was eager to keep pace with the new develop:
ments.
The coming of Dr. Halsey to Africa marked the first time
that a deputation from the Board had ever visited the field
The Mission had repeatedly requested such a visit, feeling that

|

l

|

I the problems confronting the work under the three nation
? then governing the mission area—the French, the German, and
I the Spanish—required the counsel and the un
hich only a firsthand knowledge of te

of Board members w
situation could guarantee. Mrs. Halsey accompanied her hus

both endeared themselves to every member of the Mission.
ths previous to this, the Board had raised i

Only a few mon
question whether, in view of obstacles interposed by the loc

governments, the entire work of the Mission should not !
handed over to the Protestant churches working under
three respective flags, while the Mission itself occupied 0

g6

‘r

derstanding help}

band on this visit, and during their three months stay the

-
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new field. But so stron
) pEg g a protest was i
WésﬁeAén:a é\/ItEsmn that the project was I;l?f:dg:leté}lus by the
rst of the six locations visited b :
; Dr.
i St e o o o L b
e :;Ze;\’/[ lsthse center of the oldest work in the calieo(;lf :h:
b appoli(r):;c?lr)l; t}lflearl\v/lprevious to Dr. Halsey’s visit
| P ; e Mission to investi .
:ir;i (;Fligrotgglpes of the Gaboon field had esteismagtaetde :Lh S
e ,h du; the towns visited during their tour At%)Pl;.lI?-
i o had formerl
lchurcll)l OtI}l1 Cor.lseo Island.* It was felt lf; };h: ilgrrrll%r(?i o
ater by de }1\l/hss1.on also, that in spite of the differencltteeé land
g:%r ::11 ht e difficulties of complying with the deljlsagdsan-
: ch government, the work in Gaboon sh of
E o should be con-
In order to visit the station
ns along the Gaboon Ri i
xslielcessary for -the Halseys to travel by the watei"\:(:r, e
. ag was aﬁpomted to accompany them, and the 'ourn: o
Ela eina ttle gasoline launch called the Dbroti]z hl}’shwere
| __een given to the Mission a few years earlier and %fw C had
.Sl%;lvlvas soon to become the captain .
an was the last station reached. 7
. as by the visit ‘
sey, in A Visit to the West Africa Mission paid lt:ilias{lt]zrf;le;l-
> T.

I.-,‘gi_'las, as he saw him at work during his stay on the hillto
p:

Dui o

1 ;T:ugggurT r:l:c?jt Efulan the pastor of the church was at home
- 1he acting pastor was a layman, Dr. Sil

i “z:gre Il(leil :upenc?tended the Sunday school and p;':a.sd]l(:e}(llnslgn' 'On

i A ;:}olz ucted the influiry class of two hundred e'mdugfn s

- - prayer meeting, presided over the session -

inaire to all the missionaries in the station, ilOVV .

, house

or to all the patients in the hospital and in the dispens:
ary,

orisco Island, off the
vteri ' Coast : 5
erian Mission in 1850, of Spanish Guinea, was occupied by the
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The Great Ngee

itinerator who in the year of our visit had traveled a thousand miles
on foot seeking boys for the school and preaching the Gospel in
many Bulu towns. He was superintendent of all building operations
and one of the authors of the new Bulu handbook. . . . My visit to
Africa suggested the bare possibility that some missionaries in
Africa’s debilitating climate can lay claim to a variety and extent
of service quite equal to that of any overworked home pastor or
jaded secretary. . . .

The medical missionary has no time to himself. I saw patients
standing at the door of the doctor’s home before seven in the mom.
ing. They came when we were at the noonday meal. Their dusky
faces were seen peering in the doorway when the stars were shinin.
in the evening sky. Time is no element in the life of the African; he
carries no watch. Patience is the crowning virtue required: in the
medical missionary, for pain and suffering admit of no rules. The
weary traveler must be eased of his pains even though he comes at
the most untimely hour.

The report given by Dr. Halsey, upon completion of his
visit to Kamerun, Spanish Guinea, and Gaboon, persuaded the
Board in New York to withhold judgment on the work in
West Africa over a period of five years, during which time
the Mission was encouraged to renew its efforts and to con-

tinue, in the face of all obstacles, to press inland.
The visit of Dr. Halsey made a lasting impression on the

hearts of the missionaries. The memorial gift of a mission |

press, which today functions at Elat Station under the name
of the Halsey Memorial Press, stands as a tribute to Dr. Hal
sey’s faith in the future of the Church in West Africa and
his belief in the influence of the printed word. Six million page
were printed on the Halsey Memorial Press in a recent yea:
One of its quarterly publications, The Drum Call, is widel
circulated in the United States. ‘

The site committee, appointed by the Mission to explm
the jungles toward the east in search of a suitable locatio
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100t, and by canoe more than 800 miles throu
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d of Wilmer § Lehman, M.D
. nan, M.D., Mr.
as F. Johnson, M.D. )

for another station, consiste
Francis B. Guthrie, and Sjl

Accordingly, in May, 1905, Dr. Silas bade farewell to his

l‘::f: i; Et:hfl;lacno and' tstet 01;: for Lolodorf to join the other mem
mmittee, roni ' -
committee from Lolodorf Wi?f onicle of the departure of this

- written by Mi i
tvﬁz?s(ffglfted gi:n did more for the WOI}"k i;SSVg‘Z:tlrl Al\gl?i?;eitl}f;z
. any other writer. Jean, as all West Afyi issi
aries affectiqnately called her, served foreinaj:lfn C:rmfssmllll .
ff)rest and along the coasts of Kamerun and Gyb{)o " OF the
site committee she wrote: e

A great black rain hag come 1
house. I think of course of thos

be]g)an v}it}}: the purchase of a horseshoe,
1s. johnson, Lehman, and Mr Guthrie
: . 5 t i
faith. They are to be gone several weeks and .Wenwe(;ffl 1::1101?’11} kgn(z)Od
.. w

where they are going, though
kg gon E) oug I traced the maps for days—copies of

The trip lasted six weeks, The men traveled by bicycle by

: h the j
tribes that had never heard of Jesus Ch%*ist. zlglfgféi,

THE LIBRAR WY
Tlion Thealoyical Sendduary

RICHMOND, VA,




The Great Ngee

the dialects they heard spoken differed from the Bulu, they
were able to make themselves understood and they preached
the Gospel to crowds of people all along the way. A caravan of
eighteen young boys went with them, and in the villages where
they set up camp these boys also testified to their faith in the
Savior.

As the little party was wheeling along a fairly good road
in a pleasant valley, they suddenly came upon a German officer
with twenty soldiers. Immediately it became apparent that
the German government had not yet succeeded in subduing
the tribes in this distant sector of jungle. Insurrections were
still frequent. The officer and his soldiers, in quelling a riot
in a nearby town, had just shot thirty people in the village. As
the missionaries did not want to be seen traveling in the com
pany of soldiers, they reluctantly turned back. The doctor felt
it to be a great pity, as at that point “the road was good and
wheeling was fine play.”

On a high hill at Yaounde the government had a well-estab-
lished post. The missionaries made courtesy calls and wer
cordially received by the officials. The degree of development
on the government site surprised the little party of travelers.
They found a compound with well-built government buildings,
one shop, a Haussa village, and a Roman Catholic Mission
which had the best layout they had seen in Africa, in ifs

confines combining good carpentry, masonry, a brick and tile |

plant, and a fine site. Dr. Silas wrote in his voluminous
notes, “The country is fine and the soil good, but the peopl
are overburdened with government work and government
demands for their produce.”

Some villages they found almost deserted, as the people |

were running away and hiding from the soldiers who wer
forcibly recruiting men for the making of roads. They alst
met large caravans carrying rubber and ivory to the coast 0
trade for goods. The leaders of these caravans were usuallf
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The Great Ngee

sequently recommended to the Mission, the site that a few
years later was to be occupied by Dr. Silas and to become
Metet Station, where Dokita Nném Ngee was to spend the
greater part of the remainder of his missionary life.

e pélrty became- seasick, he
, b
the green banks of the eslgaihye

The other places visited by the site committee were alu|
destined to be occupied in later years. All along the trails they | ¢,
explored, there are chapels and schools and churches today,
where the tribes, having laid aside their old animosities |
worshiptogether the Great Chief whose tribe they have be s

come.
the Gaboon River i
e and its
'- s of th




The Great Ngee

gasoline and bilge. The Dorothy stuck for
hours on sand banks, nosed in and out of malodorous creeks
slick with the slime of the mangrove swamps, lay anchored
beside the muddy banks of fever-infested villages, and plowed

through the rough waters of the bay.

sickening fumes of

PR s
= RO

The doctor made frequent visits to distant villages upstream

in search of schoolboys for the Baraka School. At intervals
along the way he would tie up the launch and go by canoe up
the little streams, where he stopped and preached the Word
in small palaver houses. Getting out his medical kit, he minis-
tered to the sick. Although forbidden by the French govem
ment to do any extensive medical work at the station,
Jaw allowing only doctors with a French certificate to practict
in the colony, he used every occasion to relieve the sufferings
of the people in the towns. along the trails he followed in his
journeys. When no house could be found in the village it®

set up camp,
night long.
Days later,

104

he pitched his tent and fought mosquitoes &

back again at the station, he would oval:lﬁ;d

£¢
Capta' I .
the Dorothy’ . in” Silas
Boais wrom .’1/ nS engine, see to it that the three small missi
repair, mend the sails or make new o mission
ones, make

a new life preserver, se
, SEW u
ftie Taunch, do what b coull)daf iaﬁ,l charge the batteries for

5 . it, and a f ; .
mTﬂ}i: ilg’mg p}a;n over the oil stove in et‘})lvenglzﬁletes fater it was
ssion boats, the Christine e
) : . Lafayett, ;
;vafr: ;)thtten at.the mercy of wind atfdywaf; ang Eva'n geline,
! yh e capsized, her sail was lost. ong €. One time the
ath e ot?ers swam two miles to SilOI'e S e
~ Many of the weeks s )
‘home i pent up the river, and mar :
- 1;'116 tizrjggai, W(Xefz devoted to the makindg I:)l?n 1271 ey Eg
on. After several aps arn
. docto . Tal months of painstakin
River andr 1£ti;1 I;};T)d a map of the estuary Ia)ln(lfllsttie éwork,
Board publicati ‘uta_m-as, s map was used for ”aboc.on
- ons. It gives minute details of the villgge arsthm
cs, the

ited, and the navigability of every

sweltering sun, the doctor sea-captain

: h X
B tho charts on his - a:}dnawgated, sounded for depth, and

Vere, yet they di
yet they did not stop, only halted, the visits upriver.
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The latter part of the year 1906 the doctor made his voyages
alone. In December his first son was born, and was christened
Herbert Good Johnson. That same month reinforcements ar-
rived for the work in Gaboon, the Rev. John Wright and his
wife. Mrs. Wright recorded some of her impressions of her
association with Dr. Silas in the Gaboon field as follows and
sent them to Lois:

We first met your father in November, 1906, on the beach at
Batanga upon our first arrival in Africa. A large consignment of
goods had been brought ashore, and all hands went to work taking
.care of it. I recall the quizzical expression in your father’s eye as
he said to the men, “You didn’t expect to have to do such things in
Africa, did you?” . ..

I was miserable from an attack of tonsilitis, and your father upon
our arrival at Baraka insisted that I stay on the Dorothy while the
men went up and put the house in order. When they came backl
wearily wended my way through the village and up the hill to the
old gray house which was literally buried by sixteen years of tropical
growth. But when I entered the house there was a comfortable bed
made up for me, lovely white sheets and alll Did anything ever seem
quite so good! I felt like a queen, with men instead of ladies-in
waiting,.

‘The clearing began straightway, supervised by your father, and |
what a pleasure it was to see things emerge from the jungle~the | 4
beautiful hibiscus and the tropical shrubs, the palms with their | s
waxy fronds, and the coffee trees whose blossoms almost burdened ',.‘IH' > o going to come D
the air with their fragrance. I loved it alll A clearing was also made ) “0ngo, “right now.” out for Christ?” “Oh,”
leading down to the river. How often at night I have looked doyn | .--d $0, with a few C
that clearing for the light of the Dorothy as she came in, and haye | P18 f?d, confessing his sins in 4
listened for the chug-chug of her engine. ’ .1 will have somethi to oi manly, straightforward man-

A little bark chapel was soon under way, and a small dormitor left. The followjng o gh §tve you tomorrow,” he said as
for the schoolboys (girls could hardly be expected as yet). Wil B In it were five skullsy the returned bringing a strong bark
with the jungle cleared away, a dispensary, a school, and a chapé #®a dull red Iustre thy —the skulls of his ancestors polished
we were at last a mission station. We viewed it all with pride.  §Take 11,0 . 0}1gh years of veneration, ’ ¢

We had a French-speaking native as head teacher, and your f o away, " said Ndongo, “I hg i .

v Busted them all my I ve believed in them
| Yy 4te, as did ‘my fathers before me,

hristiang present, he knelt down and
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Nf)w they are nothing to me, for truly I believe 1n Coc.1 and in | that the Missiong should dj “Captaz'n:, Silas [

Him alone.” Two years later Ndongo was baptized into the | and a lay, was to be scourage the practice of pol N

great company of believers in the one and only true God. twelve years of g Passed pr Ohibihng child man'iagesy lgma?y |"
er

When Dr. Silas was not busy with station duties he spent | rum trade should i T.'h? government furthey agreed that th '
long hours pouring over manuscripts. The Mission had ap- payment of carrj N ’
pointed him to be chairman of the Revision Committee that | road.
in the light of recent and careful study of the Bulu idiom, At Efulan the doctor’s g
had been given the task of improving the translation of the | was som ors delight at returnin ,
Gospels. Dr. Silas was alwaysP verygcareful to remind the ewhat tempere. § © medical work
Mission that he knew neither Greek nor Hebrew, and there. vising the boys’ schoo]
fore felt himself unqualified to do any translating of the Bible, ’ 00
He gladly served on the Literature Committee, spending weari. writing reports, and
some months at his desk long after the arduous tasks of the | mittee added 1;ot a 1s
day were over, pouring over manuscripts and correcting erros | In April, 1908, Dy, g 1
in orthography. His flawless use of Bulu helped the translators | was not N restfui on - 21as and Laura sajleq home. TH
over many a difficult passage. There are eight hymns in the | fp; © as th
Bulu Hymnal which he translated. later he mai

After the annual meeting in December, 1907, Dr. Silas and by the cxﬁge? € completed work back
Laura were recalled to Efulan to spend there the three months disembarked jn N
remaining before their furlough. After leaving the steamer | mother wag bein
at Batanga, they set out to walk to Efulan. Christmas Day over | father also was 151'
took them on the way from beach to bush station. They ate | more close]
their Christmas dinner on the trail, with a fallen log fora Angeles by hi
table, a Yule log for food instead of for the flame—a jungle | The same Sunday th a ruling elder of the con
innovation. were admitted inti)/ at he .

Also in December of that year His Excellency, Govemo | Before the docto,
Seitz, called a council of representatives from all the missionary.
societies at work in Kamerun. Mr. George S. Schwab and Mss | Mrs, 1
Schwab represented the West Africa Mission. At this cound | dayeh
it was decreed that in all mission schools two years’ instrue § was
tion in the vernacular and three years in German was tobe ¥ 4
given. Due to the very large number of dialects used in th¢ fing
Kamerun, it was deemed impractical to designate any ou
native language to the exclusion of others. It was also decréid
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down the Gaboon River were resumed. The work of transla-
tion continued, this time a revision of the Epistles. Even with
the help of a good assistant from Efulan, this revision took
almost a year to complete. In November, with Jean Mackenzie
assisting as nurse, the doctor’s second son, Silas Edward, was
born at Baraka.

The following month the Mission held its annual meeting,
In view of the fact that the Paris Missionary Society had
definitely agreed to occupy the Gaboon field within a year, ac.
tion was taken leaving the work at Angom in the hands of the
church under the supervision of Benito Station, until it should
be taken under the wings of the French.

19. Missionaries Buy a

Station

It will be remembered that in 1905 the site committee of which

Dr. Silas had been a member had recommended to the Mis |

hri

Christians bound for i
these, only Mr. W, C,a "egton some two hundred miles inland. Of

= Johnston a is wife dj
e rest were laden, od his wife did not carry burdens;

sion that, although there were neither men nor funds for ex | ;
pansion, Metet should be considered the next step inland. In §

1908 the Board suggested another expedition to confirm fh
recommendation. Mr. W. C. Johnston and his wife were
signed to the task. Again we have a report from Jean Macken
zie's pen:

In January, 1908, there started out from Efulan a caravan |
twenty people, two of whom were white. This was a company ¢
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el

t thousands of people, it § i
of the incidentsp byPtIIE:; 1\fvlasyl-l(;folrnotf}lt(?hs
nvtzllllen the members of the caravan
€Y gave account of their severa]
eep things of God which had o
€ to the people by the way. =

IS expedition is
the last and the most exhaustive of several

cope of this report to tell:
e evenings before the tent
met together for counge]
adventures, and spoke of’
d up before them as they
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which have covered the same territory, and is the expression of the
conviction of the Board and of the Mission that God calls us inland.

At annval meeting the Johnstons reported to the Mission as
follows:

The explorations recommended at the last mission meeting have
been made. After spending more than two months in the Bene
country, the two members of the committee designated for that
work decided upon the site two miles east of Metet. The site hag
also been visited during the year by Mr. William Dager. We have
an option on the site including about two hundred acres for two
hundred marks, the option running for one year.

The committee recommended that the Board be asked to
authorize the purchase of the property, that work be opened
and supported by Bulu churches and that suitable buildings be
erected, the cost to be provided by the missionaries. The re.
sponse of the Mission to this report was instantaneous and e
thusiastic. They “passed the hat” and generously contributed
from their own pockets the necessary funds that for so long
had not been forthcoming through the Board. Then they waited
anxiously for the reaction in New York. In February, 1909,
the Board approved the purchase of property for the ney
station of Metet but one formidable obstacle remained. Mis
sionaries had supplied the money, but they could not provide
the personnel, since every missionary on the field was already

3

Missionaries Buy a Station

aesEvv.as an Elat church elder, Ako’o Ze
p Ivma, Spent two monthg itineratin :
People of the forestg skirting the Nlong

g Rock, and «z,~ ™meaning I.eopard, were

, young pioneer-. .
firm, and : ; on the R i

e iiz 119-1 i::f:rfi his heart wag fearles:fi{mhil; izihezv a;
e 9O(I)llsm he held fifty- N

One of these “sent on
who with his wife, Aj
among the primitive
River. “Ako’o, meanin
fitting names for the

organization in 1902, Osom, (

labored in the areq was j
<6 > a
enurch, On g beautify] ;ﬂllnl((i)iid a worthy re

overburdened with the established work.

Until someone could be found to man the new station, the
need and the opportunity of the virgin field were laid at the
door of the African Church. The young church at Elat took
up the challenge. From their congregation they sent severnl

fine leaders, meeting all expenses of the project with volur :

tary contributions, and in so doing experiencing some of the
thrill of the early Church in sending missionaries to tie
regions beyond.
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were often unscrupulous in their bartering for ivory and rub-
ber, viewed the coming of more white men with distrust and
even alarm. But Osom’s assurances that the missionaries de-
sired, not to exploit, but to serve and to teach, allayed their
fears. Thus, before ever a missionary came to establish a sta-
tion at Metet, Osom, the Bulu John the Baptist, had gone
before and prepared the way.

The end of the year 1909 found the Gaboon work in the
hands of the Paris Missionary Society, and the Kamerun Mis-
sion at last had someone free to occupy Metet. Silas Johnson,
now forty-four years of age, left Angom with a feeling of satis-
faction in a hard job well done, and turned with zest to the
new assignment, work for which it seemed he had been
brought to this hour. The challenge of the unexplored field at
Metet made his heart leap.

90. Fourth Leg

Kamerun, as the doctor found it upon his return to the colony
in January of 1910, was vastly different from the Kamerun of
1906.

The Germans had begun work on 120 miles of railroad,
give entry to the interior from the port of Douala. The tor
ous forest trails had been straightened somewhat, and d
and gravel roads, although narrow and in the rainy season cit
by gullies and mudholes,
cyclists than the jungle patbs
sion stations—Batanga, Efulan,
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Elat and MacLean—were 10%

) ‘ Fourth
all accessible by dirt roads connecting wi L
government post of Yaounde, | g with Kribi and the

wide in search of boys to '
dreds, while scores v):rho hzn; o for {hey 20w came By the hun-

co!
mpleted the course were teach-

ut the Mission.,

licensed, and a few had

) Ir

The threefold aim of th: 1\/?:9(31}; b-ee "
ing, self-governing, o

inistry.
support-
was held

“to establish a self-
and self-propagating Churchsfhc

afforded much easier travel for |
of former years. The four i | |

-of Bulu Christj ing i
e Istians, making it p
with men and with money.

Since the evangelisti
gehsnc education )
A al, and medical w
: ork of the

ossibl
d to the call of the regions be;oflos

g ACCOI’d]'_ng]y an ind q
10 the Africay, the ps V:rlstrlal school was projected to pre-

and
somewhat unwelcome idea of

P g 2
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of a school to be named the Frank James Industrial Schoo], .
and a new appointee, Mr. Fred H. Hope, was assigned to Hamg wheneyer Materia]

teach the classes. The school was begun on a very modest gz gngci)ln Wl’fh h als sho
scale but developed rapidly. The tailor shop was the most as, eight months,

popular department, as coats and trousers took the eyes first made read .

of carriers from the more sophisticated beach tribes and they the?ln Fetbm 24, 1910, Dr. Silas :nc}; tfl(l)r g]em

of Bulu men of Elat as well. Gradually classes in other lines - tﬁas or of the EJat Church, whe ace ° ev,. Melvin Fraser,

of industry were added: rattan weaving, cobbling, hat-making e Wﬂage of Metet. The town Ompanied him cycled |

carving in ivory and ebony, blacksmithing, mechanics, furni. o Masse, while drums in near,
ture-making, and carpentry. The nine apprentices in the lat. i
ter group had plenty of opportunity to practice their newly g along the shady for,
acquired skill at the station, for many of the buildings re.
quired replacement or repairs.
Dr. Silas, on his way from Batanga to his new assignment
at Metet, took the familiar but improved and shorter road viy
Efulan. He slept in the little bark house that he had pains
takingly built thirteen years before and the visit brought s
flood of memories to his heart. On Sunday morning when k
stood in the large thatched church on Efulan Hill and preached
to a congregation of 1,440 persons, he was deeply stirred. What
a miracle of grace had been wrought in the nine short yeas |
since the establishment of Efulan Church with a membership|
of six Bulu Christians! The doctor was also thrilled to leam b
that since his initial experiment in 1896 of sending schoolboys 4*;1911
out into remote areas as gospel teams, the church had twelwe |
times borne the expense of sending out similar teams to evar |
gelize the neighboring tribes. =
The following Sunday at Elat, where he was greeted bya, ﬁ \
salvo of many guns, Dr. Silas preached again, this time &
crowd of 3,000 that overflowed the McCleary Memorial Churck
a bark structure recently constructed. :
Dr. Silas and Fred Hope drew up plans for a small res
dence to be built at Metet to house the Johnson family of fos
Mr. Hope agreeing to take his carpentry class to Metet tol
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giant trees were felled, planks were sawed out, and dry sheds | pillars, while the ol Fourth Leg
were built. Two small bark structures were erected, one to them to the - old woman chewed up banan
serve as a kitchen for the future missionary residence. In spare Exactly three mOm babe, as and fed
moments the doctor assisted Osom in the school where already Hope and his o onths after hjs artival, with the o
there were more. than one hundred boys in attendance. No finished buﬂdjnzr}";e?h?ddass duﬁng the first Weeksalg of Mr
wonder the doctor wrote home: “I am working too hard, too Laura and the chi]d::l etnCe for his family. He ha:i br. Sllgs I
fast.” - they lived udren to Metet aft brought '

During the busiest week came news of his father’s death, 'I?;Ia: ;eau: to};e lkglichen until other ro()i;sﬂ::er{irzz month .and |
There was not time even to mourn—that would come later. Mary Johnson of 18 91 was a lonely one for Lo mpleted I
When on furlough he would realize how great was his loss. entire year. The g '?: $aw 1o other white s a;adW}-lo like |

The Mission was keenly alive to the thrill of this new ven- | executive committeeoc o}rli had been electeq a memb uring the I
ture at Metet, the longest step into the -jungle yet taken. At neys in addition to ,leV: ch meant many Iong exhaus:jr of. the i

: 18 jour- il

In answer to the 4

Elat one of the women determined to share in the experience. | calls that kept com; g
et for schools 5
0ls and

Mrs. Myrtle McCleary, widowed during her first year on the | teachers. He spent eigh

field. affectionately calied “Mama McCleary” by the hundreds | over the rough "84t strenuous w

of schoolboys who passed through her schools, mounted her | sible to peda].

bicycle and pushed over the trails toward Metet. Along the In between these we
ing of the stg

way she stopped and held meetings in the palaver houses of H arying journeys he sy ervi » ‘
the villages strung along the paths—“women’s meetings,” into | set out by sch;g;lbog;: 2%3 ‘;o E‘:lke room g,r g:igetl?se tc; ei’;
orkmen. The farmer-doctop v
S ot -doctor wag

which the men crowded and gawked and listened, either out | now in his element] T,

of curiosity or because they feared the speaker’s influence on | sand Pineapple plant our thousand Plantain treeg e

their wives, should she suggest any change in the African | cado trees, these ands’ one hundred Pawpaw &e’es sive thou-

way of life. “Mama McCleary” took down her hair as many as | were also raised; oo, (Ilnore were planted. Dycks an’d X}fy avo-

seven times a day, and was always assured that it was “beauti- § way from Bem'to,jf S eggs for the Project were se : s

ful like a horse’s tail.” When she asked the men why they built £ In the space in Panish Guineg, ‘ nt all the

their houses with no back doors, she was told, “So our women | d © I iront of the tem,

won’t run away.”

[ During Mrs. McCleary’s short visit to Metet, Dr. Silas was
called one day to a near-by village to attend a woman in labor
Very shortly after he had delivered the baby he departed, leav
ing the mother and infant in charge of an old woman of thi
village, with strict injunctions that the child was not to b:_e]
given anything to eat until his return. A few hours later he.
went back to find the mother sitting up eating roasted cater-
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the storehouse all ablaze. In a twinkling he was in the midst
of the crowd shouting for plantain stalks and ordering excited
men to the spring with buckets. Then onto the blazing roof he
sprang, urging others to help, while the flames raced and the
men flayed about with the juicy plaintain stalks. The bucket
brigade kept water coming, and finally some of the flimsy
bark structure was saved, but at the cost of many burned
hands and arms and eyebrows, among them the .doctor’s. In
the shed two hundred African mahogany planks were lost.

Among the sawyers the doctor employed was a tall, striking
man by the name of Zamb6 Engombé. One day some of the
workmen came to Dr. Silas privately and asked him, “Do you
know that Zambd is using your saw to make boards for him-
self? His house is full of sawed planks.”

The doctor made no reply, but his blue eyes flashed fire.
Without a word he strode to his motorcycle and drove straight
down the road to Zamb&'s village. Accosting him in the door-
way of his bark hut, he fixed stem eyes upon him.

“Zambd, is it true that you have used my saw and have
made many planks for yourself that you have hidden here in
your house?”

Zambd's fine dark eyes returned the doctor’s gaze steadily,
unflinching. “It is true,” he said.

“Then tomorrow at dawn you will come to my house and
we will go to the police at Yaounde, for you are guilty of a
prison offense.” And with that Nném Ngee drove home.

The following morning at the first call of the “okpwa,” the
bird that is the feathered alarm clock of the African forest
the doctor heard a firm knock at his door. He opened it and
there stood Zambd.

“Ma nyd” (This is I), he said briefly.

Surprised, the doctor invited him to enter and sit down. After
a few minutes of searching questions and straightforward ai
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quiver. He is my man”

And from that day forth Z
strong right arm, his huntsm
man on many a long
trusted friend, ’

ambb was indeed th
20 w e doctor’
an, his guide, his cook and wa(;;:
Jungle journey, his faithfy] and

lonely
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b ey said; Why,
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ant interlude at Elat, 1 finally arrived at Metet's new
' clearing in the forest 4nd met the man who was to -be my African

| father and friend for many years to come. . . -
We planned all our work together, and he always saw to it that
such activity a

I was engaged in s would help me to grow and to
improve. Often when we were on the road together he would call

in a group of Africans and talk to them about salvation, and he
would urge me to join him, thus increasing my evangelistic expe-
rience. When 1 made visits into the villages and engaged in per-
sonal work, he was always interested in my reports and made many
valuable suggestions concerning methods of working among the
people.’. . -

After a pleas

Dr. Silas was @ master-artist in arbitrating disputes. He could keep
the friendship of people even when they suffered from his decision
in the settlement of the disputes he adjudicated. He understood the

to anticipate their re

African people thoroughly, and was able

actions to any given situation.
Is were sold as mere chattels, and we

|

1 In those days young gir

rescued many Who had been torn from their homes and sold int
polygamous marriages to which they gravely objected. In many
cases the Mission redeemed the girls and to k them over as missior
protect them. Dr- Silas redeemed scores of then
goods to their fathers or brothers and set
mer obligations. Many are the Christiz
freedom to the intercession

|

property in order to
personally, advancing the
ting them free from their fo
women today who owe their

doctor.

| H One such woman was
husband, she ran away
husband, who came stormin
Calmly the doctor & lked to him,. trying to show him
l : error of his cruel ways and striving to uw

ﬁ' of the woman. The old man would not listen.
Y the law which gave a woman the right to annul 2 polygam

marriage by returning the dowry;

bride price and handed it to the irate bu

to the station.

sband, who then
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Enyeke. Unmercifully abused by hel’
Dr. Silas sent for b

g to Metet demanding his woma, ©;

the doctor counted out 8
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Charmed Leopard

parted, leavin ’
g Enyeke. She began to help the d
octor in the

hospital, e
to the doc:(;n;]ueil 121’ completed her nurse’s trainin
nurses in th Owry price, and is tod et
it e Metet Hospital, oday one of the valued
- woman thu
Eyenga Efa, better ]mosw;egiemed by Dr. Silas was Nur
se

The following i oughout the Mission as
3 M i ] €<

The Drum Cil;?_ a translation of her story Whif}fl:}‘:eas Josie.”
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a man
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promised, but never did, so the doctor gave him three hundred
francs for me (about $75) and I was free!

After work hours I learned to read and write. I saw that to be a
really good Christian I must know how to read my Bible, and to be
a good nurse I must know how to read the names of different medi-
cines. The names of the medicines were very hard at first, and I had
to ask again and again, but I was not ashamed, for I was more
afraid of making a mistake.

In my years at the hospital I have helped in every department. I
love the work because it was at the hospital I got well, and so I want
to be a help to others.

All through the years Dr. Silas’s heart went out in a special
tender way to the women of Africa, and they were deeply
grateful for his pity and his love.

One of the early converts at Metet was Nguele Ngana,
For many years Nguele, like Zamb6, was a faithful friend to
Metet’s doctor, serving in various capacities as houseboy, cook,
hunter, medical assistant, and companion in travel. He was
also his confidant, for on one occasion when the doctor was
“full up of enduring” the ingratitude of a patient who refused
to cooperate with him, he remarked to Nguele, “These people
are sometimes like a dog who has fallen into a pit; when you
throw a rope around his neck to pull him out, he chews off
the ropel”

A leopard had been making night raids on the Metet prem-
ises, making away with ducks and chickens. When at length
it killed three of Mr. Beanland’s goats, the people averred that
it was a charmed leopard, with a witch that made it immune to

death.

Stealthily he made his way through the jungle, coming at
last upon the tracks of his prey. Cautiously he pursued the
trail until at length, parting the tangled brush, he glimpsed the
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Charmed Leopard

took careful ajm, “A:da‘;’ay' Noiselessly he lifted his gun and J
lated: “O my Fathe p'rayed, O how I pPrayed,” he f
et Spee,d mt)}; :olc;hsh People think this leop::lrd hasre.: | |
is the stronger!” ullet and Prove that Your power !

leopard a stone’s thro

charmed leopar
Crowds of peo

W]

Y men of another tribe,

|
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it handled them cautiously, and warned Europeans against that the . Charmed Leopard
going into the territory. During the visit of one of the site That 111) .
committees of the Mission to this area, three Africans were

reported killed and eaten. A white trader who ventured into witnesses” wondered

the district was caught by a cannibal chief and imprisoned. At dawn the e what their fate would be on th

Word of the capture reached the ears of a distant government B thie) cRiigr fmlssxonary went € morrow., |
official. The officer did not attempt to command the release answer. or the promised ‘;

of the captive, but astutely sent to the chief a gift of three “T have held 5 '
council with

women. The cannibal chief reckoned that the acquisition of my  brother chiefs” '
three wives was not a bad exchange for a meal, and so the | Biwole Beti cut] efi, said i
trader was set free. | have decided ihaty’ and we “||
Such reports naturally struck fear into the hearts of the | elcome here, Yo }’0&1 are not ‘;

- 10u oter us no -

Bene around Metet, and when the missionaries suggested that :
it was time for the Bene Christians to take the gospel to their Vc‘lmaz?: ;c:;linf:gvantages and
neighbors, there was little response. Finally one teacher and message.” rested
an evangelist agreed to make the try and spy out the land .
to the northeast. They started out bravely enough, but as they hos(iofl:: igzsz)s t}:a;‘lhng his
progressed from town to town they met with such fierce opposi- night, Mr. Beanll) ! ad ty of th.e
tion that their spirits flagged and they resolved to return to ! Jeave of the recalm? took l_ns
the home base. Just at their darkest and most timorous howr, | and, followin thcm'an‘t chief
however, they were met by Gayle Beanland and a caravan | injunction hegan de hsicl'lptural
of schoolboy volunteers. Thus reinforced, they plucked up . § young
their courage once more and continued their journey with
the missionary and the schoolboys. town of Biwole Beti
One of the most dreaded chiefs of the district through which - Deep in the bush he
they were traveling was Biwole Beti, who was feared by all | chi
the lesser chiefs of the tribe. When the caravan reached the |
town of Biwole, however, they were invited to spend the night
houses were provided for them, and wives of the chief wer
ordered to prepare food for the company. A large, curiots
crowd gathered in the enormous palaver house, and the mis-
sionaries were allowed to talk to the assembly. But when
the chief was pressed for permission for the Mission to es
lish work in his area, he grew ominously silent and suggested
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i lace in March. More than
one imPOI(tlaﬂf;s\;e;lst v:hh;cila:;:(t Pcrowd ever assernb}lleqr }?t
Me thoui;n eg for th:a organization of the Metet Churc I.nem?
ton bt 4 e:ba tized that day were enrolled as chartter ¥
i:'sb?;::relry 30(1)) inquirers remained in the preparatory
awaiﬁng’ baptl?z;essed this impressive service with a great

g n his heart that once more he had be(?n pe;m}llt-
e soe 8 lnbirth and the growth of a congregatm:h of t ez
o tohse(; (t]hhiist in Africa, had been privileged to ci)OWaft eer s:wn
?v}}i];;: n(()> other had yet sown in soil \gilegefsllflea y,
short years, it was springing up a hundre :

99. A Clinic for the
Yebekolo

i issionaries at Metet determinec{
o n d‘;elcl:'o?cel}?;tgsl’yﬂifogxls(s}l:yle and Dr. Silas se; out wi
B cf seventeén carriers and a handftfl o new |
) c'amva?xo?assured of the presence of the whltehgldeI: -
Cl"lﬁfs, V:o make the attempt. When the party fac o
‘mt}:1 gdense forest fifty miles east of Metet, tth ey e
& Eowi | a beautiful spot which so plez-ised e {nd .
?h;(’zwtlrieymca]led a halt. Gayle and Dr. Silas wheele
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A Clinic for the Yebekolo

village street, coming to a stop at the palaver house at the

end of the wide open space between the two long rows of huts.

The town chief was seated on a bench in the half-walled ‘

house, his horny hands stretched out over a smoky fire. He Z

scrutinized his guests with his one good eye, but made no

move to greet them.,
Dr. Silas decided to take the taciturn bull by the horns.

“‘MboIS,” he said pleasantly, flashing his usually irresistible

smile. Receiving no answer but 3 stony, one-eyed stare, he went

on quickly, “I am the Dokita of Metet.”

Still he caught no flicker of interest,

“We have come here, my friends and I, to start a school in |
your town. We see that

you are by far the best man around i
here.”

With the burden of the unreached Yebekolo and Mekée lying
i

for that school.

whether the town was really his or
m0se slowly and followed the missi

“He will also need a good house in which to hold classes

until a schoolhouse can be built, And we will need a good site
Come, show us where it should be built.”

The old chief looked stupefied, apparently wondering

the white man’s, but he

e later he nodded assent to their

Vith the business accomplished, the doctor reached into his
t and pulled out 3

tin of sardines, which he gravely
d and presented to the chief. He then mounted his bi-

and when he and Gayle looked back, they saw the old I
sitting in the palaver house just as they had found him,
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gaining, were exchanging for meat. From one of the houses
came a medley of raucous voices chanting, or rather shouting,
at the charts. Under the shade of a large tree, scores of people
stood, sat, squatted, or lay stretched out full length, as they
waited their turn at the doctor’s clinic. Bandaged feet, legs,
arms, and heads were everywhere in evidence. Children, black
eyes staring out from heads yellow with sulphur, dashed past
him. A big burly fellow went howling up the street holding
in front of him, for all to see, a large tooth that had just been

extracted.

Olinga hesitated at the edge of the crowd, his eye on the

meat that was being cut up into pieces; he wanted to make
sure of a large portion for himself, and was about to shout an
order when the doctor approached him.

“Mb6l6 Olingal” said Dr. Silas, proffering his hand. “Wel-
come back. We are so glad to see you, because we want to
tell you that we like your town very much indeed; it is ex-
ceedingly beautiful. There is a fine site just at the edge of
the clearing where we are going to build you a fine school. Will

you come see it?”
Olinga demurre
he said, and see them later.

d, obviously taken aback. He would rest first,
Thereupon he disappeared into
his house, from whence his voice roared forth issuing orders
for a roast leg of antelope. Later the missionaries called on him

and again pressed him to inspect the chosen site. “We will

begin clearing away the brush and cutting trees in the mom-

ing,” said Dr. Silas. “Wwill you not come see it now?”
“No, not now. Take my son, here, and show him the plaee;”

said the chief.

So Olinga’s son accomp:
followed by a dozen men 0
Dr. Silas was taking no chances on a change of min
he and Gayle chatted with th
to with their cutlasses and began to make

anied the two white men, who were

f the caravan, armed with cutlasses.
d, so while

a clearing, slash
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e son of the chief, the men fell

-
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ing away at the underb :
to their work. Sl

Returning t
i COnferenfe Oantge t;)lwn, the missionaries invited Olin a t
out a bag of ,m N when all were seated, Dr. Silas b g h°
ney and urged the chief to put a Pﬁcerou%l t
on his

land and acc ;
ept payment, It w
morrow Olinga’ ’ as then arranged
. inga’s son would accompany theg . t.hat O,n the
government post to register CEBIRELLY

; ] the transacti i
man officials. This was done, and two d:;: tlZI;rVZf; Itlh . c?rel;i
undre

Dr. Silas, “mission accomplj ed”
leaving. Gayle Beanland t(r)n E:;S;lgdl;
Fhe project under way. Within a m. Y
in attgndance at the new school En
gr?I%la.tmg for Sunday services. T

e te inga’
- Zlce};fi;eftl‘a}t }?lmgas town, which we shall now call
= Wasgo ‘;g t, the hame given ‘it by the first ccal
Tt thono, a .blg six-foot Christian whose zoz.i
il e De 'teachmg of the charts to the win X
B o o g dally he went out from the classroom i
e e afin dfar, making friends with the people mtg
towns began to waiz u}s)lfcl)dt?; szr:i(t:lfs‘ atththe e %iszinnt
. ct that they, too, mi
oo ffo fﬁ?f’d and a preacher. Urgeli,t plealsmbil talr]la‘t’e
. ides, and as fast as competent bo sg lo
o, bu; sur(};] WS:E sent out into the surroundiny i
e Y, “the true light which lighteth e o o
oo e 1ar corners of the Yebekolo tribe s =
name that shines brightest in the rc.)ll of volunteer
r i >
rr;)lfilﬁinhgﬂl pamed Mvondé N gbvia}.lol\ufllzf%nsgf‘)lo;rlltea(:her
Ll I;_I six months after Dr. Silas established tilwered
. He at once took over the major part o(; Stt}?-
e
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1 darkness fell and put a stop

returned then to Metet
for a few weeks to see:
th forty schoolboys were
le 350 persons were con-
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school program and threw himself into the new work with
enthusiasm. Within a few weeks his influence was being felt,
for one bright Sunday morning thirteen of his schoolboys took
their stand for Christ.

Mvondé gave two years of devoted service to the Metet and
Yebekolo fields, serving fearlessly in the midst of the cannibal
country, notwithstanding the threatenings of the many tribes-
men who remained hostile to the mission program. With him
in that far country were his wife and children, who endured
the hardships of a strange and primitive land as good soldiers
of the cross. But there was an adversary in the field. Sleeping
sickness had laid. its scourge on the eastern area of Kamerun
and swept like a flame over the swampy land. In stricken towns
victims died by the score, and among those to contract the
disease was Mvondd. Far away at Efulan the tidings started
a revival that flooded the forests about Nkofiemekak with what
has been called “The Great Awakening.” Christians of the
Efulan church, in memory of Mvondd and for love of the
Christ he served, pledged hours or days of personal work in
an evangelistic campaign, of which one missionary wrote:

It has come like an immense flood and we have felt as helpless
and as impotent to control it as if we were tossed upon the billows
of a mighty ocean. We have been awed and humbled as we have
witnessed this wonderful revival, and to us who have not been long
on the field, and who know little of the hard days of beginnings,
it has seemed as if God had waited until these days to make bare

His strong right arm.

A total of 4,700 days of personal work was pledged, and
hundreds were born into the Tribe of God throughout those
days when Christians were stirred to take up the torch that
had dropped from the hand of a tribal brother.

23. Of Motors and Babies

The London School of ;
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l_rx_gsed, driving lessons began, an.

doctor was able to handle the g
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