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CHRISTMAS, 1953
B y S h i r l e y  L. H i l l

Another Christmas is vouchsafed to us!

How we do marvel at the swiftness of Time, as it hurries by us ; we 
keep trying to catch up, usually in vain. And then there is a perceptible
pause a moment in which we say, wonderingly: "  Christmas is
almost here! ”  The problems which loomed large, begin to take on 
their natural proportions. We quiet our busy minds, take a deep 
breath spiritually, and then the glory of the Christmas message sweeps 
over us anew. Another Christmas, but the same Christ Child who 
came humbly to lie in a stable ; who walked the paths of Galilee with 
folks like you and me ; who willingly took up His Cross, that forevermore 
our crosses may be light. In the beauty of His face, we see again the 
pure splendor of a thousand Christmases.

Let the world go rushing past you this holy season. Enjoy the 
Lovely songs, the ornaments, the festive gaiety of a family all together; 
enjoy the wondrous delight of a child’s unbelieving eyes as he sees 
beneath the tree, the very thing he wanted. But as you do, remember 
that these are but the d e c o ra tio n s .... . they enhance the joy, but all 
alone, could never produce real happiness. On this day, let us put aside 
some of that precious Time, to recall that the baby Jesus grew up to be
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a man; that when He left this*world, He laid on you and me the responsi
bility . . . . .  .theburden . . . . .  to bring others into the fold of His 

f shepherding. If we have failed in this task, in the past, then, as the 
■ Christmas bells ring, put »their songs of Peace, let, us in a quiet hou& 

resolve to live more truly for this Christ Child whose day we celebrate.

Someone has said that: “  Happiness does not necessarily depend on 
social structures or systems of government, as our contemporaries seem 
to think. To me it seems primarily a question of equilibrium between 
the world by which man is surrounded and the world he carries in his 
heart.”  The message of Christ is one D fc H ope for the whole world. If 
the world which we carry ir> our hearts is one which includes every living 
creature in its loving, where understanding is the essence of its knowledge, 
then that world which*now seems so faint and dreamlike, can become the 
reality of a world around us. Let us not try to catch up with .the world, 
but as Christ did, draw the world unto us. He did not come- to condemn, 
but to save. In this Christmas season, let us not live, save to love.

SAINTS AND LIMA BEANS
B y  G r a c e  H o w a r d

Carefully planting lima beans here in my Kansas garden the other 
day, I thought of my garden-loving friend Walter Keyser. His first 
bean seedlings emerged all spindly and crooked, because, he said, he 

s planted them wrong side up.

. He told us about it in a  sermon once. Walter,wasn'^a real sermpn- 
pr^apher bjit one c îjin’t ^orgjetj ^Jifit^ Walter said because one couldn’t 

jfaij$jd observing what Walter was.

I t  chanced that Walter was appointed to preach the,anntial con
ference sermon in our Bengal-Orissa Mission that year. Standing there
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on the platform of Phillips Memorial Church, Khargpur, among the pots 
of ferns and crotons, he still looked only a boy—tall, straight, eager, 
utterly sincere.

• Walter did hot speak primarily of lima beans. Standing at ease 
with one hand on the pulpit beside him, he took sometime to look 'at:* h is ' 
audience, at! each separate fellow-missionary? Realizing how far we had 
travelled from our big or little home towns, and, on account of the war, 
hoW'faf some of us were still stranded from the fields we planned to serve, 
he made some remark about our ability to feel at home anywhere in the 
world.

But Walter was not preaching- about feeling at home. Most 
missionaries do feel at home away from home. To them no part of1 
their Father's world is foreign. No, Walter’s theme was concerned with 
saints Since he knew so much about them he must have run across a 
few in his travels. He did not imply that any of the1 people in his 
aiidience that morning were saints. Certainly he never thought' of 
himself as being one.

Walter smoothed back his hair and straightened the collar of his • 
loose sport’s shirt. “  Saints ”  he said, can be recognized by. their radiant 
lives.1 ' That’s how we recognized the saint in him. Out of the calm* " 
ness betokening some deep-rooted anchor arose his badge of perpetual 
radiance to proclaim his identity.

Walter and his wife Eva had spent a term in Burma as Christian 
teachers. When war came, along with others they fled, thankful for 
their lives and ^he clothes on their backs. Across the bay, there in* 
Bengal at Bhimpore they' found another school of boys and another 
bean patch to plant. “  Saints,”  Walter went on in his sermon, “  are at 
home anywhere in the world.”  Yes, we could see that Walter felt at 
home in Bengal too.
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“ Saints,”  continued Walter, eyeing the veterans of twenty and 
thirty years’ missionary service sitting there before him and sure of their 
approval, “  believe in miracles. They believe in miracles because through 
faith they continually experience them.”  Walter had experienced the 
miracle of God’s grace in his own life and had seen it happen many, 
many times in the lives of Burmans and Bengalis, Karens and Santals.

“  Saints,”  Walter made his last point, "  like their neighbors. If I 
didn’t like mine I'd probably lose my mind.”  That's where he told us 
about the beans. "T h ey  got a bad start in life. Just so, some people 
get a bad start in life. Instead of condemning them one must try to 
understand them andlovingly and patiently show them a better way.”  
He said he—Walter—must be the channel through which God’s redeem
ing love could reach and change them,

And that was why, when the war was over, Walter and Eva went 
back to Burma. Years of storm had flattened everything. Beautiful 
Toungoo was gone. The school was gone. Thè students were gone, killed 
or scattered. There was no place to live until Walter built it. No place 
to bathe but the river. On a desperately hot May day in 1946, soon after 
arrival, Walter waded out into the broad river for his daily bath. The 
how and the why of his tragic death a few moments later will have to 
wait.

Saints do not really need to preach in words. Their lives and even 
their deaths speak for them. Hearing of her brother’s death, Walter’s 
sister Ruth hurried out to fill a place, not his but her own, as a nurse in 
the Moulmein hospital. Eva stayed on as she knew Walter would approve 
to help prepare greatly needed religious education material. She stayed 
until a stray bullet from a Karen rebel’s gun caught her in the head. 
Beyond that she stayed until it seemed best for her young son Jan ’s 
education to take him home to America.
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There is much I think and wonder about when I remember Walter 
Keyser, but planting garden in Kansas now, I think of Walter’s lima 
beans.

“ AND THE GLORY OF THE LORD SHONE 
'ROUND ABOUT THEM”

B y  H a z e l  S m it h

During the second week of September a quiet young Bengali 
preacher, a missionary of the Children’s Special Service Mission, held 
meetings for the children and young people of Bhimpore. He spoke 
once a day at the Girls’ School chapel, once a day at the Boys’ High 
School chapel, and during thé day held prayer meetings with various 
members of the staffs of our institutions here, discussing such subjects 
as “  The Christian Teacher’s Obligation to His Pupils, ”  and how to do 
personal work among young people. In the afternoons he had private 
interviews with any of the boys and girls who wished to talk with him, 
and answered their questions concerning the way of salvation.

In the evenings public meetings were held for all in the community. 
Excellent singing was a special feature of all of the meetings. Some of 
the songs were translations of Western type Gospel choruses, and some 
were to Indian tunes. By the time the week was over the young people 
had memorized many songs, which they have been singing in chapel and 
at evening prayers ever since.

On Saturday evening a meeting of witness was held, and all were 
given a chance to testify. Some of the young people testified to renewal 
of spiritual life because of help received during the meetings, and twenty* 
three girls and eleven boys expressed their faith in Christ as Saviour for 
the first time. We were all very happy at this response, and as they left
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the meeting rsinging, “  I have decided, I will walk with Jesus, ”  we prayed 
that each one would be given strength to follow to the end. One line of - 
that hymn goes like this, 44 Even if no one accompanies me, I will never 
turn back. ”  Some of them may have just such a testing time, when they 
must stand alone if they would follow Christ. So we need your prayers 
for all of them.

A group of the girls who made »the decision for the first time were 
orphans. They had regarded Miss Hill as their mother, so they wrote her 
a letter to America, telling her the happy news. One girl wrote, “  I 
cannot resist writing this good news to you to-day. It is this, that I "have 
confessed Christ as my Saviour. I have great joy in my heart. I am sad 
only that you are not here with us to-day. Please pray for me that-1 may. 
altfays be a faithful servant of Jesus Christ. ”

Tw'ogiris from non-Christian Santali homes tdldme later that there 
are no Christians in their villages, and that neither of : their fathers ors 
mothers knows anything about Christ except what the1 girls have 
been ableto share with them. Do join us all in prayer that the 'light of ' 
the Gospel may reach those parents as well, and that these two fine girts? 
may remain true to Him at whatever cost.

A SAINT GOES HOME
B y E t h e l  N . R o a d a r m e l

As the church bell tolled seventy-one times every Christian and- 
many ethers in Balasore knew on that morning of July 15th that a saint 
of God'had gone home. “ What joy Prdbodh Pastor must be having 
to-dayas He meets His Lord,”  said Miss Kittlitz, as she turned what* 
might have been a chapel service of mourning in the Girls' School "info a 
time oPunderst&ndirig of the victory over death and the certainty of eternal



life which the follower of Christ knows. Rev. Probodh Chandra Nayak 
was the most outstanding evangelist, pastor, and supervisor of village 
Christian work of the past generation in our Bengal-Orissa area. He 
was born in Balasore Feb. 28th, 1882 and through his long years of 
service was highly respected in the town of his birth by all communities, 
A great crowd of non-Christians gathered to attend the funeral service, 
along with many Christians. For the first time in the history of the 
church funeral service was held in the church yard, a mark of great 
regard for the one who had gone '* home. ”  Astonishment registered on 
the faces of curious Hindus as they witnessed a funeral at which no one 
mourned. Rev. R. K. Sahu, Executive Secretary of the Christian Service 
Society, gave a challenging message showing how Christ conquered death 
and has given to all who believe on Him the assurance of eternal life. As 
he told of the life of this saint, of his triumphant faith and of the 
blessing his life of faith had been to the people of Balasore, even in his 
last months of illness and suffering, we felt that Probodh Babu, in his 
death, was again witnessing to the power of his Lord.

Probodh Nayak’s father, a convert to the Christian faith, served in 
the Mission, and his wife, who had been brought up in the Jaleswar 
Mission orphanage, was a Bible women. Probodh was the oldest of five 
children. He studied in the Mission School, Balasore, but could not 
afford to go on for higher education and so joined the Orissa Police. The 
late Rev. George H. Hamlen saw the possibilities of this young man and 
took a personal interest in him. It was largely through the influence of 
this missionary and of Probodh's mother that he was led to consider God's 
call to full time Christian service. In later years he emphasized with new 
missionaries that the personal work that missionaries do with individuals 
is what counts for the most. He would then refer to the interest Dr. and 
Mrs. Hamlen showed in him when he was a school boy. Leaving the 
Police service he went about preaching the Gospel in the villages with the 
late Rev. Natobar Singh. For a time he served at Mitrapore as village
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school teacher and then as hostel master at the Balasore Boys’ School. 
Provision was then made for him to study in Midnapore at our Bible 
School where he received training for evangelistic work.

In 1904 Probodh Babu was located at Basta to work with Gobordhan 
Mishra whose field of service he took over completely upon the latter’s 
death. Like Paul the Apostle, he travelled about establishing churches and 
winning people to the Lord Jesus Christ. Some of our preachers to-day 
look back to their conversion under his influence. From 1917 to 1923 he 
served as pastor of the Balasore Church and then went to fill the need at 
Chandbali from where he had a part in the starting of other village 
churches. For different periods he again served at Balasore and for one 
period took the place at Hatigarh of a missionary who was on furlough. 
He and his wife, Rasamoni, even supervised the Girls’ Hostel at Balasore 
one summer while the lady missionary was on vacation.

In 1937 Probodh Babu was appointed Supervisor of the churches of 
Balasore District. A man of rare tact, patience, and understanding he 
was called upon to smooth out difficulties arising in the churches, and 
misunderstandings between individuals. A six month’s period as pastor 
of the Midnapore Church brought a deeper spiritual life to its members. 
In 1942, at the age of 60, he reluctantly accepted retirement from Mission 
service, when the Balasore Church was without a pastor he was asked to 
fill this place again which he did for five years, giving up the pastorate at 
the age of 67. It was only illness that kept this saint of God from con
tinuing in active service. His association with the Home Mission Board 
until the age of 60, his touring in the villages with the preachers, his 
evangelistic zeal and warm interest in individuals endeared him to all. 
To the end he was keenly interested in every village.

On New Year’s Day of this year's Probodh Pastor, as he was affec
tionately called, attended the church service at Balasore, altho’ weak in 
body and suffering more than he would let anyone know. In March lie
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officiated at the wedding of an orphan girt. When he Could no longer 
leave his home, and even when confined to his bed, he continued to witness 
for Christ to those who came to see him. To the last his mind' was keen 
and he continued reading, studying, and making notes. Who can say 
what was accomplished during those days because of his deep prayer life 
as he lifted up to God individuals and churches for power and blessing ?

Rev. Probodh Chandra Nayak is survived by his wife Rasamoni 
and by his son, Isaac, who is on the staff of the Boys’ Technical School, 
Balasore. Prayervand faith sustained him through to the end of the last 
three weeks when he was in great suffering. The bells tolled to announce 
to all who knew him that a saint of God had gone home to be with the 
Lord whom he loved and to whom he wasrfaithful to the end.

LABOUR AND LEISURE
What use does the Indian industrial worker make of his leisure 

time ? An answer to that question is necessary for all who seek to engage 
in welfare work in an industrial center in India. The American Baptist 
Bengal-Orissa Mission, realiring the importance of this question, has 
begun a survey of two thousand workers in the Jamshedpur area. The 
findings of this survey will be used as a basis for drawing up a welfare 
program for industrial workers.

The information forthe survey is being obtained through personal 
interviews with workers in the lower income bracket groups. Although 
questionnaires have been furnished to the people making the survey it is 
not our intention that each interview should follow a set pattern. We 
prefer the interviews to be informal and we want pictures of living people 
rather than statistics. Our main aim is to find out what the worker does 
outside of working hours and to relate his leisure time expenditures to 
his total income«
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Studies of this nature have been made in other countries but, so far 
as we know, no such study has been made in India. We have encountered 
certain difficulties that are typical of the East. The joint family system 
complicates getting an accurate statement of the total income. Women 
are wary of strangers but are willing to talk to people they know. Our 
interviewers have to be linguists as the interviews are conducted in 
various languages, the chief ones being Hindi, Bengali, Telegu, Oriya, 
Santali and English. Many of the men are suspicious and will not talk 
until they know the purpose of the interview. Certain subjects get no 
response as for example the question of part time jobs, (not permitted by 
the Steel Company) and references to extra marital sex activities. Our 
most comprehensive case histories are obtained by local people who are 
known and trusted in their communities. We have on our staff welfare 
workers, teachers, steel plant employees, pastors, college students, nurses, 
and business men. They have all received instructions in conducting 
interviews and some of them have had previous experience in this type of 
work. We endeavor to check on their interviews at frequent intervals to 
make sure they are getting the information we want.

As yet we do not have enough interviews on hand to justify any 
general conclusions but a year from now we hope to have an accurate 
picture of the use made of leisure time by workmen in Jamshedpur.

Sample interviews are given below to indicate the nature of the 
survey. “  Mr. K , is a native of the Punjab, 38 years of age, and is work
ing in Tisco as a sheet mill rougher. He is married and has three 
Children whom he would like to see trained in Western manners and 
customs. His pride and joy is a water buffalo which recently calved. 
He pays Rs. 40 a month for feetf for the animal but says it is a good in
vestment as he sells Rs. 80 worth of milk each month. The Rs. 40 profit 
he spends on liquor, tobacco and the cinema. He maintains that these 
•“  vices,”  as he calls them, do not upset his budget as his salary Rs. 250 a
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month is left intact, Mr. K. spends his leisure time in looking after his 
buflalo and in gardening. When he retires he expects to settle on a farm 
in the Punjab. He has no suggestions for improving his standard of 
living but for all of India he would like to see the caste system abolished. 
He says, “  India’s standard of living will not rise until caste goes. ”

“  Mrs. W. is an Anglo-Indian widow 28years of age. She attended 
a mission boarding school as a girl and has completed seventh standard. 
Her father was a Roman Catholic but she claims to be a Protestant. She 
has not been to church for a long time. Her husband was a truck driver 
and he died two years ago. Mrs. W. has had four children, three of 
'whom died, one of small-pox and two of dysentry. The remaining child 
is a girl two and a half years of age. After Mr. W. ’s death Mrs. W. got 
a job as telephone operator but she lost that job and since then has had 
no steady employment. When first interviewed she was destitute and 
living in an out-house on a friend’s compound near the station. She had 
made up her mind to commit suicide but wanted to make provision for her 
daughter first. Her only source of income in recent months has been from 
men with whom she shared her room. Her friend did not want her 
property used in this way and asked Mrs. W. to leave. Mrs. W. went to 
stay at the station and while there got a temporary job as ayah in one of 
the waiting rooms. Mrs. W. is fluent in English, Hindi and Telegu. She 
is willing to work hard and is devoted to her daughter. She has no 
suggestions for her future except the one already mentioned (sijicide) and 
unless help comes soon she will probably carry out her intention.”

' Mr. A . is a Hindu of twenty-five years of age. He has a wife 
and two children whom he supports on Rs. 60 per month. He works as 
a sweeper in the Tata Main Hospital. When asked whether or not his 
wife worked too he replied, ‘.It is not our custom to have women leave 
their homes. ’ Mr. A. is always neat in appearance and keenly interested 
in bettering his position. He attends night school and when on night
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duty at the hospital he brings his books and studies for a good part of the 
night. His only luxury is pan for which he spends Rs. 3 per month. 
When off duty he plays with his children and takes care of his vegetable 
garden. Infrequently he goes to the cinema. He lives in a Harizan 
colony and is on good terms with his neighbors. Mr. A, expects to 
educate his children in the local Harizan School and he is anxious for them 
to have a better opportunity than he has had. Because of his small in- 
come he has not thought about securing land as a provision for retire
ment. "

“  Mr. G. is a married man of thirty-five years of age, with a wife and 
seven children. Three children are at home and are all suffering from 
malnutrition. The four older children were put into boarding schools in 
Calcutta and they have never been brought home since entering the school. 
The parents have kept their home address a secret in order that the school 
authorities may not dun them for fees.

“  Mr. G. bad a good position in the army during the war but since 
leaving the army has not had a permanent job. He and his family are 
living in a small room in the home of a friend. Both husband and wife 
smoke, spending about Rs. 10 per month for cigarettes. They would 
like to go to the cinema but cannot afford it. They are avid readers and 
borrow books from their friends. They spend at least an hour a day in 
reading. Mr. G. and his wife share the house work which includes cleaning 
the house, washing the childrens’ clothes, and doing the cooking. 
Although both are Christians they attend church only twice a year 
(Christmas and Easter). A new addition to the family occurs regularly 
every year. At the moment Mr. G . is working for a contractor and gets 
Rs. l5o/-per month. Mr. G 's main leisure time interest, apart from 
reading, is gardening and poultry. Unfortunately, due to lack of space 
and funds Mr. G is not able to enjoy this hobby.”

C l a r e n c e  G. V i c h e r t ,  
StpUmbtr 1 1 , 1953.
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HERE WE GO’ROUND THE VILLAGE
S h i r l e y  L. H i l l

Wish you could have been with me one morning this week, as I 
made my rounds of the village. It would make a book all in itself, if I 
had the skill to weave it into a story.

First I went to visit a young woman my age, with three children, 
who has Tuberculosis of the lungs and kidney. She had just got back 
from Vellore a few weeks before, where we had sent her to have a thorough 
test and treatment. She didn’t stay there because the food made her 
ill (Telugu curries are H O T !). So, home she came . . . .  and a few days 
later, as she was lying in bed, she heard a splash at the well out in the 
courtyard. No one else was at home but she and her small son, so she 
ran in a panic out to the well. As she got there, she saw her son’s head 
appear on the surface of the water. He waved feebly, and then went 
down again. Mind you, this woman is sick, and is supposed to spend all 
her time flat on her back ! Well, to make a long story a trifle shorter, 
she jumped into the well, and her feet touched the body of the child, 
down about four feet in the water. So she held on to the sides of the 
well with her hands, clamped her feet around the boy's head, and levered 
him, with her legs, up to the top of the water, somehow. When she got 
him to the surface, she used one hand to get his hands around her waist 
and then, with a last spurt of effort, clambered out of the well, dragging 
him with her. The amazing thing is that neither mother or child is the 
worse for the incident, apparently ; Parboti is getting along fine now, and 
taking her Streptomycin injections regularly.

The next family I chatted with was a non-Christian Santal home 
where they have six sons, no girls. She could be the poorest woman in 
Bhimpore, but as long as she has six boys, she’s rich, by Oriental 
standards. Her “  kopal”  (fate) is very good, as they say. She looked 
very tired, for she had been working hard out in the rice fields for days,
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and at night her husband sleeps out there, to see that thieves don’t steal 
the precious paddy. It is a weary life for them,

Then I went to visit Narain Pastor, who has been practically at 
death’s door for a month or more. Typhoid, probably, with pneumonia 
thrown in for good measure! He was sitting up, a veritable miracle, 
when I got there, eating a handfull of rice. He has been a pastor in 
our mission for over thirty years, and retired in Bhimpore some years 
ago, a really wonderful old man. All the time he was sick, with such
high fever, he kept calling for the “ Sahib,”  and as soon as Glenn
returned from the hills, he was told about this. He went the very
next morning, but he had such high fever, so didn’t recognize Glenn
or me. All that week we went several times a day, praying that 
this valiant spirit might gain rest. Finally, one day, he was conscious 
enough to realize that Glenn was there, and relieved his burdened mind ; 
he had been worrying all this time about the future of his daughter, who 
is taking her teacher’s training in Calcutta, afraid that if he died, there 
would not be enough money for her to finish her course. As soon as 
Glenn reassured him on this matter, it was as though Peace had thrown 
a veil of restfulness over his tired, wrinkled old face. He must be nearly 
70 years old, which, in a land where the average life expectancy is twenty- 
seven, is something of a phenomenon.

From there, I wandered through the maze of tiny mud huts, chatting 
here and there, discussing babies, the rice crop, weather, etc., and then 
went on to see blind Manik, who pulls our big mat punkah (fan), and 
lives in a crowded little house with his wife and seven children. One 
pair of boys are identical twins, who are the especial favorites of our 
elder son, Leslie. The surprising thing is that they are fourteen years 
old, and Leslie only seven, but they are the same size ! The oldest girl, 
who has a lovely face, with large, radiant eyes, is crippled from polio, and 
has been unable to walk for quite a few years. She cannot do heavy 
household tasks, but sits patiently all day, and sews dresses, pants,, clg.,
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for all the rest of thè family. SRé is a good "little- séamstress. Manik,. 
with his sightless eyes, seems to have been recompensed by a spiritual 
insight. He manages to keep very cheerful, and never misses a church- 
service, where his voice is always one of the first to raise in song.

After a little talk with Bipin, the weaver, who showed me his-T 
gamcha’s and sarees with great pride, I went to see a young-woman who- 
lives nearby, who has six daughters, no sons ! Notter*of the children had® 
a bit of clothing on, so I asked Gurudri to bring them to me for clothing- 
the next day. I noticed her oldest girl was missing, and was shocked t<P
find that she had been married while I was in the hills eleven years '
old ! When11 expressed my fears for a child of that age, Gurudri shrugged*J 
her shoulders and said : “  We had no rice in the house, and she would?
have starved here ; so we sent her to her father-in-law’s house. They 
have rice there ; anyway,’ she knew she had to go sometime soon ! ”  la 
the usual course of- Indian events, this little girl,-who never had a chance- 
to go to school, will probably have borne five or six children by the time- 
she is twenty-five, and do you wonder1 that it is doubtful if she would live - 
mtìch longer than thirty ?

My last visit was to a large Christian home in the village ; a house 
of educated folks, who have all been mission employees at some time or 
another, for many years. The little baby boy in this household, looked 
on as their most- precious possession, was born about ten months ago  ̂
the baby has been sick and the family is frantic about it, and my? 
ptirposé in going there, was to reassure them that we are making arrange  ̂
ments for the baby to be cared for in a safe mission hospital, if at all' 
possible.

So many stories, so many people; so many sorrows, a few laughs. . .
a few tears. and a great victory. If I do nothing more than win
the friendship of these, our people, in our first term of service, I will be 
glàd.
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“ WHAT IS CHRISTMAS ? ”
G e r t r u d e  V B r o x

Sitting at my desk this hot September morning, I ask “  What is 
Christmas ? ”  And a hundred things come to my mind. Salvation 
Army bells—church chimes—colored lights and frosted window panes— 
quiet, velvety snow—moonlight tangled in the hoar frost—“ Jingle BellsM 
and “ Santa Claus is Coming to Town”  and “ White Christmas” — 
cedar boughs and popping corn and mistletoe hanging in the door way— 
drawing straws for the wishbone—ice skating in the moonlight—overshoes 
squeaking in the snow and the ice on the lake cracking and booming in 
the cold—a small boy joyfully crying, “  Oh, Gertie, I got a thousand 
things ! " — One Christmas that was only heartache and another that was 
pure light—I remember a “  depression Christmas ”  and a dime-store 
necklace. Perhaps because I was almost beginning to grow up, I vaguely 
recognized in it a love that I would never fully understand, and that 
necklace means Christmas to me. It has long since gone the way of all 
cheap jewelery, but it lives in my memory still as the loveliest necklace 
1  ever wore.

I think, “  All of these things are Christmas to me, because they are 
all a part of my experiences of it, but if Christmas is a part of that which 
sent me to India, and this is Christmas—? ”  Again my memory is 
filled with sights and sounds. Chimes from the church tower—“  Come, all 
ye Faithful”  and “ Silent Night”  and “ O Holy Night” —the small chapel- 
car-church where I first met Jesus Christ as someone personal to me—a 
college choir singing its annual Christmas Vespers and the holiness of 
that hour—Stainer’s awe-filled “  For God So Loved the World ”  heard on 
another occasion in that same college church, and then heard again with 
the background of a leper colony in India, that great hymn was almost 
unbearable in its greatness—I sit again on the roof top in the quiet moon-
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light of an Oriental night and reflect upon the significance of Christmas 
Eve, and my own identity is swept away for a while in the floodof the love 
that He sends.

Still I am not satisfied. I think, "  For God so loved the world—”  
and like all men in all ages since I came, I have to confess that I do not 
really know all that those words mean. I think, “  I have come that ye 
might have life,—J> and again I recognize that I only dimly see what He 
means by “  life. ”  I think, “  . . whom having not seen ye love . . . .  
with joy unspeakable and full of glory . . . ”  And I remember that the 
light shines in the darkness and the darkness cannot put it out.

After many attempts to answer my question, I say to myself, 
"Christmas is all of these things, and more. It is not quite the same to 
any two people, because no two people have had the same experiences. 
But everyone who knows and loves the Lord Christ knows what Christmas 
is. And that which is really Christmas can be felt and shared and 
nurtured and increased, but it can never be imprisoned in words.”

“ AMERICAN RACE RELATIONS”
(The following speech is given in full, as delivered by Dr. Samuel 

D. Proctor, Dean, School of Religion, Virginia Union University, 
Richmond, Virginia. Dr. Proctor made a tour of the Bengal-Orissa 
mission stations under the auspices of the “  Ministry of Fellowship’ 1 of 
the American Baptist Convention. This address was given at the 
September 14 meeting of the Jamshedpur Rotary Club).

The Negro-White relations in America may be called a problem 
because the Negroes are more and more assertive in demanding their 
equal .rights under the American Constitution. The indifference and the 
antagonism of Southern Whites towards the Negroes persists, and the 
role of America as the chief guardian and spokesman of the free nations
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is seriously questioned by those who are »ware of the race situation in 
the United States. It is unfortunate that a fair and complete picture of~ 
tfie entire situation is so rarely presented. Either one has been given a 
rosy picture by an American white person, a terribly biased picture by an 
anti»-American propagandist, or one has gathered his impression from 
Harlem or Chicago’s Southside which are most frequently exposed to 
tourists. The total life of the American Negro must betaken into account 
before any conclusions should be drawn, and the great majority of NegroesT5 
still live'in the thirteen Southern states in a segregated system.

One must always remember the history of the Negro in America^ 
in order to understand the attitudes of the Southern whites. The Negroes 
were the slaves of Southern whites for more than two centuries. It was 
believed that Negroes were biologically inferior, incapable of self-deter
mination, and never due equal status with whites. The Civil War left 
the South in a state of economic depression and social chaos. The whites 
were disfranchised and the newly freed Negroes were to dominate the 
political life of the South for a decade, shaping the fortune of their 
former masters.

When the Southern whites regained their right to vote, they began 
a campaign to ** put the Negro in his place.”  Segregation laws were 
passed to give the Negro a second class status in the life of the South« - 
Poor housing, poor schools, limited job opportunities and health education • 
retarded the Negro to such extent that the whites found it possible to 
spread the myth that colour had some correlation to ignorance, crime and 
delinquency. In spite of this hindrance of segregation and the fact of 
racial prejudice, Negroes have made tremendous gains in the past eighty- 
five years of emancipation. The battle goes on for the abolition of all 
traces of racial discrimination, thus far n  per cent of all industrial workers 
in America are Negroes, 4 per cent of the shop foremen, and 7 pef" 
cent of all American professional women. In the United States A rm y’
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- there are 4,000 Negro officers, and as the integration of Negroes in 
federal employment began on a large scale in World War II it has 
continued and accelerated.

There; is disagreement among .Negro leaders, ab.qut. the future. 
Some feel that integration is much closer than others, but there is little 

; disagreement on the forces, which wqrk in the Negroes' behalf: The
Supreme Court, the labor movement, the National Association for the 
Advencement of Colored People, the multiple interracial social and 
educational projects all over America, the federal government and its 
authority in areas which transcend-state .government, enlightened, un
compromising Negro leaders and white leaders of, goodwill who have 
made the whole battle.for equal rights an easier one.

The Negroes have never looked to self-styled messiahs for their 
deliverance, but instead they have fought their way through the courts 
and through education. Communism failed in its bid for the Negro. 
There, have never been as many as 1,500 Negro members of the Com
munist party in America. The paradox is that in spite of his limitations 
in America, the system promises more than any other and the Negroes’ 
loyaltyto his country has never been questioned. The greatest single

- retarding-factor in -the'Negroes’ integration is the accommodation of the 
Negro himself to a segregated order. He has discovered ways of making 
a living, buying a home and the other conveniences of life in the midst of 
racial segregation'.  ̂Negro professional men and educators have become 
secure within the pattern of a dual society, and Negro business men have 
not had to compete with white hotels and restaurants. A visit to some 
of the cities of the deep South like Atlanta, Houston, Richmond or 
Norfolk would, shock many outsiders. They would discover -Negroes

J living on an economic scale comparable to that of their most well-to^do 
white neighbors. This adjustment has caused many Negroes to become 
indifferent and apathetic, and their progress has been seriously impeded.
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In many large Negro communities where no voting restrictions exist» 
only 10 per cent of the eligible Negroes bother to vote. That is true of 
the whites also, but the Negroes have reason to be more concerned.

This economic well being is deceiving, however ; there are still too 
many Negroes on the bottom because of segregation and the average 
income of the Negro is lower— ■—— much lower—— — than the 
whites. Alert, sensitive and loyal American Negroes are still aware of 
the second class status and are fighting it every day. '

OUR PRAYER CORNER
“  For God, who commanded the light to shine out darkness, hath 

hined in our hearts, to give the light of the knowledge of the glory of God 
in the face of Jesus Christ."

Remembering that His light is sufficient to dispel the powers of 
darkness, we ask that you join in prayer with us that :

1. The missionaries, pastors, Bible women and all laymen of the 
church in this mission fieid, may lift high this light, as “  Torchbearers "  
whose light cannot fail.

2. This mission field may review its program with prayerful 
objectivity, and in the light of our people’s needs, we may turn its whole 
efforts to a strengthening of the church and the extension of its program.

3. Join with us in prayer that the Boys of the Bhimpore 
Orphanage, who have recently removed into the more directly Christian 
influence of the Christian Hostel of the Boys* High School, may be 
blessed, and that they, each of them, may come to a saving knowledge of 
Christ.

4. That our students in higher training may do well in their studies 
in this coming year. Pray for our fine young people that their efforts 
will be blessed, and their talents channeled into work in His kingdom.
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ANSWERS TO PRAYER
Our gratitude for the continuing progress of Mr. Jotin Das, at the- 

Tuberculosis Hospital in Jorhat, Assam,
We are thankful for the fact that our young Bhimpore girl,. 

Sotyaprobha Hansda, has now been placed in the Pendra Road Tuber
culosis Sanitorium, where her speedy recovery is more assured.

We give thanks for the news of the recent appointment to our field1 
of Dr. Bina Sawyer, who will answer one of our greatest needs in the 
form of medical aid for our rural districts. She will lead in the establishing’ 
of centers of aid in this medical program, and establishing a public health 
service.

Also cause for rejoicing is the knowlege that a nurse, Miss Aloha Jo y  
Ingalls, will follow soon after Dr. Sawyer, to assist in this medical program' 
which is so desperately needed.

NEWS ITEMS
Rev. and Mrs. A. L. Sanford, with Danny and Virginia Kay, sail 

from the West Coast of the U .S.A. on October eight. We welcome them 
most heartily back to the field, with the hope that they return to us rested 
and refreshed from their furlough at home.

At a recent meeting of the Board of Managers of the W A B F M S  
in New York, Miss Grace Hill and Miss Naomi Knapp were presented 
with special service award pins. Both of these fine women have labored 
for over 25 years in the Bengal-Orissa mission field. Miss Hill is now 
retired and lives in Bain bridge, N .Y . Miss Knapp, after a short furlough, 
will rerurn to the field for a last term of service. Our sincere congratula
tions to these two good friends !
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Miss Conniej I*ou ¿Sanford is pow .jeprqUed ¿as a Freshman at 
Whitworth College, Spokane, Washington. We wish her the best of 
luck as she begins her college career.

The visits among our various stations of both Rev. Richard Cummings 
•and Dr. Samuel Proctor, were most appreciated. Travelling ¡on; a 

ministry of fellowship, ” with their warm smiles and eagerness .to under
stand the ways of the people in this land, they gave us a new, and better, 
^understanding of “  fellowship. ”

Using the theme, “  This is the D a y ,”  the Il6th meeting of the 
«Bengal-Orissa Mission met in Conference at Balasore from October 1-5, 
with Dr. John Skoglund, Miss Hazel Shank, and Mrs. L. Colwell as our 
'honored guests. A report of this conference, with its high hopes and 
aims, will appear in the next issue of Tidings.

Mrs. C. C. Roadarmel, who has been Editor of this publication 
for several years, returns to the U .S.A . on furlough, sailing from 

“Bombay on November nth . Mr. Roadarmel will follow her in 'March. 
To both of them we wish a wonderful time of rest and refreshment, as they 
go from us. Not only has Mrs. Roadarmel worked untiringly as Editor 

jof. Tidings, but she has smoothly operated the Mission Rest House in 
jKhargpur, ¿a lw ays¡graciou s hostess to j .tired travellers. Above and 
¿beyond the cafl of duty, she has spent hours upon hours at the Khargpur 
hospital, arranging for diagnosis, treatment, and sometimes.hospitalization 
-of the.poor m ofu^j patients brought in from, places ¡like Bhimpore anjd 
iHatigarh, wh^re there is no adequate medical aid. Our prayers and 
.gratitude go along with Ethel. To Rev. C. C. R9adarmel,,affectionately 
known as “  Roady, ”  we also extend our thanks and good wishes. He
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lias served faithfully as our mission Secretary for a number of years. 
We trust they will have a wonderful furlough with their family at home.

This issue of Tidings was put out by Shirley L . Hill. Succeeding 
issues, through the coming year, will be edited by Miss Gertrude Brox.

On our cover, you will see a picture of Walter, Eva and Jan Keyser, 
taken in their Burma garden shortly before war struck. Many of you will 
know him from his Burma missionary days, and he is held in an especial 
place of remembrance for the months he and his family served in our 
•field. In this issue is an article written about Rev, Keyser, by Grace 

€ Howard, a former B.O. missionary (retired), who shares with us her 
personal admiration for this fine family.

We heard recently of the marriage of Mrs. Eva Keyser. She 
resides at 1717 Cornell Ave., Yakima, Washington. We do offer our 
warm congratulations to the happy couple, and pray that their new life 
together will be blessed.

Printed and published by Rev. B. Pradhan at the Orissa Mission Press, 
Cuttack, f or Mrs. C. C. Roadarmel, Editor, Khargpur, W. Bengal, India.
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