The Great Ngee

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.

Mvond6 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 Mvondo, 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 Mvondé 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 s"ljl

a ing; the motore
» driving Jessong began, and by the end Ic;;yfciflxagshptlll:;

ew vehicle of travel,
, that he and Laura and J;

: . ittle Sil
ca, leang Herbert, Mary, and Ijo?ss




The Great Ngee

by this shortage of medical personnel, three maternity cases
awaited him at Metet, one of them his wife. The doctor’s new
motorcycle had been left at Lolodorf, heavy rains making it
inadvisable to try to drive it to Metet. In view of possible
emergencies at the other stations of the Mission, he now real-
ized that he must be ready with a quick means of transpor-
tation in case of call, and so felt impelled to make a trip to
Lolodorf and at least attempt to bring the motorcycle into
the bush. That trip provided the emergency, for on his way
back to Metet while yet thirty miles from his destination, he
was met by a runner with a message urging him to hurry, as
one of the patients at the station was having convulsions.

Dr. Silas looked up at the sky. A tornado was gathering; the
rain had already begun, and because of the heavy black clouds,
he had just decided it might be good judgment to spend the
night on the road and continue to Metet in the moming after
the storm had cleared. Now there was no choice. He must go
on. Just as he stepped on the starter, the storm broke in a tor-
rent. Within minutes the dirt road was flooded; it became a
river of sticky mud, unfit for travel. But the doctor pushed on
through rushing water, soft mud, and slippery ponds of slime,
The motor kept skidding out from under him, and his pet ex-
postulation “Thunder and mud!” was appropriate indeed. Time
after time he would fall, struggle with the heavy motor, mount
it again and plow ahead, breathing a prayer of thanksgiving
that the fall had not injured him.

After six precarious spills, darkness overtook him. Then one
more fall followed; the motor turned over on his leg and the
hot engine burned him badly. The machine, gummed up with
sticky mud, proved unusable in the Stygian darkness, so he
left it in a hut by the side of the road and pressed on afoot
Wading through mud and rain-filled gullies, he covered the
remaining miles in the dark and arrived utterly exhausted, but
in time to help the patient. The following morning he went
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chosen permanent secretary for the Mission. Among his duties
was the receiving and answering of all government communi-
cations. Although Dr. Silas was a prolific letter writer, who
wrote regularly and at length to his family and friends, he
disliked intensely the writing of reports. Yet these letters and
reports to the officials had to be taken care of, and he did

the job well. But he did not anticipate that this task was soon

to involve communicating with governments of nations at war
with one another.

In January of 1914, Dr. Silas once again traveled with a site
committee of the Mission, appointed to decide on a place for

a station in the Yebekolo area. Although the war which soon

began delayed the opening of this new station for many yeass,
he never lost his enthusiasm for the project. He wrote to his

brother:
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24, White Man's War

in Black Man’s Land led i the quame of e o7, 2 Equatoral
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July of the fateful year of 1914 found Dr. Silas at Buea, the
official seat of the German government, high in the mountains
towering above Victoria. Delegates of the Gossner Mission,
the Basle Mission, and the Baptist Mission were meeting to-
gether with the Presbyterians in a conference of all the Protes-
tant Missions operating in Kamerun. The future strategy of
advance was outlined: all were to press toward Yaounde, the
geographical center of the colony, even though occupation of
the area by any one of the Missions appeared remote at that
time.

Three weeks later the forty-five Presbyterian missionaries
who had convened at Batanga for annual meeting learned of
the outbreak of hostilities on the Kamerun northem frontier,
where British troops from Nigeria had begun the attack. Al-
most simultaneously all movement of ships ceased along the
equatorial coast. Immediate concern was felt for twenty mis-
sionaries who were now due to leave on furlough. When it was
further realized that all telegraphic communications had been
cut, the Mission was forced to face the probability that for an
indefinite period there would be no mail for them, no imported
provisions, no reinforcements, no contact with the outside

world.

Cheerfulness prevailed, however, for no one thought that
this state of affairs would last long. In Africa every missionary
pantry is, perforce, stocked with several months supply of
provisions, orders being placed in advance of immediate need.
There was, therefore, a reasonable supply of the essentials 0
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congregations growing, schools continuing, and thousands of |
sturdy Christians holding fast to their faith in the midst of
exile, bereavement, illness, and the loss of possessions.

As soon as news of the outbreak of hostilities in Kamerun
reached the Board in New York, Dr. A. W. Halsey wrote to
the Mission admonishing all missionary workers to observe the
strictest neutrality in speech and in writing, and to show all
possible kindness to the missionaries representing the warring
nations. These things Dr. Silas and his colleagues earnestly
strove to do during the difficult years ahead.

There is no space in this narrative to give an ordered ac.
count of the military operations of the Kamerun campaign
conducted by the Allied and the German forces.- Only a few
of the events of three war years which touched the life of Silas
Johnson can be mentioned.

The little neutral colony of Spanish Guinea, with its capital
on the island of Fernando Poo, west of Douala, was destined
for the duration of the war to be a refuge and a lifeline to
the Mission. Through Bata, her port of call, passed all mission |

cargo and personnel. Hundreds of cases of provisions dis-
charged from neutral ships were landed by surf boats and
dumped onto the beach. The cases had then to be broken up
into headloads, which were carried inland by long caravans
of men who walked for days and even weeks by devious trails
through the jungle across the border into Kamerun and on
to the various mission stations. Inversely, by this same route,
weary missionaries, with furloughs long overdue, departed on
foot from Kamerun and walked to Bata to await any neutral
vessel available to take them to Fernando Poo, the C
Islands, or to Spain. This often meant long waits and un
fortable delays, and for one party it meant a child’s grav
the island. Nevertheless, had there been no neutral po
call near Kamerun, the plight of the missionaries and the:
gees would have been infinitely more grave.
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the people came crowding into the mission house seeking pro-
tection; by morning there were a thousand milling around the
premises. The compound was jammed. There was nothing the
missionaries could do to help them; before dawn all had fled
to the bush and hid themselves so well that only a few were
taken by the soldiers.

By January of 1915, since hostilities continued in the vicinity
of Batanga, the missionaries realized it would be unwise ang
futile for them to remain there longer. As much mission prop-
erty as could be removed was hid in the bush, after which the
party accepted the British offer of escort to Benito in a nava]
tug.

A few weeks later, Mr. and Mrs. Albert Adams returned by
native sailboat to Kribi to ascertain what damage had beep
done at Batanga. They also hoped to be of some assistance to
their friends. As they approached the mission beach, they ob-

served a steamer anchored offshore and were told that it was |
ready to sail with 3,000 African passengers who were to be |,

detained at Victoria for the duration of the war. The mis-
sionaries went out to the steamer and were hailed with de-
light by hundreds who crowded to the rail to greet them, but
they were saddened to see the ravages of hunger and disease

already on the faces of their friends. Still, they realized that §
although it was heartbreaking for these helpless people to §
be rooted up and carried away from home, it was really an -

.-om(? his Personal friends,
1€ Instance of thjg man

act of wisdom and mercy on the part of the British to get
them out of the danger zone. Already their gardens for miles
around had been stripped of food, while on the plantations at
Victoria the refugees would be able to work, eat, earn wages,
and fare better by far than in their stricken homes.

Among the deported were two African pastors, Eduma a_m&
Ndenga. These faithful men shepherded their flock all through
the period of their exile. Barely escaping death from at
of dysentery, both eventually returned home and continued,
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called, was a refuge for the lonely women. With the occupation |

of Yaounde by the British early in 1916, orders were given for
the evacuation of Metet and the immediate transfer of all per-
sons living on the compound to a camp eight miles distant.
Here again, however, good will toward the Mission prevailed,
and upon the earnest request of Dr. Silas and Gayle Beanland
the American missionaries were permitted to remain at the sta-
tion. They were grieved to be unable to do anything for the
women and children in “Kleine Berlin,” all of whom, with the
exception of one expectant mother, were taken prisoner the
following day.

The fighting continued in Kamerun until February, 1916, by
which time the German forces had either been captured by
the Allied troops or crossed the border into neutral Spanish
Guinea. On February 22, the British General Dobell received
a telegram from King George V:

“I heartily congratulate you and the naval and military forces
under your command on the successful termination of the
operations in the Cameroons and the occupation, in conjunc-
tion with our allies, of that country.”

At the end of the campaign the British and the French gov-
ernments made a provisional settlement of the conquered ter-
ritory. With the exception of certain districts on the Nigerian
frontier, including Mt. Cameroon, Buea and Victoria, the ter
ritory was to be governed by the French for the period of

25. Aftermath of War
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the war in Europe. This temporary disposal of the country | tons.
was the basis for the division that was ultimately accepted at o
the Peace Conference of 1919. Henceforth in this narrative o /e
the French spelling “Cameroun” will replace the German Jior

“Kamerun.”

* Both French Cameroun and British Cameroun are scheduled to achies
their independence in January, 1960.
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Dr. Halsey wrote to Dr. Silas that the Board would not con-
sider sending out any missionaries under the prevailing hazard-
ous conditions. -

Realizing all too well the difficulties through which the
Mission must be passing in readjusting all its work and its
educational system to the French regime in Cameroun, the
doctor chafed at the long delay. When at last word came that
a party of seven would sail in October of that year, he threw
his hat into the air and let out a loud “burrah.” -

In France a delay of one month occurred while the party
awaited a steamer that would take them to Africa. But this
afforded Dr. Silas a brief opportunity to begin his study of
French, which was now the official language of Cameroun.

“I want to get a bit of French under my noodle so I will not
be so helpless,” he wrote in his homely way.

The party arrived at Batanga the day before Christmas, 1917,
grateful to have passed through all the danger zones on the
high seas without incident.

Two years had elapsed since January, 1916, which marked
the end of the German occupation of Cameroun—for the Mis-
sion, difficult years of transition and adjustment to the new
regime. One of the first measures taken by the French gover-
ment was to require that all schools teach French, but with-
out French-speaking teachers this was obviously impossible.
Accordingly all the hundreds of mission schools were closed,
to the consternation of the people. Only one missionary in the
field was qualified to teach French, Miss Marie Gocker. A
small class of nineteen African men, chosen from among the
younger of the former German teachers, was begun at Batanga.
Miss Gocker had not only to conduct classes but to prepare

textbooks and lessons as well, and these were hastily printed

on the mission press at Elat by the new mission printer, Mr.
John Bradford. After only two short months this class was
examined and highly praised by the French governor.
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mind of the African Christian on the one thing that remained
unchanging, stable and sure—the gospel. All the evangelists
accepted the wage cut, in fact many of them voluntarily tock
more than the allotted cut, while not one of them reduced
his tithe. Congregations met their pledges somehow. In one
church alone, which included several outposts, the treasurer
had the task of counting 15,000 collection envelopes each
quarter. But not all offerings were containable in envelopes.
At Metet a missionary reported the Sunday offering as follows:

We smiled as we saw in the collection basket three smoke-dried
rats, with hair singed off, their skinny tails tied together, and the
donor’s envelope fastened to the trio. They were put in by a small
boy, and what reasonings and threats he had put up to himself ere
he parted with them can only be surmised by those who know how
scarce meat is among these people. Poor little fellow! He ate dry
cassava that night, and so contributed his mite to the cause.

The Church in the United States was well aware of both
the problems and the opportunities confronting the work in
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back and retraced the slippery trail, figuring that Mrs. Reis,
at Efulan, a trained nurse, would know what to do in case
of poisoning. She did; she administered a strong emetic, and
all survived.

A few weeks later, Dr. Silas wrote home the following letter
which reflects the strenuous temper at that period:

It is likely that a couple of doctors will be coming out in a few
weeks, and I sure will be glad to see them. Two bad cases of
strangulated hernia of several days” standing—one of them the size
of a small keg of lead—were brought in last night. I am not equipped
here—no proper hospital, no operating room, no supplies, and I am
refusing all but emergency cases, but I operated on those two men
and they were out to church today.

I have had several difficult confinement cases lately, and one of
the last ones was the kind that takes all the tuck out of a doctor—a
string of complications that try a fellow when he is alone without
professional assistance. There being no nurse available, I slept on a
cot at the patient’s bedside and hardly left her room for two weeks,

A cargo ship has arrived with one hundred tons of supplies for the
Mission. I hope, first, for medicines and school supplies, and then I
have visions of such luxuries as toast for breakfast, with butter on it,
and some sort of cereal with cream and plenty of sugar, and maybe
a crisp piece of bacon.

For some months now I have been the only M.D. on the field and
T am thankful to have been able to respond to every call, though in
this response some rides have been taken that will never be for-
gotten.

I wish to thank my Heavenly Father for so graciously answering
the many prayers for some who were in great need, and for sparing
the lives of all of us. Other duties were not fulfilled as well as they
should have been, but I tried to do my best.
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U.S.A. have never dreamed of, and one can read hope and confi-
dence in their faces—faith that you can do all that they want done,
and that very quickly and easily—it is nothing short of torture for
the doctor to know that if he had a good hospital, proper equipment
and supplies, and another doctor or a competent nurse, the hopes
of the poor sufferers might be realized. o

There is not a hospital in the Mission that should not bring a
blush of shame to the face of any self-respecting person. In my
nearly twenty-five years of service I have never made a plea for a
decent hospital, but I am yelling it out now that we want one—a
good one.

Once the hospital is in sight, there will be no trouble getting
good doctors and nurses. This field has been far from attractive to
young-doctors of ability and high attainments. Our Church at home
has come to believe that the West Africa Mission runs without
money, without buildings, without much of anything; in fact it be-
lieves we don’t want anything or need anything. Perhaps no one has
done more to give them that impression than I have, but were I at
home now I would tell them that we need a good medical plant,
and that for once we are going to give them the privilege of getting
in on this choice investment.

That the Lord “moves in mysterious ways His wonders to
perform” is evidenced by the following reply from Dr. Halsey
to Silas Johnson’s letter:

If ever a letter was timely, yours of March 12 could be put under
that category. As you know, some time ago Mrs. Russell Sage died.
She left a large estate. A goodly sum was left to the Women’s Board
of Foreign Missions. The women are already planning how the
money shall be spent. They asked what object in the West Africa
Mission I thought would be most needed. I replied, “A Central Hos-
pital.” This is put down as one of the things to be considered at
the final meeting of their committee.

I doubt whether they could give, or the Board would sanction

the spending of $50,000 for a hospital. This is much more than §
any one of our hospitals has ever cost. I think it would be well for
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trustees of the million dollar “Milton Stewart Fund for Evan-
gelism,” for the purpose of establishing a new outpost in this
pioneer field. To Dr. Silas’ delight the Mission chose him to
be the one to go. Other doctors had returned to the field,
thus relieving him of many of the medical responsibilities that
had tied him down. It was the opinion of the Mission that he
was unquestionably the one best fitted for the task. He wrote
home: .

I am glad to do what I can to get the work going. I have had a
hand in starting several stations and am the one who is always
urging pushing on. I presume my. days of actual pioneering such as
I hope to do this year are likely to come to an end before long, so I
hope and pray I may be permitted to do this job Well, the Lord
willing. I am not in the pink of physical condition, but I hope now
that the strain of many responsibilities is off, I may pick up; if not,
His will be done.

The doctor’s estimate of his physical condition was correct;
a stomach ulcer and anemia shortened his term of service in
the new field. However, for five months he lived alone, except
for faithful Zambo, among very primitive conditions, seeing
no other missionary and eating mostly native foods. Twenty-
eight village schools were started under his supervision, and
during the months he was in charge he inspected them regu-
larly, with the help of Nkulu Ndibi, a young teacher from the
Bulu field, whom he later installed as superintendent and to
whom the entire supervision of the region was committed.

Dr. Silas had now been on the field twenty-five years, a
span of service still considered unusual in 1920. In that year
Dr. Halsey sent the following letter in recognition of the serv-
ices of two members of the Mission:

Permit me in the name of the Board to extend congratulations of
the Board as well as my personal felicitations to Dr. Melvin Fraser

and Dr. Silas F. Johnson in rounding out twenty-five years of con-
tinuous service in the West Africa Mission. In their special lines o
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When, after furlough, he returned again to the land of his
adoption, Laura, Ruth, and William went with him. At Cher-
bourg they were joined by Lois, who after teaching for a
year in the Indian Government School at Ft. Mojave, Arizona,
had received her appointment to the West Africa Mission. She
had been studying in France for six months. Within a year
Mary also was appointed. Mary was now a registered nurse,
with hospital experience at the U. S. military camp in Salt
Lake City, Utah. She was assigned to the MacLean Hospital,
while Lois was sent to Efulan. It was with a very great sense
of privilege that Lois traced and retraced the steps up and
down the steep Efulan hill, along the path so often trod by
those who had gone on before.

The doctor noted in his journal, “I have never by any word
of mine sought to direct any of my children to Africa, but I
have done a lot of praying. It is a very great joy. to see Lois
and Mary take up the torch laid down by their mother many
years ago.”

97. Changing Africa

| It was a changing Africa to which Dr. Silas returned in the
year 1922. Cameroun had been formally pronounced a French
mandate under the League of Nations. Yaounde was made the
official capital of the mandate, and the French were applying
themselves vigorously to'the development of their territory.
Work was begun on the lengthening of the railroad eighty
miles farther into the interior, to connect Yaounde with the
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multiplied that the majority of church centers can now be
reached by car or pickup truck.

The new development posed other problems for the Mis-
sion, among these the spiritual one which was to mark the
gradual ending of an era in the history of the African Church,
As commercial men and traders poured off the trains, drove
their trucks off into the far reaches of the mandate, and set
up their shops and markets along the crooked trails that criss-
cross the Cameroun forests, the glitter of their gaudy wares
quickly caught and dazzled the eyes of untutored Africans,
bringing in materialism with a crash. Mission employees, such
as trained teachers speaking excellent French, able medical
assistants, industrial men, young catechists, found themselves
in great demand for government and commercial service. En-
joying a good reputation for honesty, morality, and exceptional
ability, they were sought after as clerks, office boys, interpre-
ters, teachers, carpenters, mechanics and “motor boys,” at
wages far above what either the Church or the Mission could
pay. As a result a craze for fine clothes, bicycles, phonographs,
lamps, watches, flashlights, jewelery—a thousand and one
things that only money could buy—swept the country, and
the eyes of Christian converts, whose gaze had long been fixed
on things eternal, swerved to temporal novelties which could
be seen, coveted, and handled. The day of mass conversions
appeared to be over. Days of testing and trial, and of personal
sacrifice, had come.

To the glory of the Cameroun Church, the record shows that
hundreds of loyal Christian men remained faithful in their
service to the Church and to their Lord. Resisting the lure
of the franc, they contented themselves with little of this
world’s goods, and sought to store up treasures in Heaven.
Still, the turnover in trained mission employees became an
ever-increasing problem in the years that followed.

Despite these circumstances, however, great advance had
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with a deep gash in his abdomen which had been inflicted
by his angry wife. A missionary drove in from Yaounde with
an injured foot, his motorcycle having turned over when he
hit three ostriches asleep on the motor road.

The pitiful lot of African mothers tore at Dr. Silas™ heart,
as the following entries in his diaries disclose:

A woman was just carried in from a town fifty miles away. She
had been three days in labor and the baby was long since dead. It
was a difficult case, but the patient is now doing nicely.

I have just discharged a case of snake bite—a girl of about seven-
teen years, and pregnant. She was in great pain; the bite was a
nasty one, and her whole abdomen was quite distended, but she
made a good recovery.

Today I treated a girl who had been given native medicine and

profferin
rose, the same golden circle%
re, the father of the bride had

had been unconscious for days. There is another woman in the same
ward who has been crazed by native medicine.

Such cases as these would be admittedly difficult, even with
proper facilities available for caring for them. But, although
the dispensary building at Metet was in fairly good condition,
the wards were exceedingly primitive and unsatisfactory, bark
and mat structures, where fifty or sixty might find a place to
lie down, but with accommodations no better than those found
in village huts. “Large numbers coming to the hospital for
relief must go to the nearby villages for such lodging as may
be found,” wrote the doctor. “There is no lack of patients,
medical or surgical; one is ever allured by the limitless op-
portunity of the field, and appalled by the meagre force of
workers available here as at.all interior stations.”

In 1922 the Mission, and the Johnson family in particular,
enjoyed the visit of Mrs. William M. Weller, then presiden_t
of the large missionary society of Immanuel Church. Not only

did Mrs. Weller’s blithe spirit greatly refresh and encourage ¥r

the missionaries, but her enthusiastic report upon return to
her home church resulted in a special gift of $1,500 for work
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sponsibility for a large area of the Mission. A more central
location was desirable, so the Johnsons and the school were
both moved to Elat.

Within a few years the little school became well established
in a large two-story brick dormitory dubbed Ononobete (Bird
Perch) accommodating twenty to thirty boarding pupils and
a missionary family, and two teachers. Classes were conducted
in a little red brick schoolhouse called “Hope School,” named
for the donor, Mr. Fred H. Hope. A building erected in 1956
houses the classes of the junior high school. Scores of mission-
ary and European children have passed through these portals,
and Hope School alumni cherish happy memories of their
“Mish kids” pals, while today’s families are spared, or may
at least postpone, the pangs of separation till a later date than
was imperative in former years.

But let us return to the year 1924. As the Central Hospital
building on Enonga Hill was as yet barely begun, Dr. Silas
carried on his medical work in a temporary shack at Elat,
which meant a long climb up and down the hill each day, and
a struggle to carry on clinical work with meagre equipment.
Besides what limited medical work he could do, he shared in
the activities of the station, supervising the schools, teaching
Sunday school classes, and taking his turn in the pulpit. Only
after the stars came out, the workmen had ceased their hammer-
ing, and the children had been tucked in bed, could he turn to
the exacting work that had occupied his evenings for so many
years—the correcting of Bulu manuscripts.

One painstaking job of proofreading, however, lay forever
behind him. In 1925 the first shipment of New Testaments in
Bulu arrived in the African bush. At every station in the Bulu-
speaking part of the Mission, eager hands pried open the large
wooden cases, tore off the waterproof wrappings, and brought
to light the precious volumes, which were snatched up by
Christian Bulus as drowning men grasp at a lifeline.
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(Hill of Help), a fitting tribute to the missionaries who first
went there to serve, but a greater tribute still to the gospel
the missionaries proclaimed.

This new field presented problems, among them the scourge
of sleeping sickness, which swept over the country to infect
an estimated 100,000 of the population. Mention has already
been made of Mvondo Ngbwa, one of thirty-two mission teach-
ers who died in the area. One missionary, Mrs. Philip J. May,
contracted the dread disease and was sent home to the United
States, but subsequently recovered. By dint of heroic effort,
in which the mission doctors shared, the government at length
succeeded in checking this scourge. Dr. Jamot, whose prodig-
ious labors were largely responsible for the victory, was hon-
ored by a special issue of French postage stamps.

In December of 1927 a great joy came to Dr. Silas, that of

speaking at the dedication of the new brick chapel at Cen-
tral Hospital. The building had been made possible by a gift
from Mr. Culbertson, who had been a guest of Dr. H. L.
Weber and the Mission. During his visit he had gone elephant
hunting, and bad brought back a baby gorilla which became
much attached to him, clinging to him, riding on his hip in
true African fashion, or sitting on his motorcycle. Mr. Culbert-
son eventually sold the baby, and with the sale price as a
starting point, built the much-needed chapel.

After the dedicatory service, Dr. Silas remained at Elat for
five months. “I am busy at this big hospital,” he wrote, “but
I seem to be keeping up with the job pretty well for an old
codger. I have not missed a whole day’s work this term. This
morning Dr. Austin R. Wolfe and I did five operations, be-
sides the regular clinic work and examination of patients.”

This brief period at Central Hospital was perhaps the only
time in all the years of his medical labors in Africa during
which Dr. Silas enjoyed the facilities of a really good place
in which to work. The new U-shaped building, of brick,
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prentices and African dentists under the supervision of two
missionary dentists care for hundreds of African and European
patients each year.

In 1957 a modem post-operative unit and a large up-to-date
surgical pavilion were erected on Enonga Hill. In keeping
with the modernization of the hospital, brick and cement resi-
dences were built for the medical and dental assistants and
their families. Two additional residences house fraternal
worker personnel. The hospital wards, which in former years
were replicas of village huts, were replaced by neat brick
houses with cement floors and wooden beds. The patients
still provide their own bedding, food, and care, bringing mem-
bers of their own families to cook for and nurse them. For
the increasing number of patients who can afford better quar-
ters, there are rooms supplied with spring - beds, mattresses,
and furniture.

In spite of the high salaries offered to medical employees
in government service, there are many Africans who have
served Mission or Church for thirty years or more. Several
have been decorated by the French colonial government for
meritorious service. The veteran African medical assistant,
John Bulla Mfum of Central Hospital, served more than forty
years in mission hospitals. In 1955 he went by plane to Amer-
ica for treatment following a leg amputation, which had been
performed at Central Hospital, but he died shortly after his
return to Africa.

Central Hospital recently reported a missionary staff of three
doctors, three nurses, and an African staff of thirty-seven medi-
cal assistants. The hospital, with 250 beds, cared for 1,760
major operative cases and 4,136 hospitalized patients, and in
the same period 200 persons, during their stay at Enonga, made
confession of their faith in Jesus Christ as Savior.

To return to Dr. Silas: in 1928 he took on an added responsi-
bility, that of monthly trips to Foulassi Station, where a large
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work, until ultimately the Mission was able to include the
project in its annual budget.

Dr. Silas arrived in Los Angeles just too late for the dedi-
catory service in Immanuel Church’s beautiful new sanctuary
on May 5, 1929. A few Sundays later he spoke in it for the
first time, and the collection taken that morning for Africa
passed the $1,800 mark.

On July 30 the church gave a beautiful reception to honor
Dr. Silas and Laura on their silver wedding anniversary. A
few months later the doctor made this entry in his journal:

I am still in the hands of the dentist, the doctors, and the special-
ists, but hope to be quite a decent guy by the time they are through
with me.

The return to Africa after their furlough of 1930 was a new
experience for both Dr. Silas and his wife, for they went for
the first time alone, as all the children were left in high schools
and colleges in the United States. It gave them a strange feel-
ing of incompleteness, a feeling shared by missionary parents
everywhere, not to mention their children.

Another new experience was in store for them upon their
arrival. At Sakbayeme, in the Basa-speaking field formerly
cared for by the Basle Mission, the mission doctor had re-
signed, and Dr. Silas was asked to take over until a new ap-
pointee could reach the field. This assignment meant working
with medical assistants and patients whose language he did
not understand. Not only this, but once again he found him-
self in objectionable surroundings and with no adequate
equipment. “Rotten operating room, and instruments—hor-
rible!” he wrote tersely.

And yet, within a few hours of his arrival, after a truck
ride over atrociously rutted roads, he operated on two strang-
ulated hernias that seemed hopeless. “But God helped, and
the men lived,” he recorded gratefully.
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than it exploded with a loud noise, and the fluid, all aflame, was
thrown over my face and neck. I rushed out into the operating
room, and my African nurse, Eyinga, grabbed a sheet from the
operating table and wrapped my head and neck tightly, and the
assistant nurse poured a pail of water over my head. Fortunately,
Dr. Clothier came in a few more minutes and gave me first aid
dressings.

I walked a quarter of a mile up to the house, where they removed
the outer layer of skin from my face and bandaged the dressing on,
leaving eye holes, and one hole for my mouth. For an hour I was in
such pain as I never experienced before, but it is no longer painful.
There will not be much, if any, scarring, and I am thankful to God
and Eyinga that my eyes are all right. I am able to attend to the
brick yard and the oil press and the work gangs.

As if to add insult to injury, an “eye worm” (Filaria Loa)
took up residence in the doctor’s bandaged arm. These
dreaded parasites, which enter the skin through the bite of a
yellow fly (6sun), are one of the most painful and annoying
pests with which residents of West Africa have to contend.
The germ develops into a thread-like worm an inch or. more
in length and causes swellings so distressing that the suf-
ferer may be incapacitated for a season. Only in recent years
has a partially successful remedy, Hetrazan, been found.
Through the years Dr. Silas had removed many of these worms
from his wife’s eyes and had even, with the help of his medi-
cal assistants, taken them from himself when they were visible
under the skin of his body.

29. Deliverance Day
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until the gardens began to bear and more houses were built,
The patients received regular treatment and gradually began
to show improvement.

Similar camps were springing up all over the Mission. In
1929 five colonies were caring for more than 1,000 leprosy
patients. In August of 1931, after Dr. Silas visited the colony

at the new station of Nkél M volan, he wrote home:

Today was “Needle Day” at the mission leprosarium, and I wish
all Immanuel Church could have bLeen there to see what I saw, one
hundred lepers who were also victims of sleeping sickness. A most

during which time they will be given injections of Chaulmestral for
the cure of leprosy. These treatments must be continued for several
years. Fairly mild cases of leprosy in an otherwise healthy person
nstant treatment in four or five years. Many of
the patients at Nk6l Moolan were children from five to twelve
any ‘age. My heart
greatly rejoices as I see the great progress being made in this
Mekaé field. May God bless everyone who has had any part in it

After that wvisit to Nkgl Mvolan, Dr. Silas pressed on
northward to the grasslands of Cameroun. He visited the gov-
emment hospital at Batouri, and also the new mission station
there of the Seventh Day Adventists. He walked across the flat
plains broken here and there by low hills, and visited little
mushroom villages almost hidden in the tall cane grass. The
largest of these, a town consisting of scores of circular thatched
‘huts built around a central cluster, was the royal domain of
the King of the Kaka tribe, one of the most primitive tribes
of Cameroun. The Kaka king had a large harem; tall, shapely
womien of darker hue than the Bulu, and completely nude,
their sole attire being a short stick thrust through one nostril,
d old coins woven into their hair,
|
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Many years passed before a missionary was sent to the
Kaka tribe, but at length a flourishing station has developed,
complete with church, hospital and wards, schools and dormi-
tories and missionary residences, all built of permanent ma-
terials. One section of the field became the scene of the
first missionary outreach into a pioneer field through the send-
ing and supporting of a Basa pastor and helpers by the Basa
Synod, with no financial help whatever from America.

September 8, 1931, a unique celebration was held in the
large thatched church at Elat. The Africans, having seen
French celebrations on the fourteenth of July, and having
heard of the American holiday of July 4th, conceived the idea
of a celebration to commemorate the coming of the Gospel to
their country. They named their festival Evamelunga (Deliv-
erance from the Curse of Sin). The date set was the day which
had marked the arrival of Dr. A. C. Good in Bululand. Dr.
Silas, the only white man in Cameroun who had seen Dr. Good
before he died at Efulan, was invited to take part in this first
celebration at Elat. The church was crammed with 3,000 per-
sons. An African choir sang some original numbers. The Rev.
A. 1. Good, who in 1909 had taken up the torch dropped by
his pioneer father, spoke fittingly of the progress of the gos-

pel in Cameroun since those beginning days. The most impres-
sive part of the service, however, was the period thrown open
for general participation. Men and women rose in their seats
and one after another gave thrilling personal testimony to the
power that had freed them from their former fears and degra-
dation. Gray-haired women dwelt dramatically on the brutali-
ties of melu mous (the old days), on the indignities heaped
upon them as slaves and chattels, the abuses practiced upon
them by heathen husbands. One oft-repeated plaint was, “In
the old days, if a man saw a woman standing in the street,
and asked another man, Za le?” (Who is that?), the reply
would be, ‘Te ke'e mét (No one). Women were nothing but
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:h (7;311:1 ( gr thdsmg), not worthy to be counted human.” Among
o undreds of mature women seated in that assembly, few
ere were who had not experienced these indignities in ,the'
lifetime, and as their sisters spoke, there went up from thl;r
floor an assenting chorus: “Ya! A ne nald! Nalg fo’ol Akevall”
(Yes! It was thus! Thus indeed! Thanks bel). . -
thEvamelunga is still celebrated throughout Cameroun, but
fo}?e who can sPeak from personal experience of the ho’rrors
o ea}then practices grow fewer in number, while those wh
}(ian g;mve pers‘.onal testimony to the power of Christ as. the;
ﬂ?;rssan dc;wn it throughout their lives now number tens of
A little more than a year later, on New { ‘
the Ia{'ge new brick church at Elat was dediciizgst(? ;1};’ I%gf(?,
]?r. ‘Sllas and the many missionaries present thrilled at the
s1gl}t of the vast crowd of 12,000 men, women and childr ;
which assembled for the occasion. It was necessary to ho?g
three successive services, each attended by more :I{an 3,000

persons, who packed to capacity t i
Do bao P pacity the main floor and the three

f, 1 ever attempted within
the Mission, to a successful conclusion. Although Enancial aid

had been received from' America for construction costs all
of the borrowed money was eventually returned and the ,edi
fice stands today as an achievement of the Elat Church which-
\trlflas for many years (until its division into several cox’lgrega-
ons) the._ largest Presbyterian church in the world, with a

] membership of over seven thousand communicants,
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Time was now running out for the veteran dog:tor of 'th(f ﬁ/lnllsl:
i];Ir; Dr. Silas was increasingly conscious of h1s. Plflyﬁlcas e
:ati(;ns having been repeatedly warned by hli zf ;\;Vnce .
he mu;t slow down. His letters made frequent r

the swift passage of time. He wrote:

’ . ;
It will not be many years before we will a}l be thré):agl.hoz‘leih vtl;} (s)
Tife and enter into that better one, along w1th. our ear omes end
h one before. With this in view I hope to give my. ; ,I oo A
s doing all I'can for the cause of our Lord while t
Eeiy OII gresume it is doubtful if T will be alloweé to come,;’ ou
’Chartlhce. t rm Il))ut that is in God’s hands and is not 'my palaiver. SI
anf(i) de; :anr;ot do as much hard work nor keep it up as }cl)ng a .
: I:l to. I do hope, however, to do a good loF before 1 got on:;, :
o h : es are I will be put on the retired list and have to stay :
o aSnZ I think I have preached every Sunday but on(fe since ]
the Ui) : k to Metet. The harvest is great and the lab(.)rers ljav:—t;r;
oo the 1o Our paths of service may differ widely ut 2y
OI%llth?I ];lerfgin.a’;e‘ at the same beautiful gate, and t}.len whatts]os}}r1 ;ﬁ
VI-‘;I'S aresence! I am so glad for the promisej that His servan:
selrvf Him there. Could there be a greater joy?

t the final voyage home was not to come quite so soon
asliﬁe ]ohnsons had expectetili. t\iVullllti:; ;hnezi 1:;?(1)1;’8}7 :Vv:rsed;:g e’:io’
. g e ‘ ,
glse:st::.r(:lv: 5(1) fsx?:;r‘;:::) Itllii doctor promptly called it a ‘;)ggz(i)lgo

In 1932 the Board of Foreign Missions sufferﬂeld §e$ress,ion.
deficit, and the Mission was sorely affected lay Z n}:) e
Missionary salaries were cut ten per.cen't. ‘We ng .
in the least” Dr. Silas wrote. “God is still o’zerh c,ut o
expect to keep on eating three times a day. e
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propriations for institutional work and the cut in salaries for
African workers was a serious handicap, but somehow the
work continued. _ ‘

By the following year, however, the deficit had increased to

$600,000. Salaries were cut another ten per cent and the Mis-

sion wrote to the Board expressing its willingness to help by
deferring furloughs. The Johnsons and others were asked to

remain over for a fourth year, if necessary. Dr. Silas wrote
home the following note:

I thought we had written our last letter home; we had our trunks
and boxes packed, and steamer passage engaged; but God has
allowed us the privilege of remaining for another year,

Our salaries have been cut twenty per cent but we shall not
suffer; we will just trust God and go forward. ‘

When I had expected to go home in April, T was happy that
Austin R. Wolfe, M.D. had been assigned to MetetHospital. When
we were asked to remain over, there was a lusty plea for us to spend
the rest of our time in Africa at Efulan Station, among old friends
and sweet memories. So that is the plan,

When it was drummed out into the villages of Metet that
their beloved Nném N gee was to leave for Efulan, the wail-
ing went up as for one dead.- On that last Sunday the drum
beside the church throbbed out the message that the “Dokita”
would ya'an (say good-bye) at the morning service.

The new Metet church was packed with hundreds of sor-
rowing Africans who had known and loved their “Dokita” for
more than twenty years. Tears trembled in dark eyes and a
sigh went up like a soft wind over a troubled sea. “We knew
we would never see him again on earth. He died to us that
day, and we buried him deep in our hearts.”

There were tears in the doctor’s eyes, too, as he spoke his
final words, “Taba *an moo’s” (Abide in peace).

August found the Johnsons unpacking their loads in the
‘house on Efulan hilltop. Old friends of former days welcomed
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them with open arms, wrinkled brow_n arms which had grown

thin and weak through the intervening years. o et

fulan was not the same, however; the old .

E' - from off the Hill. The long steep mcl.me a b

gaer:r;l;]cjll%o; tedious to climb, and thle1 Wh()lfl :rt:t;o::e:vvaZhurch,

ite i e valley, w
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been erected. The big bark house on the Hill was being dis-
mantled and moved to the neyw compound.

If the doctor’s heart was hea
ing that lone grave where he and his colleagues had stood
to bid farewell to that valiant pioneer, A. C, Good, nearly
forty years before, he did not show it. With characteristic

e preached his last sermon in Bulu, his final
message to the Africa he loved. His text was: “Behold I
8o to prepare a place for you” Already he was looking

. Heavenward. Already he was longing for the Metet friends

he would see no more until they met in the “place prepared.”
On Saturday, March 17, he lifted his eyes for the last
time to the Hill of memories, then, bidding farewell to Efulan,
he turned away. The following day he attended the Sunday
morning service in the great Elat church and offered the clos-
ing prayer—his last Prayer in Bululand.,
On March 27, 1934, at four

> taba an mvo’é.” (“
my children, stay in peace”).
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At home in California once more among, old friends the
doctor rested and relaxed; he was very weary. But as the
months wore on, and he realized more and more keenly that
his active service in Africa was ended and that he was never
to return, his spirit flagged. True, he could still tell the churches
about the triumphs of the gospel in Africa, and he did; he
could still pray for his African friends, and this, too, he did.
But his heart yearned for his brothers across the sea. During
his last illness he spoke constantly and longingly of “going
home,” and on the 19th of April, 1936, God granted his wish
and took him to Himself.

The atmosphere of the farewell service held in Immanuel
Church on April 22 was not one of sadness, but rather of tri-
umphant joy in the recent promotion of a beloved and faith-
ful messenger of the King, a personal pride and satisfaction
in the honor that had come to an intimate friend.

From the platform, Dr. Hugh K. Walker, former pastor of
Immanuel Church, spoke feelingly of his long association with
his friend, Silas. “To me he seemed the greatest of all men
I have known during my forty years in Los Angeles,” he said.

A tribute given by Mr. Glen Huntsburger, who had known
Silas since their early days in Los Angeles, was the most touch-
ing part of the service:

Our Dr. Johnson, raised in and sent out by our Immanuel Church
and its progenitor, has represented us in Christianity’s fight in West
Africa. We have remained here in our comfortable homes and beau-
tful climate while he has carried on in Africa. Our contribution has
been financial and it has not hurt us to give it; but he gave his life.
Already the wooden drums have beaten out their doleful message to
his African brothers. His heart was with them, his friends of forty
years, and his spirit will brood over them throughout their lives.
Not only the sands of time bear the footprints of Dr. Silas Johnson,
but the sands, the bush, the grasslands of the Cameroun today bear
innumerable footprints of this hero of the Cross.

If the h:fe of Dr. Johnson means
mendous inspiration for us all to ¢

" I say now to my fri
(Rest in peacs), y triend, as he s

The Homegoing

anything to us, it must be a tre-
arry on what he so nobly began.
0 often said to me, Tabe'e mvo’é
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Twenty years had passed.

On New Year’s Day, 1956, Mary Newhouse and I, her sister
Lois, stood on what to us was hallowed ground: Efulan Sta-
tion, where our father last preached and healed and served.
The Sunday morning service in the large concrete church was
impressively conducted by a dignified young African minister,
a second generation Christian, and the son of a pastor. After
the benediction, at our request those in the congregation who
had been present in 1900 when Efulan Church was organized,
remained to greet us.

They stood in a line out under the blazing sun, thirty gray-
haired men and women, and as we clasped their hands in
ours, we were overwhelmed with the wonder of the miracle
we saw mirrored in their dark eyes, the miracle of the Tribe
of God that in the brief lifetime of these “children of the
forest,” had grown from six to 83,000 communicant members
in 155 organized churches served by 86 African pastors, organ-
ized in an independent General Assembly of the Presbyterian
Church in Cameroun.

Gradually the group drifted away until only four remained,
three men and one blind woman. We led them back into the
church for a longer visit. How can one tell of the joy that
throbbed like an African drum in our hearts as we learned
that this sightless woman was none other than Mezene, the
first Bulu girl to be taken into the little bark home of Mary
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to walk in the new Pathway of 1.ifel

time “wash-boy” . . . and o
to my sister and declared
washed your diapers!”

We led him on, q .
he warmed to hl;s encouraging his memory,' and little by little

(?uld we doubt it when he turned
with emphatic pride, “It was I who




The Great Ngee

ically he stopped and burst into a wild song—the call of the
Ngee. He sang with unrestrained arrogance:

A yeme ne se sel
A fetane mvée;
A sene se. Be wu’a mekoil
Ko na a iwu
Nde a nke ja.
Wo 6 ne koko
Wo 6 ne koko.

He stands firm, unflinching
He girds up his loins

He' crouches.
They throw their spears
Thinking to kill him,

But he is gonel!

Gone to his village.

You, you are fearsome!

You, you are fearsome!

The song ended. The singer’s face crumpled. He spat con-
temptuously and sat down.

The church was silent. We were stunned. Hot tears stung
my eyelids; my throat ached. It was too much, that awful
picture of the past projected startlingly into this modern set-
ting of a church with arched windows and familiar furnish-
ings, the young pastor still in his black robe, and the rows of
empty pews so recently filled by a large congregation. Nso-
moto had plunged us back into the darkness of the jungle six
decades ago, and a chill of horror still quivered in the air.
The life of Silas Johnson, as the Christian Nn6m Ngee, never
seemed more vivid to me, nor his years of ardent service more
worthy, than in that revealing moment when the black writh-
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stood so clearly revealed against the

ing shape of Yesterday
growing light of Today.

“We see the shadows gathering for flight,
The powers of Dawn dispel the broodiné night
The steadfast march of the triumphant light ,
Allelual ’







