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FOR PRIVATE CIRCULATION AMONG THE FRIENDS OF

THE ARABIAN MISSION

Challenging Keport of the Arabian Mission
FIRST FULL MEETING IN FIFTEEN YEARS

P a u l  H a r r is o n

The outstanding event of the year was our Annual Meeting. Every 
missionary on the field was there, except the Van Esses. Fifteen years 
ago we held our last full meeting. Our unity  and esprit de corps sank a 
ittle more each year. We were becoming five tiny dissociated stations. 

B ut God had kept us one, as we soon discovered. The giants of past 
days were absent, but they marched with us nevertheless. No meeting 
of our history was ever characterized by more beautiful unity. None 
by more glorious visions, and none by stronger faith.

Amarah came down in the person of Mr. Pennings to lead our daily 
devotions, and teach us deep lessons. Unity was his theme, and the 
stam p of those devotions remained on all the sessions-. This annual 
meeting cost a good deal. It cost the time of different missionaries 
coming from long distances, and it cost lots of hard work and preparation 

^ o n  the part of Bahrain station where we met. How deeply we all 
^  thank  the Board of Foreign Missions, who saw how much we needed 
^  this meeting, and shouldered its cost in money. It was worth all it 

cost, many times over. We are a unified mission again. In prayer 
^  and purpose and comradeship, we are one.

Out of th a t meeting came a profound sense of God. Every mis
sionary told of material things he was working with, and good deeds 
he was doing. T hat was on the surface. We saw what God is doing, 
and the doors th a t He is opening, and the tasks th a t He is giving us.

^ I t  was a meeting of faith. We caught a vision of the power and 
- ^faithfulness of God. Like Caleb and Joshua of old, “We are able to go 

wup and possess it.” None of us had any illusions as to the Anakim 
^ t h a t  dwell in Arabia. We are indeed grasshoppers in their sight and 

in our own, bu t we are God's grasshoppers and we had a vision of God.
God gave us a great sense of clarified purpose, like throwing a flood 

f l ig h t  a t night on a dimly discerned statue. We are out here all of us, to  
<5 make disciples of the Arabs. There m ust be very few missions who 

have been called to do more institutional work than we. Our purpose
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does not lie in institutional things. From  M uscat came the report 
of twenty-two baptized members of th a t church. B ahrain is not so far 
along, bu t we are moving in th a t  direction. Am arah has its tiny  
church. On the night given over to the discussion of departm ental 
problems, the Evangelistic group spent most of its time considering, 
no t how to  scatter the seed in new places, but how to care for stumbling 
and hard pressed Christians.

And we are still aiming a t the interior of neglected Arabia. The ruler 
of Hassa has invited Dr. Storm  to open a house there, and come and go 
a t will. Dr. Storm says, ‘This is the best invitation th a t we have had. 
As soon as we are able to accept it, and this we hope is only two months 
away, we can open a place which will be our own house, where we can 
come and go as we wish. The time will come and probably very soon 
when “come and go” will mean “come and not go” and thus a new 
station will be added to  the mission. We w ant to  ask the mission for 
an express approval of this plan. We w ant to feel th a t we go with the 
approval of the entire mission, and in God’s good time, the first station 
in Saudi Arabia will be established. And the mission pu t the love of 
its heart, and the deepest prayersl of its soul, into the votes which 
supported th a t resolution.

The New Adversaries
As the clouds lift, a great door and effective is opened, and there are 

m any adversaries. M r. Pennings reports from Amarah, th a t the coffee 
houses and restaurants are open to serve the public throughout Ram ad- 
han. B ahrain estimates th a t perhaps a th ird  of the people keep the 
fast. B u t religious indifference brings no one near to Christ. The 
sins th a t wreck men flourish best of all in th a t soil. N orth of us, the 
b itterest religious battle of the world is being fought for the possession 
of Palestine. It is being fought by men who are complete agnostics.

The New Horizons
New horizons open out. There remains hardly a closed door. The 

ruler of the Green M ountains is trying to persuade -Wells Thoms to 
settle there for summer work. “Before we left the m ountains the 
sheikh told us th a t he intended to do two things in the next year, which 
would help us to decide to  make Seik the site of a perm anent summer 
hospital. In the first place he hoped to buy a truck and make a road 
from Seeb on the coast to  Birket-el-Moze, and secondly he hoped to  
get the Im am ’s permission (the Imam is the religious head of all Oman) 
to  give us a piece of land on which to  build a small hospital.

Bahrain is rejoicing a t the prospect of seeing Hassa occupied. The 
B ahrain hospital has been built up through the years into a real high 
caliber gun. We have kept our work ahead of all our neighbors. Each 
of our surgeons has succeeded in operating on a hernia with & blood 
loss of less than  one cc. In severe surgical technique, we have gone 
places. B ut this eleven inch gun has one purpose, to  batter an open- 
in the walls of Arabia. This year we have an extra good shell, the best 
we have ever used. We are going to send P a t Storm with her husband, 
and E sther Barny is coming over to  help from the Aramco camp. T hat 
is some high explosive shell and we hope for great results. W hat re
sults? T hat Harold and P a t can have the inexpressible privilege of
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staying in th a t louse-infected, d irty  tuberculosis-ridden place. And 
Christ will stay  with them.

In point of size, K uwait comes forward with the mdst tremendous 
project of all. Je rry  N ykerk reports th a t he can think only in terms of 
building. And when K uw ait thinks, it thinks a large thought. “Aver
age attendance a t  our morning clinics has been between one hundred 
and fifty and two hundred, . . .  in four small rooms. W hen the 
morning is over, one of the rooms is swept and sprinkled, and used 
as an operating room.” And so having asked God and the architects 
for guidance, they got a nice big one and Kuw ait will spend about a 
hundred thousand dollars on a new hospital “To the glory of God and 
as a testim ony to  the vision of the present K uwait staff.” Two-thirds 
of the money they have in hand already, and the rest they will easily 
get from the people of the city.

In Basrah there are new horizons too. Rachel Jackson writes “ for 
years we seemed to  be getting nowhere, each year starting  our work 
again with a new crop of girls, bu t it seems to  me th a t the tide has 
tu rned  and th a t there is a greater appreciation of our school. With 
more children desiring an education there are not enough government 
schools to accommodate them  and more and more are coming to  us.” 

Mr. Van Ess writes of George Gosselink’s return, and his hopes
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th a t a new type of education can be attem pted. “The agrarian prob
lem in Iraq is a very difficult one. The peasants are all share croppers, 
and it is impossible for a fellah to own an inch of soil. We want to 
increase his resources by teaching him better m ethods of cultivation, 
and raising the quality of his poultry and cows and goats. I t has long 
been my hope th a t M r. Gosselink could be assigned to  this task. His 
natura l bent and his magical hands equip him for it. The present
mission compound offers about three acres of available ground for such
an experimental project.

“Speak to the Children of Israel That They Go Forward"
This is the verse of the year. The lifted clouds and the new horizons

reveal to  us higher mountains, and taller giants. Territorial walls are 
down, and personal hostility is disappearing. M r. Pennings reports 
from Amarah. “ In my almost daily trip  to the bazaar, I remember no t 
one case of fanaticism, political or religious. A C hristian school 
teacher in th a t city has worked unmolested for sixteen years.’’

M en’s souls are open, and thereby we are offered the most im portant 
and the most difficult work in the world. We can reach them  with the 
message. T hat p art of our work is being, well done. D orothy Van Ess 
writes of Basrah “Our club work with its a ttendan t activities and 
contacts, has continued to be the main occupation of the women’s 
evangelistic departm ent.’’

The schools are our greatest means of presenting Christ to m en’s 
minds. 261 boys came to  M r. Van Ess’s school in Basrah; a hundred 
each to  the girls’ schools in Basrah and Bahrain. Teachers have been 
discovered or m anufactured, and every one of these schools is a light
house for its entire community. The Bahrain school grows in spite of 
all th a t R uth  Jackson can do in the way of pu tting  bricks on its head, 
and two new rooms are to be added to  its physical equipment. In 
these schools, the Gospel is p u t into the ears of boys and girls a t their 
m ost impressionable age, not once or twice, bu t daily for years.

Our four hospitals and our three schools have brought the Gospel 
to  hundreds, and the message has been fairly well understood. It is 
this m atter of understanding which offers the greatest difficulty. Here 
lies the whole difference.between the seed sown by the wayside which 
the birds of the heaven devour, and the seed sown on the good ground 
th a t brings forth fruit, some a hundred fold, some sixty, some th irty . 
The wayside hearers fail to understand. We m ust guard against over
estim ating our efforts. If the dispensary audiences through the years 
could be added together, it would make a very impressive figure. The 
figure would mean almost nothing.

This last year our evangelistic staff has been dreadfully depleted. 
No clergyman works in Bahrain, none in M uscat, none in Kuwait. 
Colporteurs have carried the flag, and Bible portions have been sold 
in the book shops and among thé date packers, in the fastnesses of the 
Oman mountains, and among our dispensary patients.

B ut the breath of a new gale blew through our Annual Meeting. 
The best report of evangelistic work was not w hat was done last year, 
bu t w hat is going to be done next year. E d Luidens is going to evan
gelize B ahrain island next year. Movies are to do it. M en will come 
to  hear and see, and what is vastly most im portant, they will under



stand. I t  is really astonishing th a t it remained for these youngsters 
who like the Bon Ami chick, have not scratched yet, to mobilize and 
bring forward this ten-inch field gun. J a y  Kapenga will do it for 
Kuwait.
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FRESH W ATER SPRING ON B A H R A IN  ISLAND

T hat report from missionaries still language students, stirred our 
souls. We are out here to  preach the Gospel. B ut we have work more 
glorious even than  this. We have driven forward our medical spear
heads, and our educational supports, and our unceasing proclamation 
of the Good News for m any years. We have three outposts now th a t 
are inside the Kingdom of God.

“ To the angel of the church in Am arah write, I have this against 
thee, th a t thou hast left thy  first love.” G ertrud Pennings writes. 
“ The Sabean girls are as attractive as ever, but their first love for 
Christ, and their zeal for the Kingdom have become weak. I received 
a polite hearing ra ther than  a hungry interest in the Bible message.’’ 
And Abdur Razzaq, the pillar of th a t little church, has returned now 
from the far country. Having left two wives behind, he brings a th ird  
w ith him, from a year of dreadful and precipitate descent into sin. He 
th a t h a th  a heart to  pray let him pray for th a t tiny  church, dizzy and 
feverish with inner sins and outer hostility, a dreadfully sick baby in 
our arms.

“To the angel of the church in Bahrain write, These things saith he 
th a t hath  the sharp two-edged sword, I know where thou dwellest, 
even where S atan’s seat is, and thou holdest fast my nam e and didst 
no t deny m y faith. B ut I have a few things against thee.” Mrs. 
H arrison writes o f Naseef and Sara and the other members of this 
church who come from Iraq. Dr. Storm tells of the Indian C hristians 
from far away who form the greater p a r t of the church. Abood, a  
blind convert, trained nine years in the Syrian Orphanage in Jerusalem , 
is earning a good living caning chairs. He is the hope of the  future 
church. Abood has a five hundred volt tem per which on occasion
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boils out of his soul all the Christian grace in it. God puts in a gallon 
of fresh grace right away, ju s t like a motorist, filling up his radiator. 
Yusuf, a brother of Abood’s, is away a t  school, and the other orphans 
are coming along.

“To the angel of the church in M uscat write, These things saith the 
first and the last, which was dead and lived again, I know th y  tribula
tions and thy  poverty (but thou a rt rich) and the blasphemy of them  
which say they are Jew s and are not, but are a synagogue of Satan. 
Fear not the things th a t thou art about to suffer. Behold thou shalt 
have tribulation ten days. Be thou faithful unto death, and I will 
give thee the crown of life.” Beth Thoms writes, “ In M atrah  the 
hospital has afforded us our best opportunities for becoming acquainted 
with the women of the town, the coast and the interior. By ‘us’ I 
m ean the baptized Christian women of whom there are five, Zaharah, 
Masoomah, K hair Nisa, H ajar, and myself. To get ready for these 
contacts, we m eet for prayer each day before work begins. Friendship 
s ta rts  easily in the hospital. B irths and deaths, marriages and di
vorces, illness and recovery are all occasions for visits. Through these 
friendships some of the women come to pray with us. Zoweina, young 
and intelligent, openly confesses th a t she is a Christian. Lateefa, 
who was operated on, and Shereefa, whose baby girl was saved by the 
hospital after being dreadfully burned, have a real insight into C hrist’s 
way. And th a t rad ian t group of twenty-two sincere children of the 
second birth, shine as lights in the world. “He th a t hath  an ear to 
hear, let him hear what the Spirit says to the churches.” He says 
“P ray ” and He says “Sacrifice.” M ost of all He says “Love.” With 
these bricks. God is building His Church in Arabia.

DR. HAROLD STORM  
IN  ARAB COSTUME
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The Storms on Trek
G e r r i t  D. V a n  P e u r s e m

On August 18, 1947, Dr. and Mrs. Harold Storm had been touring 
for eight months in unoccupied fields, and to most people forbidden 
territory, Saudi Arabia. This was the longest time any missionary had 
spent w ithout a break in the interior of Arabia. It was not only a 
record in point of time; it was also a record in the volume of medical 
work performed. Note the statistics for one month, below.

The significance of this tour can be judged best from what a mis
sionary wrote about it in M arch, 1947, “You have heard about the 
king’s visit to the Oil Company, more than we probably. The U. S. 
newspapers are well represented, we hear. B ut what the newspapers 
do not know is th a t the king’s visit to D hahran coincided with the 
Storm s’ visit to Hofuf, and th a t for Arabia the importance of I bn 
Saud's seeing the oil camp a t D hahran was as nothing compared to the 
significance of seeing Harold Storm at work in Hassa. The hand of 
Providence was in that, and the result was th a t I bn Saud sent for 
Dr. Storm to come to Riadh. We dare to hope th a t this means the be
ginning of a perm anent station in Hassa. They are off to Riadh to
morrow’. I envy them .’

From its inception, the Arabian Mission has laid great stress on 
touring. I t  is the method for extensive missionary work. Significant 
tours have been made by our seniors in the d istant past. The results 
of those tours are beyond calculation. B ut we do know th a t the good 
name of the Mission is in large measure a result of missionary touring. 
One is reminded of Saint Paul’s missionary tours.

All missionaries are not suited to touring, and m any people do not 
like it. The Storms are eminently qualified for it, and they do like it. 
To them  it is a picnic. Now some people like picnics and others 
despise them. Touring in Arabia is not easy. The missionary leaves 
the comforts of home behind when he tours. He sleeps on a camp cot, 
with mosquito netting over his head to ward off all kinds of bugs, but 
it also keeps out the air. His ten t has no screening. The flies blacken 
the sky, so th a t flit is useless, for dead flies only bring more flies to  the 
fallen legions. Darkness is the only refuge from the flies. The rich 
Arabs build their houses w ithout windows for th a t reason. The food, 
though rich with fats, lacks variety and is hard to digest. However, 
there are m any compensations to touring. One is th a t the missionary 
gets close to  the Arab. He speaks his language and jokes with him. 
Best of all the missionary has the satisfaction of realizing th a t he is 
bringing something to his brother man th a t he needs, something th a t 
he is not conscious of needing.

It is a wonder how the Mission doctor can accomplish so much in 
a single day and how he can keep up the routine m onth after month. 
On tour we get up a t dawn and beat the sun. The Arab has no use for a 
late sleeper, for “prayer is better than sleep.” After early breakfast 
there is a short devotional period with the staff. By th a t time the 
patients in the wards demand the attention of doctor and dresser.
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Often there are more than  one hundred inpatients in the wards. When 
these patients are cared for, the doctor elbows his way through a 
crowd of men who almost break his office door to  be treated  first. 
M any have never seen an American doctor before, and it’s “first come, 
first served.” When all of these hundreds are properly diagnosed and 
treated, it is high noon and time for lunch. Meanwhile, Abd A1 Nebi 
has been busy in the operating room, sterilizing bandages and instru
m ents for the afternoon rush of surgical patients. The doctor m ay 
steal his forty winks if he is clever, bu t by two p.m. he is a t it again, 
performing operations of every conceivable so rt—hernia, tum or, am
putation, cataract, circumcision, cancer, blood transfusion, etc. Arabia 
has every disease under the sun, and our doctors are called upon to  
cure all of them.

Supper time arrives one hour after sunset. The whole staff and 
the missionaries prepare for this by a thorough cleaning and a com
plete change of clothing. In this way preparation is made for the 
social evening ahead. A t eight p.m. the doctor and the missionary are 
out calling on friends, eating dates, drinking coffee and tea. These 
social contacts are valuable and very interesting indeed. Often they 
recite poetry (the Psalms), and the conversation drifts from politics, 
language and race to science and religion. In all of it the missionary 
learns about as much as the Arab. This goes on every evening until as 
late as eleven p.m. By th a t time the doctor is willing to adm it th a t 
he has had a busy, full day.

Here is what Dr. Storm says in his letter from Taif, dated August 
18, 1947, “ I did statistics tonight. In Taif I have done in a little over 
a m onth the following:

411 operations.
334 outcalls.
5422 trea tm ents.”

The Storms remained most of their eight m onths while in the king’s 
country in the three key cities of Hofuf, Riadh and Taif. Hofuf is the 
capital of Hassa, situated in one of the most fertile oases of Arabia. 
I t  is the date granary for Central Arabia. The population consists of 
Arabs from the entire peninsula. Riadh, in central Arabia, is the capi
tal. Here is the place where the king resides as well as most of his 
sons. It is a drab city of mud walls, with a population of 60,000. I t  
is 425 miles from Bahrain, 560 miles from the Red Sea. T hf new palace 
has 600 rooms and 1800 people within its walls. There are no pictures 
on the walls, bu t any num ber of mirrors adorn the spaces between the 
doors. On the glass of these mirrors the words are written, “La Illaha 
ilia Allah,”— There is no God but Allah. The bazaar is still deserted 
a t  prayer call five times a day. Religion still comes first, b u t the 
white hot fanaticism of former days is cooling down. The Arabs are 
beginning to classify men not simply as Moslems and infidels, bu t as 
Moslems, Christians and Jews. The young men are adm itting th a t 
there can be a difference of opinion in m atters of religion and th a t  
there m ust be freedom there. The future has great things in store for 
Riadh. W hat p art will it play in the Palestine dispute?

About the town of Taif, Dr. Zwemer has this to say, “About 70
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miles southeast of M ecca is the small town of Taif. I t  is one of the 
m ost interesting and a ttractive towns of all Arabia, surrounded by 
gardens and vineyards from which M ecca has been supplied for ages. 
Taif is a paradise for the pilgrim and a health resort for the jaundiced, 
fever-emaciated M eccan.”

In these three cities men, women and children went to Dr. Storm 
by the thousands. Rich and poor, men and women, all were treated 
alike. No m an was so poor th a t he could not get treatm ent. How 
m any times I have heard Arabs say, “To the doctor all men $re alike!” 
He does not send bills to the king, but I bn Saud, being a real king, has 
never been unmindful of the needs of the Mission. He has a liberal 
heart. The doctor has never been on a dollar basis; money is secondary 
with him. His joy and consolation springs from the words of the 
Apostle Paul in I Cor. 15:58, ‘‘Therefore, my beloved brethren, be 
steadfast, immovable, always abounding in the work of the Lord, 
knowing th a t in the Lord your labor is no t in vain."

Fatima, Trained Nurse
Fatim a was the daughter of a well-to-do 

pearl m erchant on Bahrain Island in the 
Persian Gulf. Of an ambitious and inde
pendent tu rn  of mind, she became interested 
in securing an education while accompany
ing her little daughter daily to  the school in 
the Arabian Mission started  by Mrs. Louis 
Dame, the institution we now know as the 
B ahrain Girls’ School. For several years 
she listened in on lessons with the little girl.
When the child died, friends in the mission 
encouraged her to continue her'schooling.

During the summer vacations Fatim a 
went to  -the W omen’s Hospital where she 
assisted Mrs. G errit Van Peursem with the 
hospital work. Mrs. Van Peursem gave 
Fatim a and two or three other girls informal 
instruction in nursing procedures. A t first 
she came in the handsome silks and brocades 
which she wore a t  home, bu t when it was 
suggested th a t these clothes were not suit
able for the hospital work, she had some wash 
dresses made after the same flowing pattern.
She would come to  the hospital in her rich 
garments, since her family would no t have 
approved of her wearing the simpler dress 
in the streets, b u t carry a bag in which 
she had her “uniform .” Fatima in her society dress
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Fatim a became much interested in 
nursing as a profession. So prom
ising was she th a t Dr. and Mrs. 
Dame and the other missionaries 
urged her to  take a full nursing 
course a t a government hospital in 
Baghdad, under a fine superintend
ent of nurses, and a government 
scholarship was arranged for her. 
W ith the encouragement of the 
missionaries Fatim a went to Bagh
dad and completed the course, grad
uating with honors. Today she is the 
first Bahrain Arab woman to finish a 
full nursing course, and become a 
nursing “sister.” This is the equiva
lent of our R .N . or Registered Nurse. 
As she had held a government 
scholarship, Fatim a went into nurs
ing under government auspices. F irst 

Fatima in uniform of a graduate she served in a government hospital
trained nurse ancj jater as midwife. At present

she is school nurse for all the schools 
on Bahrain Island. She speaks English very well, and as a member of 
the Bahrain Girls’ School Club she keeps in touch with her friends in 
the Arabian Mission.

Fatim a is one of m any native girls who has been trained to serve her 
people and to further God’s work.

A Shop on Main Street
J a y  R. K a p e n g a

Local barber shops, corner drug stores and the coffee klatsch are 
phenomena of American life with which most men are well acquainted, 
and in fact, of which they are rather fond. T hat one can m eet in such a 
rendezvous and air any new ideas, discuss politics, conjecture upon and 
summarize local affairs or informally hash business, makes it a rather 
im portant institution. However American this type of gathering may 
be thought to be, it is, nevertheless, as old as Abraham  and today the 
sons of Ishmael', though it be bu t in a  sun baked hole in the wall of 
K uw ait’s M ain Street, continue to gather to  appraise and question 
the old and the new while a t the same time they absorb something of 
w hat this Kuwait shop has to sell. W hat good proprietor would have, 
men sitting around if it did not result in business!
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I t  may surprise some th a t this Kuwait shop—the Book Shop—has 
been placed in the category of the coffee klatsch or the corner drug 
store. It m ay surprise others th a t having been asked to write an 
article on Evangelism, I select nothing more than this small working 
project of the Arabian Mission in Kuwait rather than  delving 
into a discourse of what I think evangelism is, ought to be, or histori
cally has been. Evangelism still remains not so much a definition or 
treatise on words and theological entities as it is the simple human 
m ethod of one kind or another of presenting the Gospel to the world, 
to  redeem the times through the challenge of God’s eternal Word, 
calling men to  change their ways, making ready for the entrance into 
His new creation. Evangelism, therefore, is alive, finding expression 
in the conspicuous endeavors of large mission hospitals, Sunday 
services, schools and every other meeting as well as even serving in an 
ordinary hole in the wall called a book shop.

Now, what about this book shop on K uw ait’s M ain Street? F irst of 
all, very little is w ritten about the like. The preeminent spirit of 
evangelism is generally maintained in the hospitals, the mission tours, 
the girls’ clubs and the m any services. Secondly, there is a great and 
rich area of missionary evangelization in the life of mission colporteurs 
who year after year pu t in faithful and constant service, of which little 
is ever heard. It is this book shop and its manager with which I want 
you to become acquainted. They have their im portant p a r t in the 
evangelization of Ishmael’s sons.

Like any popular shop a t home, it m ust be in charge of a successful
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proprietor. Yacoub, better known as Yacoub the Christian to  the 
Kuwaities, th a t his segregation m ay be certain, has nevertheless won 
himself a respected place on K uw ait’s M ain Street. His position in this 
small shop was not always the m ost pleasant. His was n o t the friendly 
surrounding of a hospital compound and the close contact with the 
doctors next door who are always sym pathetically received. Yacoub 
kept his shop on M ain S treet surrounded and hemmed in by anti- 
C hristian Moslems, who certainly did not appreciate or accept this 
“unbeliever.” Once again, against all Islamic faith, he was trying to  
undermine their belief by handing out and displaying, yes, and quoting, 
too, the “Unbelievers Holy Book.” Such a “kafir” ju s t could no t be 
accepted on M ain S treet or associated with. That, however was some 
time ago. Today, through the persistent good will, integrity, honesty 
and purposefulness of Yacoub on M ain S treet plus the larger program 
and acceptance of the Mission in Kuwait, he is Accepted and honored 
and his shop begins to  parallel th a t of the corner drug store. M en now 
stop in freely to  talk  and read the Baghdad papers. B u t most im
portant, they stop and linger in a place and make associations there 
which are definitely Christian. AND  they know i t ! We in the Mission 
call it evangelization. I t  is a “breaking in to” the W ahibi stronghold, 
the beginning of a new era of good will and the acceptance of a t least 
becoming familiar with our Gospel message of the redeeming Christ. 
I t  is from such men as Yacoub and from all the missionaries th a t  the 
appeal comes for new recruits and the privilege to m aintain this good 
will for further evangelization of the Arab.

The picture is th a t of our renovated book shop. Yacoub is very 
proud of its new cement floor and seats, its clean white walls and wide 
green border, its spanking new doors of corrugated iron, its new fan 
and varnished book cases. How did it all come about? N o t having 
any money to  spend, Yacoub thought he could ask his Moslem friends 
for the m aterial. One shopkeeper gave the cement, another came 
across with varnish and paint, another contributed wire and switches for 
the fan and light, and another gave seat covers. The fan and the m etal 
doors were contributions from the oil company. I t  is now by far the 
best looking shop on M ain S treet and the popular rendezvous we want 
it to  be, even in spite of its pictures on the walls and the Bibles and 
C hristian literature on the table. A t the tim e of its renovation it was 
ra ther difficult to  determ ine who was the more interested, our Moslem 
shop-keeper, neighbors and friends, or Yacoub himself. The day of 
completion was properly accepted by M ain S treet by a visitation of the 
entire community, even including a few of the sheikhs. N aturally, 
orangeade was served.

I t  is through shops like this on M ain Street, in harm ony with the 
M ission’s fuller appeal, th a t  we pray the sons of Ishmael m ay get a 
glimpse and desire for “newness” and salvation, in the love and spirit 
of our Christ.
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Five Came Back
R o s e  W N y k e r k

How well I remember those blissful days when ju st the TWO of us 
made th a t wonderful, seventy day journey to Arabia in 1941. During 
the course of th a t journey I can remember having time to write reams of 
descriptive superlatives to  all our friends and relatives, describing 
the highlights of our great adventure. There were those never-to-be- 
forgotten days when we journeyed far into the interior of such strange 
and exciting countries as the Philippine Islands, the D utch E ast Indies, 
Singapore, Ceylon and India. As we traveled Mrs. Harrison kept a 
diary of the marvelous experiences we were enjoying from day to day, 
while Dr. Van Peursem, in a daily lesson, introduced us to the in
tricacies of the Arabic language, th a t “language of the angels’’ which 
is so difficult for a W esterner to master.

As we look back upon it all now we realize th a t we have practically 
forgotten the dreadful seasickness which we suffered our first week a t 
sea, and the intense heat of the cabins closed up tight for a complete 
blackout. We choose only to remember the nice things, such as our 
first sight of the flying fish, the rainbow seen, in the moonlight, the 
beauty of the red flowers on the flame of the forest trees, the lush 
vegetation of the tropical islands, the pleased and excited comment of 
Mrs. Harrison on the deck of our steamer in the Bombay H arbor when 
she said, “There a t last is one of our own Arabs.’’ We looked a t a 
handsome young Arab walking on the dock a t the ship’s side, dressed 
in his ankle length white cotton gown and the white headpiece held on 
by the twisted black rope. W ith his olive complexion, his white clothes, 
his regal bearing, he made a striking contrast to the sweating, half
dressed, black-skinned Indian coolies working on the dock. He joy
fully returned the Harrisons’ greeting, a big smile lighting up his face 
as he recognized old friends.

This was a trip  to remember for TWO young people.
But, six and a half years later when we were packing up for our 

return journey to  America, there were F IV E  of us instead of TWO. 
Three children under six years of age and an 8,000 mile journey ahead 
of us. W hat a difference! Packing pow'dered milk instead of cameras, 
baby clothes instead of typewriters, and taking donkey rides around 
the pyram ids instead of listening to  an informative lecture by an 
official guide!

B ut we did have a wonderful trip. We did not have time to write 
and tell you about it while we were on the way. In the first place, 
everything moved so quickly because we traveled all the way by plane, 
and in the second place, we were both busy all the time. Dr. Nykerk 
would say, “Now I have to go down and get the luggage weighed in. 
I'll take D avid with me. Keep your eye on Nancy and Laila until I 
get back.” T h a t should not be too difficult, I thought. They had some 
new toys to play with th a t we had ju st purchased for them  in Cairo. 
This would be a good time, perhaps, to  get those clothes washed too, 
while the children are quiet for a moment. I ju st had a nice s ta rt
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when Nancy came in to  report th a t Laila had crawled up on the dresser 
and was turning the light switch off and on. She was rescued from 
there, only to  be discovered two m inutes later out on the tiny  veranda, 
leaning precariously over the little iron railing and looking down on the 
street two stories below Very few clothes were washed th a t morning 
and no letters were w ritten a t all!

We flew all the way to  America, traveling so swiftly, so surely, so 
pleasantly over land and sea and desert and m ountain and plain, th a t 
the 8,000 mile journey was covered in less than  three days flying time. 
Seventy days to reach Arabia; less than three to get home.

The secret behind this luxurious mode of travel was a letter received 
from the m anager of the K uw ait Oil Com pany ju s t a few weeks before 
our intended departure for America:

“For several years the American Mission Hospital has rendered 
to  the K uw ait Oil Company an essential service by providing medical 
care to its employees. As physician in charge you have m any times 
gone beyond the call of du ty  in your work. For such services the 
managem ent is extremely grateful.

“The continuing success of the Mission in its work among the 
Arab people of K uw ait is a tribu te to  your leadership.

“Mr. Southwell, our M anaging Director in London, has author
ized us to  assist you in every way possible, both financially and 
through the use of our various organizations throughout the East, 
to  m ake your journey to America as Dleasant as possible."
W hen the British Overseas Airways canceled our air passage to Cairo 

w ithout notice, it was th a t letter and the authority  behind it, th a t  sent 
a chartered plane to  our little desert airport in K uw ait on a hot summer 
day to  take all five of us and our fifteen suitcases to our first stop a t 
Basrah, Iraq. They chartered another plane to take us up to Baghdad, 
and then they p u t us and all our luggage on a large D akota plane flying 
for the regular Iraqi Airways. We flew, in the complete charge and 
a t  the full expense of the oil company from Kuwait to  Cairo in Egypt.

After leaving Baghdad in Iraq our first stop was a t Lydda in Pales
tine. We looked down a t  the limitless desert over which we were flying 
and saw the N aim  bus making its slow and wearisome way across th a t 
hot and dusty desert road. Our eyes followed the course of the winding 
Jo rd an  River and looked down a t  the Sea of Galilee, and then gazed 
in wonder a t th a t m odem  miracle city, Tel Aviv, which the Jews have 
built in Palestine. We could also see the little towns th a t they are 
building right ou t in the center of the salt flats with the small gardens 
around each house. ALMOST, "we could hear the shots which the 
Arabs were firing a t  the Jews and the Jews were firing a t  the British, 
and ALM OST we could feel the perspiration trickling down our faces 
as we gazed a t  the hot city  streets where taxis whirled dizzily through 
streets crowded with donkeys and camels, and trains pulled into 
crowded stations. ALMOST, b u t no t quite, for our plane carried us 
com fortably and swiftly above all that. The only discordant note, as 
the plane flew low to  give us a better view of the Holy Land and hit 
some bum py weather, was the voice of our little D avid as he called 
across the aisle, “M other, I ’m being sick. I have to swallow." I 
couldn’t  get to  him as we were strapped in for the landing b u t he
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managed quite well to  extricate the paper bag from its container and 
m ake proper use of it.

After taking off from the Lydda airport we flew ou t over the blue 
M editerranean, than  across the sandy Egyptian desert, across the Suez 
Canal until we drew near to  our destination, the great city of Cairo. 
B u t storm y weather prevented our landing there and we had to  tu rn  
around and make an emergency landing a t a small RA F landing field 
a t the Suez Canal. We could see the black storm  blowing a t us and 
dashed for the mess hall. We had barely reached shelter when the 
storm  hit us with all its fury. D ust and sand and wind and finally 
rain. When the worst was over, about a half hour later, it was dis
covered th a t p art of our plane had been blown off by the storm. The 
plane was unusable, so we were stranded there w ithout transporta
tion ju s t a t sunset, one hundred miles from our expected destination. 
I t  was growing dark, the children were getting tired as we had started  
out from Basrah, Iraq before six o'clock th a t morning, we had no 
change of clothing for them  as all our luggage had been left on the plane 
in our dash for shelter, we did not know a t which hotel we had been regis
tered by the oil company, as they had intended meeting us a t  the air
port, and the RAF boys could no t drive us in to  Cairo as no m ilitary 
personnel is allowed inside the Egyptian border. I t  was quite a di
lemma. However, after a bus ride to the border line of Egypt, and 
getting our luggage through customs, we waited a t a small hotel until 
12:30 th a t night when a car arrived from the Cairo Airways to take us 
to  our hotel. They had contacted the oil company and found out where 
we were to  go. We arrived in Cairo a t 2 :30 with three sleeping young
sters looking a b it the worse for wear.

Cairo seemed like a dream  city after our long stay in the desert of 
Arabia. We took the children to the pyramids, where they only wanted

M ISSIO N  COMPOUND AND  HOSPITAL A T  B A H R A IN
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to  ride donkeys instead of gazing a t the head of the sphynx. We took 
them  to the zoo where they fed peanuts to the monkeys and the mon
keys turned handsprings for them. We took them  to the museum 
where they showed not the slightest interest in the mummies or the 
contents of the various tombs. We went into the tiny little back 
streets of the native bazaar where the spicy oriental perfumes were 
made. We went for a drive in a pony cart along the shores of the Nile 
River. We fed the children bananas which they loved and ate ex
clusively a t  mealtimes.

We left Cairo a t m idnight on the night of June 5. We had breakfast 
in Rome, Italy; we had lunch in M adrid, Spain; we had tea a t Lisbon in 
Portugal, and after a last stop for refueling a t the Azore Islands off 
Spain, we took off for a non-stop flight to New York City. Twelve and a 
half hours later, after the longest overwater flight in the world, we 
saw the lights of New York twinkling below us. America! The land of 
promise and opportunity to hundreds and thousands of unhappy and 
oppressed peoples of Europe and Asia, bu t home, sweet home for us. 
We were through customs by four o'clock a.m., but there was no message 
a t the desk as to where we were to go. We finally located some rooms 
in a downtown hotel and as it was then 4:30 we thought it a good idea to 
have breakfast first and sleep afterwards. We walked down Fifth 
Avenue with all the three youngsters ju st before daybreak looking for a 
restaurant th a t was still open. People on the street looked a t us as if 
we were victims of the housing shortage, bu t we didn’t mind. We found 
a restaurant and ordered hamburgers and pasteurized milk and hot, 
buttered toast, and had a wonderful time. We were home again, after 
almost seven years in the East. I t was a grand and glorious feeling. 
BUT, for the three new members of our, family it was a first view of a 
strange country and D avid’s only comment was, “ Is this America? 
Well, then, where is the snow?”



Personalia

A son was born to  the Rev. and Mrs. Edwin Luidens in Bahrain, 
February 24, 1947. His nam e is Donald Allen.

In February M rs. H arry  J . Almond was appointed as full time 
missionary of the Board to Arabia. The Rev. H arry J . Almond has also 
been appointed as full time missionary to Arabia, after completing a 
short term. They left the U nited States by air October 24 for Paris and 
Baghdad. They arrived in Arabia in time for the mission meeting.

Miss R uth  Jackson arrived by air M arch 25 from Bahrain. While on 
furlough she has been speaking a t several of the fall conferences. Her 
sister, M iss Rachel Jackson, is looking after her work in Bahrain while 
she is away.

On June 18, 1947 the Rev. Ja y  R. Kapenga married Miss M arjorie 
Underwood, a former missionary to Teheran, Iran, under the Presby
terian Church. In August Mrs. Kapenga arrived in the United States 
for a short visit, returning to  Kuwait in October where she will assist 
her husband in his work. L ater they will be stationed in M uscat.

The Rev. and Mrs. Gerrit D. Van Peursem have retired from the 
Arabian Mission and are living in the missionary residence in New 
Brunswick, New Jersey. They are both accepting speaking engage
m ents and otherwise assisting the Board in whatever way they can.

The Rev. John  Van Ess and Mrs. Van Ess, M iss Cornelia Dalenberg 
and Miss Rachel Jackson spent their summer vacations in Jerusalem. 
They were there during the very hot weather and up until October 1.

In January  the Storms departed from their regular posts in Arabia 
to go to  Hassa and other points in the interior. They were away eight 
m onths and eight days. Now' Dr. Storm has been called to  Q atr where a 
hospital has been built which is to  be officially opened as an outstation 
of M ason M emorial Hospital in Bahrain. Mrs. Storm with her nurse’s 
training is an invaluable assistant to  the doctor.

June 5, Dr. and Mrs. Gerald Nykerk and their three children arrived 
in New York City, having journeyed all the way from K uw ait by 
plane.

M iss Joan  Olthoff, a registered nurse, was appointed as a missionary 
of the Board in February. On September 27 she left New York on the 
Marine Jum per for Beirut, arriving in Basrah October 22.



Two additional nurses for the Arabian Mission were appointed on 
October 9. Miss Nellie Hekhuis flew from New York on November 12 
and Miss Louise Essenberg sailed on the Steel Navigator, November 
25.

Rev. and Mrs. G. E. De Jong and their two sons also sailed on the S.S, 
Steel Navigator, November 25.

Dr. C. Stanley G. M ylrea has retired from the Arabian Mission. He 
spent the summer in Kodaikanal and is now living in Basrah. His 
future plans are unsettled.


