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W H E R E  A R E  T H E Y  N O W ?
H aze l  E. S m it h

Many of the readers of Tidings know that a famine orphanage 
was started in Bhimpore as the result of the Bengal famine 
of 1943-1944. Reports of the progress and activities of some 
of these children have been given from time to time. Now that 
most of them are grown up and away from “ home,” (for of course 
they think of Bhimpore as home), a further report on where 
they are and what they are doing seems in order. It will of 
course not be possible to give a complete one, for some of the 
children have not kept contact after they left and we have no 
recent news of them.

It seems that we have been more successful in keeping in 
touch with the girls than with the boys. Perhaps that is due 
to boys’ greater sense of adventure and desire to be “ on their 
own.” But several of them are still in close connection with 
our work.

Badal, who married Subasini, one of the orphan girls, in 
their village home after relatives had succeeded in persuading 
them to go there, became very ill in his village and wrote for 
Probha, our nurse, to come and get him. Probha and her 
son Boren went with the car and brought them back, with all 
their small belongings. The younger orphan children shared 
their food with them and Probha cared for them until both 
were well and strong. Presently they asked for and received 
baptism in the Bhimpore Church. For a time Badal worked 
as general man-of-all work for the Glenn Hill family until they 
went to the States; then he returned to Bhimpore and opened 
a tea shop. On the side he raised cows and goats and kept a 
productive garden, and Subasini worked right along with him 
in all these home activities. At present he has taken on the 
work of purchasing the food supplies for the boys’ and girls’ 
hostels, and is a faithful, hard working young father and husband.
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Another orphanage “ match” was that between Saidul and 
Nenki. Both of these young people were of Mohammedan 
background, and have relatives who urged them to return to 
their ancestral faith. Nenki took the step of baptism first, 
shortly after she became of age, even though she had an under
standing of engagement with Saidul and was not sure that he 
would follow her in this step. At the time Saidul was away 
in a teacher training school, and while still a student there 
he made an open profession of faith and came to Bhimpore to 
be baptized. He is one of the few boys who have finished high 
school. At present he and Nenki make their home in Bhimpore, 
and Saidul teaches in the Bhimpore Primary School.

Several of the boys went to Balasore Technical School for 
further training, after they had gone as far as ability would 
allow them in the Bhimpore Boys’ High School. Among 
these was Badal’s younger brother, Kotia. While at Balasore 
he felt the definite call of Christ to accept Him as his Saviour, 
and even walked the twenty miles to Bhimpore in order to be 
present for the baptismal service, when due to some lateness 
in train he had missed the last bus from Midnapore. He is 
an earnest young man, and is serving faithfully as driver for Miss 
Lillian Brueckmann. Of course all of these young people need 
our continued prayers for their growth in spiritual life and 
that they may be active witnesses for Him.

Among others who have attended Technical School, two are 
out in employment, one in Calcutta and one in Chandipur, and 
have not yet made profession of faith, in spite of many prayers 
for them. Another of the boys, a Christian from the Kora field, 
Rongu Singh, is in the police force in Calcutta. He was married 
to one of the orphan girls Chura, who had rheumatic fever as a 
child, and who died suddenly last year, leaving two small 
children who are being raised by relatives of theirs. Rongu 
needs our prayers as he lives amidst the temptations of a big 
city.
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Among the girls, two have completed school and training 
and are in service in their chosen professions. Priti Das was 
the first of our orphanage girls to finish nurses’ training. She 
did well in both regular nurses’ training at Sarenga Mission 
Hospital, and in midwifery training at Jiaganj Mission Hospital, 
and now is a staff nurse at the former hospital. It is a joy to 
watch her as she works quietly among the patients, or leads with 
dignity in the morning prayers in the little hospital chapel.

The second girl to finish her professional training is Soudamini 
Murmu, a girl who came to us from Bhimpore village but who 
was raised in the orphanage. She has this year completed a 
graduate course in teaching, which follows on the B.A. degree, 
and is employed as the Headmistress of the Bhimpore Girls’ 
Junior High School. She is quite young for this responsibility, 
and is fortunate in the helpful experienced staff of Christian 
teachers whom she has to help her. She is our only orphanage 
girl to complete higher education and we are quite proud of her.

Another girl is preparing to teach in high school, by taking a 
degree course in Home Science in Calcutta. She is Suhasini 
Das, who finished the Higher Secondary Course at Midnapore 
Girls’ High School. She and another Christian girl from the 
same high school are the only Christians in their hostel in 
Calcutta. We need to remember them in prayer that they 
may be real witnesses in this remarkable opportunity which 
they have.

Several of the girls are in nurses’ training in different places. 
Sulekha Mahato is in the last year of training at Satri Bari Hospital 
in Gauhati. She was joined there this year by Judy, one of the 
two (Nancy and Judy) who were raised by Miss Knapp and 
Miss Hill. Judy has now taken her full name, Pumima Mahato, 
and is doing her best to make a success of her nurses’ training. 
Two other girls, Sriti Das and Sarada Das, are in training at the 
Methodist Mission Hospital at Sarenga. Renuka Bhuyia is 
in her first year of training at the British Baptist Hospital at
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Berhampore in Orissa, and another of the girls has been accepted 
to enter there very soon. The girls who are in Assam or Orissa 
have to learn a different language for the medium of instruction, 
but fortunately both languages are sufficiently similar to Bengali 
to facilitate learning them.

One of our girls is taking the two year Bible course at Cuttack 
Bible College, training to be a Bible-woman. She is Annada 
Das, and she will finish her course at Cuttack in November.

Many of our girls have married and are now busy at the full
time and very important occupation of making a Christian home. 
Sushila, mother of three children, lives in Bhimpore and her 
husband works at the mission house. She is a lovely mother, 
and her happy smile is always there to welcome one. There 
may be fever or trouble in the house, but Sushila’s faith maintains 
her happy smile and it is a joy to visit her.

Three of our girls are married in Christian families in Midna- 
pore, five in the neighbouring Mission area of Sarenga, two 
in Bankura, three in Salgodia, one in Contai, one in Choinisole. 
Hazra, who went as far as the last year of high school at Midnapore 
has taken teachers’ training since her marriage and acts as a teacher 
as well as her husband who has had the same training. They 
are active members of the Methodist Church in Sarenga.

We follow all of these young people with our interest and 
prayers and love, and covet your prayers for them, too. I 
believe that this investment in human life would have been well 
worth while if only one had come to know Him. God has 
blessed far above that, and all of these have had the opportunity 
to know Him, Whom to know aright is life eternal, and all whom 
I have mentioned above, except the boys whom I indicated, 
have accepted Him and are attempting to serve Him in their 
different spheres and areas of work and life. We thank God 
for the faithfulness of the Christian staffs of the Bhimpore Or
phanage and Schools, who moulded these young lives and led 
them to know Him.
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A D O O R  A J A R

M rs L. C h r ist ia n

On our way back from Nepal, where we had been for a holiday, 
Miss Brueckmann and I were hurrying along the platform, in 
Howrah Station, to find accommodation on the Bombay Mail 
when we were suddenly intercepted by a short, handsome 
gentleman who stood in front of a compartment door, which 
was open. “Are you travelling by this train” , he asked us, 
“ Come in here, this is a women’s compartment. There is 
plenty of room here.”  He was so solicitous that we entered 
the compartment finding plenty of room. The man had followed 
us, and now standing very close fired away some questions. 
“Where are you coming from? . . . Oh, from Nepal? Why did 
you go there? Did you go there to do God’s work?” His 
eager interest surprised us. Then he broke into a confidential 
smile, and introduced himself, saying, “ I am a Nepali 
Christian.”

In my mind’s eye this man remains the symbol of his nation. 
Standing at the door of his country he shouts out his challenge 
to the Christian world, “ Come and enter, there are plenty of 
souls to be won, souls for whom Christ died. The door is no 
longer closed, it is ajar, ajar for you.”

Nepal, “ the forgotten valley, the last home of mystery” was 
a closed land to foreigners, including foreign missionaries 
until the revolution of 1950, which brought about many changes 
in the Constitution. Now the doors of the country have been 
flung open to foreign nationals, comprising tourists as well as 
those who are serving in various kinds of aid missions and 
development schemes. For Christian missionaries, however, 
the door is only ajar, because, though Christians are allowed to
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enter the country, the law of the land still forbids the Nepalese 
to change their religion. Recently punishment was meted out 
to eight young men who were baptized and also to the one who 
had baptized them.

Nevertheless, “ God moves in mysterious ways His wonders 
to perform.”  Indeed that was our main impression as we went 
about meeting different groups of Christians in Kathmandu. 
It was amazing to learn how God had been preparing His servants 
long ahead of time just for this momentous moment when the 
closed doors of Nepal would click open.

Our first contact was with a very small group of Syrian Christ
ian workers who belonged to the Mar Thoma Church in Kerala 
in South India. The four young men were students in the 
Biblical Seminary of Yeotmal when they started penetrating 
into Nepal during their vacations in order to explore possibilities 
of preaching the gospel to the Nepalese. Their first visit in 
1952 was encouraging, and so was the second visit the following 
year. After that they definitely decided to make Nepal their 
field of work. Finally after their graduation, about 1955, they 
ventured out in faith into this unknown land. Their Church 
in Kerala sent them out with her blessing, but assured them of 
no financial support. They depend entirely on free gifts from 
their church as well as from individuals.

What have these young men achieved in the past years? 
They have preached Jesus to school and college students, through 
tutoring classes, and by conducting Bible classes. They have 
made many personal contacts with others and have built a 
church where worship services, prayer meetings, etc., are 
regular y conducted. Five young Nepalese have been converted, 
one of whom is at present studying in the Union Biblical Seminary 
in Yeotmal. Two are outside of Nepal and the two others 
working inside the country in different capacities.

“ How did they baptize these five with immunity ? ” we asked. 
The men were baptized quietly during worship services with
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the doors closed. Time and again in Kathmundu I was reminded 
of Christ’s injunction, “ Be ye therefore wise as serpents; and 
harmless as doves.”  Even the church was not called a “ church” , 
but a dwelling house, because permission would not be given 
for building a church.

One of the important achievements of this Syrian Christian 
group is a bookstall in Kathmandu city. Every year many 
Bibles, New Testaments, and other Christian books are being 
sold there to non-Christians, thus proclaiming Christ to many 
a heart.

How did these young men conceive the idea of coming to 
Nepal? That is a marvel in the plan of God. Back in 1922 
Sadhu Sundar Singh was the special speaker in the well-known 
Maramon Convention in Kerala. He emphasized the duty 
of Indians to carry the Gospel to Nepal. In response to his 
appeal a Syrian Christian woman offered her two year old son 
for the work. It was that boy who persuaded the other three 
to take this venturesome leap into Nepal. That was how 
God prepared them for the opening of the closed doors.

Soon after the opening up of Nepal Dr Robert Fleming made 
several trips into that country under the auspices of the Chicago 
Natural History Museum in order to collect birds of Nepal. 
On these trips he was accompanied by some medical missionaries 
who rendered medical service to the public. This led to an 
invitation from the Government of Nepal to open medical work 
in the country. The result was the organization of the United 
Mission to Nepal, in which there are 19 co-operating Mission 
bodies of different countries. This Mission has a good hospital 
in the capital city with separate maternity and children’s wards, 
and two smaller ones in Tansen and Bhatgaon. There is a 
Community Service program in Gorkha District which includes 
schools, teacher training, adult literacy and education, dispensary 
and health service, agricultural improvements and a community 
Center. There are plans to open hospitals in two other places.
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Now, do these different services meet the challenge thrown 
out by the open door? Yes, they do in the same way as in other 
countries. The life of the Christian workers and the quality 
of their work are a Christian witness to the non-Christian world. 
Besides that there are opportunities for personal talks with 
patients, farmers and others.

There is a Girls’ High School in Kathmandu which is run 
by the United Mission to Nepal. Our visit there was a very 
pleasant one. The Principal, Miss Patterson, was helping 
out while the permanent principal, Miss Franklin, was in England 
on furlough. Over a delicious cup of tea Miss Patterson told 
us that they were not allowed to give Scripture lessons in School. 
They have about fifty girls in the boarding, however, who come 
under Christian influence. They are divided into four groups. 
Each group is a “house” , and a Christian teacher is in charge 
of each house, staying in the boarding. All these houses have 
their corporate daily prayers, which each girl gladly attends. 
Only two of the girls were from Christian homes, the others all 
Hindus. In reply to our question she said that so far no objection 
had been raised to the daily prayers, and that the girls love singing 
Christian songs.

Here again we were astounded to hear how God’s hand had 
been preparing for this school. Before there had been any 
inkling of the approaching Nepalese revolution Miss Franklin 
was collecting Christian personnel for the staff of the school 
she was contemplating in Nepal! When the opportunity 
occurred in they all came. So there it was, a full-fledged girls’ 
high school, run mostly by a Christian Nepalese staff. Over 
and above that there is a pastor also to shepherd the Nepalese 
Christian folk who made an exodus to Nepal from across the 
border.

The Nepal Evangelistic Band, drawing its personnel from 
Britain, Denmark and Australia, has a hospital, a leper colony, 
and other plans of growth in Pokhra on the West of Kathmandu.
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I had the good fortune to lay hands on one of their pamphlets, 
telling how the work started. It was interesting to note how 
bravely they met all the numberless difficulties which faced 
them in their attempt to start the work. But what intrigued 
me most was the way the few pioneer missionaries had been 
collecting tents, medical requisites, etc., and were ready at the 
border to enter Nepal when the opportune moment arrived.

The Mission to Lepers too has not lagged behind. It has 
entered and established a leprosarium on a beautiful hill some 
ten miles away from Kathmandu. It takes care now of 42 
patients, who are mostly burnt out cases. The Mission conducts 
two clinics a week in the valley.

The doctor of the leprosarium told us that a high caste Hindu 
woman was turned out of her home on account of leprosy which 
had deformed her. She had heard of the leprosy hospital. 
Slowly and laboriously she worked her way until at last she 
reached the hill. By that time she had reached the limit of her 
strength and fell unconscious on the road leading to the dis
pensary. Someone found her there and took her into a hut 
giving her the best care available. They noticed that she 
always had a sad face. On inquiry they found her sorrow was 
caused by having lost her most precious possession. What 
was it? “ A copy of the Bhagabad-Gita,” she replied. One 
of the workers gave her a Nepali New Testament which she 
began to read eagerly. Krishna Kumari now believes in Christ 
and is ever bright and cheerful. “ I have found something more 
precious than what I lost” , she says.

The National Missionary Society of India had its workers 
in Gorakhpur, on the Indian side of the border, who frequently 
crossed over to tell the Good News to the Nepalese, but the 
Mission station had remained in India. Now the Mission 
has opened a new station at Butwal just across the border in 
Nepal. We were delighted to meet the lovely young Syrian 
Christian couple who worked there.
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In the very heart of Nepal, in the city of Kathmandu, we 
found four places where Christian worship is being carried 
on regularly. What a thrill it was to hear the songs of praise 
rising to the throne of Heaven from the idol-worshipping land 
of Nepal. How marvellous to think that Christian hymns were 
being echoed and re-echoed among the enchanting hills and 
valleys of this country which had so rigorously set her face 
against Christian missionaries even only a decade ago.

Yes indeed, the lovely Himalayan is waking up from her long 
slumber. May she, when fully awake, find the compassionate 
Christ standing before her at the half open door, and may she 
eagerly respond to His sweet invitation, “ Come unto me, all 
ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”

I T ' S  A G I R L !

E t h e l  N. R oa d a r m el

“ Memsahib!”  Was I dreaming? Again, “ Memsahib!”  I 
jumped out of bed and from the upstairs veranda looked into 
the darkness. “ Who’s calling?”  “ I am.” Then I recognized 
the voice of our night watchman.

“ Has Prabha sent for me? Has she gone to Mirabel’s house? 
There was an affirmative answer to my inquiries.

“ I’ll be ready in a minute,”  I said, as I went back to the bed
room to put on my clothes. I glanced at the illuminated bedside 
clock. It was 1 a.m.

“ I ’m off, dear. We’ll need your prayers. It’s her first.”
I had my flash light. Should I take the Alladin lamp? (This 

is like lamps our grandmothers used, with a mantle). No, 
there is too much wind. The big hurricane lantern will serve, 
for I knew additional light would be of help at the village home
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to which I was going. I found mother and sister waiting to 
escort me. Yes, I had remembered to grab an old, but clean 
sheet out of the cupboard, so we would have something ready 
for receiving the baby. As I sat in the little room beside the 
young girl, who was lying on a wooden bed with roped bottom, 
I could but think of how different it is for the mother-to-be in 
the U.S.A., where nowadays she would be in hospital where 
everything is spotlessly clean and sanitary, a doctor on call, 
and where everything is done to keep pain at a minimum, if 
not to prevent it entirely. A thin pad was on the bed, but 
extended only to the girl’s hips; a pillow under her head. Clean
ing up afterwards is thus comparatively easy with a basin on 
the mud floor under the bed. The rope bottom could be 
scoured with soap and water. Women, who have never been 
inside of a Nursing Home (found in India’s cities, and similar 
to a private hospital), think I am exaggerating when I tell of 
the ease with which our daughter has had her babies in Florida. 
How can a baby be born if the mother does not do her part when 
the pains are upon her?

I am not a nurse, nor have I had mid-wifery training. Of 
what earthly use am I on a maternity case? The nurse says 
it makes it easier for her to have me present. “ They behave 
better when you are there.” So I have tried, whenever I was 
present, to encourage the mother-to-be. When it is hot in 
the little room and she is dripping with perspiration, I can fan her.

“ Pray, please, pray, memsahib. Ask God to bless me.”  
The nurse had stepped out of the room for a minute when the 
girl begged • for prayer. And so I prayed. Having a baby 
was a new experience for her and it was not easy to follow the 
nurse’s instructions.

“ You are a lazy girl. You have got to work and do your part, 
if you are to have a baby.”  “ No, you will not die. Don’t you 
want your baby?”  Thus the nurse urged her on with her type 
of encouragement, while the mother and grandmother added
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their words of wisdom, confirming what the nurse had said. 
From time to time the mother brought hot water for the nurse’s 
use, or cool water to assuage the daughter’s thirst.

“ How much longer will it be?” Our capable, and experienced 
nurse looked more concerned than I had seen her at other such 
times. Baby’s head was large. But at 6:10 a.m. a healthy 
child was born.

I was the first to announce “ It’s a girl.”  The grandmother, 
who had been giving what help she could towards the end, 
exclaimed, “All that trouble for a girl baby!”

“ Girls are lovely,” I said* “ andean be such a help in the home.” 
I knew what she was thinking. How costly it will be to raise 
a girl and get her suitably married! She will contribute nothing 
to the family income, unless she is clever and is able to finish 
High School and take some training for a vocation, and so 
delays marriage, or never marries. I knew, though, that in 
this Christian home this little granddaughter would be loved 
and cared for. I wrapped the babe in the sheet which had 
been folded several times and watched over her, while the 
nurse and grandmother tended to the new mother’s needs. 
When the baby had had a sponge bath, she was wrapped in 
an old sari, placed beside her mother, and covered with her 
blanket. A look of deep peace and thankfulness was on the 
face of the mother.

It was 7 o’clock. Prabha, the nurse, who had worked so hard 
and efficiendy, and I were ready to go home, but the young 
mother and grandmother insisted we must have a cup of tea. 
With it we each were served a fried egg, which I ate with my 
fingers, and some arrowroot cookies, purchased from the neigh
borhood store. I ate one and put the others in my pocket 
to take home. Breakfast was over, but I sat down to a strong 
cup of coffee and buttered toast.

Will the time come when India’s villages will have hospitals 
within easy reach? Government has this within her plans.
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Will her women, even a majority of them, know the comforts 
that surround child birth, and medical treatment, for the women 
of my native land? I am sure it is the prayer of every woman 
who knows, whether foreign or national, that these dreams may 
be realized.

Note: It was while Mrs Roadarmel lived in Bhimpore that 
she was able to help in this type of service. The above experience 
is true, but the real name of the young mother is withheld for 
obvious reasons.

P R O G R E S S  R E P O R T

J. G . G ilso n

The Treasurer’s office was moved from Kharagpur to Balasore 
in April, bringing all the office equipment and the Samanta 
family possessions by truck. So the office is again located in 
the little room on the southeast comer of our bungalow which 
was built for the purpose in 1947, and Mr C. R. Samanta and 
family are again living in the “ Clerk’s Quarters”  which was 
built for them in 1949 and is now being enlarged to meet the 
needs of the family. Two of Chittaranjan’s sons are now em
ployed, Mrinmoy as the book-keeper for the Christian Service 
Society and Hironmoy as book-keeper for the Balasore Technical 
School Workshop. The daughter Bithika, who is married and 
living in Calcutta, came with her baby for a visit in June.

The Christian High School, Balasore, sent up 25 boys for 
the High School Final examination of the Orissa Board of 
Secondary Education and 17 of them passed. This is 68 per cent 
which is far above the average of the state. Eleven more have 
appeared at the supplementary examination. Sukumar Mahanty 
of Rangiam village passed with very high marks (lacking just
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2 points in aggregate of making 1st division) and has gone to 
Serampore College for the Pre-University course in Science, 
hoping that he can go to Medical college after that.

The Technical School graduated the largest class ever this 
year; 21 in all, four of whom took Technical Diplomas and 17 
Artisan certificates. At the same time 5 certificates were issued 
for Typewriting, five for Shorthand and three for Book-keeping. 
The Commerce students all get jobs immediately, often without 
waiting to take their certificates, but according to the present 
law the Technicians can be employed only through the Govern
ment Employment Exchange, and they cannot register at the 
Exchange until they have their certificates to show.

The past two years we have had few applicants for admission, 
but this year we are enrolling a big class again and we hear that 
The Government Institute has a very small class in spite of adver
tising several times. One reason may be found in the following 
incident: Last month the District Development Officer, Balasore, 
advertised for technical staff for some new “ Industrial Training 
cum production Centres” in the rural areas. He got 65 applica
tions most of which were from trainees of the Government 
Industrial School, five of whom were former students of Balasore 
Technical School. All 5 of our candidates were among the 
7 selected, and not a single one from the I.T.I.’s—the selection 
being on the basis of tests, both practical and theoretical. Bhagabat 
Jena, a former carpentry instructor of Balasore Technical School 
was selected as foreman of one of the new centres. Prabhat 
Behera left our High School last year to be foreman of the 
Centre at Nilgiri, and Jadab Roul has now been transferred 
from another centre to be Metal work foreman at the same place 
which is developing rapidly under Prabhat. This is all a part 
of the Community Development program which was started 
several years ago with American aid and is now reaching out to 
many rural villages in India, and it is opening up a new area 
of service for our students.
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The Balasore Sunday School took the initiative for organizing 
a District Sunday School Union. They raised the money for 
the expenses of the meeting last year by a variety show and a 
sale at the annual Ananda Mela (fair) so that they could entertain 
all the delegates. This June they held a three day meeting at 
Balasore with delegates from all the Sunday Schools, or churches 
where Sunday Schools have not been organized, in Balasore District 
including the churches over the Bengal border which are con
nected with Hatigarh station and the Oriya-speaking churches 
of Jamshedpur—some 20 churches in all. Helping in the Con
ference were Miss Satyabati Behera, District Sunday School 
Supervisor, and Rev. J. K. Mahanty of the Cuttack Theological 
Seminary who is the Secretary of the Orissa Sunday School Union. 
This meeting served both for organization of the Union and 
for training of the leaders for better Sunday School work in 
the rural churches.

Y O U T H  R E T R E A T
R e v . B. K. S ah u

The Youth Retreat got off to a fine beginning in Jaleswar- 
Patna beginning June 1st running through the 5th, with 115 
in attendance. Among them were 22 leaders with various 
responsibilities. Mr Satya Mondal presided ably at the meetings.

The theme verse for the Conference was Philippians 1:21, 
“ For to me to live is Christ, and to die is gain” .

Early each morning Miss Satyabati Behera conducted the 
devotional services with the young people seated on the green 
meadow in a semi-circle around a symbolic cross marked flag 
at the top of a bamboo pole. Centering her thoughts on the 
theme verse she presented four fine, devotional messages.

Rev. B. K. Sahu, Convener of the Retreat Program Committee, 
vividly narrated the story of Christian martyrs based on the
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book, “ Pathway to Glory” . During the four days we heard 
of “ Christians persecuted by Communists in China;”  “  Christians 
persecuted by idolaters in Rome;”  “ Christians persecuted by 
Christians in Scotland;”  and “ Christians persecuted by Catholics 
in S. America.”

The third period was given over for group discussion on 
topics presented by the different speakers. The leaders created 
a great deal of interest in the discussions by setting questions 
for the young people to find the answers. There was keen 
competition among the 9 groups, in different languages, as prizes 
had been offered to the winners. Topics discussed were “ Dedi
cated Christian Youth and their Witness;”  “ Dedicated Christian 
Youth and Their Service;”  “ Dedicated Christian Youth and 
their Preaching;”  and “ Dedicated Christian Youth and their 
Giving.”  The group led by Sri P. C. Behera won the competi
tion and prize.

Besides the above competition there were other competitive 
items on the program such as games, songs and Bible general 
knowledge.

Sri Sot K. Das of Hatigarh and Miss Usharani Mohanty of 
Jamshedpur were honored with the special prizes for good 
conduct and helpfulness. Prizes were presented by the special 
speaker Mr David Dutt of Calcutta.

As usual the vesper services were conducted on the sandy 
banks of the Subarnarekha (line of gold) river. Sports were 
also enjoyed on that vast tract of soft sand.

The special speaker, Mr David Dutt, inspired the young 
people by his fiery messages every evening. His personal 
testimony and experiences made his talks more vivid and living. 
Many of the young people became convicted of their own sins 
and began to pray with broken and contrite hearts, repenting 
and seeking forgiveness. Using Hebrews 13:8, “ Jesus Christ 
the same yesterday, and to day, and for ever,”  he brought
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messages for five nights, with different approaches to the verse. 
The unchangeable Christ in this changeable world I

We all felt the power of the Holy Spirit reigning throughout 
the Conference. There was no complaining or murmurings, 
or problems of discipline. All felt that they were in a divine, 
Christian atmosphere.

There were many expressions of appreciation. One young 
man wrote of how interesting and successful he felt the Con
ference and hoped that many would continue to attend in the 
future. One of the young girls wrote of her gratitude for the 
love shown one .to another in the Conference. She will never 
forget these camp experiences. On returning to her own village 
she reports that they have been teaching the Sunday School 
children the things they learned, and with what joy they have 
been singing and practising the new songs.

We are grateful for His guiding hand through these days 
of inspiration and help and pray that each year may bring such 
blessings.

R E V I V A L  F I R E S
M aureen  B rian s

The prayer was finished! The crowd of about 100 people 
suddenly became hushed. They seemed to sense that they 
were going to witness a miracle. Khoka rose to his feet and 
stood facing the man who had been praying for him. “ Baba” 
(meaning father) the man said to Khoka, “ Baba!”  exploded 
Khoka in return—and a cry of joy went up from the crowd. 
Khoka, a deaf mute, had spoken his first word and he had heard 
the man speak to him.

In Bhimpur for two weeks Noren Hansda, a lay preacher 
with the gift of healing, has been preaching morning and evening 
and conducting healing services in the morning. The first
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week there was little response, either to the preaching or to the 
healing. The turning point came I believe when in the midst 
of prayer for one man, Noren Babu abruptly stopped praying 
and said he was not able to pray for the man, that there must 
be some sin in the man’s life. Slowly the sins were confessed 
and from that time the Spirit seemed to have liberty to work. 
It wouldn’t be accurate to say that there was a general, sweeping 
revival but there was a new fresh concern about sin and many 
were praying for God’s forgiveness and cleansing. Many became 
aware that they were not living as Christians should and talk 
about spiritual matters became as ordinary and common place 
as talk about rain and rice crops.

At the end of the first week of services there was a testimony 
time in the morning worship service. Christians were urged 
to share what God had done for them. Some Christians gave 
testimonies, and nearly all of the non-Christians present gave 
testimonies. We were all thrilled to see about 30 non-Christians 
in the service. Very few have ever attended the church services 
on other Sundays. I confess I have wondered at times what 
kind of a reception they would get if they did attend in their 
not-too-clean clothing and the women wearing only saris. 
This is a question which has probably come to your mind in 
churches in America too. How would very poor, ragged, unkempt 
visitors be welcomed? How happy I was when I saw one of 
our school teachers get up from her seat and show the women 
where to sit. Noren Babu preached a stirring sermon on the 
marriage feast, based on Matt. 22:1-14. I do not have any 
way of knowing how much of this was understood by the non- 
Christians, but the Christians, those of us who sat there in our 
freshly laundered saris and blouses, dhuties, shirts and trousers, 
became intensely aware that although we like the smell and feeling 
of clean clothes, that these were not preparations for being with 
our Lord. From the reactions to that sermon I know that 
much heart-searching and prayer followed.
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The preaching, prayer, and healing meetings continued 
throughout the next week. I did not know many of the people 
who came for healing, but some I did and beyond doubt prayer 
was answered and God did heal. A badly crippled boy whom I 
had seen barely able to drag himself along with the aid of a stick 
is now able to limp along with comparatively little effort.

At the end of the second and final week of services again 
there was a testimony time in the church. The church was 
packed and this time there were at least 100 non-Christians in 
the service. Noren Babu not only made perfectly clear that 
the healing power was from the Lord, but he stressed the necessity 
of coming to church, of repentance and faith in Jesus Christ 
if the healing is to last. What an opportunity and responsibility 
is now ours in the Bhimpur church to follow up these who are 
hearing for the first time about Jesus Christ. They are for the 
most part simple, illiterate people who will need much clear 
teaching. There were animists and Hindu and even Muslims 
in the church services, and people from all stations and walks 
of life.

Following the church service there was a great procession 
which wound its way throughout the village. At least 300 men, 
women and children carried small tissue paper pennants with a 
cross affixed and paraded through the village singing joyfully 
praises of God. Even the two Muslim men joined the parade. 
As far as I know there has never been anything like that in Bhim
pur before. What a testimony it was!

We thank God for His blessing upon us and we pray that this 
is just the beginning of a mighty moving of the Spirit in this 
area.
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* * T H A T  A L L  M I G H T  H E A R "

Ja n e  G. O sgood

A few years ago we were delighted when Miss Elvie Nicoll 
came to us at Hatigarh, as a representative of Gospel Recordings, 
to make Santali speaking records. Many of you have heard 
over the years of Gospel Recordings, started in Los Angeles 
in 1939, providing simple gospel messages, scripture and songs 
to millions of listeners, in thousands of dialects and languages. 
The love and devotion given by part time or full time workers, 
in this exacting work, cannot be measured. We remember 
that it took Miss Nicoll several days to complete a half dozen 
records. Over and over again the three Santali pastors, helping 
in this venture, sang their songs, gave their brief gospel messages, 
prayed, only to do it all over again when the timing wasn’t exactly 
right, or something was recorded that shouldn’t have been, 
or perhaps it wasn’t quite clear enough for use. It is nothing 
short of a miracle that India has a branch office in Bangalore 
and already 22,000 records have been pressed! Let us hear 
part of Gospel Recordings own report of the “ Mother Office”  
and the six Branch offices in Canada, London, Mexico City, 
Cape Town, Africa, Sydney, and Bangalore, India.

“A worldwide fellowship, international in representation, 
outreach and service to evangelical Missions. Its family links 
are forged by prayer, rejoicing and singleness of purpose ‘That 
All Might Hear’ Six Branch Offices, patterned after the 
parent administration of Los Angeles are all in strategic geogra
phic locations, encircling the globe and charting the course of 
many thousands of gospel records and machines from local 
supplies. A completely equipped plant in Australia operates 
phonette manufacture and processing of records. A first
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press for Mexico and new quarters for the India plant are under 
construction where the dawning of the Gospel message for millions 
will come through records in their tribal tongue. The London 
office is a missionary hub centered for representation in the 
British Isles and Europe; from this Branch has come the most 
advanced equipment for revision of our Los Angeles studio. 
Among these six growing extensions the South Africa Branch 
spans wide distribution of records and phonettes through 
outlets in the Union and some adjoining countries; phonette 
assembly is a recent outgrowth of a strengthening nation-wide 
supply line under the Canada Branch. In addition there are 
major record distribution centers in port cities and inland 
Mission stations around the world to provide reserve stock for 
immediate regional supply within foreign boundaries.

The establishment of each subsidiary branch demonstrates 
a transaction of faith and God’s faithfulness in an epic of modem 
day miracles in missions.

Branch Directors and volunteer staff (technicians, tradesmen, 
secretaries and general workers) are dedicated men and women, 
called of God, with vision for the tribes of the world—‘that all 
may hear’ . ‘O sing unto the Lord a new song, sing unto the 
Lord all the earth.'

Thrust deep in the heart of India are the solid roots of one of 
Gospel Recordings’ six subsidiary Branch offices. Its founda
tions are laid layer upon layer in God’s promises:

Psalm 76 Psalm 118 Genesis 28:15

In the days of these first assurances, letters from Joy Ridderhof 
and Elvie Nicoil, together in India, record the spirit of faith 
that bypassed defeat: ‘there has been a battle raging in the 
Heavenlies and the Lord has just given us little glimpses of it 
from time to time. Sometimes we could smell the fire of it, 
we were so close. We would move forward then backward,

23



lifted up, then cast down, fighting without, fears within but we 
kept looking up, standing on the promises and singing for it is 
God who is establishing this work Himself. We hold the two 
edged Sword of Praise.’

Later when Elvie Nicoll was left alone to pursue detailed 
negotiations with commercial firms and high officials every 
effort seemed thwarted by petty procedures, rigid legislations, 
irksome details and we could read the loud banner, ‘NEW 
MISSIONS NOT WANTED’ and even veteran missions of 
India said it was ‘impossible.’ Alternatives and compromises 
could have been resorted to but unswervingly we held to the assu
rances of God’s promises—WITH GREAT EXPECTATION.

Elvie’s letters were dotted with busy words bespeaking the 
tedious network of red tape (leases, permits, Constitutions, 
charters, power supply, housing architect’s plans, equipment, 
import licenses, subsidies, continual changes and broken agree
ments) her mind full of industry . . .  and Praise! Through 
months of continuous appeals and waiting in which only God’s 
divine portion of grace and patience could endure it was the 
perpetual song of her heart, ‘we walk in a prepared way . . . 
this is the work of His Hands . . .  we need not fight . . .  the 
battle is the Lord’s. . . .  I will sing unto the Lord for He hath 
triumphed gloriously’.

On June 26, 1961 the property lease was complete with 147 
signatures and 21 thumb prints! The first sod was turned, 
license for electricity, boiler, entry of portable press (built under 
the skilful eyes of Mr A1 Rethey and Mr Stuart Mill in Australia) 
were all granted. Again Elvie wrote: ‘O, did we ever live in 
more exciting times? Certainly not in India.’

As brick upon brick was laid, walls rose and roof was mounted 
—a monument to His glory and majesty stands to declare: ‘THIS 
IS THE BRANCH OF MY PLANTING . . .  THE WORK 
OF MY HANDS . . .  THAT I MAY BE GLORIFIED.’ 
Isaiah 60:21.
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India has a new Mission—God has honored the faith of many. 
Gospel Recordings joyously announces that since the inaugural 
day of Dedication, November 4, 1961, records have almost daily 
poured off the Bangalore press; new staff are enlisting and already 
quarters are bursting at the seams. “ Praise ye the Lord!”

I recently read a little book entitled “ But God Can” . God 
can do the seemingly impossible. This is exactly what has 
happened in India. Millions of illiterates in India will hear the 
gospel message because of these records. Of the 845 languages 
and dialects spread throughout India, most of which are unwritten 
115 have been recorded to date. The task of recording over 
seven hundred languages and dialects seems impossible, “ But 
God Can.”

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

P. K. B isw as

Nimpura is a place on the north-west outskirt of Kharagpur 
town'. There we have a church and a Christian Center. The 
church and the center are in the same building at the present 
time. Here in this building we arranged for a Vacation Bible 
School, to be held from the twenty first to the twenty sixth of 
May. This is during the hot season vacation, when public 
schools are closed; and it turned out to be a very hot time of year 
indeed.

The committee which planned the school consisted of Miss 
Hazel Smith, Mr B. K. Biswas, Miss Bibasini Das, and Mrs 
Satadol Harris, the latter two being Bible-women located at 
Kharagpur. They were helped in the preparation of handwork by 
Miss Nira Simons, a teacher of the Midnapore Girls’ High
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School whose home is in Kharagpur. There was much fellow
ship and joy in the group which planned and worked together.

The school started each day at 6.30 a.m., and continued until 
9.30. The teachers arrived by bike, or on foot, or by means 
of the local “workman’s train”  which runs back and forth, 
free of charge, between the center of Kharagpur and Nimpura, 
for the convenience of railway workers and their families.

The children who came to the school were of three different 
language groups, so the classes were conducted in Oriya, Bengali, 
and Hindi. Songs in all of these languages were taught. The 
average attendance every day was seventy-eight, and the ages 
of the children ranged from five to fourteen years. We were 
altogether nine teachers, seven women and two men. The 
second man was Mr Rama Moses, the local colporteur, who took 
one of the classes of older boys.

We divided the school time into seven periods, such as, (1) 
Worship, (2) Bible teaching, (3) Recitation of memory verse, 
(4) recess, (5) handwork, (6) sing-song, (7) recapitulation and 
closing worship. The theme of the school was “  Jesus, Friend 
of Children” , and Bible stories were chosen to fit that theme, 
and the handwork correlated with the Bible stories. This 
material was prepared by ourselves. The expenses of the 
handwork supplies were met by the Christian Center Committee 
of Kharagpur.

On the closing day, i.e., Saturday the 26th of May we arranged 
for a function which we termed “ Rally and Prize Distribution 
Ceremony.”  To this function we invited the guardians before 
whom we exhibited the handwork. The hall was very nicely 
decorated with the samples of the childrens’ handwork, which 
was to be distributed to them at the end of the function. Un
fortunately a severe thunderstorm prevented many guardians 
from attending, and made it necessary to distribute many of 
the prizes at Sunday School the following day. But the program
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was held and it included songs, recitation of Bible passages* and 
two short Biblical playlets, (1) Lost Sheep, and (2) Call of Samuel.

We were happy that some children from non-Christian homes 
attended this school. This is the first venture o f  this kind in 
Nimpura. This section on the outskirt of Kharagpur is growing 
in population because the railway authorities are constructing 
new quarters here for their workers. A few Christian families 
live here in the midst of many non-Christians. Hence their 
sons and daughters need to be cared for spiritually so that they 
become “ salt” to the other children who live and play with them. 
May local leaders and teachers be raised up to care for the needs 
of these little ones of whom Christ said, “ Suffer the little children 
to come unto me.”  We request your prayers for the church 
in this place.

M O T H E R  L O V E

L il l ia n  B r u e c k m a n n

Silently John entered the guest room of the little church in 
Amdhia and stood before me. A broad grin covered his face 
as* he offered me, with both hands outstretched, a generous 
portion of a freshly dressed chicken, wrapped in leaves. It was 
Sunday morning, the last day of John’s summer vacation. 
For his farewell dinner he was to enjoy chicken curry with his 
rice, a portion of which he was sharing with me. Next morning 
he would start off to Nekursini Mission Hostel, his mother walk
ing half way, several miles, with him to a relative’s home. From 
there someone would accompany him to the nearest bus line 
and John would travel the last stretch of his journey alone by 
bus.

For some years, whenever I have visited Amdhia, I have 
observed little John Hembram growing up in his village home.
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I have noted the very dose relationship between him and his 
foster mother. When she returned from her two day trip to 
see John on his way back to Nekursini for another six months 
period of study, John’s mother came to see me. I asked her 
to tell me again how John had come into her home. She and 
her husband had three daughters. When they had married 
and gone to their husbands’ home, Jhatua Hembram and Peya, 
his wife, found it rather lonely without any children in the home. 
Peya longed for a son. One day she received the sad news of 
the death of a friend who lived across the stream about two miles 
away. This friend had left a tiny three day old son. The 
distracted father, not knowing how to care for the wee babe, 
said he would take the child to Hatigarh and leave him in the 
hands of the missionaries there. Hearing this Peya hastened 
to her friend’s home and asked that she might claim the babe 
as her son. Her voice rose with excitement as she told me with 
what difficulty she was able to keep the child alive, for she said 
he was but a handful of human flesh, each arm and leg being 
no larger than one of her fingers. “ But,” she said, “ the Lord 
kept him alive.”  Her husband has passed away and Peya is 
now greatly concerned that John should have an education and 
become a faithful Christian. By the time John had completed 
his study in the local primary school, his mother had managed 
to save three hundred rupees. This she turned over to me 
requesting that I arrange for John’s further education. Those 
three hundred rupees have been invested in Post Office Savings 
Certificates to be available with interest later on. Again, during 
John’s first year of study in the Government school at Nekursini, 
his mother has, in three instalments, brought me enough money 
to cover his hostel expenses for the year. She assures me that 
from the proceeds from the sale of blossoms gathered from the 
mohul trees, the seeds gathered from another jungle tree from 
which oil is produced, and from the sale of a goat now and then 
from her little flock, she will endeavor to provide John’s hostel
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fees and clothes as long as possible. But again and again she 
has said to me, “when I am no longer able to do so, you must see 
to John’s education.”  My hope and prayer is that Peya Hembram 
may live to see her son John become a follower of Jesus Christ, 
who will make a worthy contribution to God’s Kingdom on earth, 
and realize that her mother-love has played a large part in shaping 
his life.

F L Y I N G  T H R O U G H  I N D I A
C la ra  D o r n

Other missionaries write about their work. I’ll tell you 
about my two vacation months. 1961 was a big year for India 
as Queen Elizabeth arrived the first part of the year, and my 
mother arrived the end of the year. For her first venture 
outside the American continent mother decided to go around 
the world. For her first airplane ride she chose jet. Despite 
these new experiences I don’t think she was any more excited 
than her daughter when she arrived from Hong Kong to Calcutta 
on December 19th. Not every world traveler spends five of 
their six weeks of vacation in India. Perhaps it was India’s 
wonderful climate that attracted her—ha I

We dashed to Midnapore the day after she arrived. Here 
mother was busy every minute planning and executing Christmas 
parties, visiting a nearby village, driving to the bazaar, touring 
the hostels, distributing scarfs to the lepers, spending an after
noon in Khargpur, speaking at women’s meeting, and of course 
meeting people. Besides visiting and taking pictures at school, 
mother spoke in every classroom. I’m sure they appreciated 
it even if the little ones couldn’t understand a word!

Christmas Eve mother was told to put on her raincoat (not 
that the road is dusty); so that we could go bumping off to 
Bhimpore. Here we had a lovely Christmas with Maureen
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Brians and Burt, Terrie, and Davy Weidman. We attended 
Bengali services both in Bhimpore and Midnapore on Christmas. 
Mother couldn’t profit much by the sermons, but she could enjoy 
wearing a sari and her first Indian feast.

The grand tour began the day after Christmas. We saw Seram- 
pore where William Carey began his work and a few of the sights 
of Calcutta. Then we took the two hour flight to Benares. 
Perhaps you know that this place is famous as the holy city of 
the Hindus. We went to the Ganges River early in the morning 
where we saw the burning ghats and many Hindus bathing in 
the sacred river. Since Buddha received his enlightenment 
at Benares the city is also known for its old Buddhist sculpture 
and Buddhist temples. We saw lots of Tibetan monks wor
shipping in the beautiful, new Buddhist temple. I had heard 
that monkeys were no longer worshipped in India, but we visited 
a monkey temple so we can prove otherwise. I enjoyed seeing 
camels on the streets for the first time.

It was a thrill to see the Taj Mahal from our airplane as we 
rolled into Agra. Actually it was a thrill seeing the Taj! It 
is even more gorgeous than the pictures. We stayed in the same 
hotel where Queen Elizabeth stayed, and we certainly ate royally. 
Next mother gained the experience of riding on an Indian bus— 
I assure you there is nothing comparable in the U.S. Mother 
is Presbyterian and so I wanted her to visit the Presbyterian 
mission station at Kasganj. We thought one man knew English, 
but we were almost dumped off at this lonely hospital twenty 
miles from our destination. It seemed appropriate when we 
tired travelers were met by the hospital ambulance. Actually 
we had a wonderful time of fellowship there. We saw the 
hospital and nurses training school, attended a church feast, 
and participated in the New Year’s Hindustani church service. 
We got to sing hymns in Hindustani as this language has no 
script so the Roman script is used. We appreciated singing 
even if we didn’t know the words.
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Of course the big city girl loved the big, busy capital city 
of Delhi. Parts of it were so modern it was hard for me to 
believe that I was still in India. We had several days to relax 
here. We saw the Indian Industries Fair, went window shopping 
daily, took 2 bus tours of the city, rode in a motor scooter taxi, 
and attended English church services.

Next was our flight to Madras. Except for Agra where we 
couldn’t arrange to stay with missionaries we were met wherever 
we went. But at the Madras Airport we really experienced Indian 
hospitality. Paul Gupta and his family garlanded us with several 
large leis. We stayed with them at the Hindustan Bible Institute 
and spoke to the students at the evening chapel service. We 
also got to know our own missionaries there.

A tour was arranged for us to visit our American Baptist 
stations at Kavali, Ramapatnam, and Nellore. Marjanet Worrell, 
another Los Angeles girl, showed us around. First we visited 
a village which was formerly composed of a criminal tribe. 
Now over half of them are Christians. The children sang for 
us in Telugu at their church. At Kavali we saw the school, 
adult literacy classes, orphanage, and industrial school. Then 
we were driven to the beautiful Ramapatnam Seminary. Here 
it was encouraging to see all the young people preparing for 
Christian service. We had a happy time getting to know the 
staff there. From there we drove to Nellore. We enjoyed 
a wonderful dinner party with several of our missionaries at 
the home of Ruth Thurmand. We also observed the school and 
hospital work there.

From Madras we went to Vellore. This place is famous for 
its hospital and medical college founded by Dr Ida Scudder. 
Dr Scudder died a little over two years ago. We got to see 
“ Roadside.” This is a mobile clinic system whereby certain 
villages are visited at a certain time each week. Of course 
we visited the hospital and medical college. Also mother spoke
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to the students at chapel one morning. Mother got sick the 
day after we arrived in Vellore. The nearest doctor was a 
few yards away. Then the next day she went to the hospital. 
At least mother was bright enough to get sick while staying 
in the home of the man in charge, Dr John Carmen, of the 
best hospital in Asia. Our eight days in the hospital (I slept 
on a cot in her room) meant that we couldn’t see Bangalore 
and Mysore. However, we surely know a lot about Vellore 
Hospital!

We taxied to Bangalore for our flight to Bombay. In Bombay 
we shopped and chatted with two Los Angeles friends. Then 
the horrible day arrived January 25th, when my mother left 
by TWA jet for Rome. Lorraine Schroeder, our friend who 
is now teaching at Woodstock School, was my moral support. 
She put me on the evening train for Midnapore. For the first 
day I was the only woman in a compartment of 75. Then 
an old lady got on and talked to me constantly in Hindi. As 
I got nearer home the language got more and more Bengali; 
so that I could understand a little. Then I talked some, but 
of course it is more fun to pretend you only know English and 
listen to the comments about one’s self.

Besides having a glorious vacation with my mother I feel 
I also had a profitable, informative experience. Except for our 
two nights at hotels (at which point I didn’t know if I was a 
missionary or an American tourist!) we stayed with missionaries 
of various denominations and national leaders of the Indian 
Church. I took my Second Year Bengali exam the week before 
my Mother came and learned I had passed when I got back. 
Having this opportunity to see mission work throughout the 
country as a new missionary just ready to begin work was a 
great privilege. Also it is a great encouragement and pyschologi- 
cal boost for workers in our Bengal area to see other areas of 
the country. We know the Church is strong numerically in 
South India. Getting to know several dedicated Christian
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nationals in the South was an inspiration to me. I could see 
what the Gospel of Christ can do in India.

I have related my cold season vacation—at least it was cold 
until we went to South India. Mother won’t sympathize with 
me now as I complain about the heat because she experienced 
one of India’s coldest winters.

As you probably know missionaries leave for the hills during 
the hot season vacation. I spent from May 15th to June 15th 
in Shillong in the beautiful green state of Assam. We rented a 
quiet cottage for the month. There were six of us going and 
coming at one time or another, but only two of us spent the 
full month. We represented Baptist, Anglican, and Presbyterian 
traditions as well as the United States, Scotland, England, and 
India. We concentrated on just resting, reading, writing, and 
sleeping at this restful spot, but we did see some of the country
side. Our most exciting expedition was the 200 mile bus trip 
to the wild life sanctuary at Kasarunga. We stayed overnight 
at the lovely lodge there, and then set out at 5.00 a.m., the next 
morning. We went three on an elephant through the tall 
grasses where we saw rhinos, buffalo, and deer. All of these 
were in their natural habitat—nothing so tame as a zoo! Our 
friend and tour leader, Almyra Eastlund, with whom I traveled 
to India, then drove us to her home in Jorhat. Here we met 
all our missionaries and saw the hospital, nurses’ training school, 
theological college, and leper colony.

One day we visited the rainiest spot in the world at Cherra- 
punji. There it is supposed to rain 500 inches a year. We 
would have been disappointed if the rain hadn’t interrupted 
our picnic lunch. We saw some lovely waterfalls. We met 
some friends at Shillong, and made more new ones. Suddha 
Mookerji, with whom I live here in Midnapore, introduced us 
to a very hospitable family who entertained us in their home 
and provided their private taxi service whenever we were in 
need.
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Meeting fellow Christians in Assam was an encouragement 
too. Assam has a fairly large percentage of Christians. Most 
of them are from the hill tribes. Even the large English Church 
service was filled to capacity each Sunday night by young national 
Christians. We never got to visit the Khasi church service, 
but we were told this would be a real inspiration. One church 
in Shillong has 3,000 members. We learned that 75 per cent 
of the Khasi tribe is Christian. The work of our denomination 
in Assam claims more than forty times as many church members 
as our Bengal Orissa mission. Also I loved to hear about 
the evangelistic outreach of our Christian nationals in Assam. 
Our missionary colleagues reminded us that they have problems 
because the Church is growing too fast. We suffer from the 
opposite of this.

Now that you know about my two vacation months perhaps 
I should say something about my work. Since the day I arrived 
in India folks in the U.S. have been asking me why didn’t 
I tell more about my work. The obvious reason is that I haven’t 
been doing any. But now that my formal language study is 
over and I am not fighting with my Bengali books several hours 
a day I am free to get to work.

I am quite fortunate in that I do not have the burden of 
administration and accounting work which seems to be the 
plague of most missionaries in this part of the world. At 
present I only have the care of property and accounts for our 
teachers’ hostel, girls hostel, and our own home. As far as I 
can tell I am a Bible teacher. I teach Mark to our 11th grade 
girls at school three days a week. I teach John to my junior 
high girls at Sunday school and also introduce the Bible passage 
to the entire Sunday school through some type of visual aid 
practically every Sunday. Then I speak to our boarding girls 
each Sunday night trying to relate my teaching to our study of 
John’s Gospel as they all go to Sunday school. I have recently 
begun a study of Romans for our Christian hostel teachers.
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Actually Romans is beyond my Bengali ability level—my tongue 
doesn’t seem to go around all of Paul’s logical terminology 
properly. I am also thinking about our study of Colossians 
for our three day annual women’s conference. I work out my 
own Bible studies. It is true that Bengali currículums are very 
limited but also we Christian Education majors are so stubborn 
that we like to work out our own lessons according to the needs 
of the group even when material is available. I arrange the 
materials and help plan the programs for our weekly women’s 
meetings. I speak once a month—more Bible studies. My 
Bengali tutor comes for three hours a week. Most of her time is 
spent correcting my lesson plans. A few hours of teaching a 
week would be a “ snap” in English, but unfortunately I wasn’t 
born a Bengali girl and the preparation mounts up to a pretty 
full time job.

I attend prayers each evening with our boarding girls and 
occasionally participate in their recreational program. I am 
one of the two deacons and on the church committee of our local 
church—sometimes I even understand what is going on in the 
meetings!

One future hope is to set up some type of school counselling 
program. This is mostly confined to vocational counselling in 
this country. I also hope to help give the primary teachers 
ideas on basic education. Also all missionaries have certain 
mission wide responsibilities as well as the daily interruptions of 
life. These can be real opportunities for service.

As I am just now really beginning my ministry in India I 
covet your prayers for wisdom, strength, and guidance. I am 
still learning lots of things besides Bengali—customs and mores, 
peoples’ needs and interests, the spiritual and intellectual level 
of the people, the patterns of thinking of this culture, etc. I am 
still occasionally haunted by the thought that a missionary in 
present day India can’t do anything a national Christian couldn’t
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do better.* Yet we are here, and we must believe that God 
can use us in spite of and certainly not because of our foreignness. 
Pray for all of us, missionaries and nationals, that we might be 
fit vessels through whom the Holy Spirit may work.

* Editors note— We haven’t as yet a sufficient number o f well 
trained, dedicated nationals, to meet more than a fraction of the needs 
in our Mission area.

B E G G A R S  A R E  C H O O S E R S  A T  T I M E S

(The following Article recently appeared in “  The Statesman” , a 
daily Newspaper published in Calcutta and Delhi)

“ Beggars can be choosers. They are not always shunned: 
they are also sought after.

There are many families in Calcutta, and perhaps elsewhere 
in India, who consider feeding kangalis (poor people or beggars) 
an essential part of certain ceremonies, specially sradhs (death 
ceremonies). They believe that such ceremonies are not com
plete and the souls of their dead relatives will not have peace 
unless the poor are fed.

Calcutta’s beggar population is estimated to be over 30,000. 
It is not easy for a family to organize feeding of the poor on a 
desired scale. The beggars in the city, largely speaking, are 
not so many isolated individuals. Most of them are linked with 
some sort of trade unions and there are people to claim their 
leadership.

Knowledgeable people will contact leaders of these unions, 
who generally operate from areas around temples or other shrines 
where alms-giving is liberally practised. These leaders undertake
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the responsibility of supplying the required number—200 or 
400 or whatever the demand may be—of beggars on a particular 
occasion.

They often dictate their terms and parties, at times, have no 
choice. The leaders often inquire about the menu at a ceremony 
and the alms in cash to be given to each beggar. They will also 
demand clean service and in a way, the same treatment as is to 
be given to other invitees.

At the appointed hour, which is also to be settled in consulta
tion with the beggars’ leaders, the required number of kangalis 
will arrive and the parties to the contracts will see to the fulfilment 
of their obligations.

The deals will then be completed on payment of special fees 
to the leaders of the beggars’ unions.

O U R  P R A Y E R  C O R N E R

If any of you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth 
to all men liberally, and upbraideth not; and it shall be given him.

“ Prayer is a cleansing process, washing our thoughts, feelings, 
motives and will, purifying the entire being, including the heart, 
thus enabling us to see God, for without purity no one can see 
God.”

Sunday: Let us remember the orphans of Bhimpore especially 
in our prayers. See article in this issue by Miss Hazel E. 
Smith.

Monday: Cement seems an odd thing to pray for. The 
hospital building is standing still in Nekursini for want of 
cement; second Christian Center building in Jaleswar has 
been standing at floor level for months for lack o f cement,
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and other projects, are held up because of shortage of cement. 
God can supply this need.

Tuesday: Specially for Christian work in Nepal that nationals 
may be free to openly accept Christ. See article in -this 
issue by Mrs Christian.

Wednesday: Let us all earnestly pray for more missionary 
staff, if it is in His will. Unless the Lord intervenes we 
are apt to lose two of our remaining five couples in the not 
too distant future for family reasons. For every missionary 
we lose the load becomes heavier for those left. We need 
wisdom to know what is the most important work to be 
done, and judgment in amount attempted.

Thursday: A number of events have affected the health and 
service of nationals and missionaries which have had a 
discouraging effect on the morale of all of us. Pray for 
faith, courage, enthusiasm and wisdom. “ There is no 
restraint to the Lord to save by many or by few.”  1 Sam. 
14:6.

Friday: Pray for the several Christian Centers in Kharagpur, 
that they may reach non-Christians for Christ.

Saturday: Give thanks for the new Gospel Recordings Branch
in India. Pray that nothing will prevent getting the gospel 
in many new languages or dialects in the coming months.
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N E W S  I T E M S
Missionaries

Mrs Gilson’s fall in February when several bones were broken 
was reported in the last issue of Tidings. She has improved 
but still has a long way to go for complete rehabilitation. The 
elbow, which was broken up so badly and repaired by operation 
works perfectly, but it is the wrist and the shoulder which still 
give trouble.

During their stay in Kharagpur Mr Gilson’s throat condition 
had deteriorated considerably, so as soon as Mrs Gilson was 
able to care for herself he went back to Vellore for further 
observation and treatment, and remained there for the month 
of May. There he underwent an operation for the repair of 
a'hiatus hernia which was thought to be the real cause of the 
trouble in swallowing. The operation was successful but it has 
not relieved the difficulty of swallowing and talking so he is 
continuing medication for the trouble diagnosed as myasthenia. 
As this goes to press both are expecting to enter Vellore hospital, 
for further observation, and go from there on their vacation for 
rest and recuperation. We do pray for complete recovery 
for both of them.

Missionaries’ children
Norman Roadarmel, with his wife and four children, en route 

from Thailand to the U.S.A., for first furlough, spent the last 
two weeks of June with his parents, who were on vacation at 
Landour. After spending nearly a month with his wife’s brother 
and family in W. Africa, they expect to arrive in New York early 
in August. They will live at Stony Point, N.Y. Norman will 
take some courses at Biblical Seminary, New York City, in 
addition to doing deputation work in the churches.
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Gordon Roadarmel sailed from New York July 12th and is due 
to arrive in Bombay August 4th. He has been granted a Full- 
bright Scholarship for the study of Hindi Literature. He will 
live at Allahabad, Uttar Pradesh, and be affiliated with the Univer
sity there. In June he received M.A. degree in Asian Studies 
from the University of California, and is now working towards 
a Ph.D. in Hindi. He hopes he may be able to visit his parents 
in Midnapore this fall. His Scholarship covers expenses for 
9 months, but he hopes he may be permitted to remain in India 
for a full year.

Visitors
We are looking forward to the visit of Rev. and Mrs A. F. 

Merrill for three weeks in October. Mr Merrill is Regional 
Representative for our field, along with Assam and Burma. We 
covet his help in meeting a variety of problems. They were 
missionaries in Assam for many years so are familiar with the 
Indian fields.
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