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A B R I E F  A U T O B I O G R A P H Y
By L il l ia n  B r uec k m an n

Desiring to establish a truly Christian home in a land of 
religious freedom, a courageous young woman left her family, 
the Baptist Church of which she was an active member, and all 
that was dear to her in Germany, to be united in marriage with 
her fiancé, Carl Brueckmann, when he completed his ministe
rial training at Colgate Rochester Seminary in 1892. Together 
in their new home Carl and Martha Brueckmann established 
the family altar which was faithfully kept through the years, 
and proved a blessing to each of the nine children born to them. 
All of the children were led to a vital relationship with Jesus 
Christ as Saviour, within the family circle. Early in life they 
found their closest friends within the fellowship of the church.

With the encouragement which such a spiritual environment 
provided, I found it but natural to respond with a total life com
mitment when I felt the call to full-time Christian service. 
During my high school days, while riding horseback alone one 
morning in the pine woods of north-western Montana, God spoke 
clearly to me. My response was given to Him as I sang aloud 
in the quiet of the woods the first stanza of the familiar Gospel 
hymn, the chorus of which says:

“I’ll go where you want me to go, dear Lord,
Over mountain, or plain, or sea;
I’ll say what you want me to say, dear Lord,
I’ll be what you want me to be.”

There followed a period of study, and of employment in the 
Kansas City, Missouri, Public Library during the depression 
years of the early 1930’s. It was in June 1935 that I was appoint
ed by the Woman’s American Baptist Foreign Mission Society 
to serve in-the Bengal-Orissa field. In November of that year 
I arrived in India. It was not until I returned to the United 
States at the end of my first term in India and was home with my
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mother that I learned how for many years her prayer to God had 
been that one of her nine children might be called to the foreign 
Mission field. It was a great joy to her to share my experiences 
in service and to know that I was happy in the Lord’s work in 
India.

At first I lived in Balasore, Orissa. After the completion 
of two years of study of the Oriya language and passing the 
necessary examinations, I was asked to devote full time to the 
development of the program of village evangelistic work among 
women. Later I moved to Hatigarh where I was in the midst 
of village life, and where my home was patterned after the village 
type of houses. It has been a joy to have some part in developing 
a fine group of dedicated and well trained Indian women as 
colleagues. Today they are faithfully rendering leadership in 
all phases of the work of Jesus Christ through the church, and 
also among women in non-Christian communities.

My heart is filled with gratitude to God for the privilege which 
has been mine of spending half of my life in India. My life has 
been enriched more than a hundredfold during these years, as I 
claimed the promise Jesus has given to His followers in Matthew 
19:29. I would gladly have given the remaining years of my 
life to His work in India, but medical advice made it necessary 
for me to return to the land of my birth in January of 1963. I 
had hoped that it might be within the Lord’s plan for me to regain 
my health and return to my adopted land, but it now seems that 
this cannot be. To be within His will gives peace, and He has 
made wonderful provision for me in a lovely home with two of 
my beloved sisters. It is my prayer that other young people 
may find the fullness of joy which a life commitment to service 
in the name of Jesus Christ can bring, following wherever He 
may lead.

Editor's Note: Lillian wrote this article by request. She 
has left much unsaid. Mrs Christian has told more in her article 
“A Delayed Farewell and Tribute to a Friend”.
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A D E L A Y E D  F A R E W E L L  A N D  T R I B U T E  
TO A F R I E N D
By L y d ia  C h r ist ia n

Toward the end of 1962 word came that Lillian Brueckmann 
was due to leave for her home in the States. Many believed 
that it was for good, and friends flocked to bid her goodbye. 
I was far from Orissa at the time and for health reasons was 
unable to go to see her. In my heart of hearts, however, there 
was a fond hope that soon she would return to her dear field 
of work with health and strength restored. The year went by 
and hopes soared high, as letter after letter spoke of good pro
gress in health, until the beginning of this year when sudden 
news came through that return was impossible. My hope has 
been smashed and so I sit down to write that word of farewell 
which remained unspoken at the time of her departure. Let me 
hasten to say, however, that I am doing this, not with sorrow or 
regret, but with great joy and glad anticipation—joy at the re
membrance of her unselfish work of love for the people of my 
country, and glad anticipation of the blessed joyous meeting 
at the feet of our dear Lord and Saviour.

How vividly I remember my first visit with Lillian in her 
humble home in Hatigarh! She had been determined to secure 
me as the Oriya literature worker for the Christian Service 
Society. The proposal, however, was not a tempting one to me, 
and I was unwilling to accept it. But she was not to be denied, 
Letter after letter followed in quick succession. Why not come 
for a friendly visit? Sheer shame caused me to go to Hatigarh. 
That was in April, 1956.

Gradually she unfolded her plan to me. I was to be the 
literature worker and live with her in her home. During her 
furlough the next year I was to occupy the whole house and be in
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charge of the six healthy children from the leper colony, whom 
she had taken under her care. Would I come? The proposal 
seemed so absurd to me. I thought of her thatched, mud-built 
house of three little rooms which were crowded with furniture. 
The two Bible women lived upstairs. I had been given a tiny 
enclosure at the end of the front veranda, which was a poor 
apology for a room. She was anxiously awaiting a reply. I looked 
at her with surprise written large on my face. Where was I 
to stay, I asked, and where would my servant sleep? Which 
was to be my cook room? Lillian was very patient with me. 
She said she would be happy to have me share rooms, meals, 
etc. with her. The plan did not appeal to me, and my reply 
was “No”. That night the Lord took the situation in hand. 
I could not sleep. Many thoughts crowded into my mind. 
Here was someone who had crossed thousands of miles, leaving 
kith and kin behind, in order to bring the Gospel to my people. 
Should I refuse to live under the same conditions which she 
was happy to accept? I said, “Lord, if this is where you are 
leading, I follow You” .

How happy Lillian was the next morning to hear of my decision! 
It was an important decision of my life. Five and a half years 
spent in the Bengal-Orissa field of the American Baptist Mission!
I am very grateful to our Heavenly Father for the fruitful work 
I was privileged to do, for the beautiful Christian fellowship I 
enjoyed, and the precious friendship-gifts the Lord bestowed on 
me during that period.

Lillian was an evangelistic worker who visited homes, of 
Christians and non-Christians alike, arranged women’s camps, 
supervised different work centers in the villages, helped the 
Bible-women, etc. I sooiy discovered that the sick, the dying 
and the helpless in the area around were her special charge. 
Her visits always brought them comfort physically, mentally and 
spiritually. She held all her earthly goods as gifts from the 
Heavenly Father to be shared with others. Scarcely a day passed
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when she did not comfort someone with loving words, or food 
or clothes, money, or medical help, or help to students. People 
came to her in tears, but went away smiling.

Not long after my arrival in Hatigarh, one morning, hearing 
a commotion in the front yard, I looked out of my miniature 
window. A strange sight met my eyes. Two men were carrying 
a bamboo pole from which hung a rope-cot with an old, emaciated 
woman lying on it. They climbed up to the veranda and went 
round to the back of the house. A little later Lillian came out 
and seeing a question in my eyes said, with an apologetic smile, 
“It is the old lady from across the khal (creek) who badly wanted 
to pay me a visit”. “Where are you putting her up?” I asked. 
“I have had a little space enclosed on the back veranda”, was 
her answer. So the old lady stayed there for a week and then 
was carried back to her hut across the khal. Lillian delighted 
to go out of her way to give pleasure to the helpless.

Lillian was a true missionary in the noblest sense of the term. 
Every human being was a soul to be won for Christ. She gave 
the same respect to all who came to her door, whether rich or 
poor, educated or illiterate, adult or child. She would offer her 
chair even to the dirtiest person, and if anyone declined the chair, 
she herself would sit on the floor beside the visitor. She spoke 
with respect and concern to the needy and did not withdraw 
her sympathy from even those who had deceived her many times.

She used to be burdened for those nominal Christians who 
often created trouble in the church and so were a stumbling- 
block to the weaker believers. Once she was greatly burdened 
for one such very difficult person. She used to intercede for 
him with such striving and tears that she grew weakened. One 
morning she said to me, “I have been praying for him, but have 
never spoken to him of the Lord”. After breakfast she took a 
book from the shelf and said, “I am going to see him. You 
keep praying”. That man put his trust in the Lord and eventu
ally became a full-time Christian worker.
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Lillian was a constant visitor at the leper colony near Hatigarh. 
She was a friend, a helper and an adviser to the people there. 
The women brought their family problems to her. She would 
not always solve the problems, but her counsel comforted them. 
She was greatly troubled to see the healthy little children living 
with their leper parents. She racked her brain thinking and 
puzzling over how she could help them. The result was that 
six children, ranging from a two year old to a ten year old, were 
segregated from the colony to be cared for by Lillian in her own 
compound. She had taken a very courageous step and many 
shook their wise heads over it. Lillian was, however, firm in her 
faith in the Lord, and went forward believing that the Lord 
would provide.

She tended those children with a mother’s fond love. They 
had access into her room 24 hours of the day, and her eyes would 
brighten up when she saw any of the children come to her. 
Sometimes the youngest girl would come and sit oh her knees. 
Lillian would immediately embrace her and turning to me say, 
“ She needs a little love”. In 1957, just before leaving on fur
lough, she was worried about these children and said to me, 
“I am very much attached to them. Were it not for my two 
unmarried sisters, I would not think of going back to the States”. 
The non-Christian doctor of Hatigarh, who was reported to 
be against Christians, always had a good word for Lillian. 
More than once I have heard him say, “These missionaries are 
wonderful people. They are real missionaries” . Then he would 
explain his remark by referring to Lillian’s unusual tender care 
of the “outcaste” children. Her ambition for them always has 
been that they would become stalwart Christians and live to the 
glory of God. May that dearest desire of hers be fulfilled in 
God’s oWn time.

Lack of space and time forbid me to recount the lovely little 
incidents of her missionary life* which have engraved themselves 
in my memory. Over and above them there are the priceless
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personal benefits I myself have received from this dear friend, 
which are too intimate and too sacred to be written about. I 
cannot, however, close this without giving the readers an insight 
into her Christ-like forgiving nature.

This is what one Christian woman in the village told me. 
Once her husband was suddenly taken ill. He was suffering 
acute pain and the poor woman was absolutely helpless. In her 
distress she came running to Lillian and begged for help. Lillian 
realized that the man should be hospitalized immediately. She 
took the couple in her jeep to a good hospital about 50 miles 
away where the man was operated on and eventually returned 
home in good health. This man’s younger brother, who was a 
homeopathic doctor and lived some miles away, heard of this 
and came to the village home. There he met Lillian in the 
church after service raging and cursing and laying against her 
the most ignominious charges concerning the sick man. The 
woman, after relating this, remarked to me, “Sister, Miss Brucek- 
mann never answered a word to him.” This had happened be
fore my arrival at Hatigarh and Lillian never had an inkling of 
my knowledge of it. But I always noticed that she was polite 
to him and spoke of him with kindness.

It is comparatively easy to bear injury from a stranger or even 
from an enemy. An injury from a friend, however, cuts deeper, 
and is hard to forgive. Misunderstandings and adverse criticism 
are not uncommon among colleagues and friends. Lillian had 
a fair share of them, but was ever ready to forgive and go the 
second mile.

Farewell, Lillian, my good friend. May our Heavenly Father 
watch over you in your sweet home where the love of your sisters 
surrounds you. You have left India, but the fragrance of your 
life remains and sweetens many other lives.
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T H E  A R C H I T E C T  OF I N D I A
B y  R obert R . L arson

“Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high;
Where knowledge is free;
Where the world has not been broken up into fragments 

by narrow domestic walls;
Where words come out from the depth of truth;
Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into 

the dreary desert sand of dead habit;
Where the mind is led forward by Thee into ever widening 

thought and action—
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country 

awake.”
From Gitanjali by R. Tagore

He was beginning to deteriorate, it’s true, and even his own 
people were beginning to criticise him for not relinquishing 
his post to a younger man. Then early this year he had a small 
stroke (just Uke lus mother Swaruprani in 1938), which left a 
noticeable weakness in his speech and physical activity. Then 
suddently on May 27th it happened! Everyone knew his health 
was poor, but the suddenness of his going produced a shock as 
great as if he were young and healthy. The largest tears were in 
the eyes of those who had criticised him most, for no one denied 
him the title of Asia’s leading statesman. The earthly life of 
Jawaharlal Nehru was no more. The glimmer was gone from 
the “jewel of India” .

To attain her freedom Mother India gave birth to several 
giants. Nehru was the last of these Titans, and, in the eyes of 
many, the greatest. Coming from an affluent family who were
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descendants of a raja, his beginnings were anything but humble. 
He was given the finest of everything, including an education in 
England, which some claim made him a foreigner to India. 
Indeed he was a foreigner until, with the help of Gandhi, he 
discovered India as a nation of hundreds of millions of struggling 
peasants who, more than anything else, wanted to be free. 
Then, in his endeavor to achieve this, money, position, power, 
and a fine home began to lose their importance and the real 
Nehru ^merged. From the time he came under the overpower
ing influence of Gandhi he spent his entire energies in efforts to 
obtain the independence of India. Once this was accomplished 
he then undertook the tremendous task of making a practical 
application of Gandhi’s principles in order that one of the poorest 
countries of the world might be lifted out of the mire and mud 
of poverty and ignorance.

Rather than simply tabulate the events of his life, we might 
be able to understand this man better by looking at the com
ponents of his personality.

Loyalty. The relationship between Gandhi and Nehru 
constantly reminds me of the relationship between Simon Peter 
and Jesus of Nazareth. From the moment they first met,'Nehru 
adopted Gandhi for his guru (teacher-master). Even though 
he frequently could not understand the reasoning behind some 
of Gandhi’s actions, he would almost blindly abide by him with the 
faith that Gandhi knew best. The relationship between the 
two became one of more than mere brotherly love. The younger 
Nehru was inclined to be—like Peter—impatient and impetuous, 
but Gandhi would fatherly chide him and draw him back to the 
slower, straighter path. Although their thoughts frequently 
clashed, nothing could crack the hard-shelled loyalty Nehru 
had to Gandhi. It even surpassed the loyalty he had to his own 
father, Motilal Nehru. Nehru was willing to suffer considerably 
and even die for the principles of this man, who “did not descend 
from the top but seemed to emerge from the millions of India.”
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Compassion. Nehru was nearly 31 when he first discovered 
the new world of peasant India. Being called to see the condi
tions these people suffered under their landlords, he described 
his feelings by writing: “Looking at them and their misery and 
over-flowing gratitude I was filled with shame and sorrow; shame 
at my own easy-going and comfortable life and our petty politics 
of the city which ignored this vast multitude of semi-naked 
sons and daughters of India; sorrow at the degradation and 
overwhelming poverty of India. A new picture of India seemed 
to rise before me, naked, starving, crushed and utterly miserable. 
And their faith in us, casual visitors from the distant city, em
barrassed me and filled me with a new responsibility that fright
ened me”. As the word compassion implies, he didn’t just pity 
them, but through his sympathy for them he set out to devote 
his life to improving their lot.

Bravery. The task before him of freeing his people was no 
easy one, and he knew it would be dangerous. This modern day 
Moses said, “Success often comes to those who dare and act; it 
seldom goes to the timid who are ever afraid of the consequences. 
We play for high stakes; and if we seek to achieve great things 
it can only be through great dangers.” Nine times he was sen
tenced to prison. In fact, until India became independent, it 
seems this man was in prison more than out. Twice, while 
leading non-violent demonstrations, he received violent beatings 
from the clubs of the mounted police. This job took a strong 
body as well as a strong will.

Humility. Although the people of India early accepted him 
as a leader, he constantly practiced humility-—a rare quality 
among politicians. After the Congress party had elected him 
president twice and he was seeking the third election, he published 
an article under a different name stating why he shouldn’t 
be elected again. He wrote the article as a student would, 
pointing out the qualities in his personality that made him a 
potential dictator and therefore unsafe to lead the country.
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Much later it was discovered that Nehru had written this article. 
In the books he wrote while in prison he constantly demonstrated 
introspection, and severly criticized his motives and weaknesses. 
He never failed to provide his opponents with criticism of himself, 
and was unusually quick to admit his faults.

Able to Bend. Bending without breaking was probably one 
of bis finest qualities. When independence finally did come it 
seemed to many that it would be advantageous for India to remain 
in the Commonwealth. Although he had always believed in a 
complete break with England he was able to see the advantage 
in such an arrangement and gave in, keeping the country in the 
Commonwealth. Then in 1962, in spite of the fact that his 
uppermost foreign policy was that of non-alignment, along with 
special friendliness to the other Asian neighbors, he did not 
hesitate to bend from this stand to condemn the Chinese 
aggression and request Western help to fight it.

Foresighted. There are numerous examples of this quality 
evident during his service as Prime Minister, but the most out
standing involves his plan for providing economic security for 
these naked, hungry millions under his care. Most of the leaders, 
including Gandhi himself, felt that the country should remain 
strictly rural and that any industry should be done on a small 
scale, but to this view Nehru would not bend. Making many 
enemies, he forged ahead to meet the wretched economic 
problems of the new nation by encouraging heavy industry. In 
the millions of unemployed he saw not more potential farmers 
to further crowd the land, but the necessary labor force for 
industry. It is still too early to make conclusions, but it 
now appears that the security and liberty provided by his 
“five-year-plans” would never have been realized without his 

• move to industry.
It almost goes without saying that besides this handful of 

qualities he was energetic, hardworking, peace-loving, and much 
more. He was human too, and had his weaknesses, one of
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them being an inability to lay responsibility on the shoulders 
of others, and another his occasional indiscretion in the selection 
of his friends.

It is troublesome to the Christian mind that this great man 
seemed to have little concern for religion, although Gandhi once 
remarked, “He is nearer God than many who profess to be His 
worshippers.” Fortunately, the Christian religion doesn’t con
sider all non-believers complete “infidels”, but acknowledges that 
God can work through non-believers too. It is fortunate for us 
frail creatures that we do not have to decide the eternal destiny 
of such souls as his.

Rarely does a star arise in the East with the brilliance of this 
one, and therefore we hate to see its light fade. Yet in fact this 
star shall never fade, for through it came victory in the form of 
freedom for hundreds of millions. Although there is no denying 
that Gandhiji was the “Father of India” we know that his 
doctrines were made into a house built upon a rock by another 
man—The Architect of India, Jawaharlal Nehru.

“Thou art the ruler of the minds of all people,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny.
Thy name rouses the hearts of the Punjab, Sind, Gujarat 

and Maratha, of Dravid, Orissa and Bengal;
It echoes in the music of Jamuna and Ganga,
And is chanted by the waves of the Indian Sea.
They pray for thy blessings and sing thy praise,
Thou Dispenser of India’s destiny,
Victory, Victory, Victory to Thee.”

— The National Anthem of India
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D A Y  A F T E R  D A Y  T H E Y  C O ME

By S h eila  G reen

Ever since the first few bricks were laid for the foundation 
of our first Christian hospital, villagers for miles around have 
talked about this new hospital that is being built at Nekursini. 
So, when my husband and I came to live here in July of 1963 
they were sure that the long hoped for and greatly needed doctor 
had arrived. No more would there be the nightmare of trying 
to hire a conveyance to carry sick people to the nearest large 
Government Hospital, some 30 miles away. Gone was the fear 
of a dear one dying before they could get medical aid. But alas! 
my training is that of a nurse, and my husband is not a doctor. 
We had accepted the assignment of the Christian Service Society 
to help in planning the equipment and interior finishing of the 
Hospital and to supervise the building construction, which other
wise would have stopped when Louis Kau left for furlough. 
We are full of thankfulness to our Heavenly Father for His 
guidance and help in all that has been accomplished.

I soon realized that I must use whatever medical knowledge 
I possessed to meet the needs of the sick and suffering who began 
almost at once to make a track to our door. To help in a small 
way some of these unfortunate and desperately poor people, 
the Mission made it possible for me to open a dispensary. Sores 
and wounds are cleaned and dressed. Infected ears and eyes are 
treated. Many suffer from malnutrition and anaemia to whom 
multi-vitamin, iron tablets, and liver injections can be given. 
Amoebic dysentery, colds, coughs and fever are common com
plaints. Mothers are taught how to keep their children free 
of scabies and itch, and the needed treatment is demonstrated. 
Those who very evidently have tuberculosis are taught bow to
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prevent the spread of infection and are sent on to the Govern
ment Hospital for examination and what treatment can be 
given.

One night a young married woman, who had been bitten by 
a poisonous snake, was brought to us. I gave first aid treatment, 
but knew she should get to a hospital. To get a conveyance was 
impossible; not a rickshaw, not a bullock cart was to be had, and 
her husband’s attempts to get a car were futile. Precious time 
passed. Then my husband returned'from Khargpur and we 
rushed Sita in our car to a small Government hospital 7 miles 
away, but it was too late. The next morning we learned she 
had died.

On another occasion a man cycled 7 miles to ask us to come 
to his home to give medical aid to his very ill brother. Imme
diately we set out for his village. The patient was restless, had 
high fever, and severe abdominal pain. I knew he needed 
surgery and that meant he must get to a hospital. There was 
no other alternative than to take him to the Government Hospital 
37 miles away. How thankful we were to learn that the operation 
was successful and the man recovered!

A sad case was that of one of our Christian pastors, living in 
Amda village, ten miles from us, who suddenly had a stroke. 
Since there was no road by which a car could travel to his house, 
he was carried on a stretcher to Nekursini. There was nothing 
we could do in this situation except to take him another 37 miles 
to hospital at Midnapore. But his condition was critical and 
he died the next morning. Mrs. Roadarmel did not learn of his 
death until that evening when she was about to go to visit him. 
A telegram had been sent to his wife which she received the next 
morning just in time to get a bus for Midnapore, after walking 
several miles, and she and her sister arrived at 1.30 p.m. The 
body was brought from the morgue in the Mission station wagon 
and a simple service was held around the car with the relatives, 
church folks, and many curious non-Christians standing by,
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before the car proceeded to the cemetery. Rev. Bidhubusan 
Tudu had served well as a pastor, and was ready to meet his 
Lord. Our prayers are for his wife and the little adopted child.

One afternoon a lad of 7 years came to us, asking that the 
doctor stop the “fluttering” of his heart. Would the doctor keep 
him in hospital and make him well? He so wanted to go to 
school, and to be able to play football. No doctor? Well, he 
would stay in his village and come again when the hospital 
opened. Sadly, I watched a little disappointed boy go away, 
when he should have been put to bed under Dr. Bob’s care.

Then there was Raju. He sat all huddled up near the gate. 
He had crept up this far and could go no farther. He was 
emaciated and anaemic. “Please keep me, anywhere, and ask 
the doctor sahib (term used for foreign man) to look after me.” 
We wanted to get him to hospital as quickly as possible, but he 
was unhappy because his family who were very poor could not 
go and begged to stay. With prayer, injections, and medicines he 
is a bit better and awaits the coming of Dr. Bob to make him 
completely well.

Day after day they come asking for Dr. Bob, for treatment, 
and admission to hospital. From miles away they come on 
foot, by bullock cart, palanquin, rickshaw, or stretcher; a maternity 
case, someone severely burned, a dreaded tetanus case, acute 
abdominal trouble, with T.B., and diphtheria. So many have 
had either to be taken to, or directed to the Government Hospital 
37 miles away, thus losing hours of valuable time. Immediate 
treatment would have made such a difference and the majority 
would have recovered. Through heat, rain, and thick slush, 
ravished with fevers, disease, and suffering from malnutrition 
they come; mothers carrying children on their hips, young men 
and women seeking medical aid, longing to be well.

But they do not give up hope. They go on dreaming of the 
day when the Nekursini Hospital will be open and the doctor 
(Dr. Robert Larsen) will be there; when there will be nurses to
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care for the sick, and someone to visit them in their homes, 
advising who should go to hospital, and who can be treated at 
home.

When it is possible to have a mobile medical unit and a second 
doctor, who can be spared from the hospital to visit in the villages 
accompanied by a nurse, then much more can be done by way 
of instruction in preventive measures, sanitation, nutrition, how 
to combat tuberculosis, help in family planning, in addition to 
the medical aid that can be given for those not requiring hospital
ization.

Never a week goes by that someone doesn’t express his gratitude 
that a hospital will be opened and that Dr. Bob and his family 
have come to India to serve at Nekursini. We covet your prayers 
for all who will serve in this Hospital, that through them the 
love and compassion of the Great Physician may be made 
known to all who seek healing. “Inasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto 
me.” Matthew 25:40.

T H E  S E E D
By B. E. W e id m a n

The man was swinging around on a long horizontal pole 
which had been secured to a center pole. He was about 20 ft., 
above the ground and was counterbalanced by 3 men hanging 
on to a rope which hung down from the other end of the hori
zontal pole. As they swung him around in 3 complete circles 
he kicked his feet, waved his arms, and yelled loudly. This 
was his puja (worship to Shiva) and he wanted all to see and hear 
him as he did his puja. Before ascending the tower that was 
placed beside the tall pole that held the swinging beam, he had 
allowed the priest to slit the skin on either side of the two large
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vertical muscles in his back and insert two iron hooks. By 
means of a long cloth he was tied to the horizontal pole, the cloth 
passing first under his armpits and thence up over the beam. 
He was doing this in order to receive the blessings of Shiva in 
the year to come, or in the years to come, depending on what kind 
of promises he had made to the god. As we stood in the vast 
crowd of thousands of people who had come to see the spectacle, 
we took pictures of each devotee as he swung on the beam and 
after he had come down from the tower. As we were taking 
pictures and talking to the devotees who had just come down 
from the tower, a well dressed man came up to us and said in 
English—“Who are you? Where are you from and why are you 
taking pictures without permission?” After some hasty expla
nations as to who we were, where we had come from, and that 
with so many thousands of people around we did not know from 
whom to request permission to take pictures, we beat a hasty 
retreat to the jeep and then on to our own village 10 miles distant. 
That was two years ago, and now we were preparing to go back 
to share the Gospel with these same people by all the means at 
our disposal.

It had been two years since we had last been to this village of 
Jol Hori. Jol means water and Hori means Vishnu, Shiva, 
Brahma (the creator), God. We knew that if we wanted to tell 
them about God as He has revealed Himself in and through 
Jesus Christ, the first step would be to get the permission of the 
village head-man. Fortunately, the headmaster of the Bhimpore 
Primary School knew the head-man for he used to be a pupil in 
our Bhimpore School. One day on our way to Midnapore for 
other business, we stopped at the home of the head-man and 
Horen Kisku asked permission for us to come to the next mela 
(religious and social festival) to show slides on the life of Chri^ 
and sell Christian literature. He readily gave his permission 
and after finishing our business in Midnapore, we returned to 
Bhimpore to make plans and prepare for the presentation.
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FirsPof ail, we knew that in India religious teaching is given 
quite frequently in song, their scriptures often being sung. The 
people will listen for hours to their own scriptures set to music. 
However, we also knew that the time was short for us to prepare 
a Christian presentation in this way. So we sent word to the 
hostel boys, the hostel girls and the village boys and girls to 
prepare their best songs in Bengali, Santali and Hindi with the 
idea of recording these and then playing them at the mela. In 
this way we hoped to draw the crowds to the literature booth 
and to the site for showing slides on the life of Christ. The young 
people began in earnest. You could hear them practicing for the 
recording session just one day off. That day I was also busy 
getting new batteries for my little Butoba transistor tape recorder, 
locating tapes and getting the recording room ready. We had 
to find a place where the village noises would not end up on the 
tape and where the best sound could be reproduced by means 
of the small tape recorder. I finally settled on the living room 
in the bungalow, for it has double doors, and windows with shut
ters, and the brick walls are 22 inches thick. When I got through 
with the living room, Pat (Mrs. Weidman) w^uld not have recog
nized it. I was thankful that she was in the hills and need not 
make the attempt. First, I searched the whole house and got 
all the bedspreads, blankets and clothing that I could find to make 
drapes so as to cut down the echo from the brick walls. Then 
I strung ropes from every possible place to every other possible 
place, and proceeded to “drape” the cloth “gracefully” over the 
ropes. I must confess it ended up looking like Mrs. Haggerty’s 
wash, but the effect for the recording was not too bad. For two 
days we practiced and recorded, listened, erased, re-recorded 
until we had two 30 minute tapes which were acceptable for what 
1|e  wanted to do. Then came the other planning for the mela.

We knew that the mela would start on Saturday night and 
continue all night and all the next day. For this we needed to 
divide up into teams so that each team could tend to a particular
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method of witnessing. We wanted to encourage the young 
people to get out and witness more, so we did not want to exclude 
anyone who was willing to. work, i.e., night and day. We 
invited all to come to the planning session to decide who was 
to do what. Twenty people showed up and we got to work. We 
decided to have 2 teams circulating through the crowds playing 
“Gospel Recordings”, and the tapes which we had made; 4 teams, 
of 2 to a team, selling literature in the literature booth; 3 teams 
of 2 each circulating through the crowd to sell literature, and 
2 teams of 2 each to show the slides all night. One team of 3 
would cook the two meals which would be needed during the 
time that we were at the mela. Next we divided up about Rs 200 
worth of Christian literature, tracts, Bibles etc., among the selling 
teams, and I made literature trays for those who would be moving 
about in the crowds. After all the teams were organised we had 
several dry runs trying to convince each other in practice sessions 
as to the value of a certain book, or relating what Christ had done 
for us. At last we assembled all the gear and the food and went 
home to rest up a bit in preparation for the night and day duty 
ahead. During the rest period some of us or perhaps all of us, 
were praying for the doors to open in the hearts of the people 
to whom we would be witnessing. We were praying that there 
might not be any trouble from those who would not want to 
hear the Christian message. During the time of this rest period 
a dry hot wind began to blow and the clouds began to form. 
The sky grew darker and darker and we were concerned about 
being flooded out. As we packed the trailer it was so dark inside 
the house we could not see without a light, although it was only 
4 p.m. When all the things were packed and we assembled 
by the trailer, we could see that our number had grown from 
20 to 26, but still we did not wish to say that anyone could not 
go, so we arranged that those who could not get in the jeep, or 
on the trailer, should start by foot and then I would come and 
pick them up on a second trip wherever they might be. As
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we moved on toward the village of Jol Hori it seemed as ifa  wall 
of rain was moving just ahead of us. We never did get into the 
storm, but all along the way we saw signs that a tremendous 
amount of water had fallen in a very few minutes. I have 
never seen anything like it in the time that I have been in India. 
The rice fields on both sides of the road were filled to the tops 
of their little dykes and the water was spilling over in some 
places. In other places the water had broken through and swift 
currents were running from one paddy field to the next and on 
to the next. We could see the black clouds moving just ahead of 
us and spilling their load of water on the fields. When we finally 
arrived at the village of Jol Hori, people were just coming out 
from under whatever shelter they had been able to find when the 
storm broke. They could not understand why our jeep and all 
the equipment was bone dry. It was about 7 p.m., when we 
arrived and the village head-man led us from the dirt road to the 
spot where the mela was to take place.

As we turned from the road and started down a small lane 
we could see that, even in spite of the storm, many people had 
come to begin setting up their small shops where they would sell 
their wares to the folks coming to the mela. They all had to pay 
a small fee of 25 nP. or 50 nP. (5 to 10 cents) to the committee 
which was organizing the mela. We found a spot on a small 
knoll some distance from the central site of the mela, and began 
to set up camp. One team began to bring water to store in the 
50 gallon drum as the well was some distance away. Another 
team began to set up the tent which would cover the book stall. 
A third team began to make the chulas (mud stoves), while a 
fourth team began to set up the tarpaulin which would cover 
the cooking area. I set out by jeep to find those who were 
walking. They had come about 5 of the 10 miles, so it was not 
long until we were all in camp and ready to start the slide 
presentation. In groups of 5 and 10 the people began coming 
to the mela, yet most of them were coming to set up their own
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little stalls to sell food, trinkets, cloth, or whatever they had. 
As more and more people came we could see that it was going 
to be an all night affair and very noisy, but we were ready, so 
we started the tape on the loud speaker to bring the people to 
the little knoll to see the slides.

At first the people hardly knew we were there, but then 
somehow above the roar of the preparations and the beating 
of drums for the dancers they began to hear our songs. A few 
curious people gathered around. It was not long until a large 
group of dancers, about 300 yards away, started toward us. 
They were beating on large drums and cymbals and the racket 
was so great one could hardly hear any other sounds. At first 
they made as though they would go around our movie screen, 
but then, dancing wildly as in a frenzy and waving tree branches 
over their heads, they made straight for us. They danced all 
around the jeep and in very close to the tent and I could see 
that the Secretary of our church was getting concerned for fear 
that these folks might start some trouble, for they had all been 
drinking rice beer and were capable of most anything. We 
had explained to our young men that they were not to argue 
with anyone and if there was no physical contact they were not 
to do anything about folks coming into our camp. They all 
held their peace and the dancers went on with their more or less 
drunken ritual for a few minutes and then they went off to some 
other area. However, it was not long until another group came 
doing the same thing. I began to think that this was their way 
of saying that we don’t want to see your slides and hear your 
story of Jesus, but gradually they went off to other places and 
peop% who were really interested began to gather. By the time 
the dancing had finished and the people had come it was nearly 
midnight, so we began showing slides and kept it up till the light 
of dawn made it impossible to see the screen.

At the first light of dawn more and more people began coming 
to the site of the mela so, after a hot cup of tea and some bread
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to eat, we went on with the literature selling program. Each 
team knew what to do and before long we were surrounded by a 
huge crowd of people, mostly wanting to see the source of the 
music, but some wanting to buy. The two teams that were to go 
into the crowd to play records were a bit hesitant to move out, 
so I took the tape recorder and the hand megaphone and went 
out with them. We would walk to a likely spot near some man’s 
ox-cart and ask him if he minded if we played records from his 
cart. If he had objections then we would move on to an open 
space and soon a crowd would gather around us. We would 
play a few songs and then give the announcement about the 
literature booth. In this way we got ever more people to come 
to the booth to see the books and to buy. Moving among the 
crowd, along with us or in competition with us, were a group of 
Hindu young men going from shop to shop playing and singing. 
We had no words with them, but it was very obvious that they 
did not appreciate the competition. One of our boys went in 
amongst a huge crowd of Santals who were drinking and dancing. 
He had a literature tray and went in to see if anyone would buy. 
Some came to him and said “If you are a Santal we will allow 
you to stay, if you are a Bengali we will kick you out.” He was 
a Santal boy and he began speaking to them in Santali so they 
let him stay on. He did sell some small booklets to them. As 
we worked away through the heat of the day out in the crowd, 
and under the tent when the sun got too hot, we could see some 
women coming to the nearby tank (pond) for water. They 
kept coning and filling their pots and going out to the large 
crowd of Santals who were drinking and dancing. I found out 
that all that water was needed to dilute the rice beer fof the 
merry makers, but this did not seem to slow them down, for 
hour after hour in the hot sun they kept on drinking and dancing.

Among those who were allowed to come to the mela to set 
up their shops were a group of gamblers. I visited an area 
where there were six of them operating. I was told by many
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that they had to give a bribe of Rs 30.00 (about $6.50) in order 
to get the chance to set out their gambling cloths at this mela. 
Whether or not this is true, only the people involved can say. 
Some of the boys talked to one lady who was lucky and had won 
Rs 100.00 from one of the gamblers. However, I watched these 
six men for some time and although I saw many men and women 
put money down, at the roll of the dice the gambler nearly always 
took their money. One of the leaders of the village came again 
and again to our tent during the day, and in the course of conver
sation he said that in 3 years time this village had made over 
Rs 1,300.00 for the school by means of this mela. We may 
question the method of raising the money, but we were grateful 
that the Gospel was getting a chance to be heard and read. At 
the end of the day we added up all the sales of literature and it 
came to a little over Rs 30.00. This was indeed a mustard seed 
amount, but the seed had been sown and seeds have a way of 
growing if given a chance. We were greatly encouraged by the 
number of young people who bought tracts, Gospels, booklets, 
song books etc., even though these only sold for 10 paise or 
.05 paise (2 cents or 1 cent). At the end of the day we broke 

.camp and left the mela grounds with great joy, knowing that the 
seed would surely grow.

I F Y O U  WE R E  T H E  A V E R A G E  I N D I A N
By C lara D orn

Until I learned that I had been appointed to India as a mission
ary I knew very little about this great country. This year 
American Baptists have been studying about India, so perhaps 
you are more intelligent about life and conditions in this sub
continent than I was five or six years ago. However, I would 
like to share with you some of the facts and figures that have 
come to my attention.
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Pretend that you are the average Indian. You would be much 
more likely to own a bullock cart or a bicycle than a car. Here 
one person out of fifty owns a bullock cart, while only one out 
of two thousand owns a motor car. Probably you would not 
have a telephone or a radio in your home. 1.2 per cent out of 
1,000 in India have a telephone. One person out of every 250 
has a radio.

Your home would be lighted by kerosene lanterns, rather 
than by electricity. 3/5ths of all the electrical energy is used up 
in the six largest cities. There is promise of more electrical power 
being generated in the future and even villages receiving it, but 
the day when villagers can afford electricity seems a long way off.

One commodity of which India has sufficient is cattle. We 
are told that there are 159 million cows, but despite this number 
the average consumption of milk per person is only five ounces 
a day.

We can be fairly sure that if you were the average Indian you 
would be a farmer. 3/4ths of the people are dependent upon 
agriculture as their main source of livelihood. The debt of 
each farmer on the average is $86.43. The per capita income 
throughout the country is $70,000 per year.

The chances are that you would be quite young, as over half 
of the people in India are under 25 years of age. Your life 
expectancy would be 45 years although, of course, many people 
five to be much older. Since only one person out of 4 can 
read and write, you would probably be illiterate. The percent
age of literacy is much higher for men (34.4 per cent) than for 
women (12.9 per cent). Your marriage would likely be successful, 
for in 1960 there were only 5,994 cases of divorce in all of India. 
You would be spared the bother of figuring out your income 
tax, as only slightly over one million people pay income tax. 
Obviously, the income isn’t very evenly distributed. One per 
cent of India’s population earns 50 per cent of the total 
national income.
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As an average Indian, you wouldn’t have to worry about being 
overweight. The per capita consumption of calories is estimated 
at 1,900 per day. The number of calories required for health 
is a debatable issue, but we would all agree that 1,900 per day 
is not sufficient. Since you would be living in a village, if you 
were ill it might be difficult for you to get a doctor; if you needed 
dental work you would have to travel some distance. In 1961 
India had 185,600 hospital beds, and 3,681 dentists. The ratio 
for doctors comes to something like one for every 4,000 people.

By religion you would be a Hindu as 85.1 per cent of the 
population belong to this community. The Christian population 
is 2.6 per cent and the Muslim 9.4 per cent. Your chances of 
meeting a Christian missionary would be slim as according to a 
1962 newspaper report there is one missionary for every 100,000 
people. Also the number is more likely to decrease, rather than 
increase, as time goes on.

Your mother tongue would be Hindi with almost 1 /4th of 
the nationals having this as their language. India has 84 differ
ent languages and major dialects; some sources say more than 
this figure. Fourteen are spoken by more than a million people 
and are recognized by the Constitution. In the area in which our 
Mission works we have Bengali, Oriya, Santali, Hindi, Telegu, 
and English. This work is in the three large states of Bengal, Orissa 
and Bihar. Around 100,000,000 people live in these states.

This is only a small sample of what it would be like if you 
were the average Indian. You might also like to learn what it 
would be like to be an Indian above the average with a college 
degree, a good position, and an adequate income. There are 
many good books, some by Christian authors, and general refer
ence works available which will bring you up-to-date on Indian 
life, and the development of the country which is today the 
world’s largest democracy. Keep reading, listening, and learning, 
so that you can pray more intelligently for the work of God’s 
kingdom here.
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D R E A M S  C O M E  T R U E

By W. C. O sgood

We live with history on the beautiful, old Mission property 
at Jaleswar. The more than ten acres of beautiful trees, ponds, 
and grassy grounds of this well located camp ground, with its 
accommodation for several scores of campers in all sorts of weather 
has become synonymous with experiences of deep fellowship, 
spiritual growth, and renewal for many. Here the first full-time 
Secretary of the India Sunday School Union spent the first 
twelve years of his life. Here, too, in 1870 the first India 
Sunday School Convention was held under a magnificent old 
banyan tree. At this place the Santali language was first reduced 
to writing and the first catechism, primer and gospels for the 
Santal tribal people were prepared. The first Santals were 
baptized at Jaleswar between 1846 and 1856. Here was an 
orphanage for those rescued from human sacrifice among the 
Kond tribe, and the ones saved from the famine of 1866-67. 
By the side of the 1000 mile, old pilgrim road from Benares to 
Puri, shrine of the Lord of the World (Jagganath) and near the 
Line of Gold River (Subhanarekha), whose gold flecked sands 
make a wonderful place for vesper, sunrise, or firelight services, 
is the camp site. Here, too, was organized, 42 years ago, the 
field wide Women’s Conference whose yearly gifts mean so much 
to the work of the Bengal-Orissa field.

Nearly 40 years after the death of the previous resident mission
ary, the buildings and equipment, dreamed of when the first 
Lay Training Conference was carried on here in 1948, have been 
largely completed, but with ample room for growth. Jane 
and I came back from vacation in 1962 to take up residence at 
Jaleswar and continue the development of the camping program.
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In 1964, thus far, we have had Dr. and Mrs. L. C. Kitchen, 
who for twelve years had labored on this field, for a Conference 
of the evangelistic and pastoral workers from three associations. 
Out of his experience of many years of teaching Christian Educa
tion at McMaster University in Canada, he led this Conference 
on the teaching ministry of the church. Their obvious love of the 
people and continued command of the Bengali language, after so 
many years absence, made their teaching doubly impressive and 
welcome. We hope that a very practical guide for the Indian 
churches in the matters of religious education and the teaching 
ministry will be a result of this and other conferences conducted 
by them in the Canadian and American Baptist areas and at 
Serampore.

These facilities were also used by an Associational Women’s 
meeting of the Hatigarh-Salgodia area in February and March. 
What it means to isolated women, living in widely scattered 
communities, among non-Christians, to come together for 
intensive Bible study, prayer and fellowship, those of us who are 
literate and have abundant Christian contacts cannot fully under
stand. Out of deep poverty they manage and finance their own 
meetings, collecting handfuls of rice from house to house, and 
making leaf plates from leaves collected from the forests. Often 
walking many miles, carrying their bundles of bedding, they 
come to such meetings.

At the Lay Training Conference, held 11| days a year, after 
three years given to intensive class work in a study of Bible 
doctrine, ethics, practical preparation for the leadership of wor
ship, Sunday Schools, Vacation Bible schools, youth work and the 
like, some are awarded an attractive certificate. Ten of these 
lay trainees from among the 50 or more in the camp, from our 
own churches, or those of the Mennonite and English Methodist 
churches who co-operate in this program, received certificates 
in 1964. Testimonies such as: “My brother, a tailor, who kept 
his shop open on Sundays, closes it Sundays since he came to this
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camp and he takes an active part in the leadership and support of 
his own church by tithing” ; or “I never was able to pray or speak 
in public until I came to Jaleswar, but now I often take the service 
in the absence of the pastor;” or “I was restless and uncertain 
as to what I ought to do in life. Here the Lord has called me to 
be His witness in the steel mill where I work and I am satisfied 
that there is where He wants me,” suggest some of the results of 
this training.

April brought a Nurses’ and Pastors’ Wives’ Conference to 
Jaleswar. The partnership of medicine and the home in winning 
India for Christ and building up home life and witness is very 
real. “Walk worthy of the vocation with which you are called” 
was the key verse. Daily Bible study groups on Ephesians, in 
three languages, in which everyone had opportunity to take part, 
were very helpful. This approach helps uneducated village 
people, as well as the educated, not to keep their minds neutral, 
as they so often do in listening to a lecture or sermonizing, but 
to find the meaning and application of the passage under considera
tion to every day life.

An Oriya young people’s camp, with not far from 100 present, 
with the theme 1 Timothy 4:12, “Let no man think little of you 
because of your youth; instead become in speech, in behavior, 
in love, in faith, in purity, an example for the believers”, has just 
concluded. A deeply committed Oriya college professor and a 
young Methodist B.A., B.D. pastor, who himself owes much 
to these lay training classes of the past, were special speakers, 
though many young people took positions of leadership. It is 
too soon to know of the decisions for Christ or the response to 
His call for service made, but year by year these come and the 
fruit is seen in the life and leadership of the churches.

Next on the schedule comes the nearly two week Workers’ 
Refresher Course, from the 10th to 21st of August. This year 
we are giving major emphasis to Stewardship, under the guidance 
and leadership of Dr. Paul R. Lindholm, a specialist serving
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with the National Christian Council. Studies of Joshua and 
Judges, of the lessons of Church history, of the art of pastoral 
»visitation, and of outstanding Old and New Testament lives, 
are among the items included. Pastors and leaders from other 
areas have also been invited. Where so little Christian literature 
in the languages of the people is available, this replenishment of 
the “sermon barrel” and time of fellowship and inspiration is 
all the more meaningful. How to minister to scattered Christians 
surrounded often by 1000 to 1 non-Christians and build up the 
content of their faith, is a continuing problem.

This fall we anticipate a special training class for Sunday 
School teachers of the Balasore and Hatigarh-Salgodia association 
areas. The facilities which your gifts and prayers have provided 
make it possible for the small church here also to invite the 
Bengal-Orissa-Bihar-Baptist Convention to hold its Annual 
meeting here. Jaleswar is near enough to our new hospital at 
Nekursini, so that at the close of the Convention we may move 
en masse the 19 miles to attend the opening and dedication 
ceremonies of this other dream come true, scheduled for the 
16th of November.

We cannot close this brief report without a heartfelt thank 
you to those whose gifts, prayers, scholarship help and willing 
co-operation and services have made possible both the equipment 
and program of this Training Center. By sharing our 124 year 
old home with the Training Center and living here the year round 
it is much easier to help with the training program, literature 
and other phases of the work.

Dreams come true when backed by the prayer, dedicated life 
and sacrificial giving of those who care. One sees an ever widen
ing circle of influence for the highest and best going out now and 
in the future from Jaleswar which has become our “Green Lake.”
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A M Y  C O E
November 24, 1883—March 30, 7964 

By R u t h  D a n iels

“Let’s do it differently. Why should just the workers benefit 
from our Training Conferences?”

It was Amy Coe on the Committee for planning the Annual 
Mission Women Workers’ conference, which meant Bible Women 
and Mission school teachers assembled for four or five days for 
instruction and inspiration, entirely at Mission expense.

“Then what do you suggest?”
“Suppose we open it to lay women, too. Let everyone pay 

his own expenses, including food which may be plain and cheap. 
Then workers wall come only if they want to, and lay women will 
come the same way. All will be Christian women praying, learn
ing and thinking together.”

This was revolutionary, but it was worth trying and in October, 
1922, the Women’s Conference, now in its 42nd year, was born 
at Jaleswar.

“And,” said Amy, “why have just addresses to which many 
cannot give steady attention and which everyone forgets and 
never acts on. Let’s sit in groups and discuss questions.” So 
they did, and everyone had something to say about telling 
“necessary” lies, children taking neighbors’ mangoes, and loving 
unpleasant people, along with other issues.

This was like Amy—new ideas, questions others didn’t dare 
raise, original proposals and the problems all over the world. 
When she wrote letters or articles, they were worth reading twice 
—or thrice. Here is just a sample, a story written while she 
was on vacation in 1912 and called, “Juja and Raimoni”—
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What do you think was the best and most exciting thing 
that happened while we were in Darjeeling in July? You would 
never guess, for it had nothing to do with vacations, or mountains. 
It was a letter from Miss Barnes that began like this, “Oh, what 
do you think? I knew at midday and can hardly wait to tell 
you,” and then followed the news of a real love match. It was 
so sweet a story that I hardly know whether to laugh or cry, 
but I am sure that I want to share it with someone.

Love stories are not so common in our experience. It doesn’t 
seem strange to us to have a man just ask for one of our girls— 
anyone that we think suitable; and in most cases the first con
versation between the two takes place after engagement. But 
this engagement has been different, and all who know the two 
—Juja and Raimoni—are glad and say, “It will be well.”

Jujaisthe driver of “The Ark”, that is, the old black bullock 
cart in which the Zenana teachers* are daily transported to and 
from their work. For this service and for some work on the 
compound he receives about two dollars and sixteen cents per 
month. So much for the worldly state of the bridegroom, but 
it does not introduce you to him in the least.

He became a Christian about four years ago, when Miss Dawson 
was in charge of the Zenana work; but he had been a Mission 
servant long before that. He has continued living in his own 
village with his old mother, who still clings to her Hindu faith 
and customs. You ought to hear him pray for her and his fellow 
villagers in our servants’ prayers. He hasn’t learned many of 
the stock petitions of our people, but he knows how to pray. 
He always begins formally enough—“Lord, in this early morning 
time we are present before Thee. Thou hast kept us in health 
and strength and brought us to see the light of this new day”, 
and that’s as far as he gets with the learned phrases. The 
rest is right from his heart—“Oh, Lord, bless my mother,

•  Zenana teachers were those who taught women in their homes.
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bless her, Lord, and soften her heart, make her to see, Lord. 
Thou seest how I am—all alone in that Hindu village. They 
have fallen into and are floating on the sea of sin. Lay hold of 
them, Lord. Help me, that, looking on me, they may say, ‘Yes, 
the Lord is.’ In the name of the Lord Jesus, I ask it, Amen.” 

Don’t you wish there were room here for the rest of the love 
story?

Amy Coe was born in Cleveland, Ohio, November 24, 1883. 
At eight years of age she united with the Scranton Ave. Free 
Baptist Church under the pastorate of Dr O. D. Patch. A 
childhood acquaintance in that church says, “I first remember 
seeing Amy as a five year old sitting up in front of the church 
during Sunday School. The story was that she had already 
read the Bible through.”

Having completed the public school work in her native city, 
she moved with her parents to Madison, Conn. in 1901. In 
1905 she was graduated from Mt. Holyoke College where, during 
her sophomore year, she became a Student Volunteer. The 
two years following her college course were spent in settlement 
work in New Haven, among the Italians, and in New York City, 
among the Bohemians. Of these she says, “I have had a most 
varied and valuable experience.”

While spending the next year in her home, a call came from 
the Mission Board Secretary and she began making definite 
plans for India. Learning that she would there be needed for 
school work she spent a year at Teachers’ College, Columbia 
University. The following autumn, October 1909, she sailed 
with Sadie Gowen for India.

In her first letter from India she expressed her keen appreciation 
of God’s goodness in settling that people in so beautiful a world. 
She wrote of her cosy room, of the large veranda made palatial 
by palms and ferns, of the beauty of the changes culminating 
in those rich, rare November days and of the witchery of the
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tropical moonlight, adding, “I wonder why I never thought 
of India as beautiful before.”

Stationed in Balasore, she acquired a working knowledge 
of the Oriya Language soon, and later became proficient in it. 
After only three months in the country she was given charge 
of the Girls’ School. When Miss Barnes was obliged to leave 
for America in 1913, the charge of the Orphanage also devolved 
upon her and was her work during the remainder of her term. 
At that time it numbered eighty girls. As other missionaries 
left on furlough, she was given care of the Widows’ Home, 
the Balasore Bible Women, and finally the supervision of the 
women’s work at Jaleswar, 25 miles north, which she visited 
once a month. She took her furlough in 1916 and, because 
of the need to be within call of her home, it was longer than 
the usual one. When, because of the urgent need in India, she 
returned in 1920, she again took charge of the Balasore Girls’ 
School and after a year the Orphanage. She was called home 
in 1923 by her father’s serious illness and arrived only a few days 
before his death.

•Listen to what some said of her in those days. “Miss Coe 
is a bright bit of sunshine; a charming girl, fit to shine in any 
society, yet has no regrets for being a missionary, but is enthusias
tic and happy, full of life and good cheer which encourages 
everybody.” Another says, “The thing I remember most about 
Amy is her constant cheerfulness. Also she loved the girls 
and even when disciplining them she could not be stern. She 
did not know how to be sick. I recall one time when she had 
malaria and wanted to take her temperature every hour or so, 
“just for something to do.” Another remembers, “Amy 
was always a grand, good friend. In our home in India she was 
jolly and companionable. In her work in the orphanage she 
was very watchful of every child as to health, progress and beha
vior. She was a strict disciplinarian (with a smile), a careful
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nurse and doctor, always an influence for Christ and Christian 
living. We knew she loved every one of us.” Another mission
ary of that time says, “while on the way to India, I was told, 
‘Amy Coe is a real missionary’, so I was watching for Amy 
when I went to Conference soon after arrival. I found her very 
pleasant, alert and much interested in all the new styles I had 
brought. She left India soon after. Perhaps if she had not 
left so soon I might have learned more of what a real missionary 
is like.”

Amy’s own comments then on her life in India show her full 
of that effervescent happiness, radiant joy, and love for everyone 
that we have just heard of. “Oh, the thrills of joy over the 
fulfilment of a long day-dream, the delight of being here! I 
know of no way to impart it to you except to bring you to India.” 
One evening in June, walking by the sea at Chandipore, she said 
it was anniversary week at Mt. Holyoke and she imagined her 
classmates at their reunion, but added heartily, “I would rather 
be here.”

With some, the enthusiasm and urge of Christian service wears 
off and in later years they stop wanting to teach or being interest
ing and alive enough to be wanted as teachers or leaders, but this 
was not Amy. Her zeal for service was there from the beginning 
and never waned. See, how after College, while anticipating 
a missionary career abroad, she was engaged in settlement work 
among Italians and Bohemians. Then on her first furlough, 
while her return to India was delayed, she taught two years in 
the Normal Department of Storer College. After she left India 
in 1923, her father died and she with her mother and sister 
moved from Connecticut to California. Return to India was 
out of the picture, but service for the Master was not. She 
took a year’s course at Berkeley Divinity School and took tip work 
at the Chinese Christian Center in San Francisco under the Home 
Mission Society. After three years she was constrained to give 
that up and she with her mother and sister settled in S&ratoga,
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California. She and her sister, Alice, worked in church and 
S.S. Amy was Superintendent of S.S. for ten years.

She also taught some week day classes. She went to a needy 
place, Alviso, where she had a group of Camp Fire girls and 
built a little room back of an old church for them. There she 
and Alice went for Daily Vacation Bible School.

To tell the number of classes, Bible and Mission, she has 
conducted would be impossible, and even during the last three 
months before she was bedridden, in a program of different 
classes in their church, called “90 minutes for God”, she was 
teaching a class on “Hinduism in Daily Life.” She had studied 
and secured information, aside from her own experience, for 
this and, in spite of pain and weakness, she had the satisfaction 
of taking all but one of the ten sessions. She said of this class 
in a January 4th, 1964, letter, “I managed to finish my course 
although I felt pretty wobbly the last few lessons. The time was 
so short, it was ridiculous to undertake such a subject in ten 
lessons.” Then she added, “As soon as I get well, we are going 
to have an evening session.”

Not only has she taught much, but she has written lessons 
for S.S. courses, of the finest type. Titles of the latest two 
were “Jesus The Way,” and “The Growth of The Seed”, for 
7th and 6th grade pupils and they are being used now by devoted 
teachers in the Saratoga S.S.

Remember the humor and optimism of those early days in 
India, when she took her temperature in malaria “to pass the 
time”? While in hospital last January she said, “The doctors 
have made all kinds of tests. They never tell you why or what 
they find out. I ’m embarrassed for fear in the end they will 
discover that there is nothing the matter, that the whole thing 
is a fake. Anyway, I ’m here in this wonderful hospital and it’s 
quite an education and I’m well enough to enjoy it.” Looking 
towards the uncertain future and thanking friends for their prayers 
for her recovery, she wrote, even in weakness, “For myself, I
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know I have had a long life, filled with comforts and pleasures 
far, far beyond what the majority of people have had. Alice 
needs me and, of course, we would like to go as near together as 
possible, but, if not, we are both grateful for all the happy years 
we have had together.”

It was March 30th, the day after Easter, when she went 
through the door to unending life with her Lord, and left her 
sister, seven years older, and all her numberless friends with an 
aching sorrow, but not just that, for with the sorrow, we are rich 
with inspiring and joyous memories. Many words have been 
used in this sketch, bu: no words can convey the thrill one felt 
on being with her, seeing her radiant smile, hearing her infectious 
laugh, sensing her outgoing love, the inner glowr and intellectual 
zeal, the vibrant spirit of devotion to the Master which never 
flagged.

Sources for this sketch are letters from friends, articles in “ The 
Missionary H elper” and “ The Free Baptist Woman’s Missionary 
Society.”

O U R  P R A Y E R  C O R N E R
“And he spake a parable unto them to this end, that men ought 

always to pray, and not to faint.” Luke 18:1.
Sunday: Thanksgiving for the granting of visas for Rev. and

Mrs. Edward L. Skillman to serve in Balasore District, 
Orissa. Pray for guidance in planning for their study of the 
Oriya language.

Monday: That soon Government recognition may be given
for the new hospital at Nekursini, and that a license to prac
tice may be granted for Dr. Larsen.

Tuesday: Thanksgiving for the appointment of Robert and 
Elizabeth Wernersbach for service in our Bengal-Orissa 
Mission. Pray that their visa applications may be considered 
favorably by Government.
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Wednesday: Continue to pray for the granting of visas for 
Rev. and Mrs. Joseph Bass, who are so needed for service 
in the industrial areas.

Thursday: For young people in training for Christian service
in colleges and seminaries that they may do creditable work 
and grow in their spiritual lives. Give thanks for gifts for 
scholarships for Christian young people.

Friday: That in places where there is dissension among Christ
ians the Holy Spirit may work to bring about repentance 
and a real determination on the part of those concerned to 
do whatever is needed to bring honor and glory to God, 
thereby showing a truly Christ-like spirit of love and for
giveness.

Saturday: For Rev. Sushil Bepari, the Executive Secretary 
of the Christian Service Society, that he may be kept in 
health and be given wisdom for the heavy responsibilities 
that are his; that all who serve under the C.S.S. may rejoice 
in the opportunities that are theirs and be empowered for 

• every task.

N E W S  I T E M S

In reporting that he had received word from the National 
Christian Council that the Ministry of Home Affairs, N. Delhi 
had authorized the granting of visas to Rev. and Mrs. Edward 
L. Skillman, our Executive Secretary, Rev. Sushil Bepari, wrote 
“Rejoice in the Lord always; and again I say, Rejoice.” Phil. 
14:4. This verse, he said, came to mind as soon as he received 
the good news that the Skillmans would be able to come to India. 
“Bud”, as Ed is called, and Jan, with their 5 year old daughter, 
Teri Leigh, we hope will be on their way to their appointed
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field of service by the time this issue of Tidings reaches subscribers 
in the U.S.A.

* * * *
On May 15th Rev. and Mrs. Robert Wernersbach were appoint

ed by the American Baptist Foreign Mission Boards for service 
in our Bengal-Orissa field. How grateful we are that this well- 
trained young couple look forward happily to missionary service 
where they are so greatly needed! They write, “We are indeed 
thankful that God has ied us this far, and we will continue to 
trust in Him as we wait for the necessary visas.”

Bob and Betty are members of the First Baptist Church of 
Pomona, Calif. Bob graduated from San Jose State College 
in 1960 receiving his B.A. degree in business and accounting. 
In 1963 he received the B.D. degree from California Baptist 
Seminary. Betty graduated from Long Beach State College 
in 1961 with B.A. degree in Elementary Education. They have 
a baby daughter, Susan, born September 3,1963.

Bob’s main responsibility will be that of Mission Treasurer. 
This past' year the Wemersbachs have been in the Valley Forge 
area, and Bob has been working in the Treasury Department 
of the Mission Societies. While awaiting a visa their address 
will be: 1026 West Granada Court, Ontario, Calif. Bob will 
take some courses at U.C.L.A. in Asian Studies and linguistics, 
while Betty will attend seminary.

*  *  *  *

From July 8th to 14th the Rev. and Mrs. Robert L. Weaver 
and the Rev. and Mrs. Newton E. Woodbury will be visiting our 
Mission area on their tour of India. Mr. Weaver is an officer 
of the A.B.F.M.S. and represents the Societies as Associate 
Director for the forthcoming World Mission Campaign. Mr. 
Woodbury is the Director of the Division of World Mission 
Support with responsibility for raising the Unified Budget.

40



Mrs. Woodbury serves as hostess for the A.B.F.M.S. office at 
Valley Forge. We are happy to welcome them and trust they 
will gain an intimate knowledge of the work, the opportunities, 
and needs of this area.

From July 16th to 20th we anticipate the visit of Mrs. M. B. 
Hodges of Portland, Oregon, and Miss Elizabeth Thomas.

*  *  *  *

A gift of $800.00 for the Nekursini Hospital, given in the name 
of Lillian Brueckmann by a friend of hers, has been gratefully 
received. This is the largest individual gift received thus far. 
A friend in Sacramento, who visited our field and saw the pro
posed site of the Hospital some years ago, has sent $500.00. We 
are encouraged by the interest in this medical project by both 
individuals and churches, and ask your continued prayers for 
staffing, equipment and other needs.

* * * *

Rev. and Mrs. W. C. Osgood report that their daughter Janet, 
and her husband, Claiborne Erickson and family have moved 
from Moulmein, Burma to the Seminary at Insein where Clay is 
on the staff, taking the place of Rev. Paul Clasper. Their three 
sons are attending the International School in Rangoon.

* * * *

Ruth Daniels visited Grace Hill at the nursing home, Neosho 
Manor, Chanute, Kansas in April and reported that Grace was 
walking about, and that she was most helpful to other patients, 
reading aloud to some, playing games, and singing. It, therefore, 
came as sad news that on May 19th she had had another stroke that 
again had incapacitated her. She is in our thoughts and prayers.
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Mrs Carrie Oxrieder, who retired from India years ago, and 
made her residence in Granville, Ohio, is now living with her 
daughter Ruth, Mrs. Paul Dunfee, 407 Carolina Drive, Chilli- 
cothe, Ohio.

*  *  *  *

It was interesting to learn of the reunion at the A.B.C. Con
vention of missionaries formerly in service on our field. Among 
them were Naomi Knapp, Bartow Harris, Ruth Berg, Elsie 
Kittlitz, Beatrice Ericson, Hazel Smith, and Ada Stearns.
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