
N eglected  A r a b ia  .

No. 134 JU L Y , A U G U ST , S E P T E M B E R  . 1925

DAY MISSIONS >
 LIBRARY _

ARAB M USICIANS

C O N T E N T S

A  Betrothal P arty ...........................................M iss Rachel Jackson

Bahrein’s Little Traveller.....................Miss Cornelia Dalenberg

A  Three W eeks’ Trip Through the Persian Gulf .M iss Anne Rea

Saeeda............................   ?M rs. E . E . Calverley

The Fear of Man Versus the Fear of G od.D r. W. J . Moerdyk 

Personalia

Yale Divinity Librai! 
New Haven, Coni.



The Arabian Mission
T R U S T E E S

Rev. H. E. Cobb, D.D., Pr£sident.
Rev. Edw ard Dawson, D.D., Rev. E . F . Romig,
Rev. Wm. B. Öill, D.D., Mr. Frank R. Chambers,
Rev. T. H. Mackenzie, D.D., Mr. E . E . Olcott.

H O N O R A R Y  T R U S T E E S
W. A. Buchanan, Esq., London, England,
Rev. Jam es Cantine, D.D., Baghdad, Mesopotamia,
Rev. S. M. Zwemer, D.D., L L .D ., Cairo, Egypt.

O F F IC E R S
Rev. W. I. Chamberlain, Ph.D., Corr. Sec ’y, 25 E ast 22d Street, N. Y.
F . M. Potter, Associate Secretary and Treas., 25 E ast 22d Street, N. Y.
Rev. W. J .  Van Kersen; "District Secretary, Holland, Mich.

M IS S IO N A R IE S
Rev. an d  M rs. J a m e s  C antine,
R ev . an d  M rs. S . M . Z w em er,
R ev. an d  M rs. F . J .  B arn y ,
R ev. Ja m e s  E . M oerdyk,
R ev . an d  M rs. J .  V an  E ss ,
M iss J .  A . Scard efie ld ,
M iss F an n y  Lu tto n ,
R ev . an d  M rs. D . D y k stra ,
D r. and M rs. C. S . G . M ylrea.
R ev . an d  M rs. G. J .  P ennings,
R ev. and M rs. E . E . C alverley ,
D r. an d  M rs. P . W . H arriso n ,
Rev. an d  M rs. G. D . V an  P eu rsem , 
M rs. S h aro n  J .  T h om s,
M iss S a ra h  L . H osm on , M .D .,
M iss C h arlo tte  B . K ellien ,
R ev. and M rs. H . A . B ilkert,
M iss M . C . V an  P elt,
D r. and  M rs. L . P . D am e,
M iss R uth  Jac k so n ,
M iss R ach el Ja c k so n ,
M isi C ornelia D alen berg .
Rev. and M rs. B e rn ard  H akken , 
D r. an d  M rs. W . J .  M oerdyk,
R ev. and M rs. R alp h  G. K o rte lin g , 

A d d re ss  all le tters to

Ston e R id ge , N . Y ., 
C a iro , E g y p t ,
B ahrein , P . G.,
B a sra h , M esopotam ia, 
C hicago , 111.,
25 E . 226 . S t., N . Y ., 
M ask at, A rab ia ,
A m a ra , M esopotam ia , 
K u w eit, P . G.,
B ah rein , P . G.,
K uw eit, P . G.
K uw eit, P . G.
M ask at, A rab ia  
B ag h d ad , M esopotam ia, 
25 E . 22d St., N . Y ., 
B a srah , M esop otam ia , 
B a s ra h , M e so p o ta m ia , 
K u w e it , P . G.,
B ah rein , P . G.,
B a sra h , M esopotam ia, 
B a sra h , M esopotam ia, 
B ah rein , P . G.,
B ah rein , P . G.,
A m ara , M esopotam ia,
25 E . 22d St., N . Y ., 
M issio n ar ie s  in the field,

On furlou gh .
E v a n g . an d  L it. W ork . 
E v a n g e l is t ic  W o rk . 
E v an g e listic  W ork .
O n furlou gh .
O n furlou gh . 
E v an g e listic  W ork. 
E v a n g e lis tic  W ork . 
M edical W ork . 
E v an g e listic  W ork . 
E v an g . and M ed. W ork. 
M ed ical W ork . 
E v an g e listic  W ork . 
E d u ca tio n a l W ork .
On furlou gh . 
E d u ca tio n a l W ork. 
E v a n g e lis t ic  W o rk . 
M e d ic a l W o rk .
M ed ical W ork . 
E v an g e listic  W ork . 
E d u ca tio n a l W ork . 
M ed ica l W ork . 
E d u ca tio n a l W ork . 

M edical W ork .
U n d er appointm ent. 
V ia  B om bay.

L e tters  to  B a sra h  an d  B ag h d ad  can be sent in abo ut three w eek s’ tim e if 
specially  m arked  in the upper left-h an d  co rn er an d  u n d ersco red  in red  ink, “ V ia 
O verland  M ail H a ifa - B a g h d a d .”  T h e p o stage  fo r  such m ail, which is sent across 
the d esert by m otor, is eleven cents fo r  the first ounce and nine cents fo r  each 
ad d ition al ounce.

T h e  A rab ian  M ission  depen ds fo r  its su pport and the ex ten sion  o f  its work 
not on the treasu ry  o f  the B o a rd  o f  F o re ig n  M issio n s o f  the R e fo rm e d  Church 
in A m erica , though  un der its care  and ad m in istration , but upon contributions 
specifically  m ade fo r  th is purpose. T h e  churches, soc ieties an d  in d iv id u als sub
scrib in g  are  not confined to the R e fo rm e d  Church. M em bers o f  o th er denom ina
tions are  am on g  its su p p o rters and its m issio n arie s . R e g u la r  g i f t s  an d  special 
donation s a re  invited  fro m  all -who are  in terested  in M issio n  w ork  in A rabia . 
R e gu lar  co n tribu tors will be placed upon the m ailin g  list fo r  “ N eg lecte d  A rab ia .” 
A ll contributions, o r app lication s fo r  literatu re  or in form ation , shou ld  be sent to 
‘T H E  A R A B I A N  M I S S I O N ,”  25 E a s t  22nd S tree t. N ew  Y o rk .



NEGLECTED ARABIA
Missionary News and Letters

Published Quarterly 
FOR PRIVATE CIRCULATION AMONG THE FRIENDS OF

THE ARABIAN MISSION

A  Betrothal Party
M iss R a c h e l  J a c k s o n

TH E  invitation was brought to school asking us to attend the 
betrothal of one of our school girls to a boy of her own age. 
Fatim a has been a pupil from the time when as a little tot she used 
to act the part of a bird in the bird song until now at fifteen she 

leaves us, still such a pretty girl with flashing black eyes and a m is
chievous smile. She has had unusual freedom in her home life, and her 
intimacy with her older brothers, her being allowed to go out to the 
homes of friends and other like privileges caused much comment and 
criticism. The hour set for the betrothal was 2 o’clock Arabic or 8.30 
our time so as to have the affair over before the heat of the day and to 
allow the women to return to their household duties.

We arrived at the time appointed and were met by one of our little 
school girls who had played "hookey” to be in on the affair. The young 
sister of the bride was in evidence everywhere enjoying the importance 
that was hers for the occasion. The older sister, one of our former 
pupils, was there to greet guests and to see that all was in order. We 
were led into a fair-sized room which was lined with chairs and benches 
around the walls. There was a six-foot table in the center and on this 
was almost everything from eggs, nuts and candies to fruits. We then 
sat and sat and sat. The room next to the one where the guests were 
gathered was shut up for a few minutes while it was swept and then 
thrown open to more guests. The conversation drifted about topics of 
school, acquaintances in common and the impending betrothal. Ques
tions were flying around as to the water, whether the tide was in or out. 
Since the house is on the creek the groom’s family were expected in 
boats but the time set for the occasion was low w’a te r ! We thought 
how characteristic of the people to set the hour without having found 
out about the tide.

After a long wait we heard the honking of many horns, the groom’s 
family were arriving by motor cars. There were nineteen cars and they 
made a lot of noise as the3r passed on the opposite side of the creek. 
There wras much disappointment that the father had not permitted the 
black women to be there with their musical instruments as a festivity 
without them seems incomplete. What a commotion when they arrived 
at the house, coolies bearing presents which varied from bags of rice, 
flour, tins of fat, trays of sweets, henna, money to two huge candles 
four feet long and a large gilded mirror four feet by six. Loud shouts
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of “ Where shall we put all this? Where is someone of the house?” etc. 
The mirror was brought into the room where we were and planked right 
in front of me until someone saw my plight and gave me a better seat. 
Then the table was laden with more eatables.

Things began to move fast as the Mullah and men representatives had 
arrived and they must not be kept waiting. Suddenly most of the guests 
arose and crowded into the next room and we began to think that we 
might be cheated of being in on the actual scene with the Mullah. At 
the sister’s betrothal those of different sect were taken into another 
room at that time. The women returned however when the bride was 
led into the room fo a seat opposite the door. H er path was carefully 
guarded as she was so closely veiled she could not see where she was

going. She wore a pink georgette dress which was mostly concealed by 
a bright pink abba. A  large square of heavy white silk with gold 
embroidered dots on it served as the veil and was thrown over the 
head. The mirror was then placed in front of her with the two big 
candles on either side. A  cousin stood in the window behind her ready 
for her part in the ceremony. The little sister was all eagerness as she 
had a share too. U p  to the time of the entrance of the men the women 
were preparing the sweets and taking pieces of Arab bread and wrapping 
up cheese and some kind of green grass inside it for the guests. There 
was quick veiling of the women in their black abbas as the men 
arrived and quiet was ordered and pretty well kept.

The Mullah sat by the table quite near us and the groom’s representa
tive and the brother of the bride and several other men were present. 
Then the Mullah, their religious leader, began to read, “ A re you, Fatima, 
willing to take H assan, and do you accept the dowry of nine thousand 
rupees ($3,000) and do you appoint me to act for you?”  H e said this
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six  times without stopping, then a  few verses from the Koran and a 
prayer. Six. times more did he say this and then she responded, “ I 
appoint you my agent."

During the ceremony the young sister held a  plate over her head, 
under which was a lighted candle and over which the cousin was rubbing 
two large cones of sugar together to insure Fatim a’s having a sweet 
tongue toward her husband. I wonder what was done to insure his 
having a sweet tongue toward her! Immediately the men left and re
freshments were passed. How quickly the things disappeared and 
within a few minutes the untouched sweets were poured into a basket 
to be taken around to friends and the poor. The usual present of a 
man’s cotton handkerchief wrapped around an envelope of candies was 
given to each guest. A s the bride rose to leave the room the groom’s 
grandmother and close friends lifted the veil to kiss her. One could

M ISS RACHEL AND M ISS RUTH JACKSO N  AND BASRAH SCHOOL GIRLS

almost say that they crawled under the veil as no part of her face was 
ever visible.

A fter four months will be the wedding and then it will truly be a life 
behind the veil as the family she is entering is very strict, allowing so 
little freedom. W hat more should a woman want than a husband and 
a home? Oh, Fatim a, how my heart yearns for you in thè quiet, 
restricted future that is to be yours. What chance have you for the 
freedom that you had learned to enjoy? Will the distinction of your 
big dowry compensate you for the freedom you are losing? W ill you 
remember your many carefree years at school and at home and long 
for them over again ? May the time come when the lessons learned at 
school mean more and more to you. Perhaps your liberty may give 
greater freedom to your daughter and thus the influence of the school 
pass on from generation to generation doing its work of enlightening 
the women of Arabia until they come into the full light of Christ.



Bahrein’s Little Traveller
M iss C o r n e l i a  D a l e n b e r g

WH E N  the Ford first came to the Mission in Bahrein it was a 
delight to the ey e : black and lustrous like all new Fords when 
they first come out of their boxes. Now, two years later, it 
looks like one of the most-used motors on the island. And it 

is. I t’s always on the ro ad !
Very soon after the Ford ’s advent in Bahrein it was fitted out as a 

Travelling Dispensary by the Katpadi Industrial School. Two long 
boxes were made with compartments for bottles and trays above for 
dressings, bandages, etc. These long boxes were made to screw on the 
running boards. Another box, oblong in shape and with a hinged cover, 
revealed neat rows of small drawers for powders and pills. This was 
made to hang over the side next to the driver’s seat where there is no 
door. Thus the passengers could get in and out without removing any 
of the boxes, and there was still room inside for five passengers and a 
medicine bag or two. The boxes were filled with uniform bottles con
taining all the necessary medicines, and so the Ford was ready for her 
first tour.

Bahrein Island is twenty-seven miles long and about three miles wide 
and there are many small villages scattered about. Tours have been 
made on the island before, to be sure. Missionaries formerly stationed 
in Bahrein tell of trips by sailboat to those villages only reached by 
water, and by donkey to the inland settlements. It meant hours of 
laborious travel, and nights away from home. But the day of motors 
has come, even to these islands. The old, worn donkey paths are being 
transformed into smooth, broad roads suitable for motor driving.

One da)7- a week was set aside for Ford touring. The first trips were 
made to the most distant villages; these were men's tours. Later the nurses 
sometimes accompanied the doctor, and both men and women patients 
were treated. On one such tour we visited Naedhera, a group of huts 
clustered about three springs that watered the only gardens for miles 
around. The springs and gardens bordered the village so that we had 
to leave the Ford and follow the narrow, irregular path into the village 
on foot. We took our medicine bags with us and left two assistants 
with the Ford to dispense medicines there to patients we would send 
from the village. Someone in the village knew we were coming, and 
several men came out to meet us, leading the way to two unoccupied 
huts or sheds, used by the weavers of matting. The doctor and his 
helpers were given one in which to treat the men and we were led into 
the one alongside, for w^omen. We heard crowds of men outside before 
any women appeared, but as we sat and waited they began to edge in 
by twos and threes. They stayed and others became bolder until the 
long shed was filled. Then they all stayed. No one, once in, would 
sacrifice her place for a newcomer until she had seen all there was to 
see and heard all there was to hear. We used what medicines we had 
with us, and then wrote slips and sent them to the Travelling Dispensary. 
The women went, as well as the men, and as we returned to the Ford 
we met many of them coming from it with coffee-cups full of ointment, 
bowls, bottles and cups with medicine, and pills wrapped up in their 
sleeves or head-pieces.
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Jus.t recently we have made our first women’s tour. Bahrein women 
cannot conceive of a motor without a man in it, so the appearance of a 
motor in the sacred precincts of their villages is a  sign to run. And 
run they did when the Ford came chugging into a small village not far 
from Menama. The men were all away for it was in the diving season. 
We stopped on one of the outside streets and walked among the huts, 
seeing no one.

“ We are friends,”  we called, “ and have brought medicine for your 
sick ones.”

“ No, no, we have no sick ones,”  came the answer from several huts, 
“ No, none! not in the whole village.”

“ Not even bad eyes?”  we asked. “ No, no. Allah is our doctor.”  
B ut there was a little lad in that village who had been very ill and

BEFO RE TH E MOTOR CAME 
An Old Picture of Dr. Bennett on a Medical Tour in Oman

had been cured in the hospital in Menama. H e followed us, calling to 
the women that he knew us and the driver of the motor was not a  man, 
but a  woman! Other little boys and girls were soon following him. 
They sat down after a  bit, and one of us began to read to them and 
tell them stories. Soon the little circle grew, and the mothers of the 
children appeared. All listened with interest, and it was not long 
before bad eye cases came to the front. Then others with aches and 
pains. There were sick people in the village after a ll! W e led the 
crowd to the dispensary, standing boldly in the road. But not a sign 
of fear then. They stood clamoring for medicines until our supply ran 
low and we had to move on.

For many years it has been the custom in Bahrein to hold prayer- 
meetings for Moslem women on Tuesday afternoons in the chapel. In 
cool weather these meetings are moderately well attended, hospital 
patients and their friends always constituting a large part of the audience. 
But during the summer months attendance dwindles down to almost nil.
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And summer is the time when women are more free than at any other 
season, for the men are out diving. A lso the population of the island 
increases considerably, as families of divers come over from the neigh
boring islands to “ cooler” Menama to spend the summer. W hat prayer- 
meetings we might have had in the Bahrein chapel if we could have 
got these women to come, and what an opportunity to give the Gospel 
message to the women of the other islands, who hear it so seldom ! Yet 
there seemed no way of persuading them to come through the hot sun 
every week. Then a thought struck us. When we saw how well the 
Mission Ford met the need of far-away sick folks who could not come 
to the hospital, we decided it could do the same for women who lived too 
far away to come to our prayer-meetings.

BA HREIN ’S L IT T LE  TR A V ELLER

The plan was communicated to our hospital interpreter, Kanis, and 
she invited us to come to her village the next Tuesday. W e piled into 
the Ford, as many of us of the Mission as it would hold, including Um 
Sarah the Bible woman and her family. With Hymn-books and Bible 
we arrived at the Persian village about an hour before sunset. The 
courtyard of our hostess was swept and garnished, with matting on the 
ground and pillows against the fence. The family was gathered, and a 
few neighbors. Then we honked the horn for more neighbors. That is 
the first time, I think, that a Ford horn was ever used in Bahrein as a 
call to prayer! Women and children came, and all listened attentively 
to the informal talk, Kanis acting as interpreter when necessary. A fter 
a  hymn or two and prayer a neighbor invited us to her house for the 
next meeting. And so the chain of meetings kept on, from village to 
village. Each week there were requests, so that the whole summer’s 
meetings were arranged for and well attended.

Every morning the Ford is taken out of the garage and driven to its 
“ summer-house,”  a little date-stick shelter on the hospital compound.
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There it stands, ready for out-calls. Saalam, the chauffeur, an ex
patient of the hospital who in a dying condition was cast upon the 
hospital verandah by his friends a year or two ago, stands ready too. 
He loves his new job. Early in the morning he gets the engine in 
order, gasoline in the tank, and the body of the car dusted and polished 
if necessary. Nothing pleases him more than to see the doctor or 
nurse rush out on an emergency call, or when during the spare minutes 
between clinic and operating, he can leave his post as door-keeper and 
accompany either one on their daily calls. Formerly these calls were 
made on donkey or on foot, and many a hot, weary walk has the doctor 
had at noon-day after finishing a heavy clinic. Now the calls are made 
in no time at all. And not only is the doctor’s time saved and the 
nurse’s, but the patient has not had to wait.

A  Three W eeks’ Trip Through The Persian Gulf
M iss A n n e  R e a

(M iss  R e a  w as a m em ber o f  M rs. E . E . O lco tt’s party  which v isited  ou r A rab ian  
M ission  la st  w inter.— E d . )

A S I think of Arabia many impressions and pictures crowd into 
my mind. It seems like a dream, now that I am back in the 
old environment of America— but a dream that is very real. 

I have only to close my eyes and I am back on the “ Bandra.” 
our good old cargo ship of the British India Line. W e boarded her in 
Bombay and were on her for three weeks going up the Persian Gulf, 
stopping one day in Gwadur in Baluchistan and one day in Jask  in 
Persia. At Maskat, our first stop in Arabia, we spent a few hours with 
M iss Lutton and Dr. Hosmon. At Bahrein we spent the night with 
Doctor and M rs. Dame. They took us through their hospital and we 
saw many Arab men and women who had come long distances by 
caravan. The Arab is dirty, he has no idea of hygeine, he is a fanatic, 
but I believe when he once trusts you and believes in you you have 
his friendship for life. The missionaries are trying to do this. It is 
a slow job, as the Mohammedan is in danger of his life when he becomes 
a Christian and one realizes this saying is true— “ Once a Mohammedan, 
always a Mohammedan.” However, if that spirit of stoicism, courage, 
independence and religious fervor can be directed into right channels 
Arabia will grow very rapidly. I believe Dr. H arrison of Kuweit has 
the right idea, try to see their point of view and then show them he has 
something more to add to it— so much bigger and more wonderful.

Dr. Dame took us in his car outside the city walls, through the desert 
to an oasis where they go in summer to bathe. In Bahrein there were 
no trees, all was much the same earthy cla)' color, nothing to relieve it 
but the blue water of the Gulf and the glory of the sunrises and sunsets 
which spread a glow over all. A s never before I realized what an 
oasis meant to an oriental— green, green palm trees, shade, and fresh 
clear water that does not taste of salt. Donkeys carry this water into 
Bahrein— goatskins full of it are strapped on their backs. It is very 
precious and many cannot get it.
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Dr. Mylrea at Kuweit took us to a coffee house in the Bazaar and to 
the Sheikh’s Palace. We went to an Arab dinner where everything is 
put down in front of you and you grab. Our host was the soul of 
hospitality. H e smiled on us benignly, looking much like a Sheikh, 
dressed very elaborately as he was the biggest pearl merchant in 
Bahrein. He had several wives but none of them appeared, of course. 
However, we felt their eyes were looking at us from the balcony above, 
for we were even more strange to them than they to us. I can see them 
sliding along the walls of a  street or sitting on a curb in a row, veiled 
from head to foot in a black abba. They looked like black crows. The 
Arabian woman is cast aside for another at any time that her husband 
wishes to say “ I divorce thee.” H er life is a tragic one. I remember 
looking down from the deck of the “ Bandra” and seeing an Arab with

AX ARAB COFFEE SHOP

something that looked like a bundle of potatoes slung over his shoulder— 
we found later it was a  wife with others following.

At Muhammera we left the “ Bandra” much to our regret. It seemed 
much like home. The ship’s officers who were so nice to us seemed 
worried as to our keeping warm. It was very cold. W e motored across 
the desert to Basrah, leaving that night for Baghdad. A t Baghdad Dr. 
Cantine put us into a Buick run by a Circassian of the Nairn Motor 
Company. In it we crossed the desert to Damascus, going all night 
and arriving at Damascus at noon the next day.

I will always remember the great hospitality shown us throughout 
Arabia by our missionaries. Their homes were so charming and delight
ful and through their great kindness we were able to see Arabia as few 
have the privilege of doing.



Saeeda
M r s . E. E . C a l v e r l e y

SA E E D A , our faithful helper and friend, has gone. Her grave is 
among hundreds of similar mounds in a Moslem cemetery in 
Kuweit, marked only by rough stones without inscription. But 
we believe that, when the dead in Christ shall rise, she will come 

forth to join the happy throng. Among those she leaves behind will be 
many to whom the world gave honor and wealth, but she, a poor black 
woman, truly among the last to be considered in this world, will be then, 
we believe, among the first. Her story is an unusual one for Arabia 
where one waits so long, and with so little encouragement, to see the 
fruits of years of seed-growing.

You can easily picture Saeeda. She might be a Dinah in your own 
kitchen. A black good natured face, a wide smile with gleaming teeth, 
flat nose, wooly hair, nne physique: that was Saeeda in her prime. But 
what a change we saw in her when we came back to Kuweit after our 
last furlough! Almost toothless, half blind, thin and wretched we 
found her—one more victim of our old enemy, tuberculosis.

Saeeda had been the door-keeper of the doctor’s office during dis
pensary hours in the Women’s Hospital. It takes a strong arm as well 
as strong character to keep the importunate, waiting crowd in order, 
but Saeeda was fully equal to her task. Woe to any one who tried 
to push past her without perm ission! A big black woman with a stick 
in her hand may not seem a promising missionary agent, and some
times it was necessary to restrain her ardour at her task, but to the 
overburdened workers within the dispensary, the faithful, strong black 
woman at the door was a real comfort and blessing.

Our door-Keepcr had many domestic troubles. True, she had been 
given her freedom and was no longer nominally a slave, but she was 
married to a fierce looking, black tyrant who had three other wives. 
He sent his four wives out to work and earn his living. Some Moham
medans cannot afford to have four wives at a time as their religion 
permits. Saeeda’s husband could not afford not to have four. H is wives 
were indeed profitable servants. I f  they ceased to be profitable he beat 
them. And so Saeeda often came to her work lame and sore from a 
beating the night before.

The dispensary job was too hard for Saeeda after she lost her health, 
but she was able to help the lady evangelistic workers in the station 
sometimes in housecleaning and other chores. Many a talk she had 
with them on such occasions. She had heard the Gospel story hundreds 
of times during her years of hospital service, and she understood the 
message. One of the evangelistic workers tells of the time when Saeeda 
confessed with grief that there was no kind of sin of which she had not 
been guilty, and listened, with quickening hope to the assurance that 
though her sins were as scarlet they might be as white as snow.

During last summer Saeeda’s cough was very distressing. A month 
as an in-patient in the hospital did much to better her condition and as
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soon as she was able she chose to go home. We saw very little of her 
after that till one day in the spring when she dragged herself to the 
hospital in a weaker condition than we had seen before. There were 
several other patients sitting in the office when Saeeda had her turn 
with the doctor. “ Oh, Khatoon (L a d y ) ,”  she moaned, “ I think I am 
going to die.”  “ And if you do, Saeeda,”  answered the doctor, “ will it 
not be a real gain to go from all this wretchedness to the Heavenly 
H om e? Don’t you believe in Jesu s as your Saviour? Are you afraid, 
Saeeda?” “ N o,”  she answered, “ I am not afraid. I do believe.”  The 
other patients heard this testimony and she spoke without hesitation. 
We urged her to stay in the hospital that day but she thought it better 
to drag herself home once more, taking with her a soothing medicine for 
her cough.

Not many weeks had passed after this, when one Sunday morning a 
black man came to tell us that Saeeda was very ill and asked the doctor 
to come to see her. We found her lying, the picture of misery, on a pile 
of sand and dirty rags on the floor of her husband’s house. There was 
no woman to care for her. H er voice was very weak and she could 
scarcely speak for weeping. “ Take me back with you. I am dying. 
Oh, please take me with you,”  she begged. She was so helpless that it 
took two men to carry her out and lay her on the back seat of the Ford, 
where one of them stayed to hold her head. When we reached the 
hospital what a joy it was to see her lying on a soft bed in the nice clean 
hospital room! How glad we were to furnish her milk to drink and a 
faithful black woman to be her nurse. She had but three more days 
to live in the world, but these three days were filled with love and tender 
care. She knew she was dying and affirmed more than once that she 
knew no fear. Ju st  before she passed away her husband came to 
demand her return to his house. Perhaps he feared we would give her 
a Christian burial and so bring disgrace upon his head. W e had thought 
Saeeda unconscious, but when she heard her husband’s voice she roused 
herself to say, “ I hear what you are saying. Leave me here. I am 
not going with you. I want to stay.”  H er husband consented to leave 
her when we assured him that he might make his own arrangements 
for her burial, since we knew her heart was right and that the 
manner and place of burial was not important.

So it came to pass that ere the sun was set Saeeda’s spirit took its 
flight. W e could not but rejoice, for we hope to meet her “ over there” 
where there is no more curse and “ H e will wipe away every tear from 
their eyes.”

The black woman who had nursed Saeeda came the next day to receive 
her pay and bid us good-bye. “ Khatoon,”  she said, “ when I die I want 
to die right here in this hospital— ju st as Saeeda did.”



The Fear of Man Versus The Fear of God
D r . W. J .  M o e r d y k

TH E  successful man of this age, whether his success be in business 
of his own, or in some profession in which he is the willing 
servant of humanity, is the man who dares stand on his own 
feet, not caring for what men say about him as long as he is 

confident that he is in the right, and that he is living according to the 
rules of his own conscience, and according to the principles of his 
religion. Not so with the Arab. This truth has been impressed upon 
my mind many times in my experience with the Arab, but never so 
forcibly as ju st recently.

Mesopotamia is composed of many groups of people, who live together 
in their own district where they have their own bazaars, their own 
mosques, their own schools, such as they are, and their own ruler or 
sheikh. They rent the district from the government and pay for the rent 
by tilling the land as best the}' know how. Here they live, many of 
them not seeing anything of the outside world, restricted to their own 
district, and living today as their fathers and grandfathers did years ago.

Their sheikh, however, accompanied by his religious teachers, his 
servants, and his advisors, traA'els at least once a year to the city, where 
he possesses a large house and where he lives in comfort and luxury, 
as far as his standards of such go, while he transacts his business and 
visits his friends in the city.

About three weeks before Christmas one of these sheikhs came to the 
home of Mr. Dykstra where I was staying, to obtain medical advice 
and incidentally to see what kind of a doctor America had sent to 
Amara. In the course of our conversation our thoughts turned to the 
topic of the two sons of the sheikh, one of whom accompanied him to 
our home. The sheikh had himself decided that his oldest son should 
have more education than his own school in his district could offer him, 
and asked our advice about the best place to send the boy. We, of 
course, recommended our Mission B oys’ School in Basrah, since Basrah 
is only a day’s journey from Amara and even less distant from the 
location of the sheikh’s district. He asked many questions about the 
school, with respect particularly to the moral influences the boy would 
be subject to while at school, and the comforts he would have, and 
he was told all in detail. He seemed satisfied that the thing for him to 
do was to send the boy to Basrah, and he thought he could influence 
another lad of a relative of his to go also. Among other details with 
respect to the school, he was told that every pupil was asked to study 
the Christian’s Bible daily, but was not forced to conform to any 
other religious ceremonies or practices. A s far as we could tell, his 
mind Avas practically made up at that time that he would send his boy 
to Basrah. However, we told him that my brother, Rev. J . E . Moerdyk, 
who was at that time a teacher in the school at Basrah, was expected to 
come to Am ara at Christmas time and we would be glad to make 
arrangements for a further conference for the sheikh with him, since he 
knew more about the details of the school life and training than we.
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We received a hearty invitation from the sheikh to come and see him at 
that time, or let him know and he would come to Am ara to see us.

When the holiday season arrived and brought my brother to visit us 
at Amara, we decided that a trip by launch to the district of Sheikh M. 
would be a nice diversion and an excellent opportunity, so on the last 
day of the old year we boarded the launch and set off.

After about four hours of travelling we arrived at the Arab encamp
ment and were admitted into the large and beautiful home of the sheikh, 
being greeted with a very warm welcome by the sheikh himself. His 
hospitality was very cordial and elaborate, and we spent a very pleasant 
afternoon and evening with him. H is sons, one about eight years of

A YOUNG SH EIKH  AND H IS BLACK PLAYM ATES

age, and the other about fourteen, had a very enjoyable time romping 
with my three-year-old son, and the oldest one even enjoyed some of 
the simple games we played with him for his amusement, and inci
dentally we discovered through them how bright and how quick to learn 
the lad was.

However, the object of our visit proved a flat failure. Since seeing us 
four weeks before, the sheikh had been talked to by his Moslem Mullah, 
as his religious advisor is called, and was told by him and by others 
that it would not do to send his boys to Basrah because he would 
subject them to the influence of Christians, and he would be send
ing them to the school of infidels. The sheikh hearkened to the voice 
of his friends, feared to go contrary to their advice, and, although we 
could tell that he was personally convinced that he ought to send his 
boys to Basrah, he was afraid to go contrary to his Mullah’s advice.
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Our conversation naturally turned to religious matters, and the 
arguments he offered for Islam were easily overthrown, but he was 
time and time again unable to answer the arguments we offered in 
support of Christianity, even though, in those arguments, he was sup
ported by his religious advisors. Personally he seemed to be a man 
who was open to conviction, but there again he showed that his fear 
of men, the fear that, if he did search for the truth he would be criti
cized by his friends and talked about by his people, forbade him to 
follow his own conscience and investigate the truth or even carry out 
what he knew to be the best for himself and family.

O ! Arabia is full of examples of the fear of men overcoming the 
fear of God and ruling man’s life to the exclusion of the truth even 
after, in his heart, he is convinced that the religion of Je su s Christ is 
far superior to his own. Many a man has been kept from entering 
the home of a  missionary or attending a Christian service simply because 
he feared the talk of his fellow men. Many an inquirer after the truth 
comes to the house of the missionary under the cover of darkness, or 
creeps into the house at a time when he knows he will not be seen by 
men, simply because he is afraid of gossip and criticism. And many a 
person, convinced of the truth, and having learned of the true manner 
of serving. God, has refused to come out in confession of his belief 
simply because he is unable to withstand the criticism of his fellow men. 
And we hope we are right when we say that there are many Arabs 
who have really been convinced of the truth, and some of them perhaps 
secretly serving the truth and worshipping the true God, but our belief 
can only remain a trust because the Fear of Man is keeping these Arabs 
from following the truth and confessing their conviction in the form of 
open and unfearing service of their Master.

Will you not pray that the Holy Spirit may come into the hearts of 
these people and instil into their hearts a courage to overcome the 
Fear of Man and follow the dictates of their conscience and the princi
ples of truth, implanting in their hearts instead a Fear of God and a 
desire to conform their lives to H is teaching and H is Gospel?



PERSONALIA
Rev. and Mrs. Janies Cantine. following the urgent advice of physi

cians, have found it necessary to return to America on account of the 
health of M rs. Cantine. They arrived in New York on Ju ly  30th. M rs. 
Cantine at present is undergoing treatment at the Clifton Springs Sani
tarium. Their address while in this country will be Stone Ridge, New 
York.

M iss Jennie A. Scardefield, -accompanied by M rs. Mylrea, arrived in 
New York on Ju ly  31st, the former having gained in strength during 
the voyage after her recent serious illness. M iss Scardefield is residing 
with her family at Mt. Vernon, New York. M rs. Mylrea expects to 
return to Arabia in October.

Rev. and M rs. G. J .  Pennings, at the conclusion of their furlough 
spent., partly in Iowa and partly in Nova Scotia with their families, 
expect to sail from H alifax  on September 26, 1925, on their return to 
Arabia.

Dr. S. M. Zwemer, after his very interesting journey in A frica, made 
a hasty trip to the United States on account of the marriage of his oldest 
daughter, Elizabeth, which took place at Mt. Vernon, New York, on 
August 27, 1925: The wedding was an unusually interesting one. Mrs. 
Zwemer’s brother whom she had not seen for forty-four years was 
present. Another of the guests was William Solomon, one of the slave 
boys rescued by Rev. Peter Zwemer so many years ago in Maskat. He 
later served Dr. Zwemer in Arabia when M iss Zwemer was out there as 
a little girl. The passing of the years has seen his development from a 
schoolboy in the old slave school at Maskat, as it was called, to janitor 
in a New York apartment house.

The hospitality of the Mt. Vernon Church was deeply appreciated by 
Dr. and Mrs. Zwemer. So often Missionaries are without any real home 
in America and it meant a great deal to have this cordial reception by 
the Church.

Dr. Zwemer joined by Mrs. Zwemer sailed from New York on Sep
tember 2, 1925. They are to attend the Triennial Missionary Conference 
of the Scandinavian Churches, and Dr. Zwemer is to speak also in the 
four Universities of the two Scandinavian countries. On October 2nd 
they, sail from Trieste for Cairo, where for the coming year they will be 
engaged in the missionary activities of that great Moslem center.


