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C h a n g e s  I H a v e  S e e n  i n  A r a b i a .................................. Minnie W. Dykstra



The Arabian Mission
OF THE

R EFO R M ED  CHU RCH  IN  AM ERICA 

156 F ifth  Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 

Officers of the Board of Foreign M issions

Rev. V. M ilton T. Stauffer, D. D., President 

F. M. Potter, D. D., Secretary and Treasurer 

Rev. L. J . Shafer, L itt. D., Secretary 

Miss R u th  Ransom, Secretary

M ISSIO N A R IES

Rev. S. M. Zwemer 
Rev. and Mrs. F. J . Bamy 
Miss J. A. Scardefield 

fMiss Fanny Lutton 
Mrs. May DeP. Thoms

Rev. and Mrs. John Van Ess 
Rev. and Mrs. G. J . Pennings 
Rev. and Mrs. D. Dykstra 
Dr. C. S. G. Mylrea 
Dr. and Mrs. P. W. Harrison 
Rev. and Mrs. G. D. Van Peursem 
Miss Charlotte B. Kellien 
Miss Ruth Jackson 
Miss Rachel Jackson 
Miss Cornelia Dalenberg 

*Rev. and Mrs. B. D. Hakken 
Dr. and Mrs. W. J. Moerdyk 
Rev. and Mrs. G. E. De Jong 
Dr. and Mrs. W. Harold Storm 
Rev. and Mrs. G. Gosselink 
Dr. and Mrs. W. Wells Thoms 
Dr. and Mrs. L. R. Scudder 
Dr. and Mrs. G. H. Nykerk 

*Miss F. Belle Bogard 
Rev. and Mrs. E. M. Luidens 
Rev. Jay R. Kapenga 
Miss Jeanette H. Boersma 
Miss Harriet M. Wanrooy 
Dr. and Mrs. M. M. Heusinkveld 
Mr. G. Jacob Holler, Jr.

33 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. Retired 
156 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. Emeritus 
156 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. Emeritus 
156 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. Emeritus 
156 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. Emeritus

Basrah, Iraq. 
Amarah, Iraq. 
Holland, Mich. 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
156 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
Basrah, Iraq. 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
Basrah, Iraq 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
Baghdad, Iraq. 
Holland, Mich. 
Holland, Mich. 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
Basrah, Iraq. 
Muscat, Arabia 
Amarah, Iraq. 
Kuwait, Arabia 
Baghdad, Iraq. 
Basrah, Iraq.
Basrah, Iraq 
Basrah, Iraq 
Bahrain, Pers. Gulf 
Kuwait, Arabia 
Basrah, Iraq

Educ. and Evan. Work 
Evangelistic Work 
On Furlough 
Medical Work 
Med. and Evan. Work 

C. On Furlough 
Educational Work 
Educational Work 
Educational Work 
Medical Work 
Evan, and Educ. Work 
On Furlough 
On Furlough 
Medical Work 
Educ. and Evan. Work 
Medical Work 
Medical Work 
Medical Work 
Educational Work 
Language Study 
Language Study 
Language Study 
Medical Work 
Language Study 
Educational Work

Air Mail service to Iraq and the Persian Gulf is available. The rate of postage is 
twenty-five cents for each half ounce. Ordinary mail functions also but is subject to de
lays. The rate is the same as heretofore, five cents for the first ounce and three cents for 
each additional ounce.

♦Members of the  United Mission in M esopotamia in which we cooperate with the Presbyterian Church 
in the United S tates and the  Evangelical and Reformed Church.

fDeceased.



N e g l e c t e d  A r a b i a
M issionary News and Letters 

Published Quarterly

FOR PRIVATE CIRCULATION AMONG THE FRIENDS OF

THE ARABIAN MISSION

Musings of a Senior
C. S. G. M y l r e a

The Arabian Mission is now well past the 50th year of its existence. 
I t is now long past the age of experiment. The foundations were 
well and tru ly  laid by our pioneers in those early days so th a t today 
our missionaries and the several departm ents of service they repre
sent, are a distinct and influential p art of the social structure in which 
they live. Spiritually and m aterially the Timeless E ast is changing, 
and changing with a speed th a t to  us senior members of the Mission 
is alm ost incredible. The leaven which our missionaries placed in 
the dough of Arab thought so m any years ago has gone far to leaven 
the whole lump and one notices in conversations with Arabs th a t 
more and more, concepts which are Christian and are really alien to 
their natures, are taking hold of m any thoughtful minds. There are, 
of course, other leavens, and we are particularly told to  beware of 
the leaven of the Pharisees. The Arab is all too ready to  accuse us 
westerners of hypocrisy. One of the most im portant daily petitions 
for the missionary is “Set a watch, O Lord, before my mouth. Keep 
the door of my lips.”

In things material we have also set the pace. In K uwait we were 
the first to use Portland Cem ent in a large way in building. The 
M en’s Hospital in K uw ait was the first building in th a t city to be 
constructed of steel and reinforced concrete. M y head aches when I 
think of w hat M r. Calverley and I went through as we labored to  
teach Arab masons the technique of this new method of building 
construction. The verandah floor of the doctor's residence in Kuwait, 
laid down in Portland cement by Mr. Calverley in 1914, is in perfect 
condition after 30 years. The Arabs often remark on it. I t is an ex
ample of w hat good work should be and dem onstrates what a little 
courageous spendings plus attention to  detail, can accomplish.

The missionaries in K uw ait were the first to  build real arches, and 
when M r. D ykstra p u t up his round arches to  support the verandah 
o f  the clergyman’s residence, he introduced an epoch. L ater on Mr.
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B arny in building the new hospital for women, introduced the  pointed 
arch.

The missionaries in K uw ait were the first to  use the principle of the 
steel beam and the brick jack  arch in roof construction. The honor 
for this innovation goes to M r. De Jong when he built the  K uw ait 
Church.

The missionaries were the first to  install an autom atic electric 
lighting system  in Kuwait. The plan t was given to  the station by 
the Roseland F irst Church in Chicago and from 1924 to  1936 our whole 
mission compound, residences and hospitals, enjoyed the luxury of 
electric light. His Highness the Sheikh of Kuw ait threw  the switch 
which lighted our compound for the first time, and he was so pleased 
th a t he asked us to  buy him a similar plant. We were glad to  do so 
and Mr. D ykstra  installed it, as indeed he had installed the  mission 
plant. K uw ait now has its C ity Electric Lighting Company bu t we 
look back to  the old days of kerosene lamps and lanterns and thank  
God for progress.

The city has been swift to  copy our methods and you m ay see Mr. 
D ykstra’s arches, M r. B arny’s arches, and M r. D e Jong 's roof con
struction everywhere, to  say nothing of reinforced concrete columns, 
and so forth.

The old proverb “ Im itation is the sincerest form of flattery” has 
been illustrated in all our mission stations over and over again. They 
adm ire our industry, our enterprise, our integrity and our faithfulness. 
This last, or rather the lack of it, is one of the Arab’s weak points. 
H e can begin things, b u t he finds it difficult to  go on and continue 
and finish. I remember some years ago when visiting a British warship 
with the Sheikh of Kuwait, I remarked on the  absolute spotlessness of 
everything. “Yes,” said His Highness, “We could do it once bu t we 
couldn’t  go on doing it."  H .H . has a positive gift for summing up a 
whole philosophy in a sentence.

And now let us flash a few pictures on the screen. It was in the 
summer of 1911 th a t I was sent up to  K uw ait from Bahrain and I 
landed there for the first tim e on the 4th of July . During the previous 
year M r. Van Ess and Dr. B ennett had interviewed the famous Sheikh 
M ubarak and obtained from him by purchase the nucleus of the 
ground upon which all our mission buildings now stand. They had 
promised him th a t we would pu t up a hospital and -appoint a doctor 
to  direct it. I t happened however th a t there was no spare doctor and 
we compromised by an agreement among the doctors th a t  certain of us 
would spend p art of our time in Kuwait. In 1911 I was in charge of 
the  M ason M emorial H ospital a t Bahrain, b u t in accordance with the 
agreement m entioned above, I was asked to  p u t in some of the summer 
m onths in Kuwait.

I t  did no t take me long to  learn th a t the mass of the public did no t 
want us. Sheikh M ubarak did w ant us and indeed had asked us to  
come, bu t even he could not, overnight, m ake over the a ttitu d e  of the 
m an in the street. K uw ait was a conservative fanatical W ahabi 
Moslem city  where Europeans had been forbidden entrance, generally 
speaking, throughout its history. Over and over again the  Arabian
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M ission had tried to  open the doors of Kuwait. Over and over again 
the doors had been shut in its face. B ut now we were there under 
favor of the ruler. A few of the lesser Sheikhs were friendly and M r. 
Pennings, who was with me during p a rt of th a t first visit, used to 
accompany me when we went calling on some of these sheikhs. The 
bulk of the people, however, were unfriendly. The rich men ignored 
us and some of them  would even refuse to  return a salutation—the 
height of rudeness in an Arab. The ordinary m an followed suit and 
ordinary courtesy was conspicuous by its absence. On several occasions 
I was called a “K afir” (infidel) to  my face and it was a common thing 
to  have m ud and stones thrown a t one. Small boys chanted derisory 
verses after us and two I remember particularly. Rendered into 
English they ran som ething like th is :

“The Englishman, the Englishman, the wearer of the hat,
H e’ll die tonight, he’ll die tonight, there is no doubt of th a t .” 

A nother one was this:
“The English the English, they don’t  pray,

The chicken is very much better th an  they .”

THE K A T E  V. S. OLCOTT M EM ORIAL HOSPITAL, K U W A IT

Christians did not pray  “ in the sight of m en” and the people therefore 
decided th a t  prayer was not p art of Christian practice. The chicken 
however when it stoops down to  drink and then throws back its head 
to  swailow its m outhful of water, a t all events goes through the motions 
of prayer. The people of Kuw ait had yet to  learn Jesus’ teaching of 
the  closet with its shu t door. If I went to  the bazaar I would be fol
lowed by a large crowd of dancing, shouting boys, a hundred or more, 
yelling to  each other “Come and see the world.” I was the world.
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During th a t summer I lived in an Arab house, dirty, hot, devoid of 
all comfort. The house was also the hospital and in th a t house Paul 
Harrison, when he was serving in K uwait, did quite a lot of m ajor and 
of course minor surgery. His operating room furniture consisted of a 
somewhat battered  operating table contributed by our Basrah hospital, 
a very wobbly one-legged instrum ent table which leaned a t  all angles 
on the uneven mud floor and a set of kerosene boxes which, set up on 
their sides, served as instrum ent cupboards. In th a t little room were 
laid the foundations of m any friendships which endure to  this day. 
In the courtyard of th a t house the gospel was first preached to  the 
people of Kuwait.

The property which Sheikh M ubarak had sold us lay on the western 
edge of the town more th an  a mile from our rented house. The mission 
was no t yet ready to  build bu t I used to  walk out there of an evening, 
and sitting on the top of the hill where the doctor’s residence now 
stands, I used to try  to  picture in my m ind’s eye the buildings which I 
hoped would one day go up on our property, and which indeed have 
long since gone up.

On our return  from furlough in 1913, M rs. M ylrea and I were ap
pointed to  Kuwait. Construction of the hospital had been commenced 
b u t only the steel frame-work was up. The situation between the 
mission and Sheikh M ubarak had deteriorated, and for two reasons. 
Firstly, the Sheikh was getting tired of us. Three years had gone by. 
The hospital was not yet built and no perm anent doctor had been ap
pointed. Secondly, in m arking off our property boundaries in accord
ance with our deed of sale we had considerably altered their alignment 
and to  do so had had to  move several of the Sheikh’s inaccurately 
placed boundary marks. This had given him the impression th a t we 
had tried to  steal a m arch on him and take land th a t was no t ours. 
A t my very first interview with M ubarak he spoke of all this with 
bitterness and threatened to tu rn  us out of Kuwait. The position 
became extremely difficult and for m any weeks our future was in 
danger. However, I eventually succeeded in persuading the Sheikh 
M ubarak to  have the property  measured in his presence. These 
measurements proved to  be in our favor with the result th a t  M ubarak 
gave us back his friendship, which lasted as long as he lived. Feeling 
against us, however, still ran high. I remember coming on to  the 
compound one morning to  help in the building operations. To greet 
me there was w ritten in Arabic on a steel beam lying on the ground 
“The English, if God will, Shall all burn in hell.” All foreigners were 
English in those days. The Arab masons were independent, insub
ordinate and a t times their m anner was offensive if no t insulting. 
Since they  knew nothing of Portland cement work and were conceited, 
self-satisfied craftsmen, it was a weary tim e M r. Calverley and I had.

A t one tim e M rs. M ylrea was struck across the shoulders by a coolie 
in the bazaar. He thought she was in his way and acted accordingly. 
I t  m ust be remembered th a t  before the coming of our missionary ladies, 
the unveiled face of a woman had never been seen in the Kuwait 
bazaar. To m any of the people, if not to  most of them, for a woman 
to  go about with unveiled face,was a really shameful thing. However
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i t  seemed to  me th a t things were going a bit too far and I went to  
Sheikh M ubarak and complained. He was most sym pathetic and sent 
word through the bazaar. The offence was never repeated.

On Christmas Eve 1913 I had occasion to  be on board a steamship 
which had come in to  the harbor. The officers on board were keeping 
Christm as with a vengeance. The only officer not drunk was the 
Chief Engineer and he was a to tal abstainer. An Arab friend stood 
with me on the deck. We looked through the windows into the dining- 
saloon where some of the junior officers were dancing in and out of 
the wine-glasses on the tables, very drunk. Presently my friend said 
to  me “Doctor, is th a t  the way the Christians celebrate the birth of 
their prophet?” I have often told this story to  Europeans and Ameri
cans out here. To the Arab we are all Christians, or we were, for the 
Arab is beginning to  discriminate now between Christians and Chris
tians. And this story reminds me of another, which, I am glad to  say, 
points a different moral. An Arab and I were discussing the wreck of 
th e  famous “T itanic” in 1912. I had told him the story of the mil
lionaire who took off his life-jacket and gave it to  a poor woman. He 
was lost but she was saved. M y friend thought a b it and then he said 
“Doctor, if you and your wife had both swallowed poison and you had 
antido te enough for one of you only, would you take it yourself or 
would you give it to  your wife?” “To my Wife, of course,” I replied, 
to  which he countered “Well, we wouldn’t .” I then went on to  tell 
him th a t self-denial and the service of others was a t the very heart 
o f C hrist’s teaching and th a t He Himself died to save men.

The years go by and our regular preaching services in the hospitals, 
churches and elsewhere have not been in vain. This is constantly 
being brought home to us. A t one time we had a patien t in our hos
pital who came from one of the best K uwait families. We often dis
cussed the Christian message and one evening the subject of the 
crucifixion came up. The Koran denies the crucifixion and I was 
asked to  defend the Gospel narrative. “ I t  was like th is,” I said. “You 
m ust remember th a t  a t the tim e of Jesus, Palestine was a p art of the 
great Rom an Empire. Rome and its Em pire were very like what 
London and the British Em pire are today. Now,” I went on, ‘‘Sup
posing th a t in K uw ait today—for K uw ait is under the protection of 
G reat B ritain—someone were to  get up in the m arket place and say 
‘I am the King of K uw ait’. Two people would be bound to object a t 
once, the Sheikh of K uw ait and the representative here of the British 
Government. Both the High Priests and Pontius P ilate were bound 
to  tak*e action and treason is an affair punishable with death. There 
is m uch more in the story th an  that, bu t to  Pilate, the heathen, treason 
was treason. The crucifixion of Christ is a historical fact done officially 
under Rom an law. All the world, except Islam, acknowledges th is.” 
M y  friends were impressed. They had apparently never thought of 
th e  death of Jesus in th a t way.

The Arab is beginning to  feel the im pact of Christian ethics. The 
abdication of King Edw ard V III m ade a profound impression in 
Kuwait. One prom inent man came to  see me and said “W hat’s all 
th is  fuss about?” I said, “ Well, under English law the King m ay not
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m arry a divorced woman. In this case the woman has been divorced 
twice and both of her former husbands are living.” Then I got out 
the  Arabic translation of the Book of Common Prayer and showed 
him the M arriage Service and particularly the vows. He was greatly 
interested and took the Prayer Book home with him. To the Arab, 
a woman, more or less, m eant nothing, b u t Jesus Christ had quite 
different ideas. Arresting ideas.

A few years ago the people of G reat B ritain bought from the Russian 
Governm ent for £100,000 the famous Sinaitic m anuscript. One of 
our leading Arabs said to me, “W hy were the  people of G reat B ritain  
willing to  pay such a large sum for this m anuscript?" I said, “Well, 
the  m atter is supremely im portant for you Muslims, for you say th a t 
we Christians have altered our gospel so th a t it is no t the gospel which 
M uham m ad your prophet knew, and which he endorsed. Now this 
m anuscript was w ritten three hundred years before M uham m ad was 
born and it does not differ from the gospel which we have in our hands 
today, proving th a t the gospel which M uham m ad knew and endorsed 
was the same as th a t which we have today. The proof th a t the Chris
tians have no t altered the gospel is overwhelming.” “D on’t  tell me 
any m ore!” implored my friend.

Only a few weeks ago, in August 1944, I was in Kuwait, sitting in 
the car while my colleague went into a house to  see a patient. While I 
waited some fifteen little boys came up and said “Hallo, Doctor, tell 
us a story .” I said “W hat shall I tell you about?” “O h,” they said, 
“Tell us about the prophet Jesus and how he raised to  life the m an 
th a t had been dead four days” !! How did they know th a t  story? 
Doubtless, through one of our services. And so our message permeates. 
The leaven leavens. The word accomplishes th a t which H e pleases. 
The Arab is beginning to  know Jesus Christ of the Gospels and no t 
the m ythical, mystical figure of the apocryphal stories.

The m inistry of C hristian friendship, persistent and continuous 
through the  years, is bearing fruit, must bear fruit. These little im
pressions taken  a t random  over a period of m any years, will perhaps 
help you to  realize a little more clearly w hat your missionaries have 
accomplished and are accomplishing in Arabia.
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Educating the Arab
J o h n  V a n  E s s

A valuable horse strayed away from a Bedouin encampment. The 
sheikh offered a handsome reward for its recovery and for days the 
young tribesm en scoured the desert w ithout success. Finally the 
camp idiot came in proudly leading the lost animal. When the sheikh 
inquired how he, the camp idiot, could do what saner men had not 
done, he said simply: “ I went to where the horses are kept and imag
ined myself a horse. Then I shook off the hobbles from my fe5t, saw 
a b it of grass a little distance away and ate it. Then I followed a trail 
of spilled barley, and on and on, all the time imagining myself the 
horse, and a t  last I found him .” I am not quite humble enough to 
class myself as an idiot, bu t my equipm ent for being a teacher was 
definitely limited. I had never taugh t and I had had no training w hat
ever in pedagogy

I t  was then, and still is to  some extent, the tradition in the Arabian 
Mission to  ask a young missionary what he thought he could do best 
and to  allow him his first term  on the field to  discover himself. Being 
entirely foot-loose and fancy-free, and particularly fond of adventure, 
and with three years of Arabic which I had learned a t Princeton Sem
inary tucked under my belt, I asked for a roving commission in the 
river country of M esopotamia. W ith the unpredictable Turk in control 
of the government, with prim itive means of communication, with 
vast areas for my lebensraum, I spent my first seven years in ten t and 
h u t and camp and town, not seeing a European nor hearing a word of 
English for weeks and m onths on end. I had a native servant who was 
a veritable gift from Allah. W ith two stones and a b it of camel-thorn 
he could tu rn  out a first-class meal anywhere. He was really tough, 
u tterly  fearless and loyal, and besides had a delicious sense of hum or 
which shone m ost brightly when the going was hardest.

When the wind was contrary I could tie up my sail-boat for days a t 
a time, or te ther my mules when traveling by land, for everywhere 
was my parish and wherever there were Arabs was my pulpit. I was 
safe enough, too. The Arabs would not steal my clothes for they did 
n o t wear th a t  kind. They were afraid of my medicine-case and were 
welcome to  my Bibles, and my blood, being th a t of a Christian, was 
unclean. The little money I needed I borrowed from the Turks. They 
always refused a receipt and I paid my debt into their account a t  head
quarters when I reached Basrah after weeks or months.

Now and again, in m y wanderings, I would run across a detail of 
Turkish soldiers out to  crush a rebellion or to  collect taxes. The 
officers would receive me with open arms for they were Istanbul Turks 
and I was a voice from the  outside world which they knew and for 
which they were chronically homesick. They would veritably devour 
the few illustrated French magazines which I carried, would pitch a 
ten t and detail an orderly for my personal service and it was indeed
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often hard to  get away.. So, during those seven years I got good 
practice in Arabic, learned to  know the customs, folklore, prejudices 
and tribal traditions, and entered deeply and intim ately into the lives 
of the people, all the tim e by trial and error, chiefly error, I fear, 
learning how to  frame the  Gospel message.

By the end of my first term  I had reached the  definite conclusion 
th a t education offered the most promising approach to  the Arabs. 
B ut the Turks had ruled the  land for centuries and did no t propose to  
allow any enterprise which m ight entail em ancipation for the Arabs. 
The political scene had changed however to  the extent th a t the Young 
T urk rebellion had in the meantim e occurred. Sultan Abdul Ham id 
had been deposed and the slogans of freedom were beginning to  be 
heard. A fter long and tortuous negotiations I had succeeded in ob
taining an imperial firman from Istanbul for the opening of a school 
a t Basrah. B ut there were m any hefty hurdles. Turkish and French 
were the official languages of the empire and were required subjects. 
Arabic was the language of the pupils and English was the great 
incentive because of the proxim ity of India. After treating the T urk
ish director of education to  a dinner of chicken pilau and pointing 
out to  him how im perative it was for an Arab to  know something of 
his own language before presuming to  approach the peerless Turkish 
tongue, I was allowed to  postpone the teaching of Turkish temporarily. 
French by the same token was shelved, so we were reduced to, a t most, 
a bilingual basis.

When the director discovered th a t  the teaching of the Bible was an 
integral p a r t of the curriculum  according to  the firman, he stipulated 
th a t I m ight teach the  Old Testam ent b u t no t the New Testam ent. 
I thereupon notified him officially th a t inasmuch as the Quran does not 
discriminate thus, I would telegraph the M inister of Education a t 
Istanbul accusing the  director of being a blasphemer and an infidel 
unless he rescinded the  order within twenty-four hours. W ithin an 
hour he came puffing up the stairs imploring me for Allah's sake to 
teach anything I liked. So the decks were cleared for action.

Sixty boys appeared on the first day, among them  the five sons of a 
powerful sheikh, all within three m onths of each other in age, and, 
needless to  say, no two the sons of the same mother. I had learned 
enough about the Arabs to  be convinced th a t I m ust not try  to make 
Americans of them, first, because they would make ’poor Americans, 
and second, because they were a p re tty  fine lot as Arabs. I t  m ust be 
an Arabic school and Arabic m ust be the language of instruction. It 
was a t this point th a t I began to  apply the technique of the camp 
idiot, and imagined myself an Arab boy.

Ju s t a t this juncture Allah sent me a priceless gift in the  person of 
M uallim  Aziz, an Arabic speaking C hristian trained by the American 
Board missionaries in Turkey. W ith a to tal staff of three Arabic 
speaking teachers besides myself I looked for and found the  first tu ft 
of grass, then  picked up the  trail of spilled barley and on and on, 
sometimes losing the trail b u t always guided by the boy himself. It 
is too long a story to  tell in detail, of mistakes made and painfully 
corrected, b u t in a few years I had evolved a system which contradicted
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m ost of the text-books b u t which produced results. In effect it was 
this: Inasmuch as it would be foolish for a doctor to  prescribe the  same 
trea tm en t for all his patients a t  random, so each pupil m ust be sep
arately  diagnosed and treated. Instead of classes they were divided 
into groups, each boy reciting in each subject where he would fit. 
His graph resembled the sky-line of the Himalayas, of course, bu t as 
he learned to  study  or was enticed by the desire to reach his compan
ions of the same age or size, he would work harder on the subjects in 
which he was weakest and thus gradually flatten out his graph. He 
was graphed in conduct as well, and his conduct-grade entailed priv
ileges or penalties as the case demanded. I t  m ight be objected th a t 
th e  formation of so m any groups would crowd the schedule. B ut I

CALISTHENICS, BUSRAH BOYS' SCHOOL

went on the theory and found it to  be true that, though a peck-measure 
may be full of potatoes, yet you can add peas and then rice and then 
flour and then water, for there were always interstices of time and 
effort.

M y main difficulty however was this: All American text-books on 
pedagogy take for granted a high level of home and com m unity life 
and depend on the  helpful m om entum  of state  and society. In my 
case the great problem was no t the six or seven hours when the boy 
was in school b u t the  hours which he spent out of school. So when 
a boy baffled me I would ask my wife to  visit his home and appraise 
his particular situation and thus almost always would find the solution 
of the difficulty.

Very soon after the founding of the school the policy was adopted 
of sending ou t an American teacher for a three year term , to teach 
English and athletics, bu t especially to  be a big brother to  the 
boys. T he short-term  teachers have for more than  twenty-five years
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proved to  be a veritable apostolic succession of ability and devotion. 
Of the  Arabic staff M uallim  Aziz retired after twenty-five years of 
continuous service, and M. Elias and M. Jalii are each approaching 
his quarter century of faithful and efficient cooperation. Another 
teacher, one of our own graduates, has served tw enty years and still 
another ten  years. The contribution of each of the above to  the success 
of the school cannot be m easured in words. From  the very beginning 
the Bible has been a t the  very heart of the curriculum and each pupil 
has received regular and system atic instruction therein.

The path  seemed open for the  establishm ent of a college and indeed 
strong pressure was p u t upon me by the Arabs to  do so. Such has been 
the history of most of the American educational institutions in the  
N ear E ast and would have been the line of least resistance. M y 
personal and, m ay I say humbly, my legitim ate am bition longed for 
the tools and equipm ent which men look a t and approve. B ut my 
common sense felt misgivings. The barom eter of good-will toward 
foreigners was falling in proportion as the tide of nationalism  was 
rising. W ith the a tta inm ent of national independence the Iraq  Gov
ernm ent had naturally  enough set up its own standards of education 
which cram ped our style in th a t the curriculum  and the methods of 
instruction were standardized to  the point of rigid inflexibility. As 
a result of their superior m om entum  and prestige the sons of the well- 
to-do tended to  flock to  the sta te  schools, especially since the professions 
of law and medicine and of the higher government posts were open 
only to  their graduates. Since it is no t the  function of missionary 
schools to  parallel or compete with government institutions, our m ani
fest opportunity  lay in capitalizing on th a t  which we are supposed 
to  possess in unique measure, namely, consecrated personality and the 
Christian message, neither of which a government can buy or command. 
Further, since the state  schools did no t appeal to, nor have any room 
for, boys of the depressed classes, who indeed constitute the great 
m ajority of the population, we determ ined to  specialize in th a t  group. 
The first step was deliberately to  cut the top ou t of our tree and reduce 
the  curriculum  from th a t  of a full high school to th a t of a jun ior high 
school. The results have been, em inently gratifying. The pupils, 
m any of them  from the villages, are more vigorous, -simpler in their 
tastes, accustomed to  hardship, eager and approachable. In the N ear 
E ast and indeed in the whole E ast the proletariat are becoming self- 
conscious and it is from among th is class th a t  we are training leaders 
for the future, a future in which the emphasis will be largely on the eco
nomic ra ther than  on the political aspects of life.

As my missionary career nears its close, three things s tand  out in 
m y m in d :

1. I t  is a great privilege to  be a teacher anywhere, b u t to  be a teacher 
of Arabs and  in their incom parable tongue, is a privilege th a t falls to  
the lot of th e  very few. I thank  God on bended knee th a t  such a 
privilege has been mine.
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2. While still on my knee, I thank  H im  th a t by withholding tools 
and equipment, H e has compelled me to  try  to do little things in a 
big way instead of trying to do big things but doing them  in a little way.

3. The visible compensation consists in the scores of former pupils, 
now happy and successful and filling im portant places in sta te  and 
society, who by their conduct and conversation dem onstrate th a t  
Christ has changed their lives.

Changes I Have Seen in Arabia
M i n n i e  W. D y k s t r a

M y arrival on the mission field was in th a t period of the work when 
the first days of hard, all-out opposition and of closed doors were 
yielding to  the influence of the Gospel and its messengers. There was 
still enough of th a t  first opposition left to  give us, who then arrived, a 
very definite picture of w hat the pioneer missionaries lived through. 
The first two m onths I spent in M uscat. To my inexperienced eyes 
every one seemed either friendly or curious and I would no t have 
thought of antagonism except for the following incident. One day 
when M rs. Cantine was ou t with a servant she was addressed, b u t not 
getting the im port of the remarks, she asked the servant what was 
being said. H e was reluctant to  say b u t on being urged, he answered, 
“Please Khatoon, they are cursing you.’’ Later, in Bahrain, I had a 
somewhat similar experience. I was out, some distance from home 
with a woman helper. An Arab on a donkey overtook us. Suddenly 
he seemed to  see me. H e slid off his donkey and spoke out loudly, 
“ In the nam e of God, the compassionate, the merciful. I ask pardon 
of God (for seeing me). M ay God curse the day when my eyes have 
seen a kafir.’’ D uring my stay in M uscat I did no t know the language 
and so could not judge correctly of what I saw and heard. M y real 
education and experience began in Bahrain where I spent two term s 
and beginning there I can best tell of the changes th a t have come by 
comparing then and now.

Bahrain station had suffered heavy losses which greatly affected 
th a t continuity of work which is so necessary to  continued growth, 
especially where the influences are not yet thoroughly rooted. Two 
experienced missionaries had gone home on furlough, two others had 
died, of whom one was the M ission’s first lady doctor. There were 
only two workers in the station and five language students. Due to  
our unpreparedness m any contacts previously made were lost and much 
had to  be begun again. W ith no woman medical worker in the Hos
pital, I can recall only one woman in-patient during th a t first year. 
There were scarcely any callers a t  the Mission H ouse; when any came 
it was a notable event, and it was all accompanied with great secrecy 
for it was a forbidden visit. No women were present a t any of the ser
vices, whether on Sunday or the daily morning prayers. One 
day a woman did wander into the chapel. She did not see too well 
and when she suddenly realized where she was almost fell down th e
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stairs in her panic to  get out. B u t by no means was all new ground. 
The m any years of loving, helpful service had established friendships 
and had opened m any houses where we could call and know th a t we 
would be welcome. Occasionally there would be a dinner invitation 
bu t th a t was almost exclusively from near relatives of the ruling sheikh. 
However, after the ice had begun to  break up, the thaw ing process 
went on apace so th a t all of us during th a t first term  were dinner, or 
all-day guests in m any homes, and so it has continued throughout the 
years until today, in Bahrain, when a dinner is given, honoring some 
individual, the  gathering does no t seem complete w ithout some one or 
more of the missionaries present.

A new missionary, to become a worker, needs to  make acquaintance 
with the people and to know the language. W ith th a t in view, each 
new recruit was introduced to  the “ friendly” homes, and safe, meaning 
where they would no t take advantage of our ignorance and teach us 
w hat was not desirable. We, later arrivals, had the benefit of welcomes 
where others before us had m et with rebuffs. N aturally, a t  first one 
went to  the places of welcomes, a t least from someone. B u t even 
there  we were a t  times confronted by antagonism. I t  was in the home 
of a young friend, who was also my pupil in English, th a t I had a taste 
of this. One day, upon entering this house, even before the  greetings 
were over, I was accosted in no gentle way, by a visitor, a Quran 
teacher w ith these questions: “Who asked you to  come here?” ,“W hat 
do you w ant?” ,“W hat business have you here?” ,“How dare you 
kafirs intrude on us and annoy us M oslems?” “We do no t need or 
w ant you.” And then, “W hat is your nam e?” When I replied, 
“Ameenah” she said, angrily, “How dare you take the nam e of the 
P rophet’s m other? How dare you?" To this I replied. “M y nam e is 
Am eenah.” She did not listen b u t went on to  charge all and sundry 
never to  call me by th a t nam e and called down curses on me, the 
Mission and all Christians. To her harangues, “W hat did you come 
for?” I said, “ I came as Ayisha’s guest.” As soon as m y young friend 
dared to, she asked me to  go with her and when alone earnestly apolo
gized for the  rude behavior.

On another occasion I had visited in a certain house, on invitation. 
I did n o t know the husband, nor th a t  he was in the house. When I 
rose to  leave, the husband called out to  his wife, “Take th a t  m at on 
which she sa t and purify it in the sea. We don’t  choose to  sit on a 
m at defiled by a kafir.”

Y et another tim e when m y husband got off from his donkey a t a 
wayside coffee shop to  get a  cup of coffee by way of m aking contact, 
th e  shop-keeper flatly refused. “No, no t to  you, you are unclean and 
I won’t  endanger m y trade by defiling m y cups for such as you.” 
M y husband asked, “Am I no t one of God’s creatures?” “Yes,” was 
th e  reply, “so is th a t  donkey.” Experiences like these often brought 
to  m ind G od’s promises to  His servants the prophets: “ I have m ade 
th ee . . .  a defenced c ity . . .  an iron p illa r. . .  a  brazen w all. . .  a forehead 
o f adam ant. . .harder than  flint.”
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In my first days in Bahrain when we missionaries went calling, even 
where the doors were open and the welcomes, though sometimes still 
faint, were increasing, the thought th a t  as kafirs, we were unclean 
was ever present. When coffee was served, we kafirs were served last 
of all from the cups all the others had used. As friendliness, good-will 
and a desire to honor us as guests grew, we were offered the first cup, 
which cup was then  hung on the left hand thum b. The left hand holds 
the coffee pot while the right hand holds the little stack of cups and is 
the hand which presents the coffee to  the guests. The person serving 
walked back and forth presenting coffee, collecting the em pty ones, 
with the defiled cup held up prominently for all to  see and note th a t 
they were no t being served from the contam inated cup. Finally, 
when the years had conquered these feelings about us there came the 
time, when as honored guests, we received the first cup of coffee, which 
cup was then presented, in turn, unwashed, to  other Moslem guests. 
T h a t m eant victory for Christ. Our Lord teaches, “He th a t receiveth 
you receiveth M e.”

Steadily, the opportunities to  bring the message increased. The 
beginnings were often no more than  to  take the Bible out of a handbag 
and place it before us. This gradually -elicited questions: “W hat is
it?” “Do you read Arabic?” or, “W hat is in th a t  bag?” Their ques
tions led to  ours: “Can you read? M ay we read something to you from 
this Book? Would you like to  hear some of the miracles and teachings 
of the Lord Jesus?” As the years went on and God’s Word spoke to 
hearts and consciences, the women themselves asked us to read to 
them , until the day came when the opportunity to  call was limited only 
by one’s tim e and strength and when the invitations extended far 
exceeded the ability to  accept them  all. W ith these invitations very 
often came the request, “Be sure to  bring the books, we w ant to  hear 
the reading.” As far as my own experience goes, w ith the exception 
of certain groups of women "who seem to be somewhat” the women 
expect us to read to  them, th a t is the reputation th a t has been estab
lished. And in general it is correct to  say th a t it is the poor and lowly 
who m ake up one’s audience. And “the Word of God is quick, power
ful. . .dividing. . .a  discem er” One time when on tour in the B atina 
a  certain woman came daily to  hear the reading. After about a week 
of this, quite voluntarily, after complete silence up to  th a t time, she 
said, “ I am a very great sinner, I have had 26 husbands. I have not 
realized before w hat sin is.” God’s Spirit worked in her a sense of 
sin and holiness as she had no t understood it before.

After the first opposition wore away, m any had dared for some time 
to  receive us in their own homes or when in their own circle of friends 
bu t it took a longer tim e to  get them  to call on us. Fear, suspicion 
and evil report had first to  be eradicated before they dared to  beard 
the lion in his den. For as lions we were to  many. Dr. Sharon Thoms 
was said to  have spread the bubonic plague by sowing its seed over 
the  town from the roof of the Hospital. L ittle children were threatened 
into good behavior by telling them  th a t we would catch them  and grind 
them  up into medicine. And they were no t all little children who 
believed that. We were said to  cast a spell on any th a t came to  us
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and so m ake them  converts. And then there was far less freedom for 
the women to  go about th an  there is today. T h at freedom has n o t yet 
reached our understanding of the word b u t it has greatly increased. 
Our Boys’ Schools still had their work to  do in teaching and instilling 
other standards of morals, in teaching and preaching respect for women. 
.Later, one of these boys said, “Sahib, you m ay be disappointed th a t 
your boys have no t become Christians, b u t I assure you we can never 
be the Moslems our fathers were.’’ T h a t is no t enough b u t it  indicates 
the breaking up th a t m ust come. Two incidents show the working of 
the Moslem m ind “before” , the th ird  “after,"’ the daily contacts with 
the  missionaries. Formerly, in embarking in Bahrain we had to  ride 
out to  the sailboat on donkey-back and then by sailboat to  the steamer. 
One day when a Mission party  was leaving, one of our p arty  assisted 
a lady to  m ount her donkey. She rode off, the gentleman following 
on his steed. Some one who was watching it gave expression to  the 
Moslem m ind: “See, see! she goes first, she is the boss.” The other 
glimpse of the Moslem a ttitu d e  towards women was a t the time the 
T itanic went down. When the people were told how the women and 
children were first lowered into the  lifeboats and so not m any men 
were saved, they said, “C ouldn 't these men manage to  get in the 
boats before the women?” Quite different were the words th a t came 
to  us from the  lips of an Arab who had had considerable contact with 
the missionaries. We frequently were his guests when in the Amarah 
district. One day this sheikh suddenly said to  my husband, “ I wish I 
could take m y K hatoon ou t like you do, it is a much better and hap
pier way to  live, bu t every one would laugh a t m e.”

From  the earliest days of the Mission The Acorn School has been 
a fact. However it needed more tending and nurturing than  could be 
given to  it for m any years to  help it grow into what it is today. B ut 
th a t  is no t all the reason its growth was no t more pronounced. The 
tim e was no t ripe for interest in the education of girls, or willingness 
to  allow it. Quite the opposite. Girls were no t to  be taugh t except 
one here and there for future Koran readers. Education was bad and 
dangerous for girls, especially writing, which would teach them  the 
devil’s own tricks. So in none of the  stations was there any real work 
for or w ith girls, either in schools or Sunday-schools. In fact, during 
those first days in Bahrain we knew very few little girls. Scarcely out 
of babyhood, they  were kept in seclusion and a t  a pitifully early age, 
these little four, five, six year old girls learned to  d ra ^  the  veil, or the 
ever-ready wide sleeve across the face whenever a m an was present. 
The average marriage age, in Bahrain, as nearly as we could guess 
was eleven or twelve years. Rescue work for fallen women, women 
who were in hiding for their lives, rescue work for illegitimate children 
was often attem pted  b u t the tim e was not yet. The oft-repeated word 
of God “ the soul th a t  sinneth it shall die,” “Let him th a t is w ithout 
sin cast the first stone,” “Go and sin no m ore,” had yet to  sink into 
the understanding and conscience of all to  bring about a more char
itable a ttitu d e  towards these women who so often were the victims of 
circumstances and of an evil and biased standard  of morals.

And w hat do we see today? From  the  tim e th a t the Mission lias 
been able to  keep all the departm ents of the  work staffed the work



NEGLECTED ARABIA 17

has gone forward. The ever-ready spirit of love and service has broken 
down barriers. As the women’s medical departm ent was steadily 
more fully staffed the .hospital work has grown apace. Each case of 
prejudice broken down has won other friends. Each fear overcome in 
some one has induced others to  come. In her very first days in Bahrain, 
Christine Iverson, later Mrs. Bennett, was asked to  help a woman in 
labor. There were no helpers in th is work so she asked me to  go with 
her. I knew nothing about obstetrics, bu t I could help her with the 
Arabic. When we arrived we found the woman in great distress and 
begging for help. The doctor stated  w hat m ust be done, and a t once, 
b u t the women present all chorused th a t  consent m ust be given by 
the religious leader. He came in, an old man with a long, grey beard. 
The expression on his face told us a t  once what his decision would be. 
The doctor m ight give a powder, nothing more, she m ight not even 
use the stethoscope. The ride back home was a very sad one. Towards 
the evening of th a t day a funeral procession wound its way to  the cem
etery back of our house, and we learned th a t  it was the poor sufferer 
we had seen. T h a t day was a very dark day in our experience. B u t 
what a change the years have wrought. Hundreds of women have 
learned to  bless our women’s hospital, where they so lovingly receive 

^physical help and where there is always some one to  tell them  of the 
G reat Physician.

During and following the upheaval of World W ar I schools for girls 
became possible and increasingly popular. The Mission did indeed 
have a promising school before th a t time, bu t in general there were no 
schools for girls. Today, the school has become the center of new life 
for the daughters of mothers so long doomed to  ignorance and seclusion. 
Clubs, classes in homes, Sunday schools are all on the program in each 
station. In these same circles the marriage age for girls has been 
pushed up, so also the age for donning the veil, while the veil itself, 
here and there, is not as binding as it was. An orphanage has become 
a reality in the very station of m any disappointments for this work. 
Today the Mission occasionally has the cooperation of those in au th 
ority, in salvaging these little lives th a t once were cast away. Bible 
Classes, adult women learning to  read, private instruction, church 
attendance, open discipleship, prayer circles, a growing Christian 
com m unity, the beginnings of the Church of Jesus Christ in Arabia are 
realities.

Bahrain used to  be considered a very fanatic place, even as K uwait 
later. Today the impression one gets of the place is one of friendliness 
and of the Mission as a very busy bee-hive. Gone are the days of being 
spat at, of children screaming in terror a t the sight of us, and of women, 
in danger of meeting us in the streets, hurrying into some safe doorway. 
I cannot forget the old woman ahead of me in the street who stumbled 
and fell. Instinctively I hurried forward to  help her up, bu t when she 
saw who it was she let out such a yell th a t people ran about to  see 
w hat it was. B ut neither can I forget our little Persian friend, Char- 
goolee, who after having made our acqnaintance dared to  accompany 
m y husband and myself on an evening stroll into the desert, trustingly 
holding a hand of each of us.
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The years we spent in Iraq were after the World War. T h a t event 
had thoroughly shaken and changed m any customs and ideas. People 
had become quite.accustom ed to  seeing and meeting foreigners. Iraq 
became very nationalistic. Boys’ and girls’ schools were opened every
where, rhedical centers were established, clubs and societies appeared. 
This new spirit, like leaven was working everywhere. I recall no place 
in Am arah or its surroundings th a t  was no t open or where we were 
no t welcome. B u t it was in Am arah th a t  one day I was m ade to  realize 
th a t  this new m ovem ent had in it an element th a t m ight one day 
block the way for preaching the Gospel. As I have said alm ost every
where I have been able to  read from the Bible. Moslems respect us 
as “people of the book’’ and th a t  a ttitu d e  has been a valuable asset. 
One day, when ju s t ready to  read to  the women a young woman who 
belonged to  the new era produced her M oslem magazine and offered 
to  read, and the women, very pleased th a t  one of their very own could 
entertain  them, gave her all their attention. After th a t the same thing 
happened frequently, thus closing an avenue so long open to  us. Tim e 
was when the women welcomed us and the reading because we brought 
them  into contact with larger things. As one woman expressed it, 
“ We like to  have you come, you are a diversion for us.”

T h a t is no longer true in th a t  same way. W ith some a spirit of 
complacency and sophistication has displaced the desire to  hear and 
learn. G reat and gratifying changes have come which have provided 
better accommodations and facilities for the workers, barriers have been 
broken down, hearts have opened up to  the  Word, and individuals 
have been tau g h t to  be real helpers, bu t we m ay be certain th a t the 
devil is not surrendering the  field and th a t  he will find ways to  oppose 
us. N either m ust we allow ourselves to  think th a t  the difficulties 
are over, the enm ity overcome. We are still on the fringes of our 
field. When we rejoice because of hatred  and antagonism removed in 
the  stations we occupy we know th a t  antagonism  to our message holds 
sway farther inland. Some years ago one of our doctors ministered to a 
very sick m an who had no one to  care for him, so the doctor was also 
his nurse and brother. The sick m an was on the doctor’s bed and the 
doctor slept on the floor. H e was happy in the thought th a t  now a t  
least he would have one grateful friend in th a t  fanatic place. One 
day, after the  m an had recovered and gone home, the doctor saw the 
m an approaching him on the  street. H e walked towards him  w ith 
outstretched hand to  greet him. To his intense surprise and painful 
disappointment, the man spa t a t  him, turned his back on the doctor 
and walked away.

The Oman field used to  be open to  our missionaries. Then due to  
political problems and the stopping of the slave trade, the  interior 
was closed and has remained closed, officially, to  all foreigners, mission
aries included. In spite of this ruling several of our doctors, and our 
clergymen as well, have been inland m any times. As far as we can 
tell, m any of the people, especially here in Oman, w ant us to  come. 
B ut in certain centers there are men and women too, who will not 
allow any of their family to come into contact with us. R ight here in 
M uscat there is an element th a t opposes, behind our backs, all that-
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we teach and preach. Four times this year, in spirit, it has been said 
to  me, “We will no t have th is m an rule over us." We cannot afford to  
disregard such opposition. It need not, it should not, dishearten us. 
R ather, it tells us to  stand, to  watch, to  pray. There is danger when 
we hear of successes, advances, barriers broken down, changes th a t 
tell us w hat we like to  hear, th a t  we shall “ lay our arm or down.” 
The changes th a t have come are encouraging. Doors have opened and 
are opening, our hospitals are crowded with patients who have learned 
to  tru s t and no t be afraid; there is greater freedom for women and girls; 
our educational work, whether in schools or in private, has brought 
enlightment, better and more sanitary ways of living, has brought 
freedom from superstitions and resulting fears; we have our places 
of worship in each station where, unmolested, the Word of God is 
proclaimed. B etter traveling facilities have made longer and more 
frequent tours possible, with more time for the people and much less 
tiring for the missionary. The num ber of converts and Christian 
helpers is increasing. We, indeed, thank  God and take courage. A 
great and effectual door has opened before us, bu t it also remains true 
th a t there are m any adversaries. Our Lord has told us th a t “this kind 
goeth not out b u t by prayer and fasting.” It is through prayer th a t 
the  changes have come. I t  is through prayer th a t Arabia will be won 
for Christ. God’s word is still the “ham m er to  break the hard rock.” 
L et us not fail our God in the day of His power.



Personalia
After a tedious delay in New York due to the maritime 

strike, Miss Charlotte B. Kellien, Rev. and Mrs. George 
Gosselink and their two younger children, James and Charles, 
and Rev. and Mrs. Bernard D. Hakken sailed for Iraq on 
the SS. M ARINE CARP of the American Export Line on 
November 6, 1946. The two Hakken boys and Ruth Gosselink 
remained in this country.

A new missionary family has reached the Arabian Mission 
this fall. Dr. Maurice M. Heusinkveld was released from the 
army in the summer and he and Mrs. Heusinkveld and their 
two young children, David and Terry, sailed from New York 
on the SS. VULCANIA on August 27th. They arrived 
safely in Basrah on September 17th.

Mr. G. Jacob Holler, Jr. is another new and welcome 
addition to the Mission. Mr. Holler is the short-term teacher 
in the Basrah Boys’ School, succeeding Mr. Harry J. Almond. 
He, too, sailed on the American Export Liner VULCANIA 
with the Heusinkvelds.

Three of our Arabian Missionary families are now spending 
their furloughs in Holland, Michigan: Rev. and Mrs. Dirk 
Dykstra are a t 280 East 14th Street, but expect to start back 
to the field in late December or early January. Dr. and Mrs. 
William J. Moerdyk are living a t 132 West 11th Street. 
Their arrival in America on August 25th with their two 
younger girls brought about a happy reunion with their son 
and their oldest daughter. The De Jong family. Rev. and Mrs. 
G arrett E. and three sons, are occupying the missionary 
house a t 174 West 15th Street.

The announcement of the birth of their third child to Dr. 
and Mrs. Lewis R. Scudder was inadvertently omitted from 
the last “Personalia” . The baby girl’s name is Pamela and 
she was bom in Kuwait on April 19, 1946.

Ju st as this issue is going to press, word has come of the 
death of Miss Fanny Lutton on Sunday, December 8th, in 
a Brooklyn Hospital, after a short illness. Miss Lutton 
joined the Arabian Mission in 1904 and although for a number 
of years she has been retired, she has continued to take a keen 
interest in its work and in all the work of the Board and its 
missionaries.


