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In his delightful book Twelve Against the Gods, William 
Bolitho finds a foil for this gloomy age by treating life as an 
adventure. After tracing, in other fields, the footsteps of pio
neers who have had the courage to leave the beaten track and 
push out beyond the horizon, he introduces us to the religious 
adventurer. 

''Such adventuring spirits," he says, ccdo not always fill their 
bag; but they have camped out wi.th Mystery. They deserve lis
teners even if they do not win many disciples. They have traveled 
farther than Columbus. They have lived greatly on this little 
earth. They make up their campfires and signal the interstellar 
dark." · 

A life of religious adventuring had little place in the thoughts 
of the five theological students who stood up, at Pacific Semi
nary half a century ago, to read their graduation theses. Yet 
there must have been something stirring prophetically in the 
mind of one of them when he took for his theme CCThe call to 
the Christian ministry not always a call to the pulpit." 

As I look back over the years of a long and happy ministry
a ministry of many kinds in many lands that boyish paper 
seems anticipative if not predictive. 

I have no illusions regarding the unimportance of an auto
biography from one who has played so humble a part. Yet, so 
great is friendship, so intriguing this beckoning world, so 
fraught with significance the unfolding drama of the past eighty 

- years, I have yielded to the many voices that have urged a per
manent record of the adventures of a wandering ministry . 
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The function of the introduction to a book is just to open the 
door and invite the reader in. This I am very glad to do because 
this is the most interesting book I have ever read in manuscript. 
It is so pictorial, thrilling and dramatic that I hope Dr. Wirt 

. and the publishers will safeguard carefully the movie rights. 
What a wonder£ ul motion picture it would make! 

From the Middle West to the Polar Regions, from California 
to Australia, to England, to India, Turkey and Siam; through 

· two world wars and a healing ministry between them, there 
moves a quiet, alert, resourceful little man about the height of 

- Martin Luther who takes the oceans in his stride; a Christian 
minister who practices more than preaches and reveals how mar
velously adventure-filled the life of a parson can be. 

And delicately woven into the strong fabric is the pattern of an 
exquisite love story, and the evidence of a faith which is ''the 
assurance of things hoped for and the conviction of things not 
seen!'' 

And best of all, it is not fiction it's all true! I know, for my 
own more prosaic life has touched this remarkable record at 
many places. I know many of the people and places the writer 
describes and I became the pastor of the church that grew out 
of that Sunday School founded so picturesquely on the beer-kegs 
in an Oakland beer-garden. 

Now I think the door is open. Enter and read and rejoice in 
an adventure story as vivid as it is world-embracing and as 

.. wholesome and inspiring as it is unusual and astounding. 
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rr's A BOY MY MOTHER THE IOWA BAND COLLEGE IMPERA-

1'1VE THE HAUNTED HOUSE TEMPERANCE CRUSADE A BOY, 

A BOAT, A LAKE FIRST FINANCIAL ADVENTURE 

IN A SLEEPY LITTLE VILLAGE on the Grand River, Michigan, I 
was born on May 3, 1863, the youngest of nine children. Four
score years and more have passed, and Lamont is still a sleepy 
village, and the parsonage is still the abode of the parson. But 
not until my fa th er was called to the Congregational church at 
South Haven, Michigan, four years later, did the world begin to 
make any appreciable impression on my mind. 

The family Bible records that of the five girls and four boys, 
only two were born in the same house or even the same town. 
Somewhere along the home missionary · trail the death of the 
eldest son, George Whitfield, aged three, brought the first break 
in the family circle, and the last one for forty years. At Amboy, 
Illinois, a stone yet marks the loss. 

The eastern shore of Lake Michigan, where we children 
delighted to play, presents a broad, sandy beach, shut in by high 
bluffs. The headland is broken by a series of ravines that drain 
the interior hinterland. One such ravine or glen still intersects 
the summer resort city of South Haven. In the days of my early 
childhood, from trundle bed to school age, a portion of the large 
.parsonage lot dipped into the glen. It was the fairy land of my 
early memories. In all the world (and I have wandered through 
most of it) no spot ever offered such charm, beauty or mystery 

- as this loved wonderland. Here the secrets of nature became an 
open book, with Mother the interpreter. She showed us where to 
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the shores of Lake Erie. With these sturdy pioneers, during the 
war of 1812, came David and Charlotte to join their fortunes, 
build a log cabin, hew out a farm and welcome eleven children. 
They had been married a few weeks earlier at the home of an 
uncle, Phillip Osborne, a citizen of the town of Girard, near 
Erie, Pa. Two older children did not survive the hardships of 
the frontier years. To Sarah, now the eldest, fell the task of 
helping the mother with the brood of eight who followed with 
the regularity of the seasons. This task must have been performed 
well, for all survived, were taught to read and write, eventually 
married and moved into the West. 

The new home was built on the edge of a swamp (which 
later became a little lake) , in the dense forest of Loraine County 
near the present town of Sheffield, Ohio. There my mother was 
born on February 13, 1820. 

During those years of her childhood the life she loved best 
was to be with her father in field and forest. To help him clear 
the land for ploughing, to plant the corn in the furrows he made, 
to rake the hay and help stow it in the barn that was the out
door life she loved. Woodcraft, making friends of wild animals, 
naming the flowers and loving the stars that was the soul of 
the girl whose gypsy spirit we loved in the afteryears. 

I gathered more knowledge of the stars at my mother's knee 
while sitting on the doorstep than I ever gained at college; and 
more botany and biology as we wandered together through 
summer fields and forests during the happy years of boyhood 
when she was the rainbow arch in my life. 

To draw a faithful mental picture of my sprightly, brown-eyed 
mother is not easy. She was small of stature, and to her children 
at least she was beautiful. Intellectually she combined a spirit of 
mysticism with alert liberal mindedness. She read widely; the 
latest theological treatise lay beside her Bible, especially if it was 
controversial. Her faith was serene and exultant. Like the faith 
of John Hay, ''it soared to meet the sun," but at the same time 
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she was a liberal at heart with a forward looking mental outlook 
that only those wl10 came within her spiritual range could fully 
appreciate and understand. She was wise and gentle and always 
a little ahead of her time. There was an element of courage in 
all her thinking and often in her undertakings; and there was 
also a spirit of inquiry, even sometimes of rebellion. Perhaps this 
had its roots back in those adventurous days of her pioneer 
childhood. 

There were many wild animals in the woods of northern Ohio 
in those early days panthers, wolves, bears and deer, and these 
she often saw when carrying her fa th er' s dinner while he worked 
at a distance from home. My own boyhood was of ten filled with 
envy by Mother's stories of her girlhood. There were exciting 
bedtime tales of the mother deer that chased her when she stoppd 
to pet the spotted fawns; of the time when she rescued her 
brother from a charging, antlered buck; of the opossums that 
hung by their tails, and of the whippoorwills that frightened 
her brother Willie. 

She learned to load and fire her fa th er' s rifle when the wolves 
raided the pigpen and the foxes invaded the chicken yard. When 
the two older children sickened and died it was Sarah who helped 
to bury them. 

When she was about seventeen years old a Mormon revival 
swept the countryside. Her mother fell under the spell of the 
new religion and there was little peace in the family until the 
father consented to join the ccexodus from Egypt'' and set out on 
that curious trek to the CCPromised Land." 

The farm was sold, the prairie schooner built, and the family 
moved westward with Joseph Smith, ''the Prophet," to Indiana, 
to Illinois and finally to Salt Lake City. When the family posses
sions were loaded on the wagon and the oxen coupled in, the 
mother called from the driver's seat, ''Come on, Sarah, climb in.'' 

''No," replied the girl who was to become my mother, ''I am 
not going with you. I do not want to become a Mormon.'' 
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year. Every other year she left the campus until she had com
pleted the preparatory course and three years of college. 

During her third college year a tow-headed German youth in 
the theological department became fond of accompanying her 
to singing school. Those who know the Oberlin College campus 
-the trees, shady nooks, grassy, inviting, leaf-carpeted banks, 
will have seen that old, old story reenacted a thousand times. 
Sarah married this fellow student whose name was David Wirt. 

Mother was ever a fighter and she came from fighting stock. 
There was an ancestral Captain Osborne in the French and In
dian wars, and a half dozen fighting Potters in the Revolutionary 
War. In the hard years that followed her marriage to this young 
preacher she needed all her courage. The West was calling. Her 
husband became a pioneer home missionary. During the years 
that fallowed they opened many new parishes, and a new baby 
was welcomed in nearly every parsonage. They planted Congre
gational churches in Michigan, Indiana, Wisconsin and farther 
West. All these beginnings Mother nourished with her strong 
faith and sweet personality. On into Iowa, North Dakota, Mon
tana and Washington she followed her restless husband as he 
followed the building of the Northern Pacific Railway. 

One hundred years have passed since David and Sarah went 
out from Oberlin, and many of the churches they built are stand
ing today, monuments to their faith and courage citadels of the 
kingdom of God. · · 

THE YEARS OF PIONEERING on the Iowa prairies in the early 
seventies are well described in Superintendent Truman Douglass' 
history of Iowa Congregationalism. 

It was during our sojourn at Fort Dodge that schooldays over
took me, but these are not so vividly remembered as are the 
Des Moines River days. There I caught my first fish, and there 
I learned to swim, handle a boat and enjoy skating when the 
river turned to ice. 
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One unforgettable drama of the Iowa years took place on a 
Sunday afternoon. The Sabbath was often a difficult day in our 
home when the parsonage became a cage for a lot of wild 
animals. It was wicked in those days, to saddle a horse, play 
games or make merry. Father's excellent library became our only 
solace unless Mother was free to take us to the fields or woods. 
It was there I discovered Sir Samuel Baker's Explorations in 
Africa, Sir John Franklin's Voyages to the Arctic Regions, Marco 
Polo, Gulliver's Travels, Robinson Crusoe and Arabian Nights. 
I think they must have had something to do with my bent for 
travel in the later years. 

I must have been unduly restless, or disobedient, on a certait1 
Sunday afternoon for, by way of punishment, Father said: 
''Young man, you sit in that chair the rest of the afternoon, and 
don't you leave it." It was a hard kitchen chair. It was a beautiful 
summer day. The birds and bees and butterflies were calling. The 
lush garden was calling. Cherries were ripe and so were the 
currants and raspberries. I did not dare to leave the chair, but 
when Father was taking his nap the chair and I together moved 
slowly and quietly into the garden. How delicious those big, red 
currants were! When tea was announced and I did not appear 
Father started to look for the absentee with a switch in his hand. 
When he saw me still sitting on the chair to which he had as
signed me, he dropped the switch and laughed with the others 
who were trooping at his heels. •cYoung man," he said, ''you 
have kept the letter of the law but not its spirit, I am afraid you 
are going to be a lawyer when you grow up." 

Father was not only a good sport but a good sportsman as 
well. A true pioneer ever seeking to plant a new church, he not 
only carried on his parish work at Fort Dodge, where he built 
a new brick church edifice, but made frequent missionary jour
neys into the western part of the state, visiting new settlements 
springing up between the Des Moines and Missouri Rivers. 

With horse and buggy, his double-barreled shotgun and his 
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dog Turk (an excellent retriever), he scoured the western prai
ries of Iowa. From these excursions he often returned with a 
brace of wild ducks, a brant, wild turkey or prairie chicken to 
garnish the family larder. 

While preaching at the town of Storm Lake, he borrowed a 
canoe and set out after wild ducks. In mid-lake his gun was acci
dentally discharged, blowing a hole through the bottom of the 
canoe. Father had never learned to swim, but he had presence 
of mind and German courage. Drawing the ramrod from his 
gun he bound his handkerchief about it and thrust it into the 
hole. Then paddling for dear life he managed to reach shallow 
water before the canoe sank beneath him. He was particularl}y 
mindful to bring home several fat mallard . ducks from that 
trip as a foil against rumors of unministerial conduct. 

A HIGH PERCENTAGE of ministers' children enter college; it is 
foreordained in almost every parsonage that this should be so. 
This is quite as true where funds are meager as where they are 
ample. The village minister and the home missionary have so 
little to give their children, a determination to give them the 
best the schools can offer becomes an article of faitl1, a major 
duty. To make this possible the economies on the part of the 
mother, and the contrivings on the part of the father often 
unfold a story of sacrifice and heroism which many a parsonage 
could reveal but seldom does. · · 

During the years that witnessed the winning of the West, 
pioneer preachers kept pace with the emigrant trains. Of earthly 
reward they received little enough in the way of salary, but 
whatever it was, tl1eir slender income would sometimes be sup
plemented by the arrival of a ''missionary barrel''; a gift from 
some wealthy eastern church. Not infrequently this well meant 
gratuity was welcome, timely and of real value, especially when 
garment measurements had been requested. But sometimes the 
packing of a missionary barrel gave pious economists opportun-
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Dr. Merriam was president of Ripon College at the time, and 
Dr. White was pastor of the First Church in Ripon. A home was 
found for us near the college and Father drove his bay mare, 
Cynthia, to his field of labor. Thus we were happily transplanted 
to a pleasant little city where I spent the carefree years of boy
hood the questioning years between ten and fourteen. There 
was one year at the little brown school house in the suburbs, 
followed by three years at the brick Grammar School in the 
center of town. 

At the former school one attempt to do a good turn, I remem
ber, turned sour. Because I had a jackknife the teacher sent me 
out to cut a whip from a nearby hazel bush. The boy slated for 
chastisement was a pal of mine, so I cut rings around the switch, 
hoping it would break in the teacher's hand if applied too brisk
ly. The trick worked like a charm. But after the whip had 
snapped off several times the teacher became suspicious, and, 
after carefully examining the broken pieces, asked for my knife. 
This she gave to the other boy and sent him out for a whip, 
which he (the ungrateful wretch) brought in undamaged. The 
teacher then proceeded to apply this hale and hearty rod to the 
part of my anatomy where it was supposed to do the most good . 

• 

THAT A COLLEGE COMMUNITY possessing so much of piety and 
common sense could find within its borders any trace of credulity 
or superstition, seems strange, and yet our first home in Ripon 
was known as ''The Haunted House.'' 

No sooner had our first load of household goods appeared 
than curious neighbors began to gather, and hints and warnings 
began to be whispered in our ears. Had not former tenants been 
driven crazy by strange noises in that house? Had not misf or· 
tune dogged the steps of others? ''I wouldn't live in that house 
for a million dollars!'' ''You'll see! You'll see!'' 

Such was our welcome to our new home. But Mother laughed, 
and all's well when one can hear Mother's merry ''fiddlesticks!'' 
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Father said, ''phooy," ''witches broth." We children had read 
The House of Seven Gables and were delighted at the prospects 
of ghost hunts that unfolded before us. 

The first night, after putting the house in something like order, 
we were too tired to attempt explorations, but the prospects were 
• • • mtr1gumg. 

When a few days later, we set out for school, we found our
selves objects of curiosity. ''They live in the haunted house," was 

_ the word that spread through the school. Brother Arthur, two 
years older, and now about fourteen, was tough and scrappy. 
Under his leadership we took on the enemy from time to time 
until something of respect for the newcomers was conceded, but 
we had to fight our way to social equality, there as elsewhere. 

These scrimmages, together with the more polite hints Mother 
and the sisters met with, only whetted our appetites for intimate 
acquaintance with the popular spirits of our home. Nothing 
happened for a time, then, one night, after a rainstorm, we had 
our introduction. 

Father had driven to his parish, Mother was busy with her 
overflowing work-basket, which, like the widow's cruse of oil, 
never failed; we children were studying, reading or romping
and then we heard it. Tap, tap, tap, tonk, tunk-tonk. ''Sounds 
like the Morse code," brother Charlie, the college boy, said. ''If 
that is the ghost, let's find him,'' we all shouted. The house was 
searched from cellar to garret, not only then, but many times 
thereafter when the ghostly rappings were repeated, but the 
ghost eluded us. 

Sometimes we thought we could make out words from the 
dots and dashes. No wonder lonely women had Bed the hous..-c -
but not Mother. Her gay laugh was enough to make Florence 
Nightingales out of the girls and knight errants of the boys. 
''Besides," she would add, ''we have to thank this friendly ghost 
for giving us this nice house at a ridiculously low rental." Where
at we would shout, ''Bully for you, Mother." 
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One clay after a heavy shower, when the apparition was talk
ing, brother Arthur said to me, "Come on, kid, I have a hunch 
that ghost talks only after a rain. If he is not in the house, or 
around the house, maybe he is on top of the house. Let's have 
a look." 

We crawled through a skylight and edged our way to the top 
of the roof. Astride the ridgepole we heard tl1e thing plainly 
enough. Tap, tap, plunk-a-tunk. We slid down the shingles to 
the eaves, where the sound was much plainer, and found the tin 
gutter full of water. At the corner wl1ere the gutter joined the 
pipe that led to the ground, we found both were choked with 
fall en leaves. And then we discovered that the accumulated 
water, seeping through the leaves, fell drop by drop straight 
down the drain pipe where each drop struck the elbow at the 
bottom with a metallic resonance that could be heard at some 
distance. At night, when all was still·, the sound echoed through 
the house with an eerie effect. And that was the voice of the 
gl1ost ! We removed the accumulated leaves from all the eaves
trot1ghs and the jolly old ghost haunted our house no more. 

THE FORESTS tl1at once covered the northern half of Wisconsin 
were not far away from our home at that time. Sometimes com
panies of loggers would come to Ripon and paint the town red. 
One night a whiskey bottle came crashing through the window 
of a neighbor and fatally injured an infant lying in its cradle. 
Many saloons flourished and were called ''necessary evils'' in a 
frontier community. But when drunken students from a Christian 
college made the night hideous, smashed shop windows, fought 
the gang from south of the tracks and brought sorrow and dis
grace to respected families, that was too much. The Ladies' Aid 
Society decided to do something about it. Paul and Silas prayed 
the prison doors open, perhaps the Christian women of Ripon 
could pray the saloon doors shut. That was the beginning of the 
famous Women's Temperance Crusade. 
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This heroic uprising of Christian women in the Middle West 
during the early seventies cradled the White Ribbon Movement 
which, in turn, gave birth to the Women's Christian Temperance 
Union. When I was about ten years old, I was an eye witness to 
the following dramatic episode which reveals the effective 
method these pioneer women adopted after all other means had 
failed. 

After service at the First Church, one Sunday morning, we 
were trooping homeward along the wooden sidewalk which 
passed the door of a notorious barroom. I vividly recall the huge, 
foaming schooner of beer painted on the wall at the right of the 
entrance, and at the left, a picture of a girl holding a wine glass 
high. Over the door were the words, ''Harry Devere's Club." 

As we approached this saloon Mother said to us, ''Scamper 
along home, children, I must stop here for a moment." And 
then, to our horror, she disappeared down the steps and into the 
mouth of hell, as we believed. But curiosity is often stronger than 
obedience. We didn't scamper worth a cent, but on the contrary, 
defying lightning from the nether world, and the birch when we 
got home, we crept down those fearful steps and peered through 
the swinging door unbelieving for there, kneeling in the cen
ter of that sawdust-covered floor, were Mother and two other 
crusaders, lifting up their voices in prayer for the soul of Harry 
Devere and for the damnation of his saloon. 

Many years later I had the privilege of recounting that scene 
to Miss Frances Willard, the gallant leader of those early bands 
of praying women who invaded the drinking places all over 
Wisconsin, Illinois and the nation. The meeting was at ''The 
Priory," the beautiful home of Lady Henry Somerset at Reigate, 
England. During my first trip abroad, the summer of 1896, my 
two companions and I received an invitation from Lady Henry 
to be her guests for a day at her country place. This we were the 
more happy to do because we knew the invitation came from 
the outstanding leader of the temperance movement in Great 



Britain, as was Frances Willard in America. Imagine our sur
prise and delight, as our carriage drew up at "The Priory," to be 
greeted not only by Lady Henry Somerset, but by Frances Willard 
as well, and by Anna Gordon, second only to Miss Willard in 
the world of reform. 

Sometime during the day Miss Willard drew from me the 
story of my witness to the brave beginnings of the movement 
that eventually shut up (for a few years anyway) every saloon 
in America. 

At another time she said, c 'Let me show you the garden.'' 
Taking my arm she led me by enchanted walks through banks of 
flowers and flowing fountains. Led me, not aimlessly, as I dis
covered, for this greatest reformer of her day must have taken 
few steps in life without a definite purpose without knowing 
where she was going. Straight she led me to the most beautiful 
little chapel I have ever seen. CCLady Henry calls this her oratory," 
said Miss Willard. C'This is her dynamo station. Is it not by 
prayer, whether in a saloon or at this quiet altar, that the mighty 
resources of God are linked with our poor efforts for the redemp
tion of the world?'' 

To me it seemed as if I had crossed the ocean for this moment. 
To kneel there, with Miss Willard, and pray to our common 
Father; to venture to join my faith with her faith, and with my 
praying mother's faith that was an hour worth crossing ·the 
ocean to live. 

As we continued our walk Miss Willard stopped suddenly, 
raised her hand and said, ccListen, do you hear it?'' Far away, 
like a violin's highest note, or like the ccsweetest note in seraph's 
song," I caught a heavenly strain. 

'CWhat is it?'' I asked. 
''A skylark," she replied. 
And then she added, c'Do you know the skylark sings only 

while it is winging it's way upward?'' 
''That," I replied, ''is like Frances Willard." 
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w AS IT OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES who said: c 'The quintessence 
of human bliss is four feet on a fender?'' I'll agree to that if 
you exclude the boys. Their highest bliss is a boat. 

Brother . Charles was a genius with tools. Thomas A. Edison 
discovered him and put him to work beside him at his own 
bench but that was later. 

When Charlie was sixteen he wanted a turning lathe; he could 
make one, he thought, out of Mother's sewing machine. To be 
sure, Mother needed a new machine. The old Willcox & Gibbs 
had a bad habit of unclothing a person if he stepped on a 
raveled thread, but a new sewing machine was about as likely 
as a trip to the moon. And yet, despite the howl of protest from 
the united opposition, brother got his wish. Wise Mother! She 
said she would rather sew by hand than curb a boy's ambition; 
and the years proved how right she was. 

When, after much trial and error, a foot-power lathe of sorts 
appeared, one that would actually run, the grateful lad said that 
the first fruits of his machine must be a thank offering to his 
mother. It was suggested that clothespins were about the easiest 
things for a beginner to make. So, after great exertion and many 
failures a dozen funny looking clothespins were reverently of
fered to his mother. I am sure she must have told him that they 
were the finest clothespins in the world, and quite compensation 
enough for the loss of her sewing machine. But when his brothers 
and sisters saw them they hooted and reminded him, not too 
gently, I am afraid, that better ones could be purchased for five 
cents a dozen. A sensitive boy's spirit might have been broken if 
Mother had not come to the rescue, for she said: ''No, children, 
you are wrong, you cannot buy this kind at any store." Her pro
phetic love was amply justified in the long years that followed. 
Many of the electrical machines and appliances in common use 
today were invented by Charles Sumner Wirt, and continue to 
be manufactured by the corporation in Philadelphia which he 
fo11nded. 
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One summer, during the Ripon years, Charlie was egged on 
by the rest of us to build a boat, and it turned out to be a grand 
little affair with a sail. When the last gay touch of color had 
been given, a friendly neighbor transported our treasure to 
Green Lake, a popular resort six miles away. 

Jerome K. Jerome wrote a delightful tale about three men in 
a boat, but who will ever capture the wild and blissful adven
tures of three boys in a boat? For four seasons we fairly lived in 
and for that jolly little craft. It taught us teamwork, the art of 
camping, self-reliance and courage. It made good fisl1ermen out 
of us, expert swimmers, and gave us skill in the handling of a 
boat in all kinds of weather. 

During our last summer together at Gree11 Lake my brothers 
determined to put me through a test in swimming which they 
had set up as a sort of family accolade. The course was from our 
camp to Sugar Loaf, a rocky point opposite, across an arm of the 
lake. The distance was a measured mile. Both brothers had 
passed the test, and one sister. When tl1e day came for my big 
adventure I dove from our pier, sans bathingsuit; one brother 
led the way with the boat while the other swam beside me as 
pacemaker. It was a long pull for a little fellow but family 
council helps sometimes. c'Take it easy, kid." C'Rest a little 
now." c'Tread water." CCFloat on your back." ''Change your 
stroke." ''Almost there." ''Hurrah, you're a better man than 
Jonah." 

It is a crime, I say, to keep boys out of the water. There is 
something about water sports fishing, sailing, swimming that 
brings out tl1e best in a lad. It is a wise father that knows tl1is 
and acts upon it. 

I would have lost my life later at Lake Zug, in Switzerland, 
when the icy waters paralyzed my limbs, but for the lessons I 
learned at Green Lake; and when caught in shark-infested waters 
at Panama, aquatic tricks, learned in boyhood, proved their value. 
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THE REPUBLICAN PARTY had its inception in the practical vision 
of a group of patriots residing at Ripon, Wisconsin. For some 
time this little city had been a station on the underground railway 
by which refugee slaves, escaping from the South, had been 
helped on their way to Canada and freedom. Abolitionist feeling 
was strong here and it finally became vocal in a local revolt 
against the pusillanimous policy of Henry Clay, the repeal of the 
Kansas-Nebraska bill, and the Missouri Compromise. 

On February 28, 1854, a group of Ripon citizens launched the 
organization of an outright Anti-Slavery Party, and they chris
tened the political babe the ''American Republican Party." Four 
months later, on July 6, 1854, at Jackson, Michigan, the first 
Party Convention was held and the ''Elephant'' was on his way. 

Six years after the ''Ripon Prayer-Meeting," as it was some
times called, the young Republican Party nominated, elected and 
swept into office its first President Abraham Lincoln. 

FROM RIPON Father was called to the pastorate of the church 
at Plymouth, Wisconsin. In this town, famous for its excellent 
cheese, I spent my High School years. To Elkhart Lake, five miles 
away, the family boat and summer camp were transferred. 

I still bear the scars of battle from the series of challenges 
which stood between an Outlander and acceptance in the sports 
and social privileges of Plymouth's younger set. 

On my fourteenth birthday Father brought me his double
barreled breech-loader and said: ''Son, you are old enough to 
handle a gun if you do it properly." I have often thought that if 
every father were as thoughtful there would be fewer acci
dents from firearms. The few rules he impressed upon me at 
that time have enabled me to enjoy, without a single regret, 
many days with gun and dog in field and mountain hunting. 

Perhaps some may be interested in these rules, so here they are: 
I. Carry your gun under your arm pointed to the ground, or 

over your shoulder pointed to the sky. 
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II. Never point your gun, loaded or unloaded, at any person. 
III. Never enter a house with a loaded gun. 
IV. Never climb a fence with loaded gun in hand. Put the 

stock-end through the fence first, then climb over. 
V. Never cock your gun until game is in sight. 
In those early days passenger pigeons (now extinct) would 

alight in great numbers and spend the night in the trees of 
Deacon Taylor's woodland. With bare feet washed in morning 
dew my gamebag was often heavy with the most delectable fry
ers any boyish nimrod could wish to bring home for break£ ast. 

These early excursions to the forest invited a more important 
discovery, however. Within the splendid stand of oak, hickory, 
beech and laurel, I discovered many hard maple sugar trees. 
And these, I noticed, had never been tapped. So I went to our 
good neighbor and said: "Deacon Taylor, may I tap your maple 
trees, gather the sap and try my luck at sugar making?'' 

''Sure, sonny, but you have taken on a man's job," he replied. 
Many years later Frances Taylor, his daughter, my schoolmate 

and co-conspirator on that job, visited our home at Juneau, 
Alaska. I can hear her merry laugh still as she recalled our maple 
sugar business. 

It was hard work, making the hollow pegs, boring the holes 
in the trees, borrowing spare buckets from the neighbors and 
carrying the gathered sap to Mother's kitchen, where She at
tended to the boiling down process. Then there were many little 
patty-pans to assemble and grease, and finally a delicate point 
had to be observed to determine the exact moment when the 
syrup was ready for the moulds. A drop from the wooden spoon 
must leave a fine hair waving in the breeze, then the pans could 
be filled. I don't know who was the happiest, Frances, Mother 
or I, when the job turned out well. The marketing was the 
easiest part of the venture. Everybody wanted a cake of the new 
crop confection, and the nickels and dimes came rolling in. 
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THE CI1Y OF CHICAGO was slowly rebuilding after the great fire. 
Mighty achievements in reconstruction were reported and a wish 
to be a part of it became a growing desire. There were other 
influences that fanned my restlessness. I read Stanley's Darkest 

• 

Africa about that time, and Mark Twain's Roughing It. Neither 
left an irenic spirit. The wreck of the ''Lady Elgin," an excursion 
steamer on Lake Michigan, turned the spotlight on the heroism 
of Northwestern University's life-saving crew, and that helped 
to call me away from school and out into a world of adventure. 
But back of it all was the wish to relieve Father and Mother of 
the financial sacrifices I knew they were making to meet a high 
school boy's many expenses. It was not easy, at the Plymouth 
parsonage, to make both ends meet, and Mother was working 
too hard. For reasons which seemed good to me at the time I 
wished to make trial, at least, of an attempt to paddle my own 
canoe. I did not run away from home, there was no need of that, 
but Father's advice and Mother's tears could not hold me, so 
Father gave me the portmanteau he had made with his own 
hands when an apprentice, and Mother filled my wallet, just 
as her father had filled hers when she left home. Thus, in this 
unromantic fashion, I set out to seek my fortune, as so many 
other boys have done before and since. 

On the train, enroute to Chicago, an appalling thought struck 
me about dinner time, taking much of the zest out of my declara
tion of independence. ''No more free meals; every slice of bread, 
every bed, every stitch of clothing I must now provide for myself 
-and pay for. Root hog or die." It had not occurred to me that 
that was the price of freed om, and the discovery almost turned 
me back but not quite. 

Every great man either got himself born in a log cabin or 
began his successful career by selling papers. Since the log cabin 
was out, I made up my mind, before reaching Chicago, that I 
would try the fortunes of a newsboy. This was my first mistake. 
The attempt to become a Horatio Alger hero the wistful think-
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ing that a country bumpkin could lay the foundations of a career 
by invading the hereditary rights of Chicago's street Arabs, 
ended in bloody failure. 

When, holding fifty papers proudly under my arm, I emerged 
from the basement-cave where the Chicago Evening Journal was 
passed out to a howling mob of juvenile maniacs, I had little 
doubt the world would be my willing oyster. I watched the other 
boys dart from one customer to another; it seemed simple enough, 
but when I attempted to follow their example there was trouble. 
Every street corner was preempted by a scrapppy Irish feudal 
lord. That drove me to the middle of the street but with no better 
luck, for here I was attacked from all sides. The odds were too 
great. Sadder and wiser, bloody and well battered, without 
papers or hat, I retired from the ring. 

The next economic venture was with Nichol the Tailor, as 
errand boy and general roustabout. The shop was in the old Lake
side building on Clark Street opposite the Post Office. The new 
Post Office building was under construction and I watched it 
grow 

Nichol was a famous merchant-tailor employing many skilled 
workmen. These for the most part sat cross-legged on the cut
ting tables while at work, smoking and talking politics or base
ball. I liked the atmosphere and was proud to deliver a beauti-
fully turned out suit or overcoat. · · 

Back of the store there was an alley-way to which the office 
boys in the Lakeside building would steal for a hasty game of 
rounders. One day I muffed a ball and it rolled out into the street. 
I made a dive for it, and that was the last thing I knew until my 
eyes opened in a hospital. While stooping to pick up the ball the 
wheel of a passing carriage had put a dent in my head and 
knocked me out. 

The next turn of the wheel of fortune found me on a high 
stool in an insurance office on La Salle Street copying documents 
by hand and making out insurance policies. The boss put up 
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with my boyish penmanship longer than I had any right to ex
pect, and then advised me to go back to school. 

At the Pullman Car Shops I was offered a job as time-keeper 
at five dollars a week. In the suburb of Hyde Park I secured a 
heatless room with board for four dollars a week. A workman's 
train took me before daylight to the works at Pullman, Illinois, 
. where we toiled in dust and noise for ten hours, and then took 
the crowded work-train back to my cl1eerless room. It was hard 
to make both ends meet with only a dollar a week for clothing, 
amusements and everything else a boy wanted, and it was a rough 
life, but it taught me many things. Among them it gave me life
long sympathy and understanding for the working man and his 
family. After months at tl1is hard game I became a rebel and 
cursed the capitalists with other rebels. 

About that time, when all efforts looking toward higher wages 
and better working conditions failed to win favor with the em
ployers of labor, or with the general public, an instrument was 
forged by labor itself that was destined to shake the nation and 
bring something of justice and relief to the slaves of the wheel. 
The Knights of Labor was born; the first united protest from 
the ranks of the employed. To that movement I gave my voice 
and support. It was a John the Baptist crying in the wilderness 
but the voice was heard, labor unions emerged, juster economic 
laws followed, eventually public opinion shifted its ground, even 
the Congregational Council for Social Action came into being. 

Fifty years later I revisited those same car shops at Pullman. 
Let the members of the Fabian Society, let the students of social 
science not forget that the changes wrought during that half 
century were not confined to Pullman. I found every man receiv
ing a fair, living wage. I found clean, light, safe work-rooms, 
individual lockers, shower rooms, a swimming pool, a library 
and pleasant reading room, a model cafeteria. I talked with the 
attendant physician and nurses and visited the spotless infirmary. 
The hours of labor were seven and eight instead of ten and 
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twelve. Most of the men came to their work in their own auto- · 
mobiles and many of them returned to homes for which they 
owned the title deeds. The worker today is no longer a slave or 
a drudge, he has a better income, shorter hours, pleasanter work
ing conditions and is more independent and more secure than 
most of his white collar neighbors. I wonder, though, is he hap
pier than my fellow workmen of half a century ago; is he a better 
parent, a better citizen, a better Christian? 

SPRING w AS CALLING. I saw the wild geese flying northward. 
Sick of the city with its smoke and loneliness I took train for 
Kansas and the wide open spaces. A cousin, Catherine Wirt 
Stacher, lived at Ottawa, Kansas, which would make, I thought, 
a convenient jumping off place for the Wild West, after a short 
visit there. 

If Jeffrey Farnol's delightful book The Broad Highway had 
been written at that time it would have matched my mood and 
guided my restless feet. Hearing much talk about the Santa Fe 
Trail during the few days I tarried in Ottawa, I followed the 
urge that every boy has, I think, at one time or another, to cut 
all moorings and push out into the wide world without compass 
or destination. Thus you will find a lad of seventeen, with a 
blanket-pack containing his few possessions, following the tide 
of empire westward along the Santa Fe Trail. He did not hurry, 
nor did he tarry long anywhere, but every day was a great day 
just to be alive, facing the unknown, and free. A week here with 
a farmer, a week there with a road-gang, and then on into the 
sunset with the homesteaders who were streaming into the West. 

Somewhere I had acquired a gun and the wild game was 
plentiful. There was a stretch of six months clerking in a fron
tier store, trading with trappers and Indians; and there was a 
long glorious summer playing the part of shepherd to a can
tankerous flock of sheep. 

In the latter job, I carried on until shearing time, then Mr. 
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Kelley, my goodhearted employer, allowed me to earn a number 
of extra dollars by joining the shearing crew. Today electric 
clippers are used for the shearing, but in those days the old 
fashioned sheep-shears were used by hand. Today shearers earn 
twenty-five cents per pelt, but five cents was considered good 
pay when I entered the shearing shed. With shears oiled and 
sharpened I-confidently caught my first sheep and stood him on 
end between my feet, as I had seen the others do. When after 
a long back-breaking tussle I finally finished that sheep the poor 
beast looked as if he had been through a sausage machine. I 
could understand the words of the Prophet Isaiah ccAs a sheep 
before her shearers is dumb." 

The work was interesting, the boss patient, and the shearing 
crew a bunch of jolly rascals. When I became expert enough to 
shear one hundred sheep in a single day, I treated the crowd, 
the gang took me into its fraternity, and I proudly drew down 
the first five dollars I had ever earned in one day. 

IN HIS HISTORY of North Dakota, Rev. C. H. Phillips, D.D., 
minister of First Congregational Church, Jamestown, N.D., has 
this to say of my father, the pioneer preacher who kept pace 
with the construction gangs_ building the Northern Pacific Rail
way into the West: 

In September 1880 came a little man whom afterwards we lovingly 
learned to call ''Father Wirt." He became our pathfinder and freelance, 
spying out the land and planting churches where new settlements were 

• • spr1ng1ng up. 
By his tact and perseverance he persuaded many communities that a 

Congregational church and minister were the best assets they could have. 
As the faithful David rode the caboose of freight trains, or pushed 

his horse and buggy across the almost trackless prairies, we came to 
call him our far-Bung planter our ''.Appleseed Johnny." 

His first definite planting was at Valley City, where, that first year, 
he gathered the faithful into a fellowship which has become one of the 
strongest churches in the state. 
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But he also planted his fruit-bearing seed at Mayville, Sanborn, 
Cooperstown, Dawson, Carrington, Sykeston, New Rockford, and as 
far north as Cando. 

Meanwhile, his wife, Sarah Potter, was holding down the home
stead at Cleveland, the little town which sprang up on their land, 
twenty-five miles west of Jamestown. When later, as the settlement 
grew into a sizeable town, we organized a church there, we christened 
it (as it is known today) , the ·'Wirt Memorial Church." 

MY FATHER, Rev. David Wirt, was Pastor-at-Large under the 
Congregational Home Missionary Society in North Dakota. He 
followed the building of the Northern Pacific Railway as it 
pushed its steel rails westward, disputing the right of way with 
the buffalo and Indians, opening up a vast farming empire to 
eager settlers. 

As the frontier preacher in that new land he held services 
wherever St1nday overtook him in cabooses, section-houses, 
road camps, saloons and tents. Churches were planted at Brain
erd, Valley City, Carrington, Devil's Lake, Steele, Mandan and 
many other places. 

Homesteaders were rapidly taking up the free land; everybody 
talked about ''dollar wheat," ''Canadian Red," and ''Number 
One Hard." Eventually Father caught the wheat fever too and 
took up a homestead and tree-claim twenty miles west of James
town, North Dakota. The railroad company put in a side-track 
on the land, built a station and called the embryonic town Cleve
land. But after a time, the call to preach spoke louder to Father 
than the call to farm. When the antelopes destroyed the grow
ing wheat and the foxes caught Mother's chickens, they sent for 
their youngest son to come home. I was employed in my cousin's 
store at Ottawa, Kansas, at the time, having just passed my 
eighteenth birthday. North Dakota offered another frontier and 
I have ever wondered what lay beyond the horizon. So, when the 
summons came, I took off my white collar and put on a hickory 
shirt. 
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visit his homestead and I to look after my fox traps. We fol
lowed the same path for a mile, and then he turned across the 
railway track southward, while I turned north. After making my 
way over the crusted snow for several miles, I noticed a change 
in the weather. It came on to blow and fine, icy particles soon 
filled the air, making it difficult to breathe. A real Dakota bliz
zard was evidently beginning to gather. 

On days like this I always wore a warm overcoat with an 
attached hood. My last trap was not far away but I could not 
find it; still I kept on searching. The wind increased in violence 
and the cold increased in strength until I realized this was no 
ordinary storm; I had better seek shelter. But there was no shel
ter nearer than our home, and that was miles away. Fortunately 
the storm came from the north. Throwing the hood over my 
head and face, I turned my back to the wind and let it drive me 
forward. If I could keep my feet I knew I would come, sooner 
or later, to the railroad track, and with that as a guide hoped to 
reach the station and home. 

It was difficult to breathe. I fell many times for the going was 
rough, the snow piled in drifts and it was growing dark. When 
strength was about gone, and I feared I had lost my bearings, I 
stumbled over the iron rails. With these to guide, I followed on 
until the welcome lights of the station appeared through the 
driving snow. After resting in the warm office, I made the ·few 
rods to our home, guided by the light Mother had placed in the 
window. Do you remember the old Sunday School song we used 
to sing? c 'There's a light in the window for thee." As I stumbled 
over the threshold I heard a fervent ''Thank God'' from Mother, 
with c'Amen'' from Father. 

As the storm continued for days, our thoughts turned anxious
ly to the young man who had been our guest. When the blizzard 
had spent itself I started out to search for him, hoping to find 
him at his cabin. The little sod house was nearly covered by a 
huge drift when I reached it. Uncovering the door I found the 
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room cold and empty ... Our friend had not been there. Nor 
could we find, as the search continued, any trace of him. Not 
until spring, with the snow melted from the earth, did we find 
the body. It was evident that he had missed his cabin in the storm. 
He had turned back, seeking, no doubt, for the railroad track, 
as I had done, but he had not reached it. He had had to face the 
storm, while I had been able to turn my back to it. That made 
all the difference between life and death that day. 

With the coming of spring, I found it good to be in the fields 
again, turning long furrows in the black soil, planting potatoes, 
drilling in the seed wheat and mowing the tender volunteer 
grass that grew luXt1riantly around the sloughs, for winter's need. 

When farm work was not pressing, time could be taken to 
attend to the wild geese, an occasional deer, and even match 
wits ·with an elusive coyote. 

ONE SUMMER we had unexpected visitors. A thousand head of 
Texas steers, a hundred horses and a dozen cowboys camped on 
the prairie near our place. To a boy this was as good as a circus. 
I saddled my horse and rode over to investigate. The travelers, 
it seems, had found plentiful grass and water at the camp site 
selected, and decided to tarry for a few days to rest and feed the 
tired cattle. 

The foreman of the outfit, noticing my horse, asked if I had 
ever ridden a bucking bronco. I told him I had not, I had never 
had the chance, but why did he inquire? ''We have lost our 
horse-wrangler," he replied, ''and I am looking for someone to 
take his place.'' He explained that the horse-wrangler's duty was 
to keep the cowboys' string of horse~ separate from the herd, but 
not too far away. They were to trail along and be handy when
ever anyone wanted a fresh mount. Each herder had six horses 
in his string, and the horse-wrangler had six. But in the wran
gler's string only three horses were broken to the saddle, and the 
other three were as wild as jackrabbits. ''How about it, kid, do 
you want the job ?'' 
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- so I said ''Let me try it again." This time when I mounted, the 
horse bolted. The foreman yelled, ''Give him his head; let him 
run.'' So I dug in my spurs and raced him until he was tired and 
ready to quit his meanness. After that he gave me little trouble 
and turned out to be the best horse in my string. The other 
broncos were broken to the saddle in much the same way. After 
I had gentled them, as the breaking process was called, and had 
six good horses trained to rope, cut out, follow and stand under 
six-shooter fire, the cowboys admitted me to their fraternity. Not 
that there was any ceremony about it, but just rather a good
natured admission that I was no longer a tender£ oot. 

WE WERE PASSING through the Bad-Lands of Western North 
Dakota, one day, when the foreman told us the camp that night 
was to be on the ranch of Theodore Roosevelt, along the Little 
Missouri River. Teddy was only five years older than the horse
wrangler who met him that night, and who sat at his table. He 
was not the public figure he later became, although he had 
served one term in the State Legislature at Albany. 

The death of Theodore Roosevelt's mother, and wife, within 
a few hours of each other, together with his own precarious 
state of health, had sent him out into the West where, living 
the outdoor life of a ranchman, it was hoped he might build up 
a strong constitution. From childhood his physical weakness had 
given his parents anxiety. This cattle ranch was their response to 
the verdict of the doctors. Here the doughty fighter spent two 
years, regained his health, and laid the foundation in friend
ships and experience which later gave rise to that unique military· 
organization known as the Rough-riders. 

When we left the Roosevelt ranch our cattle were nearly 
home. A few miles farther, just over the Dakota line into Mon-

- tana, we arrived at the home ranch of Messrs. Grisset and Wie
baugh, the owners of the cattle we had driven in to stock their 
range. After turning the thousand steers out to fatten on their 
new pasture lands, I expected to lose my job and return home. 
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An extra cowpuncher was needed, however; I was offered the 
position if I would break a handsome three-year-old thorough
bred belonging to Mrs. Grisset. (The given name of the wife of 
the ranch owner was Minette, her husband's name was Gustavus, 
hence the manufactured name given to their village Mingus
ville.) 

Thus I had the good fortune to keep my job for several months 
longer. During that time the people from our ranch frequently 
went over to the Roosevelt ranch to race their saddle horses. At 
other times Teddy and his cowboys came to our ranch for dinner 
and to join in an impromptu test of horseflesh. 

I regret to say that so far as I have been able to discover, 
Theodore Roosevelt for got to give me honorable mention in his 
autobiography. However, may I be permitted to claim that I had 
the honorable task of saddling Teddy's horse for him several 
times, and I have also ridden at his side over the Bad-Lands of 

. 
the Little Missouri. 

Perhaps it may be as well, in the presence of this pious com
pany, to refrain from adding any particulars about that horse 
racing business on Sunday but Teddy loved a contest, and Sun
day was just another day to me at that time. 

But this is not the last time I cheered for the redoubtable 
Teddy. Many years later, Theodore Roosevelt and I were. P<>th 
in Berkeley, California, on the same day. He was the lecturer on 
the Earl Foundation. The convocation was held in the Greek 
Theatre at the State University, and I was one of the multitude 
that sat on those hard concrete benches. 

Susan B. Anthony was also in town. She had been barnstorm
ing for Woman's Suffrage, and the women of California were 
in a fighting mood, demanding their rights. 

In the middle of Mr. Roosevelt's address, with the great 
amphitheatre filled to the top row, a little lady stood up in the 
midst of the audience and shouted: ··Mr. Roosevelt, Mr. Roose
velt, what do you think of woman's suffrage?'' Teddy stopped, 
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glared down at the woman through his thick lensed glasses, 
bared all his teeth and shouted back: ''I believe in woman's suf
frage, Madam, I believe in woman's suffrage tepidly! tepidly.!'' 

AFTER THE SPRING ROUND-UP, life on the range drifted into a 
daily routine of boundary riding. This was not exciting enough 
to hold me after the Glendive weekly paper brought us this 
advertisement: ''Wanted, one hundred men to build a dam 
across the Yellowstone river." Forty dollars a month and army 
rations with a part in the rough and tumble life of a river camp 
under U. S. Army engineers was a magnet too strong to resist. 

I regretted leaving my saddle horses and the friendly freedom 
of the range Mr. and Mrs. Weibaugh had given their bronco 
buster, nevertheless I joined the stampede for the Yellowstone. 
The humble part I played in taming the turbulent river gave me 
in later years a better understanding of the Tennessee Valley 
Authority and the projected Missouri River Authority, which 
has been of value. 

How do engineers go about harnessing a swift river that has 
defied previous attempts to tame it by sweeping away piling, 
sandbags and earth-work? Simple enough, we discovered, if the 
engineers have the know how. The process is called ''rip-rapping." 

Our first work was to cut the abundant underbrush and young 
poplars that lined the river bank. This greenery we gathered into 
bundles and placed on racks resembling large sawbucks. Then, 
with wire we bound each bundle tightly. A dozen bundles were 
placed side by side on skids at the edge of the stream. On this 
foundation other bundles were placed at right angles to those 
beneath. Thus a mat about twenty feet square grew in height 
until it attained a thickness of five or six feet. Stakes were then 
driven through it and the mat bound into a closely knit unit. The 
first mat was then moved with levers into the river and kept from 
floating down stream by attached ropes tied to trees. Then with 
all hands on the wheelbarrows, gravel and heavy stones were 
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dumped on the mat to weight it down. A second mat was then 
placed over the first and more gravel and stones added. Thus a 
solid block or foundation was built. Little by little this mass sank 
in the swift water, kept in place by the guy ropes, until it rested 
upon the bottom of the river. Large rocks and more gravel were 
added until a height, well above high water, was reached. Then 
a second section of mats was built and pushed out beyond the 
first farther into the swift river, and anchored with rock and 
gravel as before. Within a month, working literally like beavers, 
we reached the far shore with the rip-rapping, and the river was 
dammed. 

Meanwhile a diversion channel had been dug with great 
dredgers around the dam to relieve the pressure of water and 
regulate its flow. 

Of the men in this camp some were college students earning 
enough in the long vacation to carry them through the next year. 
There were also nearby settlers, cowboys, professional gamblers, 
wandering preachers, and fortune hunters. Work was suspended 
on Sunday and a religious service of some kind held under the 
trees. But as cleanliness is said to be next to godliness one would 
see, on that day, before every tent, a fire heating a five gallon tin 
of water. When the water was boiling hot it would receive shirts 
and other garments in the fond hope that this hot reception 
would discourage the cooties. It was a typical frontier group of 
young Americans; the kind that are inherently clean and decent. 
One illustration of their native honesty and good sportsmanship 
comes back to me and measures, I think, the type of frontiersmen 
that built our western civilization. 

An election was to be held for state and county officers. An 
agent (whether Republican or Democrat need not be remem
bered) appeared in our camp one day with election ballots and 
a bag of money. Word was passed around that anyone who 
would take the ballot and vote the straight ticket would receive 
a five dollar gold piece. Good old Stackpole, (shall I ever for get 
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him and his whiskers ? ) called the men together at the noon 
hour and suggested that we ride the briber out of camp on a 
rail. Some urged tar and feathers but others thought the 
time-honored rail would be salutary enough. 

The political henchman was sitting in his buggy clinking his 
bag of gold and holding out his ballots. 

• 
•cGet down," said Stackpole, and the fellow smilingly com-

plied. Some of us turned his horse and buggy about and headed 
them toward town. Then the gentleman, protesting and swear
ing, was lifted high and carried beyond the camp astride a good 
stout fence rail such as Abraham Lincoln might have been proud 
of. When last seen the transient visitor had caught up with his 
vehicle and was enveloped in a cloud of dust . 

WITH YELLOWSTONE p ARK less than a hundred miles away, it 
seemed a good time, after the dam had been completed, to visit 
that wonderland which had only recently been opened to the 
public. After providing myself with needed clothing I was able 
to send a goodly sum home to be added to the school fund pro
vided by the buffalo bones, and still have a few dollars to carry 
on with. Care free, money in pocket, adventure ahead. 

I took train for Livingston and there tr an sf erred to the branch 
line for Gardner and the Park entrance. On the train I fell in 
with a friendly gentleman who introduced me to his wife and 
daughter. The latter was about my own age, a lovely, vivacious 
girl with whom at once I tumbled head over heels in love. 

Carriages were in waiting at the station and one was assigned 
to our party of four. My intention had been to seek some inex
pensive road camp and work my way through the Park on my 
wits, picking up odd jobs along the way, but now, how could I 
leave this charming family who had probably taken me for a 
scion of wealth, heaven sent to amuse the daughter. Putting a 
bold face on it, and hoping for the best, I registered with the 
others at the expensive Mammoth Hot Springs Hotel. Then fol-

37 

• 



lowed a week of sight-seeing, in the rarest of company, making 
myself believe I was having the time of my life. What perversity 
ever tempts us to do a crazy thing like that, when we know the 
blade of Damocles is about to drop ? 

One day the hotel manager quietly reminded me that a check 
on account would be acceptable. I counted my few dollars; not 
enough; something would have to be done; but what? Going to 
my room I packed my suitcase. Waiting until after midnight I 
then lowered it by a providential rope from the window. I fol
lowed, using the same means. Daybreak found me miles away 
on the road to Upper Geyser Basin. ~11 that day I kept going, 
stopping only to seek for work at tourist lodges and road camps. 

Toward evening the appeal of hunger was enough to dull the 
conscience. I had been taught to look upon stealing as a sin, but 
after one has committed a big sin, like jumping a hotel bill, the 
lifting of a couple of eggs could only be what my father would 
call a ''work of supererogation." A wayside chicken yard had 
probably been put in my path by the devil, but the two eggs I 
saw in a nest were too tempting to resist. A little farther on I 
found a tin can by a mountain stream and soon had the eggs on 
to boil over a camp fire. 

This seemed like a good place to camp. It was mid-summer, 
the night was warm, the stars were bright, the fire compan~9n
able and, being tired, I unrolled my blanket and slept if not 
the sleep of the righteous, at least the sleep of contentment. 

Continuing my journey the next morning I had not traveled 
far before I met a negro. To him, as to oth.ers, I said, ''I am look
ing for work, do you know where I can find a job?'' 

''Well," he replied, ''I have just quit a small outfit called the 
United States Geological Survey where I have been the camp 
cook. The place was too lonesome and I am headed for town." 

''Any port in a storm," I thought as I hastened on. 
Coming to the tents of the geologists I sought the chief, whom 

I still remember as Prof. Hague, a kindly, bespectacled, be-

.38 

·~ .. 
' ' . .. 

• io:_, 



whiskered savant from Washington, D. C., to whom my need 
for a job was made known. 

··ean you cook?'' was his greeting. 
··1 am not a professional, but possibly I can keep you from 

starving until you can do better." 
''All right, go to it, there is the cook tent, the dutch oven, the 

grate over the open fire, you are monarch of all you survey.'' 
Thus began one of the pleasantest and most rewarding experi

ences of my life. Those young Government scientists were 
making a geological survey of the Park area, charting the rock 
strata of the mountains and analyzing the waters of the geysers 
and hot springs. There were six college men in the party. 

Starting out in the morning with their hand-picks and knap
sacks, they would work their way up first one mountain and then 
another, taking specimens of the rock formation from each level, 
and also of the flora at different elevations. Returning toward 
evening these gathered specimens would be carefully labeled 
and boxed for shipment to the Department at Washington. In 
the evening, notes covering the day's work would be written up. 

But here let me hasten to record that the moment my first 
week's wages were given me, I borrowed a horse and headed for 
the hotel to redeem my character. It was a great relief to plank 
doWn the money before the sheriff caught up with me. Encour
aged by the Manager's pleasant surprise I made enquiries about 
my friends, but alas! I was told they had departed the day after 
I took French leave, and I never saw my dream girl more. 

To RETURN TO MY GEOLOGIST FRIENDS (and friends they re
mained for years) , their patience and forbearance with their 
a1nateur cook was my daily wonder. The departing cook had left 
bread enough for the day but I knew my test would come in the 
morning. Bacon and eggs I thought I could manage but the 
baking-powder biscuit, baked in an outdoor dutch oven, kept 
me worried half the night. 
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Long before the camp was astir I had my fire going and the 
dutch oven ( a shallow cast-iron pot with heavy lid upon which 
live coals are heaped) ready for the baking. Then I took the 
baking-powder can and carefully studied the directions printed 
on the label. Experimenting, I mixed up the dough, made it into 
balls and dropped them in the oven. They came out as hard as 
bullets. Three batches I made and threw away, but the fourth 
had to meet the official test for someone was ringing the break
fast bell. Apologetically I brought my offerings to the table. 
Instead of throwing those biscuits at me, as I deserved, the 
splendid fellows only laugl1ed. ''Keep on trying," someone said. 
''Practice makes perfect, you'll be chef at Delmonico's yet." 

For three months I enjoyed the companionship of those schol
arly men. I do not think any similar period, at college or else
where, ever taught me so much. It was not only their conversa
tion, but they took pains to explain their work to me, opening up 
the whole field of geology and botany. They gave me scientific 
books to read and the typewritten reports of their field work. 
But most important of all, one of the men had in his tent paper 
bound copies of standard literature known as the Alden Classics. 
These he generously brought to my tent one day and said, ''I 
have read them all, you may keep them." Here was a mine of 
literary gems to which I was almost a stranger. , . 

I propped The Rime of the Ancient Mariner up before me wl1ile 
kneading bread or peeling potatoes and committed the whole 
poem to memory. Enoch Arden followed, and Gray's Elegy, 
Thanatopsis, Eternal Goodness, Snowbound, Cotter's Saturday 
Night and many more. My love for the great poets and my ap
preciation of good literature, first awakened in the sylvan camp 
on the Yellowstone, have enriched all the days of my life. 

When the geologists folded their tents and notebooks and 
took their departure for the Nation's Capital, I was asked by 
Colonel Kingman U.S.A. to take over the feeding of his outfit 
of sixty road builders. He was in charge of the Government's 
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efforts to open highways throughout the Park. The season was 
nearly over but the road to the Falls of the Yellowstone had to 
be finished; it would take perhaps a month, Colonel Kingman 
had lost his chef, would I help him out. The prospect of cooking 
for sixty men frightened me, but he gave me a helper and I 
rolled up my sleeves. 

My most vivid recollection of the weeks that followed is of 
the time I had baking bread for that hungry crowd. Every day 
thirty loaves were needed. I mixed the dough in a washtub. It 
was what is known on every frontier as sour-dough bread. But 
the days passed without the cook being shot; the pay was good 
and I was salting it away for college. 

But before leaving for home there was a State Fair at Helena, 
Montana, which offered some excitement after the months of 
hard work. I spent a week in this mountain-state capital, for I 
was interested not only in the horse racing and cattle show but 
also in the surrounding farms and mining interests. Up in the 
hills behind Helena a smelter was at work separating gold, silver 
and copper from refractory ores, pouring the precious stuff into 
moulds. This was a new world, and I tarried to learn all I could 
about it. The superintendent, seeing my interest, was good 
enough to explain the various processes. He took me to the 
shipping room where the silver ingots were weighed, stamped 
and loaded in a freight car. The side door of the car was open 
and men with trucks wheeled the silver bullion in until the floor 
was evenly covered. The ingots, or pigs, as they are called, were 
about fourteen inches long and five inches square. After the 
floor had been covered, the next layer was placed at right angles 
to the pigs beneath. Thus tier after tier was built up until the 
car's weight allowance was reached. Silver is very heavy and not 
more than six or eight tiers were needed to bring the weight 
up to the limit, about forty thousand pounds. To purchase rail
way ticket and sleeper for home would put quite a dent in my 
modest savings, and this would now appear to be an unnecessary 
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waste of providential assistance. (Why is it so easy to fall under 
the spell of the popular naivete that it is not a sin to steal from 
the Government or from a railroad?) 

When the men had finished loading the car with silver pigs 
I was permitted to walk about over them. There was a small 
window, or sliding door, at one end of the car and I noticed that 
its safety latch had not been securely fastened. When the main 
door of the car was closed a seal was carefully affixed to the 
lock. A friendly employee told me the car would be picked up 
by the through freight sometime that night. 

Although my intellectual f acuities may have been somewhat 
quickened by the fortuitous contact with college men, I am 
afraid my ethics were still asleep, for I set out for town forth
with to secure my luggage and purchase provisions for a journey 
-not forgetting a jug of water. 

When the train left the smelter that night I was snugly rolled 
in my blanket lying on top of a king's ransom in silver, with all 
doors securely locked on the inside. Four days later the train 
stopped to take water at Cleveland, the station on my fa th er' s 
farm. I had hoped this might be the case, and had little difficulty 
in emerging from my silvery couch. 

It was a happy homecoming and I was especially pleased to 
learn that Father had rented the farm and had taken a house in 

' . 
Jamestown. 

MOTHER LOVED THE WIDE PRAIRIES, the far horizon, the wild 
flowers and the ''wild geese sailing high." She had her oratory 
too. She called it her ''Hill Mizar'' (Psalms 42 :6). On the 
highest point on our land I had built her a rustic seat and a table 
for her Bible and hymn book. She called it her altar. There were 
no stained glass windows, but there were glorious sunsets; no 
timbered roof, but no cathedral had such vaulted ceiling; no 
candles, but she often had the stars; no altar flowers, for they 
spread about her like a carpet everywhere. 
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Mother spent many hours there, and often, when she returned 
home, her face would be shining like th·e face of Moses when he 
returned from the mount. 

Nevertheles~, the homestead was a lonely place, the work was 
hard, and she was finally persuaded to leave it for a cottage at 
the county seat. I have always had the feeling, though, that she 
opened a home in Jamestown primarily in the hope that it would 
encourage my return to school. 

A Presbyterian College for the Dakotas had recently been 
incorporated, and the city of Jamestown had been successful in 
securing its location there by offering a splendid campus. Tem
porary buildings were made available at once and students were 
being enrolled at the time of my return from the West. Thus 
when opportunity came a-knocking, when wanderlust had, for a 
time, been allayed, and when a love of letters had become a new 
passion, I was glad to take my place with younger students and 
enter the Freshman class. 

The first vacation found me back on the range with two horses 
of my own, Dan and Prince. 

The second vacation introduced me to the lumbering business, 
running logs on the Spokane river and riding the carriage that 
fed the great logs to the saws in the mill. 

The third vacation furnished the pedagogic experience with
out which few successful Americans seem to have gotten on in 
the world. 

College days followed the usual pattern and need not be 
added here to the annals of a quiet neighborhood. My only dis
tinction was the editorship of the college paper. 

Two incidents fall into this period that may have some wider 
- interest. Mother was an ardent admirer of Henry Ward Beecher 

and followed his excursions into liberal theology with approval. 
She was a reader of the Christian Union, a religious journal 
edited by Mr. Beecher which later became The Outlook. During 
one of the paper's efforts to enlarge its subscription list, a prize 
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was offered. For each new subscriber secured, a handsome 
chroma of the editor would be given. Mother determined to 
have one of those chromos, and canvassed the town until she 
was successful. When the large, florid likeness of Henry Ward 
Beecher arrived, I was happy to frame it for Mother, and hang 
it in her sitting room. 

Some time later the Beecher trial opened its noisy guns in 
Brooklyn. An ambitious lawyer, Theodore Tilton, seeking no
toriety as many believed, accused Mr. Beecher of indiscretion. 
Mrs. Tilton, as chief witness, swore that white was black, and 
then, a little later, just as jauntily, swore that black was white. 
Mrs. Beecher stood loyally by her husband through it all, main
taining his innocence to the day of her death. This was true also 
of Plymouth church, Brooklyn, where he ministered. 

During the trial of six months the daily papers carried the~ 
scandal on their front pages ad nauseam. Father would come 
home from the postoffice with the Chicago Tribune in his hand. 
Stamping the snow from his overshoes he would breeze into the 
warm, pleasant living room. Without removing his fur cap, 
mittens or overcoat he would stride over to Mother, sitting in 
her low rocker, strike the paper and exclaim: 

'CThere, ma! there, ma! Read it for yourself. Read what Mrs. 
Tilton says. Mr. Beecher is a wicked man." Then Father would · 
cross the room to the Beecher picture, turn it over and slam it 
face to the wall. 

''You'll be sorry for that some day, pa," Mother would call 
after him as he moved toward his study to write a sermon, prob
ably on ''The Sovereignty of God and Man's Free Will." Then 
Mother would leave her chair and gently turn the picture back. 

A year later Henry Ward Beecher lectured in our town hall . 
. It was a red letter day for Mother. She and I were a part of that 
great audience, and the audience gave America's greatest preach
er its full confidence. I had offered Father a ticket, but he de
clined it without thanks. 
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average. I was no saint. There were saints at school, I knew some 
of them, and they never failed to impress upon me the fact that 
I was a sinner. 

In my twenty-first year (1884) the churches of Jamestown 
united in an evangelistic effort that shook the countryside. Many 
students were converted. I was studying hard at the time and 
made that an excuse for avoiding the meetings. 

We had a neighbor, a good-natured carpenter and builder 
who was given to drink. Finding him in trouble I had several 
times brought him home and put him to bed. After one of his 
sprees, Mr. Matthews had asked his wife to take him to the 
meetings, and there, in the language of the day, he had been 
gloriously saved. 

If our neighbor had followed the popular tradition of the 
town drunkard he would have fall en from grace as soon as the 
excitement wa.s over. In this case, however, the reform was 
sincere and permanent. There was a good foundation to build 
upon. Mr. Matthews came from sturdy New England stock, he 
was a man of education and later became a leading citizen
honored and respected. 

This was the man who tapped at the door of my room one 
evening and asked me to accompany him to the church. He said 
the meetings were closing soon and I ought to hear the gifted 
evangelist, Benjamin F. Taylor, at least once before he left ·town. 
In contrast to his usual appearance when I had brought him 
home howling drunk, Mr. Matthews was now sober, well 
dressed and had the manners of a gentleman. I wanted to finish 
my home work, but also I was not without a desire to encourage 
our neighbor, whose wife had told us the good news of his 
reform. As he stood in the doorway it was good to see his happy 
face and take his friendly hand. I knew, too, how grateful his 
long-suffering wife would be if I should walk through the streets 
of the town with her singed husband, and appear at a public 
gathering with him. (You see I am trying to set up an alibi for 
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going to church that night.) It was to please a reformed drunk
ard, or his wife, or perhaps my mother, who was watching. 

Mr. Taylor preached on the subject of Jonah that night. I 
expected the usual insistence upon God's omnipotence, to be 
followed by an appeal for a sublime faith that could remove 
mountains of doubt about a whale. On the contrary, the evangel
ist said, ''Let us forget about the whale. You can believe what
ever you please about that fish so far as I am concerned. That is 
not the point. Here is a great lesson, a great truth and a great 
prize, and the world has missed them by stopping to laugh by 
stopping to measure the throat of a fish." 

''God called Jonah to serve him and Jonah fled. Nineveh, a 
great and wicked city, was in a repentant mood; here was a great 
job of housecleaning to be done and God thought Jonah was the 
man to do it. 'Go tell the people of Nineveh that God is waiting 
to forgive their sins, to bind up the brokenhearted, to set the 
captives free.' That was a reasonable request to put to any right 
thinking man, but Jonah ran away; he was recreant to his heav
enly vision. Well, God brought him back, and that is reasonable 
too because Jehovah saw there was good stuff in Jonah, despite 
his momentary rebellion, and so he brought him back, and the 
end justified the means. Who cares what means of transit was 
selected in the face of the task accomplished the redemption of 
a city. How unimportant the means, whether by submarine, or 
l~ry liner, that landed Jonah at Tarshish. The point is that 
Jonah at last listened· to the voice of God, and then it began to 
penetrate his rebellious soul how important was the service God 
had in store for him. The Psalmist knew the way back when he 
said 'I thought on my ways and turned my feet unto thy testi
monies.' When Jonah came to his senses; when he thought on 
his ways, he turned, and when he turned he heard the Lord's 
voice 'Go and say to the people of Nineveh, Repent for the 
Kingdom of heaven is at hand.' What happened when Jonah 
obeyed? 'Nineyeh, an exceeding great city, repented.' When 
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you are willing to obey the gracious voice that has been calling 
you a long time, great tl1ings will happen to you, and great things 
will happen to others through you." 

There it was again! For me, at least, the two things were in
separable. To serve God meant to serve my fellow men. All 
right; why kick against the goads? why dodge the issue longer? 
The belly of a whale cannot be more uncomfortable than the 
mind of a coward who runs away from his duty. 

When the evangelist quietly said, ccAre you not tired of flee
ing from God?'' I said to Him in my heart, CCYes." And then I 
walked to the front seat of the church. There were others, but 
I saw only the shining face of my friend, the town drunkard
now the town saint. 

The months that followed found me teaching school in the 
state of Washington. These were months of wide reading and 
of mental and spiritual orientation. 

Marshall, a little town near Spok~ne, seemed willing to en
trust the education of her children to my untried hands. There, 
in an unpainted, weatherbeaten schoolhouse I spent a happy 
year carrying fifty youngsters through all the grades there are. 

Jonathan Edwards, our minister at Spokane, was a good friend 
and wise counselor. Superintendent Atkinson and Cushing Eells, 
pioneer Kingdom builders to the Northwest, gave friendly en-
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couragement. 
To Father and Mother, Oberlin was the nearest spot to heaven 

that earth could boast; it was there£ ore not altogether unex
pected to receive letters from them full of hopeful plans looking 
toward the Oberlin Graduate School of Theology. 

One day I received a letter from Professor Frank Foster, Sec
retary of the Oberlin Faculty, stabbing my spirit broad awake 
with the announcement that my name had been favorably con
sidered and a room assigned me in Divinity Hall. He hoped 
nothing would prevent my reporting for the opening of the 
fall semester. 
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can Board of Foreign Missions, the Home Missionary Society 
and the American Missionary Association. Dr. Warren, like 
Will Rogers, was part Cherokee Indian. A graduate of Yale and 
Andover, a man of culture and scholarly attainments, he was a 
frontiersman at heart. He was the pioneer preacher in many new 

. 

settlements, organized many new churches and laid the founda-
tions of Congregationalism throughout the state. 

As soon as the gold fever of '49 filled the western trails with 
adventurers, young Warren besought the Home Missionary 
Society to send him to California. A mining camp near Downey
ville was his first preaching station, with the roaring camps of 
Nevada City and Grass Valley in his circuit. New towns were 
springing up all over the state, and many were asking for organ
ized religion. At an early meeting of the State Association of 
Congregational churches, Dr. Warren was given a roving com
mission and appointed State Superintendent of our churches. It 
was to this ecclesiastical statesman that I brought Father's letter. 
I found a jolly, rotund, friendly man in Prince Albert coat reach
ing to his knees, with a California poppy in the button-hole. 

ccSo you are headed for Oberlin," he said, when he had read 
Father's letter. CtThat is a grand school, but why go so far? We 
have an equally good training school for ministers here on the 
Coast, with a f acuity of three distinguished professors equal to . 
any in the land." · · 

tCThat is news to me," I replied. CtWhere is it, and what is it 
called?'' 

ccPacific Theological Seminary, and it is located just across the 
Bay, in Oakland. If you have time perhaps you would like to 
enjoy the view of our Golden Gate from there." 

I told him I had intended to visit the East Bay cities, the State 
University at Berkeley was on my schedule, and I wanted a ride 
on one of the famous ferryboats. 

CtLet me then give you a letter to Dr. Joseph Benton," said 
Dr. Warren. ··He is President of the Seminary, lives near the 
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campus and will doubtless be glad to show you the view from 
the hilltop. Classes are not in session now; the fall term opens 

k '' next wee . 
I had taken a room at the Occidental Hotel. Next morning, 

armed with Dr. Warren's letter, I enjoyed the walk down Market 
Street to the ferry building, where the stalls, filled with fish, 
lobsters, shrimp and abalone, proved fascinating. 

Thirty minutes crossing the bay in the lordly ferry steamers 
was a delight. I watched the hills that circled the noble harbor 
like a picture frame. The bridgeless Golden Gate came into 
view when castled Telegraph Hill was passed. Then Mount 
Tamalpais with its necklace of silver cloud, Alcatraz Island 
(now a Federal prison), Angel Island, the Immigration Depot, 
and now, toward the east, on the slope of the hills, the gleaming 
cities of Alameda, Oakland and Berkeley. I have enjoyed only 
one other scene like it, and that is the view of the terraced city 
of Naples, as one returns from Capri across the Neapolitan sea. 

Today two great bridges span San Francisco Bay, and most of 
the old ferry-steamers are dreaming in the estuary of for gotten 
boats, but if you will crack the shell of any old-time commuter, 
you will get a sigh for the olden days of the leisurely ferry 

• crossing. 

IN THE CITY OF SACRAMENTO, capital of the Commonwealth of 
California, four young hardware merchants, partners, dreamed 
the dream that built the railroad linking the waters of the Pa
cific with the waters of the Atlantic. On the wall of the waiting 
room, in the new Southern Pacific Station at Sacramento, a large 
mural painting recalls the historic day, January eighth, 1863, 
when the first shovelful of earth was turned to signalize the 
beginning of construction of the Central Pacific Railroad. The 
highlight falls upon Collis P. Huntington, shovel in hand. 
Near him are his partners, Stanford, Crocker, Hopkins. The pic
ture is large enough to include groups of miners~ hunters and 
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Indians. A river steamer is seen beyond a locomotive; a family 
has just arrived in an ox-cart from across the mountains and 
plains. 

The very center of the picture is occupied by the subject of 
this chapter Rev. Joseph Augustine Benton, D.D. He has his 
Bible under his arm, and has just pronounced God's blessing 
upon the brave undertaking as Huntington with his long
handled shovel turns the handful of earth that is to change the 
destiny of a nation. 

On Ja11uary 19, 1848, James W. Marshall found gold on the 
North Fork of the American River, and the human stampede was 
on. Young Joseph Benton of Guilford, Connecticut, was just out 
of Yale Divinity School. He visualized the human situation thi.'i 

• 

migration to the gold field would create. He saw the need for 
the restraining influence of religion. With a conviction that is 
characteristic of New EnJ?land Congregationalists he realized 
Caiifornia~s early need for the planting of scl1ools, colleges and 
seminaries if a stable Christian civilization was to be preserved. 

Before the year 1848 had closed he had carried his vision of 
the Kingdom of God around Cape Horn. Early in 1849 we find 
him standing on a wagon drawn by oxen, in the midst of Sacra
mento's feverish traffic, preaching the first sermon to be heard 
in that city. Soon a church was organized, and the four rail~~ad 
builders, with their families, were members of it. Not long there
after Benton led the movement that resulted in the founding of 
the College of California, and this institution, in turn, became 
the cornerstone of the University of California. 

An educated ministry was a passion with Benton and he it was 
who took the first steps to plant the first divinity school west of 
the Rocky Mountains. When he became pastor of Plymouth 
church in San Francisco he gathered in his study a number of 
students in theology. The school prospered and outgrew the 
study, and the Congregational State Association appointed a 
Committee to secure a permanent location for a Theological 
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Seminary. A splendid property was purchased in Oakland, 
located on a hill near Broadway and Thirty-fourth Street. There 
the Pacific Theological Seminary was established in 1866 with 
a notable faculty of three teachers. Rev. Joseph A. Benton, D.D., 
Rev. George Mooar, D.D., and Rev. I. E. Dwinell, D.D. 

I took the funny little steam train out Telegraph Avenue to 
Thirty-fourth Street, and climbed the hill to the Seminary. 'els 
Dr. Benton at home?'' I inquired of the gardener, as he bent 
over a lily pond. Dressed in a disreputable linen duster and 
battered hat, the old gardener straightened up, blinked at me a 
moment and then said, CCI am not sure, if you will step up on the 
veranda I will find out.'' 

A few minutes later the door of the President's house opened 
and ''the gardener," in Prince Albert and white tie, said with a 
twinkle in his eye, CCHow do you do, I find Mr. Benton is at 
home, please step in." Dr. Benton's lively sense of humor was 
one of the charms he never lost. And that was my introduction 
to one of the noblest men and dearest friends it has ever been 
my good fortune to know. 

Instead of trying to wean me from Oberlin, Dr. Benton took 
me to the Seminary building opposite his home. We climbed the 
two Bights to the dormitory floor and turned into a suite of 
rooms study and bedroom. He drew me to the wide window 
that faced the west. At our feet lay the city of Oakland; beyond, 
the waters of the Bay. Circling hills carried the eye to the Gold
en Gate with the City of San Francisco guarding the southern 
approach and Mount Tamalpais watching from the north. The 
sun was setting-dropping down in the very center of the Gate. 
As its rim touched the water a full rigged ship sailed across the 
face of the sun's red disk. 'CWhat a place in which to study!'' 
I said. 

''Yes, the view is inspiring. You may have these very rooms 
if you like." 

The whole thing was incredible and irresistible. The com-
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mitted way is the directed way. Surely I had been led to that 
hilltop. Why seek further? For the three years of hard study and 
goodly fellowship that followed I shall ever be profoundly 
thankful. Years later, this Divinity &hool was removed to 
Berkeley that it might enjoy closer affiliation with the State 
University. A commanding site was secured near the campus and 
notable buildings erected. The school has prospered. The enroll
ment of students has increased year by year; but when, for no 
sufficient reason, the name was changed to Pacific &hool of 
Religion, the founding fathers must have turned in their graves. 

WHILE ENJOYING THE VIEW from my windows one day I no
ticed, down by the Bay shore, a lot of factory chimneys. I won
dered what the neighborhood could be like. One Saturday after
noon a classmate and I walked the three miles to Emeryville to 
satisfy my curiosity. We found it to be the industrial section of 
the city with many factories surrounded by the homes of working 
people. The streets were full of children who told us there was 
no church or Sunday school in that section of the city. During 
subsequent visits we were able to engage the use of a hall, make 
a canvass of the neighborhood, gather a lot of children into a 
Sunday school and occasionally attempt a preaching service. 

A second, and more successful venture of the kind was made 
in the Oakland suburb of Piedmont. · · 

Finding on my rambles an unchurched neighborhood that 
looked inviting, I sought a hall, or empty shop, where a begin
ning might be made. The quest was without result. 

At the corner of Broadway and Mather Street stood a saloon. 
A friendly German in white apron stood in the doorway. ''Vat 
you looking for all de time?'' he inquired. When I told him what 
I sought he showed an interest quite unexpected. ''Veil, dare 
are many kinder hereabout and dey should ought to have a Sun
day school; I tell you vot, you can have my peer garden." A 
corner of the beer garden behind the saloon had a large booth, 
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My two most intimate friends were Frederick Maar and John 
Staub. Music was the bond that tied us together. The Seminary 
Instrumental Trio was made up of Maar with his zither, Staub 
with his violin and Wirt with his flute. These three with the 
addition of Robert Newlands made up the vocal quartette. At 
the peril of our studies we were often called upon to lighten the 
gloom at church socials and other gatherings. 

Fred Maar was the most lovable character I have ever known. 
Born in Nuremberg, Germany, he came to the United States at 
the age of seventeen. He never fully lost his foreign accent, and 
that was a part of his charm. We drilled him by the hour. Like 
the trouble the Ephraimites found with the word ''Shibboleth'' 
at the crossing of the river Jordan, Fred's ''the'' was always a 
quaint ''de." 

I remember a happy dinner party at the Niles parsonage soon 
after he had been settled over his first charge there. Said his wife, 
May: ''Fred, why do you say 'now let us bray'?'' 

''I don't," he shouted. 
''Then what do you say?'' 
''I say 'now let us bray.' '' 
He couldn't see the difference. 
There was a prominent family in his church by the name of 

Chisholm. There had been a quarrel in his church before his 
arrival. It grieved him. He was all for peace. At the time of his 
installation over this church the Moderator asked him to lead in 
prayer. I was present and a bit shocked to hear the dear fellow 
plead with the Lord "that there may be no more Chisholms in 
our church." There was a whole pew full of them right before 
him, but of course he meant ''schism." 

During our last year at the Seminary Fred Maar and I attended 
an evening service at the First Church in Oakland. During the 
singing of the anthem by the large choir Fred pressed my am1 
and whispered: .. Brudder Wirt, see dat lady in de alto section, 
second from de end?'' 
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''Yes." 
''I am going to marry her." 
''What!'' 
''Yes, dat is de future Mrs. Maar." 
''Who is she now?'' 
''I do not know." 
''Have you never met her?'' 
''No, but I am going to meet her." 
Strange as it may seem he did meet her at a church social soon 

after. They were introduced by the minister, Dr. J. K. McLean. 
Miss May Tyler was a member of a distinguished family; her 

brother-in-law, Professor Charles H. Shinn, was a member of the 
State University Faculty. May was a beautiful and talented girl 
and she and Mr. Maar were happily married shortly after his 
graduation. As best man I carried the ring. 

There was no more popular minister, or minister's wife, in the 
Conference, during the years they served our churches at Niles, 
Redwood City and Oakland. Their children, Sidney and Elsa, are 
today married and reside in Oakland. 

Soon after my dear classmate's early death one of his deacons 
said to me, ''I think John the Beloved Disciple must have been 
like Mr. Maar. Everybody loved him; they couldn't help it." 

The other member of our trio, Rev. John Staub, D.D., had a 
distinguished and scholarly ministry in a single church. He gave 
his whole life to one parish. Upon graduation John Staub was 
invited to make a survey of the religious needs in a section of the 
city of Portland, Oregon, known as Sunnyside. He married Mittie 
Wands, a talented and vivacious young lady of our inner circle, 
and together they began their ministry by starting a Sunday 
school, under an oak tree, in this growing suburb of Portland. 
Soon they were known to every boy and girl, and welcome in 
every home. Within a year John had gathered the faithful into a 
vigorous church organization. A house of worship and a parson
age were built. John settled down for the long pull. The church 
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grew and prospered. Within a few years a more commodious 
building was needed. Sucl1 was the regard in which that whole 
section of Portland held their minister, who could not be drawn 
away from his first pastoral love by flattering calls, that they 
arose as a man and built for their pastor one of the finest stone 
sanctuaries in the city of Portland now known as the John 
Staub Memorial Church. Here he continued his notable ministry 
for many years, until God said to him: ''Well done, come up 
higher." 

Among the prominent visitors wl1ose messages inspired and 
blessed us during those seminary }1ears of hard study and rich 
friendships, one cannot forget Dwight L. Moody, B. Fay Mills, 
C. C. Stebbins, Walter Barrows, General 0. 0. Howard, Gen
eral Armstrong. Francis E. Clark, Robert J. Burdett, and 
T. DeWitt Talmage. 

One other visitor must be mentioned, this time from Boston, 
Albert E. Dunning. He it was who later gave me my first min
isterial job, and my first glimpse of Europe. Dr. Dunning, at that 
time, was associated with Bishop Vincent and Jesse Hurlbert in 
laying the foundation of the Religious Education movement in 
Amer)ca. He was also National Secretary of the Congregational 
Sunday School and Publishing Society. In another year he was 
to become Editor of The Congregationalist. . . 

Dr. Dunning came to my room and said somewhat as follows: 
We are expanding our pioneer Sunday school work and wish 

to appoint a superintendent for California. In talking with Dr. 
Benton he has spoken of your two efforts in the suburbs of Oak
land. That is exactly the kind of seed sowing we would like to 
foster in every neglected area of the state. But that is only part 
of it. Our Society not only supports the planting of new enter
prises which we hope will grow into churches, but we publish 
the lesson-helps and religious literature for all our churches. Our 
superintendent in California must be both field man and office 
man would you be interested in the appointment? 
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I had been eagerly looking forward to the regular work of the 
pastorate. I wanted to win souls for Christ. I hoped to install a 
lovely girl with pink cheeks as mistress of a manse. On the other 
hand, vagabondage was still in the blood; pioneering was my 
middle name. 

''Think it over," said Dr. Dunning as he left, ''we will hold 
the appointment open for you until after Commencement." 

During the closing weeks of school, Mittie Wands, May Tyler, 
Hattie Benton and the Trio were much together. The others were 
definitely engaged, but I was under the penalty of a vow. 

After a fortunate escape during my junior year, I drew up and 
signed a solemn engagement with myself, to wit: 

Y 011 have a lot of ground to make up. 
No entangling alliances 
While you are a theologue, 
So help you John Robinson. 

FIVE FROCK COATS, 

Five white ties, 
Five grave and reverend seniors, 
Five pedantic theses. 
Why didn't somebody, everybody, in that crowded audience at 

Plymouth church laugh? I am grinning now as I think of those 
five solemn owls, in that solemn hour, reading their five solemn 
essays. It was Fred Maar who saved the situation. When the con
gratulations had all been said, the friends departed and the six 
musketeers headed for the nearest restaurant, he said: ''Brudder 
Wirt, they made us Bachelors of Divinity tonight, but by gollies 
we won't be any other kind of bachelors very long." 

Along the street where the Lady in Pink lived, there was a 
trellis of pink roses shading the walk. The climbing vines were 
in full bloom; their fragrance filled the night. Moonlight drift
ing through the leaves and blossoms made a checkerboard upon 
her hair. It was the witching hour of honest relief from a well 
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kept vow. It was high time to sign, seal and deliver another vow 
-till death do us part. 

The year 1890 brought to a focus a number of life's trails, 
marking both an end and a beginning to cherished hopes. Grad
uation occurred in June, marriage followed in October and or
dination came in December. 

Harriet had ref used to consider any date for the wedding 
earlier than her twentieth birthday (September twenty-third), 
so October sixth was fixed upon. The ceremony was held in Ply
mouth church, Oakland, and the bride, who had lived eight years 
in California, drew many friends. The church was profuse with 
flowers. Fred Maar was best man. 

President Benton tied the knot in orthodox fashion and Mrs. 
Benton presided over the reception in their beautiful home. 
When I offered Dr. Benton a modest fee he solemnly said, ''One 
thousand dollars, please." I was stunned for a moment until I 
saw the twinkle in his eyes and then ventured: ''All right, I'll 
pay you when I collect a similar fee from some other victim." 

The tin cans, old shoes and legend attached to the back of the 
ancient hack that carried us to the railway station for the wed
ding trip to Los Angeles, San Diego and Coronado, attracted the 
attention of a friend and fellow passenger, Rollo V. Watt, ~ho 
was state president of the Cliristian Endeavor movement and 
head of the Royal Insurance Company. He, too, was bound for 
southern California, and took a seat across from us in the Pull
man. When I left my seat for a moment, he moved in on the 
bride. And for the next three hours he genially kept the newly
weds apart. When ''dinner is now ready in the dining car'' 
brought diversion, he called off his dogs. We are told to love 
our enemies, but nothing is said about hating our friends. The 
lady in pink said she could join me in this, only she would go a 
step further and collect her uncle's one thousand dollar fee from 
Rollo V. Watt for his practical joke on her honeymoon. 
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OUR CHURCHES WERE Aw AKENING to the importance of provid
iQg better educational standards in Sunday school instruction, 
and the need for segregated classes, graded lesson-helps, trained 
teaching staffs and some knowledge of child psychology. Almost 
immediately upon assuming my new duties I was called upon to 
conduct training classes and Teachers' Institutes in various parts 
of the state. The effort was made to introduce modern methods 
in many established church schools. From my office in San Fran
cisco the new lesson studies and literature put out by the Pilgrim 
Press were distributed, and the churches kept in touch with the 
best in pedagogical methods and spiritual values through corre
spondence and personal conference. 

However, I was not a good office man, and never have been. 
The work I .soon learned to love best lay in the field; to answer 
the call of neglected areas; to taste the joy of missionary explora
tion; to minister to those beyond the sound of the church bell. 
· On horseback, with horse and buggy, and of ten on foot I 

pushed into outlying regions. I learned to look upon every coun
try schoolhouse as a potential experimental station in religious 
beginnings. During our eight years of circuit riding, my helpers 
and I were able to organize over five hundred Sunday schools. 
Many of these were seeds from which churches have grown. In 
mountain hamlets, desert settlements, cattle ranches, lumber 
camps, fishing villages, mining fields and on Indian Reservations 
we gathered the folk for an hour of singing and worship, and 
usually left some sort of community organization. To these 
churchless places I often returned to encourage and strengthen 
the local group. To be the only Christian minister on a circuit 
including a hundred isolated communities was a privilege that 
filled those days with hard work and a kind of happy freedom 
that no settled pastorate could have given. 

Harriet often accompanied me.We carried a baby organ which 
she played, and hymn books, Bibles, and Sunday school supplies. 
Sometimes we would tarry for a week or more, preaching in the 
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Bar, where a minister was a curiosity. No religious services had 
ever been held there. 

The schoolhouse was inaccessible, and no hall was available, 
so I asked the proprietor of the hotel where I lodged if we could 
use his dining room for a meeting. To this he kindly agreed. I 
visited the homes and word soon spread to the mountain cabins. 
Seldom have I seen a group of people so thirsty for the water of 
life. They would not go home after the benediction but kept on 
singing the rest of the afternoon. 

There were confessions of sin and renewals of faith. A nwn
ber of revived Christians were eager to carry on a Sunday school. 
The next day the hotel keeper left his bar to sit with me in the 
lobby. He told me his late wife had been a devout Christian and 
had often pleaded with him to give up his saloon. She had gath
ered the children of the village about her and taught them from 
the Bible. She had visited the sick, fed the poor and prayed with 
the dying. She alone had kept the candle of faith alight in that 
forgotten camp. Not long before my visit God had called her 
home. They had laid her away in the little cemetery beside the 
mountain stream, without a prayer. Would I be willing to go 
there and kneel beside her grave? 

''Yes, I will do that. You and I will go together, but let us do 
more. Let us have a memorial service. Call your friends and 
neighbors together tomorrow." 

In the dining room of the hotel they gathered, coming from 
near and far. Loving hands had wreathed with flowers the chair 
where this saint was wont to sit and read her Bible. From many 
I had gathered the beautiful story of her life. The room was 
filled. We sang the hymns she loved to sing. I tried to speak but 
it was not easy. It was the voice of prayer they wanted. The 
stones would have cried out had I not tried to carry these lonely, 
forgotten souls to the throne of all grace and forgiveness. Their 
saint was with God I tried to bring both back to them. 

After that it became a privilege to break the bread of life. The 
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room was crowded; tears fell like rain; who would take her 
place, I asked? Who would carry on her work in the village? I 
tried to tell them that she had left the Source of her goodness 
with them; that the inspiration of her life had been the presence 
of the Lord Jesus Christ her Saviour, and theirs. And I told 
them He was there again in their midst, and would abide with 
them forever, if they would have it so. 

I shall never forget that scene, as our meeting bro"ke up, and 
horny hands of mountaineers reached for my hand. The next 
morning, as I climbed into the saddle to re-cross the mountains, 
the hotel keeper sought to press gold into my hand. 

''Forget it," I said. 
''But I want you to do something for me." 
''What is it?'' 
''Will you write out your prayer and sermon and send them 

to me? I want to read your words beside my wife's grave every 
Sunday." 

Sawyer's Bar was only one hidden spot in a state a thousand 
miles in length. There were many such neglected fields in Cali
fornia in those early days, and I have ever been grateful that to 
me was given the privilege of ministering to them. 

I never liked to be called an evangelist, yet sometimes a 
brother minister has sought my unprofessional help when the 
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harvest was ripe in his parish. The response to our meetings at 
Sebastopol, where the little city was deeply stirred for three 
weeks, may be mentioned. At the close of the meetings there we 
received nearly one hundred new members into the church on 
confession of faith. At Porterville, where a great church now 
inherits our days of pioneering, a gracious revival was followed 
by the gathering of a vigorous fellowship and the securing of a 
fine church property. 

At Petaluma, Lorin, North Berkeley, Suisun, Piedmont, Ocean 
View, Alton, Belvedere, Ripon, Mill Valley, Cupertino, Pokega
ma and many other places God graciously blessed our poor 
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efforts. Lives were changed, foundations laid. Some seed fell lly 
the wayside, some on stony ground, but some was permitted to 
fall on good soil, and there the harvest continues to this day. 

WHEN DR. ALBERT E. DUNNING resigned from the secretary
ship of the National Society under which I was working, 
Dr. George M. Boynton took his place. The new secretary vis
ited California and I took him about. Hearing me pronounce the 
Indian name of one of my missions, Po-keg'-a-ma, with accent on 
the second syllable, he was quite disappointed. He said he had 
often told, in eastern churches, the story of my work in that lum
bering town, and had rolled the poetical name under his tongue 
with delight, calling it Po-ke-gam'-a, with accent on the third 
syllable. 
· I had found this remote settlement on the Klamath River 
without religious privileges of any kind. A great sawmill had 
been established there to work up the logs that came floating 
down the river from the fores ts above. Hundreds of men were 
employed some with families. My first service was held in the 
schoolhouse and was well attended. After seeing the Sunday 
school well on its way with a large Bible class gathered from 
among the loggers, I returned to my home in Oakland. 

At the office in San Francisco, a few days later, I received a 
letter from Pokegama urging me to return; something in the 
nature of Pentecost seemed to have stirred the mill town. Hu
manly speaking this rough lumbercamp seemed the last place to 
expect a revival of religion. The loggers on the river and the 
~usky fellows in the sawmill were not what one would call Sun
day school lads, and yet in Sunday school is just where I found 
a lot of them when I returned the next week. We opened the 
campaign. I preached every night and visited the cabins by day. 
And how those men loved to sing the old gospel songs! Many 
were ready to renounce the old life; many sought citizenship 
within the Kingdom of God. 
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They wanted a church, so we planned to gather the faithful 
into a fellowship. When the candidates for membership were 
examined I found a number of them had never been baptized. 
Among them were three strapping young men who wanted to 
be baptized by immersion. They told me their parents were mem
bers of Baptist churches and they would prefer that mode of 
baptism if it could be arranged. 

I explained to tl1em the method usually followed in our Con
gregational fellowship, but assured them it was their privilege 
to follow their own conscience. I would be quite willing to ad
minister the rite in the way that would give them the greatest 
satisfaction. 

ccYou See, parson,'' one of them said, ccwe have been pretty 
wild, we feel unworthy, unfit, we would like to be·washed clean 
all over.'' 

That settled it. I could fully understand their feeling and 
approve their choice. But where could we find a baptistry? Not 
within a hundred miles certainly. The river? Could we possibly 
use the river? It was winter time, there was some ice in the river 
and the ground was covered with snow. 

The Klamath River is swift and deep. As I stood on the bank 
considering the possibilities I said to the group of loggers gath
ered there, "If you will build a boom (logs chained end to end) 
and throw it around a section of water, and anchor both. ends 
securely to the shore, it might give us a little quiet place, and 
also some protection in case of need.'' Thus the matter was 
settled. 

The foil owing Sunday afternoon found all preparations made 
so far as we were able to make them. 

Piles of lumber stood near the river upon which snow had 
f alien, but despite this cold seat they were soon covered with 
people, curious or sympathetic, who had gathered to watch this 
unusual proceeding. 

As I stepped into the water these friends, on bank and lumber 
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piles, raised the old, but most appropriate hymn, ''Shall we 
gather at the river." To me it sounded like heavenly music as I 
pushed out into the icy river, that memorable Sabbath day, until 
the water was breast high. Planting my feet as firmly as possible 
against the swift current I motioned for the first candidate to 
join me. He had been well instructed and I had no trouble. The 
second candidate was likewise submerged in orthodox fashion. 
By the time the third candidate came out I was chilled and fast 
losing my strength. He was a large, heavy man, and perhaps a 
little apprehensive too. I got him under the water all right, but 
for the life of me I could not get him back on his feet. Visions 
of drowning appalled me. Then a quiet voice said: ('Let me help 
you." It was Harriet, whose intuition had sensed my need. For
getful of Sunday dress she had come through the water to my 
help. Together we raised the heavy man to his feet while the 
crowd on the bank gave a cheer. 

I have baptized many repentant sinners by immersion since 
that day, in church baptistries and summer lakes, but swift rivers 
in mid-winter have been carefully foresworn since the day I 
lost my nerve and nearly lost my candidate in the Klamath River. 

WE HAD NEVER seen the Yosemite Valley, so one summer we 
decided to spend our vacation there. That was before the day of 
the automobile, but the river trip from San Francisco to Stockton 
in the old, friendly side-wheeler was quite as thrilling to us. 

At Stockton we engaged a stout horse and buckboard for the 
mountain trip. The light four-wheeler was loaded up with tent, 
food box, bedroll, and camp kit, not forgetting shotgun and fish
pole. We found the roads unsurfaced and the mountain grades 
steep, but our horse was strong and gentle, we did not need to 
hurry, and every day was a delight. We camped wherever grassy 
meadow for the horse, and trout stream for the angler, invited1 

and were ten days in reaching the valley by the happy old 
method of travel which modern tourists know nothing about. 
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Our steady old horse didn't mind our taking potshots at quail or 
rabbit from the driver's seat, and game was plentiful.We usually 
camped early enough to wet a line, for the streams were full of 
trout 

''The Bishop of Calaveras County," Rev. Dennis Goodsell, 
was pastor at that time of our churches at Angels Camp, Mur
phys, Altaville and Douglas Flat. Our road passed through his 
parish and it was our pleasant duty to call at the parsonage. If 
you know the Goodsells, and many of my readers do, it will not 
seem strange that we were constrained to tarry several days, nor 
that that first acquaintance should ripen into lifelong friendship. 

Dennis Goodsell' s parish extended from the high Sierras to 
the open plain. The only shepherd of a widely scattered flock, 
he knew them all by name, faithfully ministered to his four 
churches, nursed a half-dozen mountain Sunday schools and 
visited the sick, the needy, the saints and the sinners over his 
wide domain. 

Big as Dennis was in both stature and spirit he by no mean·s 
filled that mountain home. There was the first lady of the parish 
and she was quite as popular as Dennis, with a mind as keen, a 
sympathy as wide and a missionary zeal as fervent as could be 
found in any foreign field. Mrs. Goodsell in those days mothered 
the mountain children; organized and inspired the women .in a 
dozen communities; cared for her family like the mother in the 
thirty-first chapter of Proverbs; and, from her home, kept a 
stream of blessing flowing out over the roads that rad-iated from 
that mountain parsonage. 

Around the merry table I can still see them Helen Lydia, the 
oldest daughter; Fred Field, the oldest son; gentle Mary, and to 
crown all the pride of the parish there were the twins, Ruth 
and Ralph. 

One grave domestic drama unfolded during our sojourn and 
must have been impressive, for I have not forgotten the scene. 
Fred, who must have been about fourteen at the time, wanted 
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his mother to make him, or buy him, a pair of long trousers. He 
was wearing knee pants, knickerbockers they were called. Fred 
was large for his age and even in that day felt, seemingly, the 
urge to get on in the world. At any rate, before we left, Fred 
proudly appeared in the habiliments of dignity and respect he 
had rightfully demanded. Then he volunteered to be our guide 
to the caves, and to the Calaveras Grove of Big Trees, which 
otherwise we should have missed. 

Fred Field Goodsell is still a pretty fair guide. Last summer, 
while a guest at his Boston home, the Executive Vice-President 
of the American Board of· Commissioners for Foreign Missions 
was good enough to drive me on another tour of discovery. Not 
with horse and buggy this time, but with a shining motor car, 
and not to the big trees, but to the historic shrines of Pilgrim 
history . 

• 
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MISSION TO ALASKA JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER SR. LOST LEADER
SHIP THE GOVERNOR'S COMMISSION CROSSING THE ARCTIC 
CIRCLE FOUNDING THE CilY OF NOME THE WRECK THE 

ANGEL OF THE CAMP 1200 MILES BY DOG TEAM 

THE DISCOVERY OF GOLD in the Klondike, toward the close of 
the last century, brought a wild boom to the city of Seattle and 
a stampede of fifty thousand men, and a few women, from that 
port to Alaska, by every kind of craft that could float. 

Many years later, in a foreign land, on accepting an invitation 
to speak on my experiences in Alaska, I found an advertisement 
in the local paper announcing the subject of my address as: 
''Following the Gold Grabbers with the Gospel." While the 
title was more alliterative than literary, it did describe my life 
and adventures for three years in our Northern Territory. 

After eight years of pioneer missionary work in California, 
the opening up of Alaska as a field for missionary enterprise 
made a strong appeal to my restless spirit. I loved the frontier 
and asked to be trans£ erred to that northern field. 

Early in the year 1898 I received the commission from the 
Congregational Home Missionary Society as Superintendent 
of Alaskan missions. 

Arriving in the booming city of Juneau, distributing point for 
the new gold fields, I found little need to seek farther for an 
opportunity to serve the incoming rush of fortune hunters. As 
I walked up the main street of this hectic little city I counted 
forty-seven saloons, but looked in vain for a public library, read
ing room, church or any other place where idle men could find 
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a welcome in an atmosphere free from the drinking, gambling 
and other usual adjuncts of-the frontier saloon. 

Prospecting and placer mining must stop when the long Alas
kan winter sets in. Then the miners flock to the coastal towns 
to await the spring rains that will free the creeks of ice. Few of 
these men were border adventurers. I found many a fraternity 
pin, and many men who were honestly trying to recover from 
past failure financial or moral. Alaska is a long way from 
home. It is, or was in that day, a land of hardship. Many coura
geous and resourceful men were in that first Klondike rush. 
Many were from Christian homes. 

After a survey of Juneau and its needs, it seemed to me the 
situation called for a community center. A club room, free, 
warm, comfortable and well lighted, where the unemployed 
could find good company, with opportunity to read, study, write, 
and plan their prospecting trips. A dance hall was available over 
a hardware store. This I rented and fitted up as a social center. 
A library was needed with books of all kinds, especially text
books and technical helps for those who wished to keep up their 
college work. I wrote letters to the Boston Congregationalist, 
Chicago Advance and San Francisco Pacific describing our work 
and need. The response was astonishing. Within a few weeks 
every mailboat brought us books from Maine to California. Soon 
we had a splendid library of several thousand volumes. 

A literary and debating society was started. Classes in several 
subjects were organized. Our rooms were crowded all day and 
late into the night. On Sunday we held regular church services. 
Our Sunday school gathered in the few children in town but was 
also attended by many young men. Sunday evening was given 
over largely to music. The men loved to sing. Some had excel
lent voices. Our male chorus became quite popular. And so the 
winter passed. 

The following year I pushed afield. Opposite Juneau, across 
Gastineau Channel, lies Douglas Island. Here at that time was 
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located the greatest quartz mine and mill in the world the great 
Treadwell Mining Company. By the newly developed cyanide 
process, hundreds of tons of ore, taken from glory hole, as the 
open pit was called, were put through the stamp mills daily. 

In the thriving town of Douglas, with its large number of 
employees with f amities, we organized a church and erected the 
first house of worship to be built in Alaska apart from missions 
to the Eskimo. It was in connection with this enterprise that I 
met the senior John D. Rockefeller, who at that time was active 
head of the Standard Oil Company, and heavily interested in 
the Treadwell Mining Company. 

AFTER OUR CHURCH BUILDING at Douglas was completed it was 
necessary to journey to Seattle to secure certain furnishings, and 
arrange for the dedication. On the steamer returning I discov
ered that Mr. Rockefeller and his daughter were to be fellow 
passengers. They were good sailors, and were soon on friendly 
terms with the few passengers the steamer carried. Miss Rocke
£ ell er chatted with everyone, and was well liked. She ref erred to 
herself as ''the poor little rich girl," and at night in the social hall 
we sang ''For she's a jolly good fellow." 

One expression which she used in a talk I had with her I have 
not for gotten. She ref erred to their wealth as a trust, sometimes 
as a public trust, again as a divine trust. ''Our whole family," 
she would say, ''want this trust which has come to us, to be used 
for human happiness especially for the discovery of the causes 
of diseases that affiict humanity, and the perfecting of agencies 
that will forever banish them." 

After our ship had docked at the Treadwell wharf, I hurried 
to our home, which was then in the village of Douglas. Not find
ing my wife there, I was informed she was attending a meeting 
of the Ladies' Aid Society at the church. The church stood half
way between the town and the Treadwell mills. The two ex
tremes of the settlement were connected by a mile long plank 
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sidewalk. Just as I reached the church, coming from the town, 
Mr. Rocke£ ell er also reached it coming from the mine. He 
greeted me with: 

'CHello, Mr. Wirt. What church is this?'' 
"The first church to be built in Alaska," I replied, "for white 

people anyway." 
ccDid you build it?'' 
"I helped. The good people who work in your mine and mill 

built it." 
''I would like to go inside," he said. 
I was proud of ot1r little church and delighted to show the in

terior. A flight of broad steps led up to the porch, where my visi
tor turned to enjoy a fine view of Gastineau Channel and the 
tumbling river of ice that flows into it from the mountains be
yond. 

In the vestibule Mr. Rockefeller said, 'tWhere does that door 
lead?'' 

''Upstairs to my study in the tower." 
''Well, why don't you take me up?'' 
For half an hour this busy tycoon pulled my books from the 

shelves, and talked of many things save stocks and bonds. His 
theology was sound; he had read widely, and he knew his church 
history. 

That quiet, i..fltimate, human chat with the richest· man in the 
world is a pleasant picture I shall always carry with me. I like it 
much better than the picture Ida Tarbell painted, and I believe 
it more true to life. 

Down in the vestibule of the church again, I opened the doors 
into the auditorium. My visitor walked down the aisle, turned 
into a pew and sat in silence for a time, his eyes closed. Turning 
to me, as I sat beside him, he said, ''I always feel as if I have 
come into another world upon entering a church any church. 
Mr. Wirt, will you offer a prayer?" There we sat, side by side, in 
a little church in far off Alaska, "the prince and the pauper," 
and the pauper prayed, and the prince said "Amen." 
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Back in the vestibule, again my visitor said, ''And where does 
that door go?'' 

''That leads to the Ladies' Parlor." 
''Well, let us go in.'' 
''But the room is full of women. The Ladies' Aid Society is 

having a session." 
''That is interesting,'' he said, ''I should like to meet them. I 

want to tell my wife I attended a meeting of church women in 
Alaska." 

So in we went. The ladies were seated in a circle, thirty or 
forty wives of miners, fishermen, mill workers, the wife of the 
mill superintendent, the postmistress, two school teachers and 
one or two educated Eskimo girls, busily sewing and chatting. 

''Ladies," I said, ''let me present to you a visitor, Mr. John D. 
Rockefeller." There was a gasp. I thought several of the ladies 
would faint. But our guest was equal to the occasion. I think he · 
was quite enjoying it. What a story he would have to tell the 
Trustees of the Euclid Avenue Baptist church when he got back 
to Cleveland. He carried a chair into the circle of ladies and sat 
as one of them, smiling and saying ''How do you do, ladies." 
He put them at ease at once by telling them his wife was Presi
dent of their Ladies' Aid Society back in Cleveland, and he had 
purposely asked Mr. Wirt to let him come in that he might tell 
his wife about his visit to them. 

When, later, he had courteously taken leave of the ladies, we 
stood again on the steps of the church admiring the view. Then 
with a cordial handshake he said good-bye. Upon reaching the 
lowest step he turned and said, ''Oh, by the way, I forgot to 
inquire about your finances. Is the church paid for?'' 

.. Almost," I replied. ''The people have given generously. 
However, \\'e still have a mortgage of one thousand dollars. We 
shall be out of debt when that is cleared." 

Taking out his billfold he handed me a bank note. It was for 
one thousand dollars the first and the last one I have ever 
seen. 
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''There," he said, ''go burn your mortgage. Goodbye and 
God bless you." 

All right, Mr. John D. Rockefeller, Sr., the carpers may carp, 
and the critics may criticize, but I have a little picture of you in 
my heart that disappointed seekers after your money, and jeal
ous detractors of your genius and generosity, can never take 
away. Wherever you are, may God bless you, and your splendid 
progeny. 

THE CIRCUMSTANCES that led to the relinquishment of our work 
at Juneau brought great disappointment to me and to the con
siderable foil owing we had gathered there. Church comity 
deprived us of our main foothold in that territory. 

There was no church or minister at Juneau when I opened the 
work in Alaska's capital, and during the year that followed no 
other denominational group sought to enter the field. Our read
ing room with its library of five thousand books became the social 
center of the city. It was crowded throughout the winter v;ith 
men waiting for the spring thaw to open the placer mines. A 
literary club was organized, a Sunday school sprang up, and 
Sunday morning and evening services were well attended. The 
newly formed women's society performed a notable service 
looking after stray and stranded adventurers of both sexes. 

We were moving stea.dily toward the day when a church 
would be organized. More than one hundred names were on the 
prospective list of charter members. A founding date was fixed 
several weeks ahead, to give one of the national secretaries from 
Boston time to be present. One day a telegram arrived, but it did 
not announce the arrival of anyone from Boston. Instead it said 
to hold all plans for church organization in abeyance, pending 
a letter. 

When the letter came, it was an instruction to leave Juneau 
and my year of work in this promising field. It seems that the 
national headquarters of the Presbyterian and Congregational 
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churches had agreed upon a comity arrangement. Neither would 
enter a field occupied by the other in cities having a population 
of five thousand or less. If one group were building in a pioneer 
field the other group would not enter it until the city was large 
enough to support both. 

No one knew what the population of Juneau was exactly, but 
it was not far from five thousand. The Presbyterians had a small 
native mission in Indiantown, on the outskirts of Juneau. On the 
basis of that work they demanded that we relinquish the Juneau 
field to them. Having made the bargain, the Congregational 
churches lived up to it and yielded the field. But it was a heavy 
price that was paid, for the result was that Congregationalism 
lost the Alaskan field. Today in all of Alaska there is only one 
Congregational church, at Nome, and that is operated on a joint 
basis with the Methodists, each group alternating in supplying 
the minister. The churches that were started at Juneau, Douglas 
and Valdez, after years of service, were allowed to die for lack 
of supervision, after I left the field. 

The Presbyterian superintendent in Alaska during my Juneau 
days was Dr. S. Hall Young, the noted pioneer and companion 
of John Muir in his glacier explorations. He was most friendly 
and cooperative, and of ten expressed his regrets at the way 
things worked out. Dr. Young's headquarters were at Wrangell. 
I recall that when the news of the Nome strike came to South
eastern Alaska Dr. Young challenged me to see who would get 
to Nome first. The story of the three years that followed can be 
found in my Alaskan Adventures. 

THE DISCOVERY OF GOLD on the beaches of Seward Peninsula 
brought thousands of adventurers to Northwestern Alaska that 
first wild year. An Eskimo village, first called .Anvil, but later to 
become known as the city of Nome, became the mecca of twenty
five thousand people almost over night. Here after shipwreck 
and disaster (as recounted in Alaskan Adventures) I was able to 
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establish what was at the time, and perhaps still is, the church 
farthest north in America. Before the church building was con
structed, however, an outbreak of typhoid fever made the erec
tion of a hospital my first important duty. How many lives we 
were able to save that first winter, and how many lives were lost, 
only the books of the Judgment Day will reveal. There were 
many of both. 

In the dining room of the hospital we gathered the faithful 
on Sunday, and there during that first winter divine services 
continued to be held. There the church was born. When after 
seven months of Arctic winter the snow finally disappeared, the 
first building to break ground was the Congregational sanctuary. 
It still stands there today, a lighthouse these fifty years on that 
northern shore. But let us turn back to the beginning of the trail 
that led to this most northern Congregational outpost. 

Following the year at Juneau and our second year at Douglas, 
I attempted a more thoroughgoing survey of the territory and its 
religious needs. Farther west, on the shores of Prince William 
Sound, I visited the enterprising town of Valdez situated at the 
terminus of the Copper River Railway. Here was a settled popu
lation with families and children well housed in pleasant homes. 
I found a good many church people and had little difficulty in 
organizing a wide-awake fellowship. 

About this time we began to hear rumors of a rich gold dis
covery at the extreme northwestern corner of the continent just 
where Cape Prince of Wales looks across Bering Strait to 
East Cape on the Siberian shore fifty-six miles away. In the center 
of Bering Strait lie the three Diomede Islands, one of which is 
in Siberia, the other two in the United States. 

Continuing my travels eastward, I visited Sitka (at that time 
capital of the territory) and called upon the Governor, Honor
able John G. Brady. Governor and Mrs. Brady were living in 
the old Russian blockhouse where, at their gracious invitation, I 
remained as a guest for several days. 
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Upon the walls of the great hall which served alike as a re
ception room, dining room and ballroom, the portraits of Em
perors, Presidents, Muscovite governors and Yankee explorers 
hung in friendly companionship. The exposed beams and rustic 
paneli11g of the old-£ ashioned room were in keeping with the 
great stone fireplace filled with blazing logs, but in strange con
trast to the silver service, china, crystal, and flowers of the well
appointed table. In answer to a question from a guest, the Gov
ernor was relating the story of the capture of the great moose, 
the head of which, with wide-spreading antlers, filled the space 
between mantel and ceiling. 

As he spoke of the hardships and dangers of his recent hunt
ing trip, we could see from the window the towering white range 
which crowded down upon the narrow threshold of land between 
the mountains and the sea. ''It was there, in a sheltered valley, 
just beyond the highest peak, that we encountered the herd," he 
said. 

Just as he was reaching the most exciting part of his narrative, 
there came a knock at the door and a summons for the Governor. 
Upon his return we were eager to have him resume his hunting 
story. 

''No," he said, ''there is bigger game in sight. And you," he 
added, turning to me, ''must be the hunter." 

The visitor was brought in. He proved to be a courier from 
the far North who had been months on the trail. Picked up by a 
whaler which had just entered the port, he brought a strange 
tale of fabulous riches and human suffering beyond the Arctic 
Circle. A wild stampede had followed. Fortunes were won by 
day and lost over the gambling table at night. No man's life was 
safe. The law-abiding element in the new camp had sent this 
messenger to the Governor with an urgent appeal for help. 
Someone in authority must hasten to the new diggings and stand 
by this outpost through the long winter that was just ahead. 

''These men are mad with the lust for gold," said Governor 
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Brady. ''Conditions will be desperate unless a restraining in
fluence can be extended. -

''I do not know," he said, leaning across the table, ''of a single 
man I can send, unless you will go. You can hardly imagine to 
what depths a mining camp, shut away from civilization for eight 
months by a thousand miles of impassable ice, may descend in 
their first winter. Will you go as my representative and try to 
keep the peace, relieving as much of the suffering as you can ? 
This man says he left a thousand miners feverishly at work in 
the rich gravel and believes there will be many thousands more 
before snow flies. Will you go?'' 

''Yes, I will go." 
A few weeks later I found myself on the long trail, one of the 

many mushers headed for the famous White Pass. It was a 
memorable mass movement of men into the Arctic. The trail 
was already crowded with the strong and the weak, the true 
pioneer and the adventurer. The weaklings were soon left by the 
wayside, with the fearful and the timid. Leaving Skagway at the 
head of Lynn Canal, the line pushed upward and finally disap
peared over the last saddle of the range. Rugged heights still 
towered above us; behind, the long line of struggling men, 
stretching down and away to the shore of the landlocked harbor, 
where crowded ships were ever discharging their eager seekers 
for the Golden Fleece. Above the timberline broad fields of 
snow stretched upward until broken by the shining glaciers. 

This was the world about us as we pushed up the White Pass, 
two thousand men in line. When night overtook us we camped 
where we stood, throwing our blankets across the narrow trail, 
lest others crowd us from our coveted place in the line. 

Not infrequently we felt the earth tremble as acres of snow 
slipped from some height to go thundering into the valley below, 
leaving a bare and scoured path behind. A glorious sight, but · 
one leaving every man with an unspoken fear lest he be found in 
the path of an avalanche. 
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Our fears were fulfilled. In the silence of the night, with a 
roar like that of Niagara, a thousand tons of ice, snow and rocks 
broke away above us and swept across the trail, carrying a num
ber of our comrades with it. 

AFTER CROSSING THE DIVIDE, the head waters of the Yukon 
River could be seen in the group of lakes which lay like a cluster 
of white grapes at our feet. 

With three companions we prepared for the descent of the 
river. One member of the company had a crosscut saw, another 
an axe, a third a shovel, while I contributed a gun. We camped 
on the shores of the first lake. With shovel we dug a saw-pit, 
with axe we felled a cedar tree, with gun we bagged a deer and 
stripped its skin into rawhide thongs. Over the saw-pit we rolled 
our cedar log and began the slow process of ripping out planks 
for a boat. Two of these were bent and lashed at the ends. A 
puncheon bottom was fitted in and pitched with resinous sub
stance gathered from trees. 

At last our boat was finished. Through the chain of lakes we 
paddled and then out into the upper reaches of the Yukon, 
where the swift current caught our canoe and bore us onward 
with little further effort needed on our part. 

In descending the Yukon in a small boa.t one never for gets two 
dangers the White Horse rapids and the equally treacherous 
Squaw rapids. 

Coming to the first of these, we discovered a signpost bearing 
two inscriptions. One, with a hand pointed toward the portage, 
read: c'Three days and safety this way." The other, with a hand 
pointed toward the river, read: c'Three minutes this way if you 
have the guts." We were in a hurry and ventured to shoot the 
rapids. 

With paddles poised and muscles taut, we pushed into the 
racing waters, beaten into foam, and came through all right with 
nothing worse than a wetting. 
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After traversing that mighty river two thousand seven hun
dred and fifty miles we approached the mouth of the Yukon 
where the current slackened and our toil increased. The nights 
had been growing shorter. It is not easy to close one's eyes upon 
a new and interesting scene in broad daylight. It was eleven 
o'clock post meridian, and although the sun was behind low
lying hills the light was clear and strong. The pink glow on the 
distant mountains, the deep blue of the sky, the silent sweep of 
the river, the weird shadows that lay athwart land and water, 
presented a scene of peculiar beauty. Watch in hand, I counted 
the minutes, 11: 30, 11: 45, 11 : SO, and then the hills between us 
and the sun fell away. The great red disk was still in sight. As 
we sat silently watching, a horn of the sun seemed to shoot out 
and touch the earth, the fiery ball rolled along the horizon some 
minutes, then, releasing its contact with earth, slowly mounted 
the heavens, and circled around our heads for another twenty
£ our hours. We had reached the Land of the Midnight Sun. 

At St. Michael, an old Russian trading post at the mouth of 
the river, I took passage on a steamer already crowded with five 
hundred men, impatient of every moment's delay which held 
them back from the new gold fields recently discovered on the 
sea beaches between Cape Nome and Cape Prince of Wales. 

Through stormy waters the little boat pushed northward. A 
• 

more uncomfortable voyage I have never taken. The boat had 
accommodations for hardly more than a hundred passengers; the 
rest found such comfort as was possible on the windswept, spray
drenched deck. 

Northward we pressed, passing the Seal Islands with their 
swimming herds, and other islands inhabited by millions of 
Arctic fowl. 

One morning I was called to the bridge by the captain and 
told to look to starboard. ccThat," he said, as I made out a bold 
promontory, C'is the most westerly point on the American con
tinent-=-cape Prince of Wales; two thousand five hundred miles 
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farther west than San Francisco." Then, pointing away over the 
port bow, he added, "And that rugged line opposite is East Cape, 
the most eastern point of land on the Siberian coast. The two 
continents here approach within fifty-six miles of each other." 

WE WERE ALL EAGER to set foot on land. At best there would 
be but a few brief weeks in which to prepare our winter quar
ters. The ship's boats were hastily swung from the davits, 
crowded with impatient fortune-hunters, and sent ashore. Upon 
landing, every man of the five hundred hurried hither and 
thither along the rich beach sands, and within an hour or two 
most of them had staked their claims. 

One of the newcomers arriving on the steamer with me, ex
pecting to find the yellow granules everywhere visible to the 
naked eye, leaped from the ship's boat into the surf and waded 
ashore. Dropping to his hands and knees, he looked long and 
eagerly; not finding the shining nuggets by the handful, he 
could not bear the disappointment. Crying, ''It is all a lie," he 
drew his revolver and took his life. But it was not a lie only, 
one must dig for gold, here as elsewhere. Before the first snow-

. fall, little wooden crosses were plentiful in "God's Acre." 
On the third day after my arrival, a committee of miners 

waited upon me and said, ''There are many men here who 
joined this gold rush without realizing what was before them. 
The camp is in no condition to face an Arctic winter, cut off 
from the rest of the world for eight months. There is just time 
for someone to go back to the States by the next boat and return 
with supplies, before navigation closes. Our greatest need is a 
hospital. There is not a man among us willing to leave now. 
You are a minister, you have offered to do what you can to help 
us, will you do for us what we are not willing to do for our
selves take our money, go to Seattle, secure building material 
and equipment for a complete hospital, church and reading room, 
and return before the ice cuts us off from the outside world?'' 
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He held out a buckskin poke and added, "Here is a thousand 
dollars in gold dust to start with. We are eager to get back to 
our claims, but if you will take this and go through the camp, 
we think sufficient funds will be forthcoming." 

And they were. 
In two days' time the poke was full; six thousand dollars in 

shining nuggets and finer dust. 
On the sixth day after my arrival I was again at sea, making 

a dash for civilization. Long afterward I learned that many 
were the wagers made in that camp that they would never see 
me nor the bag of gold again. The skeptics lost their bets. 

In fifteen days I reached Seattle. I placed the necessary orders 
at once, and the very next day our building materials and fur
nishings began to arrive at the wharf. These were loaded upon 
the last steamer that would attempt the northern trip that year. 
Within ten days I was again at sea, this time with Mrs. Wirt 
and a staff of helpers. 

In due time our ship anchored off shore a half mile from our 
new mission field .. Through the kindness of the shipping com
pany we were given a corner of a warehouse to bed down in. 
Curtains made from a ship's sail gave us some privacy. That was 
our home for several months. 

The day after our arrival all was hurry and bustle with prep
arations for the discharge of the cargo. Ice was already forming 
along the shore. Every hour was precious; everyone worked with 
a will. A large lighter was obtained, sent out and lashed to the 
side of the steamer which was anchored some distance from 
shore, and the work of discharging our lumber and stores began. 
By nightfall the greater part had been safely trans£ erred from 
steamer to lighter. In the absence of tugs or launches, a hawser 
had been stretched the half mile from ship to shore. By passing 
the great rope through stanchions on the lighter, it was a simple 
but laborious task for twenty or thirty men to drag the clumsy 
barge through the water by heaving on the rope. I had been 
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working with these men all day and was impatient to cast off at 
once, but the captain advised waiting until morning. Reluctantly 
I returned to tl1e shore and to our warehouse corner for the 

• 1 n1gJ.1t. 

Tow ARD MORNING I was awakened bx a watchman shouting 
from the door: ''Will you come to the shore, sir? They are sig
naling from the steamer but I cannot make out what's wanted." 

Hastening to the beach, I found a gale blowing and the surf 
rolling in heavily. Low, scudding clouds obscured the stars. 
Darkness was relieved only by the faint glow of ships' lights 
shining out from the tumble of waters. One by one these lights 
disappeared, as anchors were weighed and ships headed for the 
open sea, away from the da11ger of a lee shore. All save one. A 
light could still be seen in the direction of our steamer, and 
from there the signals continued. 

''Can yot1 make out what they say, sir?'' asked the watchman. 
'~Yes," I replied. ''I think they want us to release the lighter. 

Is the hawser still attached to the kedge anchor?'' 
We hurried to the spot and found the great rope taut as a 

fiddle string. 
''Bring an axe quickly and cut the rope," I said. ·'They, too, 

want to run for safety and may try to save the lighter by towing 
. ,, 
it out to sea. 

A few strokes of tl1e axe and the rope parted with a bang. 
The signaling ceased, and soon the last light disappeared. We 
patroled the beach until daybreak. 

As gray dawn broke over the angry sea, we began to discern 
objects riding inshore on the rolling breakers. With a boat-hook 
we pulled in a bundle and found it to contain mattresses. I rec
ognized it as a part of our hospital supplies. A box of books 
came next. These had been given for our reading room. Then 
came building timbers, bundles of shingles, boxes and bales. 
As the light increased every wave seemed to be bearing in its 
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white arms some article that had been given or purchased with 
care and brought thousands of miles for the comfort of those 
who were to spend their first winter "farthest north." 

The storm increased in violence, lashing the waves into fury 
and carrying the foam far inland. Half the men in camp were 
standing in groups along the shore. Hearing a shout, I turned 
and saw through the smother one of the ship's boats in which 
six men were battling for their lives. A mountainous wave gath
ered in strength beneath them, then rushed forward with a roar. 
A wave curled and broke, the boat fell heavily to the sand, and, 
in another moment, would have been swept back by the under
tow, but a score of willing hands held it. The next wave lifted 
the boat farther up the beach and it was carried to safety. 

After the exhausted occupants had recovered their breath, we 
were told the tragic story. 

''When the storm struck us," they said, ''we tried to save what 
we could, but the heavy seas repeatedly crushed the wooden 
barge against the iron sides of the steamer. A plank gave way, 
the water rushed in·, and she filled and sank before our eyes. 
Everything is lost. The captain said to tell you what had hap
pened and to assure you that he had done his best to save your 
outfit.'' 

Here, then, was another in the long list of Arctic tragedies. It 
seemed impossible to realize that all my efforts had failed. 

For days after the storm, wreckage continued to be washed 
ashore. As the ground was now frozen so that the miners could 
not work, there were many willing hands helping to salvage the 
.flotsam. Whatever could be used was rescued from the surf and 
carried tQ the hospital site. Although snow covered the ground, 
we were able to bring together much building material, far 
short of our needs, to be sure, but enough, we hoped, to build 
a shelter for the sick at least. A good many bundles of shingles 
were rescued, and with these we roofed and sided a two-story 
building, which, with many willing helpers, we were able to 

85 



erect almost immediately. Instead of the comfortable beds we 
had lost, moss from the tundra was gathered, dried, and laid 
upon rough bunks. The patients' own blankets had to serve as 
bedding. It was not long before our rough but comfortable hos
pital contained over one hundred patients mostly typhoid 
fever cases. Here Mrs. Wirt and I also took up our quarters to 
supervise the nursing which was performed by tender but un
skilled men from the camp. 

With a team of huskies and a stout basket-sled it was my 
frequent custom to take the trail along the beach, piled high on 
the one side with great cakes of ice and bordered on the other 
side with the long row of driftwood cabins half buried in snow. 
Here I found men studying, sewing, carving, playing cards, 
singing, dreaming. Some were laughing and skylarking; some 
were desperate with loneliness and homesickness; some were 
fighting, weeping, praying. 

Word was brought to me one day that a preacher was sick 
somewhere down the coast. I started out with our fine team of 
dogs and the basket-sled I called my Red Cross ambulance. The 
trail led in and out among the stranded ice cakes. Many miles 
from home, after running down various rumors, I found the 
sick man burning up with typhoid fever. It was Dr. S. Hall 
Young. Sick as he was, a bit of the old courage and hu~or 
greeted me as he said with a wistful grin, ''You beat me to it, 
you rascal, and I am glad of it. If we took Juneau from you, you 
have well earned the city of Nome. I will clear out by the first 
boat." Very nearly Dr. Young came to leaving, not by boat but 
by the wings of the morning. We wrapped him in furs, my dogs 
hurried him to the hospital. We had one private ward, and there 
Mrs. Wirt nursed him and fought for his life through many 
long, anxious weeks. He never forgot it nor her. After surviv
ing forty years of the roughest pioneering in Alaska, Dr. Young 
retired to enjoy the comforts of his eastern home. A few weeks 
later he met his death in a street-car accident. 
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Not long bef~re his death I received a letter from him, and 
in it were the following lines expressing his buoyant spirit: 

INTO THE SUNSET 

Let me die working, 
Still tackling plans unfinished, tasks undone! 
Clean to the end, swift may my race be run. 
No laggard steps, no faltering, no shirking; 

Let me die working! 

Let me die thinking, 
Let me fare forth still with an open mind, 
Fresh secrets to unfold, new truths to find, 
My soul undimmed, alert, no question blinking; 

Let me die thinking! 

Let me die laughing, 
No sighing o'er past sins; they are forgiven. 
Spilled on this earth are all the joys of heaven; , 
The wine of life, the cup of mirth still quaffing, 

Let me die laughing! 

Let me die giving 
The substance of life for life's enriching. 
Time, things and self to heaven converging, 
No selfish thought loving, redeeming, living, 

Let me die giving! 

• 

SoME DAY I hope to do ampler justice to the part Harriet played 
in the life of this camp that first winter. There, if you will, is a 
story worth the telling! If it is only hinted at here, the following 
incident, which occurred soon after we took up our residence 
in the hospital, will illustrate the place she filled, as it also 
served to prepare her for the kind of service with which her 
days were soon to be crowded . 

• 

87 



One night a well-known gambler came to the office and asked 
for Mrs. Wirt. When she came into the room he said: 

ccPlease will you come and help a woman in great distress? 
She has been living in my cabin but is not my wife." 

"Of course I will come," was the reply. 
Arriving at the driftwood hut, she found the interior in con

fusion; there had been a fight. The poor woman was lying on 
the floor in great pain. A broken rib had apparently perforated 
a lung. There was little she could do except make the sufferer 
as comfortable as possible and offer a prayer. She died in Har
riet's arms before morning. 

How many times before that long winter was over did anx
ious messengers come to our door with a like request! And 
always was there the same answer ''Of course I will come." 
Sickness, homesickness, penitence, undernourishment, quarrels, 
or just the longing to talk with a good woman. The needs of 
five thousand men and fifty women were many, and Mrs. Wirt 
seemed to minister to them all, sooner or later, in one way or 
another. 

ALTHOUGH WE CELEBRATED Christmas with an outward show 
of good spirits, many realized, as the winter deepened, that the 
situation was growing exceedingly grave. Sickness was increas
ing and the need for medicines, doctors, nurses, food and hos
pital supplies was urgent. 

When a committee was appointed to check the amount of 
food on hand, it was found imperative to enforce rules of rigid 
economy. To my little office in the hospital a number of leading 
spirits came. ''It is necessary," they said, ''that someone make 
the attempt to cross Alaska by dog team, reach an open port, 
find a ship and report our situation to the outside world. Help 
must be brought to us by the first boat through the ice in the 
spring, before disease and starvation wipe out the camp." 

None was found willing to leave his gold claims. I had the best 
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dog team and the opinion seemed to be that I was best fitted to 
make the journey. 

Leaving Harriet in charge of the hospital and the mission, on 
the ninth day of January, 1900, I cracked my whip over seven 
malamutes and started southward. There were no trails beyond 
the Yukon. The compass was of little use because we were too 
near the magnetic North; but the aurora borealis, wl1ich is 
always in the north, helped to give direction, and of course the 
north star. It was dark for most of the day at that time of year. 
Taking advantage of the little noonday twilight, I started 
across a frozen arm of Bering Sea. A little group kept me com
pany for a few miles and then turned back with cries of "good 
luck" and "God speed." That first night, camping on the ice of 
Norton Sound, I wrote the following lines in my journal: 

"God speed the quest, it 1vill not fail, 
We'll hold the fort, you hold the trail. 
Good-bye,'' she said, midst tears and smiles. 

''Mush on! You huskies! Burn the miles!'' 

The story of that journey is in the book Alaskan Adventures. 
After three months of travel by sled and snowshoes, sleeping 

on the snow in a fur bag every night, making an average of 
thirty miles a day for twelve hundred miles, I reached the fish
ing village of Katmai. The crossing of Shelikoff Strait to Ko-
diak, fifty miles of stormy water in a bidarka or Eskimo kayak, 
lay before me. 

While the natives were busy preparing the skin canoe which 
they had reluctantly sold to me, I was left to reduce my outfit 
to a minimum. Not over twenty pounds could be taken. First, 
my journal went into the waterproof bag, then a light fur robe, 
a loaf of baking powder bread the native women had brought 
me, and a bottle of water. These and a few personal effects 
were all that could be taken. My greatest regret was to leave 
my dogs, especially the faithful leader, Whiskers. We called 
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him Whiskers because he had sideburns like a Boston banker. 
I slept in my sleeping bag for the last time that night. The 

next morning the village was early astir. Going to the beach, I 
found every man, woman, child and dog gathered round the 
little bidarka. The two men I had hired as paddlers had already 
taken their places, fore and aft, leaving the center hole in the 
decking of tl1e canoe for me to squeeze into, sit on my bundle 
and pick up the remaining paddle. This was done while we were 
still on the beach. 

Then a strange thing happened. Had we undertaken the 
voyage just as we were, the little boat would not have lived an 
hour in the rough waters. Knowing this, the natives had pro
vided against disaster in a most ingenious way. Three women 
elbowed their way through the dusky throng, each bearing a 
kamahalinka, a garment made of the inner membrane of the 
seal, beautifully sewn into a garment not unlike a sweater, made 
of oiled silk. These they pulled down over our heads and bodies, 
tying the skirt to the decking. Thus we became a part of the 
boat itself as watertight as a diving-bell. 

When all was in readiness, twelve men picked us up, six on 
either side, and amidst the shouting of the children and barking 
-of the dogs, ran into the surf waist deep and launched us on 
our way. 

With a signal from the native who acted as stroke-oar, we 
dipped our paddles in unison, three strokes on the right, then 
three strokes on the left; before us, fifty miles of open sea ere 
we could reach the nearest point on Kodiak Island. 

Waves frequently washed across the canoe, completely sub
merging it, but so long as the · kamahalinkas held, the water 
could not get in. Our chief anxiety was to keep the boat from 
turning turtle. Thankfully I recognized that I was in the hands 
of· canoe-men of great skill and experience. When an unusually 
large wave would bear down upon us there Seemed to be perfect 
understanding between them. A twist of the wrist, a few flashes 
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of the paddles, and we would be headed directly into the comb
er, sometimes to rise with the wave and pass smoothly over it 
and then go skimming down its long back. Sometimes we could 
not rise quickly enough and would go straight into the whitecap 
which would come curling down upon us; but the wonderful 
kamahalinkas held, making the boat a submarine for a moment 
or two, and then we would shoot out into a green valley. With 
three strokes on the right and three on the left, we bent cease
lessly to our task through the long hours of that day and the 
night that followed. 

I suppose no one ever passes through a crisis without learning 
something. I have circled the world more than once, sailed the 
seven seas, lived on the five continents and looked death in the 
face times enough, but never before had I had him for constant 
companion for twenty consecutive hours. It would not have 
surprised me if at any moment during that time the little boat 
had gone to pieces, but I tried to keep my mind not upon these 
things but upon the far shore; a dim outline at first which grew 
in clearness as we paddled on. To keep our boat moving straight 
ahead, losing not a single stroke, that was the essential thing. 
And this was the lesson: ''not distance, but direction, spells suc
cess." To keep one's eye on the goal, with three strokes on the 
right and three on the left, that is life. 

After daylight faded we were guided by the stars. Toward 
morning we felt the grounding of the boat upon a sandy beach. 
I leaped from my cramped position, tore the kamahalinka from 
me and knelt upon terra firma with unspeakable gratitude. 

Reaching Kodiak Island, we chopped a hole in the ·ice of an 
interior lake and caught fish enough to carry us the six days 
which it took to paddle around the Island until we reached the 
town of Kodiak. 

On the seventh day we saw a white house on the hillside and 
a man beckoning to us from the shore who proved to be Charles 
F. Wight, in charge of the Alaska Commercial Company's out-
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post on Kodiak Island. For two weeks Mr. and Mrs. Wight ex
tended to me their most generous hospitality. At last I heard a 
steamer's whistle, and the next day took passage on the Portland 
bound for Seattle. 

As I leaned over the rail and watched the receding shores of 
Kodiak Island, with a glimpse beyond of the mainland, the 
Valley of a Thousand Smokes, and the trail over which I had 
come, my thoughts turned again to the dogs with whom I had 
parted on the beach at Katmai. Again I lived over the scene. We 
had set forth in the canoe and were bending to our paddles when 
I heard a splash and a whine. Looking down, there beside the 
boat was the head of my leader, and, as plainly as language can 
convey, he said to me, ''Why, master, you forgot me, didn't you? 
Take me into the boat." 

''No, Whiskers, I can't take you in. We are now overloaded. 
Your weight would endanger our hope of success, while your 
claws might pierce the bottom of the boat." 

I spoke to the natives and they turned back to the shore; 
Whiskers disappointedly swimming behind. I had to tie a raw
hide leash to his collar and, giving the end to one of my guides, 
I said, "Be good to this dog." He gave his promise. I hope he 
kept it. 

Once more in the canoe, we turned our faces toward Kodiak 
Island, turning back from time to time, I saw Whiskers had 
dragged the Eskimo to the edge of the water and was striving 
to break the leash that he might swim after us. For a long time 
I heard his half-human cry, calling me to come back. Just where 
the sounds from the shore ceased and the sounds which come 
over the waves of memory blend, I shall never be able to tell. 
But many times since that day I have heard my old leader calling 
me to come back. If I ever reach the happy hunting ground I 
shall find him there on the shore ready to lead his old master up 
the shining slope to the Celestial City. 

A month later I reached San Francisco. From there I hastened 

92 
-



to Washington. My first report was made to the Postmaster 
General. I traced for him, on the map that I had prepared, the 
route which I had followed from the Arctic Ocean to the open 
Pacific. Immediately came the question, .. If you, with one team 
of dogs, without map or trail, could make that journey in mid
winter, why cannot the Post Office Department deliver mail to 
those isolated camps all winter, using relays of dogs between 
well-established stations?'' This, I am glad to say, was done the 

• very next wmter. 
My next visit was to the Department of Education to report 

the needs of that northern land for schools. &hools not only for 
the idle miners during the long winters, but also for children, 
for I knew many miners had sent for their families. Here the 

• response was JUSt as prom pt. 
''Go back," said Dr. William T. Harris, United States Com

missioner of Education, ''and take with you such provision in the 
way of teachers and school equipment as will meet the present 
demand and your future needs, for you are to be the new Super-
intendent in Alaska." · 

Returning to the Pacific Coast, with the help of many gen
erous friends our relief boat was fitted out with everything need
ful, and again I sailed for the North. 

After battling with storms in the Pacific, pack ice and disap
pointing delays in Bering Sea, our steamer pushed through the 
shore ice that still filled Norton Sound, and dropped anchor 
abreast of the city of Nome. 

Seven months and nine days after Whiskers led the way out 
wider the stars, the relief ship was in the harbor our answer 
to all who had doubted. 
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SOUTH SEA TRADER AUSTRALIA LIFE UNDER THE SOUTHERN 
CROSS REDFERN REVIVAL HALLELUJAH I'M A BUM BRIS
BANE, QUEENSLAND INSTITUTE OF SOCIAL SERVICE OUR 

COMRADE IN ARMS FLORA AND FAUNA 

ALASKA fifty years ago was a land of hardship. Life was strenu
ous, living conditions primitive. Trying to do my small part 
toward taming our last frontier planting, building, exploring, 
charting, preaching; travel by canoe, snowshoes, dog-team
the last three months on a winter trail all this took its toll. 
I was down to one hundred and five pounds in weight. Rest, 
physical check-up and then hospitalization became necessary. 
The doctor's verdict was disappointing no more work for a 
time, rest in a warm climate the South Seas would be good. 
Not being satisfied with the diagnosis of this hospital doctor in 
Seattle, I consulted our old family physician in Oakland. He 
gave me even less comfort. 

''What you really must do," he said, ''if you would pull up 
hill again, is to do nothing at all for six months. I know you 
feel that six months of idleness would drive you crazy, but you 
had better take a sea voyage; find a tramp steamer a trading 
vessel that will take you to the tropics. After Alaska you need to 
get the Arctic out of your bones. pon't work; don't dress; don't 
write; don't build air-castles; take plenty of books, eat, sleep, 
live on deck; find a coil of rope and there invite your soul." 

That was strange medicine, but I liked it, and took it. As 
a government official travel by any government steamer was 
open to me. I sailed from San Francisco on the old transport 
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Sheridan, stopping at Honolulu, Manila, Tokyo, Hongkong, 
Bangkok and Singapore. 

I missed my boat at Honolulu but continued the voyage two 
weeks later by a sister ship-the transport Sherman. 

Again at Bangkok I tarried for a month. An account of the 
fortuitous adventures encountered in both Hawaii and Siam 
has been reserved for later chapters. 

Arriving at Singapore, .. the impregnable ( ?) British strong
hold," I was fortunate enough to find a trading steamer, the 
Kong-Beng, about to depart on her annual pilgrimage to the 
islands of Polynesia. This comfortable old tramp seemed hap
pily to fulfill my doctor's prescription. The captain was agree
able and I was soon stowed away in a spare cabin. 

With a miscellaneous cargo of merchandise we set sail for 
Borneo, Celebes, Java, Sumatra, New Guinea, many lesser 
islands, and Australia. Besides the Scotch captain, English offi
cers, and Chinese crew, there were only three passengers the 
supercargo, or trader, the treasurer of the little Borneo kingdom 
of Sarawak, and myself. During the following six months we 
cruised in leisurely fashion among the enchanted isles of the 
South Seas, bartering the ship's cargo for native products. A day 
would be sufficient to finish the vociferous trading in some is
land ports; in others it would take several days time enough 
to make interesting trips into the interior. There was picturesque 
Bali with its native art, music and dancing. There was a visit to 
Rajah Brooks, the white Emperor of North Borneo, who gave 
a state dinner to celebrate the return of his treasurer. There was 
Bird Island, where a blast from the steamer sent millions of 
birds, like a cloud, ·into the air. There was Port Darwin, where 
we visited the pearl fisheries and tried vainly to hold our breath 
as long as the divers were under water. At Thursday Island and 
Port Moresby we saw, in orderly Mission schools, hundreds of 
attractive and well dressed boys and girls learning the ways of 
Christian civilization. These were the children of island natives 
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the tropical marine world. The Kong-Beng peacefully followed 
who, a short generation ago, were in the habit of killing and 
roasting their visitors. 

Finally we entered the protective waters of the Great Barrier 
Reef, where today glass-bottomed boats reveal the wonders of 
the route of Charles Darwin's famous ship, the Beagle, south
ward, visiting the cities of Cairns, Tov.ynsville, Brisbane, and 
finally Sydney where, with health restored, and in good spirits, 
I left the old tramp steamer and the lazy, carefree life I had 
enjoyed through months of delightful wandering. 

I had intended to continue the voyage to Melbourne but at 
Sydney the whole pattern of my life, for better or worse, was 
strangely altered. The Kong-Beng was to be in port a week. 
This gave opportunity to see something of the city, call on the 
United States Consul General, and look up ministerial brethren. 
My first call was upon the Reverend E. Tremaine Dunstan, min
ister of Pitt Street Church. This is the old mother church of 
Congregationalism that goes back almost to penal-colony days. 
I shall never forget the warmhearted welcome Mr. Dunstan 
gave to the unknown wanderer who appeared one day at his 
study door without credentials or letters of introduction. Within 
half an hour he had upset all my plans, exchanged my flag and 
anchored my feet in the antipodes. 

In the city of Newcastle, an industrial center of two hundred 
thousand people, a few miles north of Sydney, there was at the 
time a pastorless Congregational church. The arrangements for 
the pulpit supply were in the hands of Mr. Dunstan. Over the 
luncheon table that noon he suggested that I visit Newcastl..-c -
take the church services on the following Sunday, and thus see 
a bit of interesting country. One could hardly refuse so gracious 
and attractive an invitation. There was time enough before my 
ship sailed, and I willingly consented to preach in the New
castle church a day or two later. A telegram to this effect was 
sent. I was not sure that my American accent would be accept-
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able but when, on Sunday morning, I found every seat in the 
church taken, I realized that curiosity knew no national bound
aries. The Newcastle friends were very kind and I was an 
invited guest in a number of homes. Returning to Sydney a day 
or two later, I called upon my new friend, Mr. Dunstan, to 
thank him for a very pleasant week-end. He picked up a tele
gram lying on his desk and said, "The Newcastle people want 
you to give them another Sunday." 

''But what about my boat?'' I said. 
''Take your trunk from the steamer and when you are ready 

to proceed to Melbourne, take the train and enjoy an overland 
. '' Journey. 

Thus a kindly providence directs our feet over the rim of the 
horizon to destinies unsought and unexpected. 

I returned to the church at Newcastle for one more Sunday. 
At the close of the evening service a church meeting was called 
and these good friends astonished me by extending an invitation 
to me to become their permanent minister. 

"But that is impossible!" I could only say. 
While surprised and deeply touched by this gracious expres

sion, I needed only to point out that a wife and two children 
were ten thousand miles away and however attractive a pastorate 
in Australia might be, for me it must be ''home for tl1e sailor, 
home from the sea." Then a strange thing happened. The treas
urer of the church handed me a bank draft for one hundred 
guineas (about five hundred dollars) and said, .. Cable that to 
your wife and tell her to come. We need you here. Are not 
Australian souls worth as much as American souls?'' 

I could find no answer to that. I knew I could love these 
people. They trusted me. I could be happy ministering in this 
attractive sanctuary. There was also a pleasant manse so, an
other adventure. I sent the cablegram. Two months later I met 
Mrs. Wirt' s steamer at the Sydney docks and welcomed her and 
the children to hospitable Australia. 
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AT THE TIME of our residence, Australia prided herself upon 
being abreast of the world in many things. To one familiar with 
the ways of life in another land, however, there seemed to be 
gaps and omissions here and there in her social and cultural 
development. For example, we could find no kindergarten for 
our five-year-old son. Indeed, we could discover no system of 
extra-mural education. I wrote of this lack to my good friend 
Sara B. Cooper, the inspiring leader of the kindergarten move
ment in California. She immediately responded with books, play 
material, equipment, and encouraging letters urging the plant
ing of kindergarten seed in this fruitful soil. Thu~ equipped, 
I called on Elsie Wood, a famous English actress· (Essie Jen
nings) who had recently married a man of wealth in Newcastle. 
Mrs. Wood had already taken kindly interest in one or two of 
my social experiments. At a meeting of the women of our 
church, and of other churches, called at Mrs. Wood's sugges
tion, and meeting in her spacious home, our proposal to open 
a free kindergarten in Newcastle was immediately approved. A 
kindergarten association was born with Mrs. Wood as President 
and the ''new broom from America," as I was called, as Execu
tive Vice-President. A little later the first kindergarten to be 
planted in Australia was opened at Newcastle by Sir Harry 
Rawson, Governor of New South Wales, on November 2, 1902. 
The movement soon spread to other States of the Common
wealth, to New Zealand and Tasmania and later became part 
of the Public School System throughout the South Pacific. 

NEWCASTLE was a friendly city, and Brown Street Church was 
most responsive. When plans for the improvement of the sanc
tuary and the spacious grounds which surrounded it were sug
gested, the work was undertaken at once. 

The sloping lawn between the church and the manse was 
graded and an excellent tennis court provided for the young 
people. 
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The loss of an only son gave our neighbor, Captain Williams, 
recently retired from the sea, the wish to install a memorial pipe 
organ in the church. It was, and still is, one of the finest instru
ments in New South Wales. This was followed by the installa
tion of a three-panel gothic stained glass window of exceptional 
beauty, filling the chancel with soft radiance reflected from 
three scenes from the Saviour's life. 

During the years of the Newcastle ministry a revival of 
religion profoundly stirred the city of Sydney. After months of 
prayerful preparation, what was called a simultaneous mission 
opened in eight or ten selected divisions of the city on a given 
date and continued for six or eight weeks. 

One of the preaching centers was at Redfern, a downtown 
congested district, and I was asked to take charge of the meet
ings there. 

With a band of singers, an organ and a dozen boys hold
ing torches, we opened every night on a busy corner where I 
preached to an ever eager and respectful throng. Inviting the 
Congregational meetinghouse, always to find it crowded to the 
crowd to the church we would hurry back to the old Redfern 
doors. 

The Redfern meetings were only a part of one of the most 
gracious religious awakenings Australia has ever known. New 
life came to the churches. Thousands of converts sought Chris
tian fellowship. Beyond the city of Sydney the influence of the 
simultaneous mission was also felt. Other cities, towns and rural 
communities were swept with religious fervor. Over one hun
dred new members were added to the Redfern church by Rev. 
Fred Binns, the faithful pastor. . 

Our meetings at Red£ ern were followed by the usual number 
of backslidings, and yet in the years which have followed, and 
in other lands, eager hands have sought mine and smiling 
strangers have exclaimed "Don't you remember me, Dr. Wirt? 
I was converted at Redfern." 
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It was but a month ago that one who, as a boy, had held a 
torch for me, night after night, on the streets of Red£ ern, paid 
a visit to my Claremont home. 

''Louie," I shouted, as I drew this distinguished Doctor of 
Divinity into my study, ''Louie, where is your brother Jim?'' 

James and Louis Talbot were sons of a Sydney brewer, but 
the mother was a devoted member of the Redfern church. It 
was she who persuaded the boys to attend our meetings. Both 
of them gave their hearts to the Master and their lives to his 
service. Both came to America and studied for the ministry. Both 
were ordained into the Congregational fellowship. After a no
table ministry Jim died as he had lived, preaching the gospel of 
Christ. And Louis? Well, the Reverend Louis T. Talbot, D.D., 
is pastor of one of America's great churches the Church of the 
Open Door in Los Angeles. Undenominational; membership 
five thousand; maintains forty foreign missionaries; supports a 
great training school, institute and hotel in notable buildings in 
the heart of the city. 

LET ME FINISH the picture of the Redfern Mission with a word 
about the mighty rumpus in the rear of the church and what 
came of it. 

John McNeil, like many another Scot, turned religious when 
in his cups. McNeil was not his name, but we will use it for the 
record, and shorten it to Mack, which indeed was the usual salu
tation given this neighborhood drunkard. 

There was a time when Mack was known as the keenest dia
mond expert in Sydney. He was then the owner of a large, well 
stocked jewelry establishment commanding a prominent corner 
in the commercial center of the city. He had married well, had 
a beautiful home and a fine family of growing children. 

Like many another successful man, prosperity led to social 
. drinking. John did nothing in moderation. His popularity led 
him to excesses, and he began to go down hill. Eventually he 
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lost his business, his home, his wife and his children. He became 
an outcast, wandering from pub to pub, begging his food, his 
drinks and a corner to lie in. 

I saw him first standing in the crowd on the street at one of 
our outdoor meetings, the light from our torches reflected on 
his unhappy face. 

He followed us to the church and a little later created a dis
turbance by insisting on singing a solo. The ushers put him out. 
He was back again the next night and the rumpus continued for 
a week. Then Harriet, who was helping in the chair, whispered 
to me, ''It's a shame to put anyone out of God's house." She 
hurried down the aisle and told the ushers to let her try to quiet 
the gentleman. 

''Gentleman, did you say? Did you call me a gentleman?'' 
''Certainly, and now I want a cup of coffee, and I expect you 

want one. What do you say if we step out before the sermon 
begins?'' 

The tipsy "gentleman" (and he had once been one) followed 
her while the congregation wondered. She led him to the par
sonage next door. There I found them later, much later; the 
coffee pot was empty and there was evidence that Mack had 
eaten a hearty meal. They were still sitting at the table where 
Harriet had somehow managed to win from her unkempt guest 
the story of his broken life. 

When he arose to go we took him back into the church that 
was still dimly lighted. John needed no urging, he knew the 
way back, there had been a Christian home in far away Scot
land. There at the altar we knelt; Harriet prayed; then lips that 
had long since forgotten to pray cried out ''God be merciful to 

. '' me a smner. 
There were doubters enough. ''Mack can never leave it 

alone," many said. It was a hard fight. We found a room for 
him near by. Harriet kept an eye on him. He came to the meet
ings sober, quiet, and, toward the end, was helpful to others. 

101 

• 



In the Queen Victoria Markets there were many stalls. One of 
these I rented, secured a few watch-makers' tools for him, and 
a slender stock of goods. There we installed him, before return
ing to Newcastle; in fear? yes, but in hope and faith too. 

Mack was overjoyed to be back at his old trade of watch 
repairing. He knew he had a hard fight ahead but the firm grip 
of his hand as we parted said more than his verbal promise. 

I wrote him weekly letters. A church committee of which I 
was a member met in Sydney every month. My first call would 
be upon our friend John McNeil. His greeting was always the 
same, ccThe Devil hasn't got me yet, Dominie." Little by little 
we increased his stock of goods. Jobbers were again trusting 
him. 

Four years later, on the day we sailed from Sydney for Eng
land, Harriet and I called to say good-bye. We thought the shop 
was full of customers. John ran to meet us shouting, ccoh, hap
py day, who do you suppose is here my wife and my children!" 

Twenty years later Harriet and I revisited Australia. As we 
left the steamer at the Sydney docks and walked up a broad 
street from Circular Quay to one of the busiest corners, Harriet 
gripped my arm and said, "Look." There over the door of a 
palatial jewelry store were the words "John McNeil and Sons." 

We hastened to enter. 'els John McNeil still alive?'' I said 
to a stalwart young man behind a showcase filled with dia
monds. ''Yes, indeed, father is very much alive." 

When he was called from his private office it was hard to 
recognize in this alert, clear eyed, well groomed man with his 
graying hair and distinguished manners, the rumpus maker of 
the Redfern days. 

Before leaving the prosperous establishment John McNeil . 
pinned a handsome pearl brooch at Harriet's throat. Turning 
to his sons he said, 'cBoys, but for this little lady," and he swept 
his hand around the richly laden shelves, ''all this would not 
have been yours, and I would not have been here." 
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AFTER THREE HAPPY and rewarding years at the Brown Street 
church, Newcastle, I received a call to the pastorate of City 
Church in the northern metropolis of Brisbane. As this was the 
leading Congregational Church in the state of Queensland, of
fering opportunity for a wider ministry in that capital city, the 
invitation was accepted. It was not easy, however, to leave the 
Newcastle friends who had taken me on faith and given me 
three of the happiest years of my life. There, our only daughter, 
Monica, was born and baptized by Dr. Francis E. Clark, whom 
we entertained in our home on one of his Christian Endeavor 
visits to Australia. 

We found Brisbane a roaring frontier city with all of a city's 
problems. City Church, then on Wharf Street, had a command
ing site on a hill overlooking the harbor. The home provided 
for us was in a residential section. Between the man-se and the 
church lay the industrial area of the city, where, in passing to 
and fro on my bicycle, I saw many sights that were disturbing. 
The streets I traversed daily took me through the factory dis
trict. Around every factory there were innumerable public 
houses, saloons, "pubs," as they were called. Drunkenness was 
open and rife. My pastoral duties took me into many sad and 
impoverished homes. These sordid streets, unhappy homes and 
broken lives all brought a new experience and called for a type 
of ministry with which I was not familiar, and for which I was 
ill prepared. What saddened me and pulled at my sympathies, 
and aroused a wish to do something about it, was the sight of 
the boys and girls in the streets. Poor kids, they had no other · 
place to play. Their homes, for many, were nightmares. The 
pubs would get them a little later. Now, after school or work 
they flocked into the dusty streets to play cricket or hopscotch. 
After dark they became prowling, predatory gangs. On Sunday 
my patient congregation must have wearied of the social gospel. 
I preached neighborhood cooperation, playgrounds, better hous
ing, parks, scouting, evening classes. My church was sympathetic 
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but here was another gap. They knew nothing about institu
tional work or slum clearance. Such things they said were tasks 
for the government or for the Salvation Army. 

DAILY IN MY PARISH WORK I passed a tobacco factory, a huge 
brick building which one could smell a long way off. A year or 
two after our arrival in Queensland a movement, long in gather
ing, looking toward the federation of all the states into the 
Australian Commonwealth, was consummated. Hitherto there 
had been tariff barriers between the colonies. These were now 
removed. Every state had had its local tobacco factory to avoid 
the interstate tariff. Later, under the Commonwealth, these were 
all consolidated and the machinery from the various state f ac
tories removed to Sydney. One day I found our Brisbane factory 
closed and empty. It gave me an idea. With the approval of my 
diaconate (as the ruling church body was called) I took a train 
for Sydney and called upon the directors of the company con
trolling the Brisbane tobacco factory. It was my hope that we 
might secure a lease of the building at a rental within our 
means. The directors received me courteously. I laid before them 
a carefully prepared plan for a social center. I pointed out that 
their employees in Brisbane had been thrown out of work and 
were now idle. The building stood in the center of the section 
of the city known as Poverty Valley. We would like to convert it 
into the Brisbane Institute of Social Service. Our first feature 
would be a creche, or day nursery, where the mothers working 
in nearby factories could leave their babies. After that a kinder
garten, boys club, girls club, reading room, gymnasium, swim
ming pool, evening classes, a roof-garden and a playground. 
This was the use to which we would devote the empty tobacco 
factory if we could secure it. 

I had been told that I would find these directors hard boiled. 
If the lease were granted at all, it was feared the rental would 
be beyond our limit. It was tl1eref ore strengthening to one's 
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faith to find these gentlemen immediately interested in our social 
experiment. They regretted the unemployment caused by the 
closing of their factory. They knew the reputation of Poverty 
Valley, and sincerely hoped we could give the boys and girls a 
better playground than the streets. It was unanimously voted 
by these directors that a lease on their building in Brisbane be 
given us, for the purpose outlined, for the sum of .. one pepper
corn per year." That was a new one on me. When a free lease 
is given in America the usual term is, ''in consideration of one 
dollar in hand." In Australia the old English legal phrase is still 
employed, .. in consideration of one peppercorn in hand." I did 
not know what a peppercorn was, but that was what the lease 
I carried back to Brisbane in my pocket called for. I am afraid 
the peppercorn has never been collected! 

It was a happy day when Lord Chelmsford, Governor of 
Queensland, opened our Institute of Social Service. The creche, 
the kindergarten, the gymnasium, the roof-garden were all in 
successful operation on the opening day. Also there was a room 
that brought a ''God Bless You." It was dedicated to the old 
men of the neighborhood; a place where retired sea captains 
and others could meet, smoke, play checkers and yarn to their 
hearts' content in easy chairs, too. A Cadet Corps, much like 
modern Scouts, drilled and performed under a naval officer. The 
Brisbane Woman's Club adopted the creche as their part in the 
social venture. Here the working girls would leave their babies 
in the morning. After a hard day's work in some nearby shoe or 
clothing factory, they would return to the institution to find their 
little ones bathed, fed and fitted out with new clothes and happy. 
That meant salvation to the child, and, for the mother it meant 
friendship, and guidance, which often meant salvation for her 
too. The institution was a success, so the daily papers said, and 
the good people of the city backed it up financially with fine 
generosity. Still the budget was large and that was my problem. 
My church was exceedingly kind in allowing me to give so much 
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time to the management and financing of the institution, yet the 
increasing expenses, as other departments were added, and a 
large personnel became necessary, kept me awake nights. Finally 
I went to the Prime Minister. He was a good friend and a mem
ber of our board. When he learned of our need, and of the load 
I was carrying, he made an astonishing proposal. He said, ccYou 
are saving lives and every life saved is an asset to the state. The 
institution has brought light and hope into Poverty Valley. The 
streets are no longer filled with gangs of wild boys and girls. 
The chief of police tells me it used to take ten policemen to keep 
order there, now it needs but two. He gives the credit to your 
institution. I shall propose a bill in our Legislative Assembly, 
granting, for the maintenance of the Brisbane Social Institute, an 
appropriation of pound for pound toward the money you raise 
from private donations. That is, if you secure a thousand pounds 
per year, the government will match it with another thousand 
pounds." When the bill presented by the Prime Minister became 
law, and the welfare of the institution was assured, my anxiety 
in that connection was over. The Institute was on a solid finan
cial foundation, its future was assured and my guidance no 
longer needed. 

For forty years the Brisbane Institute of Social Service has 
continued its helpful ministry a lighted window in Poverty 
Valley, and from the occasional reports I continue to receive 
from Brisbane the light still shines from its windows. 

THE WORD AUSTRALIA is from the French ccaustralis'' meaning 
south, and earlier from the Latin ('austral." Australia is bound
ed on the east by the Pacific Ocean, on the west by the Indian 
Ocean, on the south by the Antarctic Ocean and on the north 
by Torres Strait, Gulf of Carpentaria and Timor Sea. 

In area Australia is about the size of the United States, con
taining three million square miles. One third of this area lies 
north of Capricorn, bringing that portion into the tropics. Two 
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thirds lies south of it, where the climate of the Temperate Zone 
is enjoyed. When it is summer here, a mild winter, without snow, 
obtains there. 

New Zealand lies one thousand miles to the eastward; Tas
mania, some two hundred miles to the south; and New Guinea, 
the last retreat of cannibalism, guards the north two hundred 
miles away. 

Between Cape York, the northernmost peninsula, and New 
Guinea lies a very important small island called Thursday be
cause Captain Cook had a sense of humor and landed there on 
that day of the week. In a quaint little church on a hillside over
looking the village and harbor, I found a tablet dedicated to 
Madame Nordica, commemorating the life of the prima donna, 
and recording the story of the shipwreck in Torres Strait, which 
resulted in the death of the sweet singer. 

This narrow passage is a highway for much shipping, and 
was a center of war activity. 

From Cape York, running southward for a thousand miles to 
Brisbane, lies a curious coral formation called the Great Barrier 
Reef. Charles Darwin began his notable career as a naturalist 
assigned to H.M.S. Beagle, which, in the year 1835, made a 
scientific survey of the Great Barrier Reef. His book, recording 
the discoveries of that seven-year voyage, is still a standard work 
in natural history. The Reef, stretching along the coast from 
twenty to seventy miles from the Queensland shore, as partly 
submerged and partly appears as a string of small islands. 

Topographically Australia is a basin with the edges turned up. 
It is sometimes likened to an orange, the rind being the best part. 

All around Australia, for two hundred miles, more or less, 
inland, the land is usually good, the soil fertile and the rain£ all 
sufficient to insure abundant crops. Indeed the coastal area pre
sents a delightful country, very much like our West Coast region, 
with its climate and products shading from the sub-tropical to 
the temperate. 
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The interior of Australia resembles the state of Nevada. There 
is little rain£ all, and many of the rivers flow inland and disap
pear in salt marshes. 

The present population of Australia is about seven million, 
composed, for the most part, of people of English and Scottish 
stock. The "White Australia" policy has kept almost all for-
eigners out of what the early settlers believed to be an earthly 
paradise, divinely preserved for the Anglo Saxon race. 

More than half the population is to be found in the five capi
tal cities. Visiting these cities clockwise on the map, let us start 
with Brisbane in the far north, a city of four hundred thousand 
people. Six hundred miles south of Brisbane is Sydney, the capi
tal of New South Wales, with a population of one and one-half 
million souls. Five hundred miles south of Sydney is Melbourne, 
the capital of Victoria, with a million people in it. Four hundred 
miles south of Melbourne is Adelaide, the capital of South Aus
tralia, with three hundred thousand people. One thousand miles 
west of Adelaide is Perth, capital of West Australia, with two 
hundred fifty tl1ousand people. The Northern Territory lying 
between Queensland and West Australia is almost uninhabited 
and stretches north to Timor Sea, with Port Darwin, a great 
military camp, guarding the gates of the land. Canberra is the 
capital of the Commonwealth, lying half way between Sydney 
and Melbourne. If you want a picture of Canberra, think of the 
city of Washington and its beginnings one hundred years ago. 

Historically, Australia presents a fascinating study. The Chi
nese, as early as the twelfth century, seem to have had some 
knowledge of a great southern land. Marco Polo, who visited 
the Far East at the close of the thirteenth century, makes refer
ence to this southern continent. There is a map in existence 
dedicated to King Henry VIII of England, on which a shadowy 
land is shown, called Terra Australis. Thus there appears to have 
been some current knowledge of this land before it is mentioned 
in authentic history. 
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Early in the seventeenth century Philip III of Spain sent an 
expedition under Admiral de Torres in search of Terra Australis. 
A mutiny destroyed the expedition but de Torres sailed through 
the strait which now bears his name and probably sighted Cape 
York. 

The first Europeans to land on Australian soil were the Dutch 
in 1606. Their ships entered the Gulf of Carpentaria but upon 
landing they were driven off by the natives. In 1642 Jason T as
man reached a large island south of Australia. He called it Van 
Diemens Land in honor of the governor of the Dutch East Indies; 
later the name was changed to honor its discoverer and remains 
Tasmania today. 

The great voyage of Captain James Cook in 1769 was primar
ily undertaken to observe the transit of Venus but he was also 
commissioned to ascertain "whether the unexplored part of the 
southern hemisphere be only an immense mass of water or con
tained another continent." H.M.S. Endeavor was the name of 
Captain Cook's famous ship, and the expedition included a num
ber of scientists. The transit of Venus was successfully observed 
on the Isle of Tahiti. Captain Cook then turned southward and 
on October 6, 1769, sighted the coast of New Zealand and spent 
the winter there. That is, the winter to us, but the summer to 
him. On April 19, 1770, the Endeavor sailed westward and three 
weeks later sighted the eastern coast of Australia. On April 28 
Captain Cook entered Botany Bay. The first sight of the natives 
brought a shower of spears. These were thrown from ambush, 
each native using a throwing stick, a curious arrangement known 
to no other aborigines. A long throwing stick is held in one 
hand, an arrow or small spear, is then placed against a hole near 
its top. By whirling the body and bending the stick at the same 
time the spear is thrown with incredible swiftness and accuracy. 
Later Captain Cook became acquainted with the boomerang. 
The scientists of this expedition gathered many new plants, hence 
the name, Botany Bay. Planting the Union Jack, the expedition 
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took the land in the name of the King, then sailed northward 
along the coast for thirteen hundred miles within the Great 
Barrier Reef, giving the name New South Wales to the hinter
land. Captain Cook passed the entrance to Port Jackson without 
knowing that this was one of the finest harbors in the world, on 
which is now located the city of Sydney. Eighteen years later a 
penal colony was established at Botany Bay and later moved to 
Port Jackson. Those who have read the story by Nordhoff and 
Hall will remember the stirring scenes associated with the 
establishment of this penal colony which continued for fifty 
years. The restrictions were not very strict; prisoners were al
lowed much freedom; garden plots were cultivated. These 
gradually developed into farms, with the natural result that 
these banished prisoners, and their descendants, became what 
we may call the landed aristocracy. Shortly after we took up 
residence there in 1900 I was warned not to ref er to anyone's 
grand£ ather for many people then living traced their ancestry 
back to the penal colonists. 

Gold was discovered in Australia in 1851 by Edward Har
grave, a miner from California. A great stampede followed. 
Herbert Hoover later developed quartz mining, and, it is under
stood, won his fortune there. 

The first Federal Parliament, signalizing the union of all the 
colonies, took place on March 29, 1901. The Parliament was 
opened by the Prince of Wales. It was a gorgeous ceremony 
which I had the pleasure of witnessing. The first Parliament to 
be held at Canberra, the new Capital, convened there in 1927. 

If one is interested in the literature of Australia, may I sug
gest an acquaintance with Lindsay Gordon, the most eminent of 
Australian literary figures, author of three books: Sea Spray, 
Smoke Drift, and Bush Ballads. The most famous of all Austra
lian novels is entitled For the Terrrz of His Natural Life by 
Marcus Clarke. Henry Kingsley, brother of Charles Kingsley, 
author of Westward Ho, was a citizen of Australia and a famous 
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writer in his day; the most noted of his Australian books is en
titled Geo ff rey Hamlin, a novel of early colonial life. The Little 
Black Princess and We of the Never Never, by Mrs. Aeneas 
Gunn, are very popular native tales. 

The aborigines of Australia are called Black Fellows, al
though their skin is chocolate brown. They represent a retarded 
phase in the evolution of civilization. They are a happy-go-lucky, 
docile, unwarlike people, with little tribal affinity. In family 
groups they drift from river to billybong (water-hole) and from 
"bush" (the Australian word for for est) to salt marsh. Their 
clothing is a ccgee-string," their weapons, the boomerang and 
throw-stick. Even the use of the bow and arrow seems too compli
cated for their primitive intelligence. Their dwelling is a shelter 
of boughs. Attempts by the government to civilize and educate 
the natives have been disappointing. Attempts by the churches 
to establish missions among them have been even less successful. 

THE FLORA AND FAUNA of Australia are unusual and exceed
ingly interesting, especially to the northern visitor. There are 
said to be seventy species of eucalyptus trees, from the flowering 
garden variety to the mighty J arrah that rivals our redwoods. I 
have seen no landscape more beautiful than a Queensland hill
side planted by the hand of Nature with many varieties of flow
ering trees in bloom. One will be astonished at the scarlet blos
soms of the ponciana-regia, the purple blossoms of the jacaranda, 
and the golden blossoms of the grevillea following each other 
across the landscape like a rainbow. Around this picture in natu
ral color throw a frame of tropical trees, cocoanut, banana, 
bunya-bunya, cocos-plumosa, Norfolk Island palm and you have 
a tourist's picture of paradise. 

Picnics to the bush are very popular in search of the tree fern, 
the waratah, and the Queensland nut. The waratah is the na
tional flower. It grows on a stem about twenty inches tall, a 
single glorious scarlet blossom as large as a rose and the shape 
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of a scabiosa. The Queensland nut or Macadamia is named after 
the curator of the Queensland Botanical Garden, Dr. MacAdam. 
This nut is about the size of a large hickory nut but is round, 
with a shell so hard the meat is usually crushed in the cracking. 
It took a Yankee to invent a machine to crack the nut scientifi
cally, put the product on the market, and make a fortune for 
himself and many growers in Hawaii as well as in Queensland. 

If the trees and plants in Australia are curious to a visitor 
from over the Rim of the World, the native animal life is even 
more astonishing and gives added point to the classic story of 
the farmer who took his sons to their first circus. Visiting the 
menagerie, the dromedary with its two humps was too much for 
the old man. 'tHell, boys," he said, ''there ain't no such animal," 
and that is what we all are tempted to say when we go to the 
Land Down Under. 

The koala, or so-called native bear, is about as much like a 
bear as a kitten is like a tiger. If you think in terms of a fuzzy 
teddy bear, you have a koala. The marsupials will give you many 
a laugh. When you see a baby's head sticking out of the belly
pocket of a mother kangaroo or wallaby or kangaroo-rat, even a 
sober person will think he is seeing things. But for a fair journey 
into the land of delirium tremens, let me commend a near view 
of the platypus. Here we have three-in-one, fish, flesh and fowl. 
Whatever scientists may say to the contrary, I hold evolution got 
its wires crossed and produced a composite. Here is a funny little 
moth-eaten fur muff plus. To the muff let us add a beaver's 
tail, a duck's bill, web feet with claws, and you have a beast, 
bird or fish that lives equally well in water, on land, or in a tree. 
Furthermore, the female species lays eggs with a soft shell which 
hatch by themselves, and produce offspring which the mother 
curiously suckles, having no mammalial glands. When pursued 
or frightened the platypus will dive into the water, dig into the 
bank under the water, make a tunnel to the surf ace of the 
ground, and then climb a tree, hiding in the leaves and branches. 
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This much I can vouch for, for I have handled them; however, 
there are those who have told me that they have seen the plao/
pus stick its bill in the sand and whistle through its claws. This 
may be so, but I have always considered that a fish story, but 
then the platypus is a kind of fish, or what have you! 

Then there is the kooka-burra, or laughing jackass. This jolly 
bird is of the kingfisher family. The kooka-burra looks like a 
parrot, with dull coat, white breast, and head too large for its 
body. A pair of these clown birds lived in the trees that sur
rounded our home in the city of Brisbane. Every morning they 
awakened us at sunrise, from their favorite perch in a great 
mulberry tree. This comical pair would face each other until 
their bills nearly touched and then would begin to chuckle, 
bobbing their heads up and down. This chuckle would change 
as they got warmed up into fiendish laughter. The laughter 
would become infectious, for soon the whole household would 
join in the chorus until someone would shy a slipper at them. 
We had a Chinese cook. One day I asked him what he thought 
the laughing jackasses were saying. He replied, cclt is a religious 
service; these birds salute the sunrise and off er prayer and song 
of thanksgiving." The Chinese was probably right. Anyway, the 
kooka-burra is a most valuable bird; the government exacts a 
heavy penalty for killing one. They are most useful in destroy
ing venomous snakes. I have seen a laughing jackass dart out of 
the sky, chuckling as he fell, dropping like a plummet on a viper, 
seizing the snake back of the head and soaring into the air, the 
snake writhing beneath him. When over a rock the bird would 
release the snake. If this did not kill the viper, the bird would 
continue the process until the snake lay motionless. Then the 
fearless bird would fly to its mate, which was never far away, 
and both would laugh their heads off. 

Wes tern Australia holds much of interest for the visitor with 
its rich goldfields, immense farms, pearl fishing, and world-wide 
shipping. Perth, the capital, is the western terminus of the trans-
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continental railway. In no other state are the wild flowers found 
in such profusion. Many varieties, new to the northern naturalist, 
border the highways and cover the hills and wide sheep ranges. 
Only in the Mojave and Colorado deserts, after the spring rains, 
have I seen anything like the floral display in Western Australia. 

Another unusual sight there is the flocks of black swan found 
on the river that bears their name. For centuries Swan River has 
been the home and nesting place of these beautiful wild fowl. 
They were nearly exterminated by the early settlers and later 
sportsmen, but now they are protected by law and have become 
numerous and tame. The Swan River, with its foreshores, has 
been reserved as a state park between Fremantle and Perth. 
Here, in their native home, hundreds of once wild, but now 
gentle, black swan present a charming study in grace and beauty. 
Here also great flocks of flamingoes, with their white coats, 
black wings and long pink legs, have found sanctuary. Caso
waries, iguanas, and platypi also escape to the shelter of this 
park, making it a sylvan museum of natural wonders. Here also 
the shy lyre bird, resembling the American pheasant, can be seen. 
Like the peacock, the male lyre bird is justly proud of his color
ful appendage, and well he may be, for when the gorgeous tail 
feathers are unfurled they resemble, in perfect contour, the 
graceful outline and strings of an ancient lyre. 

If thus the habitat of these singular birds and animals seems 
like Nature's wonderland or curiosity shop, the strangest, or 
perhaps one should say the most human, specimen of all is the 
bower-bird. Unlike the bird of paradise, which it somewhat re
sembles, the bower-bird's most characteristic activity is the 
building of playgrounds and decorative homes. They will clear 
a piece of ground until it is smooth and then adorn it with shells, 
bright pebbles, flowers, fruit, and other gaily colored objects. In 
this bower they will run about and dance like children on a 
school playground. One variety called the gardener bird builds 
a hut, three feet in diameter, of orchid-stems covered with moss, 

114 

-



at the foot of a small tree. When finished, the orchid stalks 
radiate from the center of a· snug cabin, with an opening at one 
side. Here on a bed of moss the mother bird hatches her brood, 
while the gallant father bird brings food, and daily replaces the 
flowers and berries about the entrance of the nest. The satin 
bower-bird builds a long avenue of twigs leading to the nest and 
decorates the entrance with shells and feathers. The bower is 
used as a playground by both the male and female, and later by 
the children. This bower, or playground, 11as nothing to do with 
the nest, which may be some distance away. 

If the Australian bush and streams delight us with new 
glimpses of Nature's marvels, we have yet to explore the sea. 
The Great Barrier Reef is in itself an aquarium of curious aquat
ic life. The beche-de-mer, a sea slug from twelve to twenty-four 
inches long, is a prize that brings a high price when dried and 
shipped to China, where it is considered a great delicacy. 

The dugong, also found on the Barrier, is a curious animal 
ten feet long that browses on marine growth under water. It 
is somewhat like an otter with head more like the hippopota
mus. Then there are the great turtles. On Morton Island, off the 
mouth of the Brisbane River, I have spent many happy days 
hunting and fishing. There the great sea turtles, with shells five 
feet across, will bask on the beach. My little boys thought it 
great sport to ride these clumsy steeds. They tried to race them 
but found the steering gear would not always work. 

While enjoying surf bathing with many others, a friend of 
mine was caught off guard by a shark. The man-eater seized the 
swimmer by the arm. Hearing his cries, I swam out to his assist
ance. There followed a struggle between the shark and myself 
for the life of my friend. Finally, the shark bit off the arm of the 
unfortunate man and I managed to drag him ashore. When I 
hear it said that sharks, if unmolested, will never attack a man 
(one can read such nonsense even in scientific works) I have my 
rebuttal. 
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THE FOURTH OF JULY DOWN UNDER LIQUIDATING THE CHURCH 

DEBT SEVERING GOLDEN TIES ESKIMO-MALAY ETHNOLOGY

COLOMBO TO BOMBAY MAROONED IN MID-PACIFIC LAND OF 

THE WHITE ELEPHANT A TRUE SNAKE STORY A TRUE FISH 

STORY FUNERAL PYRE 

SooN AFTER TAKING UP our residence in Australia I was invited 
by a labor organization to address a public meeting. The Chair
man may have been a good politician as most labor leaders are 
in that workingman's paradise but his speech had not lost the 
peculiar patois of the colonies. In his introduction he said: 
''Lydies and gentlemen of Austrylia: We have the honor to 
have with us this hevening a gentleman from hover the seas; let 
me present to you Dr. Hell Hell Wirt, who will now address 
you." Upon leaving the hall, Mrs. Wirt said to me, ''My dear, 
that was the warmest reception you have ever had." 

Our two boys, eight and twelve, attended the public schools. 
When the Fourth of July arrived, they requested money for the 
purchase of firecrackers. I thought that in a British country fire
crackers could not be obtained but the boys had evidently inter
viewed the Chinese laundryman. The firecrackers were pur
chased. Early on the morning of the Fourth, in true American 
fashion, the boys were up with the birds shooting off their fire
crackers in the garden, which was surrounded by a high wall. 
It was not long before the unusual noise attracted attention and 
the garden wall was surmounted by many small neighbor boys. 
I heard one call, ··Hi there, Wirtie, what are you doing?'' and 
my oldest son replied, .. We are celebrating the day we licked 
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you." That was all very well behind a high brick wall but the 
next day the boys were obliged to attend school. Late in the 

· afternoon I heard a riot in the street fronting our house. Hurry
ing to the gate, I saw our boys flying down the street with many 
British boys in hot pursuit. When they rushed through our gate 
I saw their clothes were torn, noses were bloody, eyes were black
ened, and there was evidence of a hard fought battle. When I 
exclaimed, ''Boys, what does all this mean?'' one replied with a 
crooked grin, ''This is the day the British licked us." 

THE PILGRIM FATHERS were grateful to the government and 
people of Holland for the hospitality they enjoyed in their exile 
of eleven years, but when their young people began to marry in
to the Dutch families it became apparent their national identity 
would soon be lost. Hence the Mayflower and Plymouth Rock. 

After seven years in Australia we had grown very fond of that 
lovely summer land and deeply attached to its people. However, 
Harriet had recently visited America and had entered our oldest 
son, Benton, as a student at Kimball Union Academy, Meriden, 
New Hampshire. When she returned to Brisbane she brought 
many urgings from friends and relatives to call it a day and cease 
our wanderings about the earth. 

With the Institute of Social Service on a firm footing, the man
agement in excellent hands and the future secure, there seemed to 
be only one other urgent reason why we could not honorably close 
our interesting interlude here on the rim of the world and return 
to our native heath. That road-block was the church debt. 

At the beginning of my ministry in Brisbane, City Church was 
encumbered with a mortgage on the property, covering various 
former loans, amounting in the aggregate to over eight thousand 
pounds about forty thousand dollars. I felt that I could not 
close my pastorate with this debt still unpaid. 

Just before our fourth church anniversary I suggested to Dr. 
E. W. Kerr Scott, our senior deacon and beloved physician, that 
he invite to his spacious home the officers and leading members 
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of the church for a conference. This he did. After Mrs. Scott had 
put everybody in a happy frame of mind with one of her famous 
social hours, I presented a mysterious diagram with the church 
indebtedness marked off in squares of graduated values. 

This method of high finance was new to our friends gathered 
there, and somewhat startling, but when our noble host led off 
by writing his name in the square representing the largest gift, 
the other guests, all of whom were devoted members of the 
church, entered into the contest with enthusiasm and a joyous 

• • sp1r1t. 
Before the evening was over the entire sum had been under

written and the church indebtedness wiped out. 

DEMOCRACY IS AS FIERCEL y CHAMPIONED in Australasia as any
where in the world. And wisely enough, this colonial right to 
self government is fully conceded by the Crown. At the same 
time there is something beautiful and touching in the universal 
affection shown for the mother country by Britishers living on 
the periphery of the Empire even those who have never seen 
that green and pleasant land. 

If one born in Australia is about to take ship for England, and 
he should be asked, CCWhither bound?'' the usual and quite 
natural reply would be: eel am going home." 

We could understand that feeling when, having resigned 
from the church, and other offices, we could say to those who 
were kind enough to express regrets, c'W e fain would tarry in 
this pleasant land where we have spent seven happy years but, 
we are going home!'' 

The farewell reception touched us deeply. The crowded 
church was banked with flowers. Representatives were present 
from the Government, Queensland University (of which I was 
one of the founding fathers), Royal Geographical Society 
(which had honored me with a Fellowship), City officials, 
Church Federation and the Queensland Congregational Union 
(of which I was President at the time) . 
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The women of the church presented Harriet with .Bowers ac
companied by a beautifully bound book containing one hundred 
personal letters. The leather cover, tooled in gold, bore the 
legend: 

LETTERS 

to 

HARRIET BENTON WIRT 

from 

100 Brisbane Lovers 

The men of the church presented me with a leather bag con
taining three hundred and fifteen golden sovereigns. Why the 
extra fifteen pounds? one may ask. A wedding fee, largess, or 
gift, is always made in guineas, a complimentary custom, for a 
pound sterling represents twenty shillings, while a guinea repre
sents twenty-one shillings, and the coin (no longer minted) was 
composed of Guinea gold or red gold. 

It was just one of those gracious gestures that mean so much, 
when the men of the church made the gift to their departing 
minister in guineas. In American exchange this represented at 
the time something over fifteen hundred dollars. 

To crown it all the Lord Mayor presented a gift from the 
citizens of Brisbane. This was in the form of a beautiful work 
of art. An enscrolled address etched on two large sheets, between 
heavy boards bound in leather and tooled in gold. Surrounding 
the address, in water color sketches, entwined Queensland fruits 
and flowers, the Church, the Institute, Houses of Parliament and 
a view of the city taken from the steps of my high-church-on-the
hill. 

Then followed pages of· signatures personal autographs 
headed by those of the Governor, Premier, Members of Parlia
ment, Lord Mayor and Council and so on through the long list 
of civic notables. It was all so overwhelming, the six weeks voy-
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age to England was not long enough to enable us to reach the 
depths of our wonder, humility and thankfulness. 

SAILING FROM PERTH (Fremantle), Australia's western port, on 
the S.S. Nalderia early in November, 1907, our first landfall, 
fifteen days later, was the island of Ceylon. 

Landing at Colombo, the capital and chief city, passengers 
were given shore leave for two days, that large shipments of 
rubber, tea and cinnamon (the island's chief products) might 
be added to the ship's cargo. 

One afternoon we took jinrikshaws to visit a famous tea gar
den and restaurant a few miles down th~ coast. While dining 
on a veranda overlooking the sea a flock of little boats came into 
the harbor; curious boats, each with an out-rigger. The friendly 
Eurasian proprietor drew up a chair and asked if we knew any
thing about this native type of sailing vessel, known as cata
marans. He went on to say that these were fisher boats and very 
seaworthy. The natives often sailed, in pursuit of their catch, 
beyond the sight of land. Sometimes, he said, they do not all 
return but are caught in the typhoons that sweep over that coast, 
and are carried no man knows whither. 

It was this incident that gave food for reflection when some
time later I was asked to present some possible theories relative 
to the origin of the Alaskan Eskimo. 

Anthropologists have other highways, I know, by which they 
explain the coming of our northern aborigines. However, may 
not a former ccsourdough'' offer a theory in terms of his own 
trail ways, even if his speculation be wide of the mark? 

These Malay fishermen, when blown out to sea, may have 
been caught in the trade winds and ocean currents and swept 
northward until the Alaskan coast was reached. It is not at all 
impossible that such far-flung natives of Ceylon, in their stout 
catamarans, became the first inhabitants of Alaska. Long after, 
to give rein to one's imagination, it may be quite possible that 
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a company of Chinese pursued by their ancestral enemies the 
Tartars, were driven northward by sea or by land until they 
crossed the Bering Strait, which is only fifty-six miles wide be
tween East Cape in Siberia and Cape Prince of Wales in Alaska. 
Thus the second ethnic group may have made its way to this 
new land. Sooner or later this second group could have mingled 
with the first group, thus forming a unit of the Malay and Chi
nese wanderers. This united group would naturally drift east
ward, hunting and fishing until they came in contact with the 
North American Indian. Probably they fought at first, but even
tually intermarried, and thus we conceive the possibility of the 
origin of the composite group that now we call Eskimo. Giving 
color to this hypothesis, I discovered, during the years that I 
mingled with the natives in Alaska, that the small hands and 
feet and brown skins of the Eskimo might be traceable to Malay 
ancestors; their almond eyes and the high cheek-bones might be 
Mongolian in origin; while they seemed to reflect the Roman 
nose and straight black hair and other characteristics of the 
North American Indian. There are also other evidences pointing 
to this three£ old background. The language, habits, building 
types and many traits of character show possible hints of Malay, 
Chinese and Indian origin. 

Returning to Ceylon, and Colombo, we visited the commercial 
houses and were instructed in the art of tea packing, witnessed 
cocoanuts undergoing the process of desiccation; saw ccgenuine 
olive oil" being extracted from dried copra; hats plaited from 
fiber and branded "Panama," and rubber passing from milky 
sap to golf balls and auto tires. All very interesting until our 
parlor bolshevist called attention to a little mite, a six-year-old 
girl, to whom the benevolent corporation was paying four pence 
per day for chopping copra for ten hours. 

We dined with an old Scotch tea planter who had braved this 
climate for forty-eight years. When asked how he did it he 
replied, ccWell, you see I have always been an early riser, up at 
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five, out on the plantation in the fresh morning air, and then a 
good breakfast at eleven o'clock.'' ''What! Do you eat no break
fast until eleven?'' ''Never," replied the old Scotchman. ''But 

do you eat nothing until what you call breakfast?'' ''Oh, well, as 
far as that goes, of course I take my morning tea when I first 
get up." ''Morning tea, and what goes with that?'' ''Nothing to 
speak of, porridge, of course, with bacon and eggs to follow and 
a plate of buttered toast. And I usually top off with what is left 
of the sago pudding from last night's dinner," he said reminis
cently. ''But I never have breakfast until eleven o'clock." 

THE NALDERA was a comfortable ship and we had had fine 
weather all the way from Fremantle. Dame Nelly Melba was a 
fell ow passenger and occasionally sang for us. The night we left 
Colombo the passengers were comparing bargains and bragging 
about getting the best of the rascally Tamai shopkeepers. By 
daylight, however, most bargains appeared to be imitation and 
of little value. The smart ones laughed at each other for being 
stung. At one port of call we took on His Royal Highness, the 
Maharajah of Dhampur, and his harem. The latter consisted of 
seven wives and thirty servants. One end of the upper deck was 
screened off for them. Their peculiar food was prepared by one 
of the faithful, and there the little ladies played dominoes in 
modest seclusion when they were not shyly peeping through tl1e 
curtain at the abbreviated costumes of the European ladies. 

Old paths have their pleasant associations, but ever I love to 
take a new road. Twice I had passed by India. This time fortune 
favored. A week in Bombay, only a little window into India's 
house of mystery. Still Bombay is the chief city of the East and 
after London the largest city in the British Empire. 

It was unspeakably hot when the Naldera reached Bombay 
and docked beside a stone "go-down" (warehouse) which shut 
off any breeze there might be. Plague v1as prevalent in Bombay, 
there£ ore the medical examination was thorough. Then the 
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tropical sun smote us and we hurried away to purchase tou
pees white, green-lined pith helmets. 

In visiting the bazaars one tries to get up spunk enough to go 
through the usual high ceremonial of bargain baiting, a long 
and heated process which, if persisted in, will yield one hundred 
per cent. But the inertia made it seem hardly worth while. The 
shops were interesting but dust blew in our faces from the un
sanitary streets; unwashed people shuffled along in unwashed 
sheets and sarongs. And then out of nowhere, can you imagine 
a clean, dainty, smiling, little beggar woman? There she was 
standing before us as if we had rubbed Aladdin's lamp and she 
had fallen out of the Thousand and One Nights, or as if she 
had risen up out of the ground like whatever the feminine of 
genie is. Of beggars we had seen enough, in all tints and drap
ings, but never one that didn't make capital out of rags and mis
fortune. Here was something new. Chic, demure, gracefully 
draped in a single piece of blue silk from the even part of her 
smooth black hair to the tinkling, silver amulets about her bare 
legs. Then she cocked her little head like a bluebird, rubbed her 
stomach, held out a beringed hand and murmured ''Ana, ana," 
which needed no interpretation. I caught a line on a shop win
dow, a sign bearing the words ''British and Foreign Bible So
ciety." The sign seemed an invitation to the cool interior and 
waiting chair; welcome as a rock in a weary land. The secretary 
made his appearance and thenceforth became our friend and 
guide throughout the city. From him we learned that often in 
India things are not what they seem. The rich, conscious of bank 
deposits and safety vaults, may go in filthy rags, as they often 
do, while the poor must needs wear their trinkets or have them 
stolen. He assured me that this winsome little beggar woman 
with rings on her toes was not a vamp and that doubtless she 
was hungry. Then were we glad a ''beggar in purple'' had crossed 
our path and had gone away, smiling. 

The explanation is this: this little woman was of the lowest 
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caste, an untouchable or pariah. The entire wealth of her family 
was on her fingers and toes. Some of it may have been passed 
down for many years. Knowing that she was an untouchable 
her gold was safe. It was the family fortune. She would rather 
die than spend any of her gold for bread. She was hungry and 
we fed her. Thereafter we saw many coolie women carrying 
great baskets on their heads. Some had nostrils pierced with 
filigree silver buttons. These were their wedding rings. Many 
had the tops of their ears pierced with hoops of gold or silver 
on which were strung bits of jewelry which they had starved 
themselves to possess. Bare ankles were frequently encircled 
with broad silver bracelets, yet with all their brave show they 
were the coolie class, the untouchables, and most of them were 
hungry. 

Another day we took a carriage for a leisurely drive. After 
passing a congested corner we decided that Bombay traffic 
policemen had much to learn from the Bobbies of London, and 
the autocratic policemen of Fifth A venue. While jogging along 
in the middle of the street behind a horse fairly asleep on his 
feet, we arrived at a busy intersection. In the center of the traffic 
stood a little brown officer in a big white helmet whirling a big 
stick and shouting in a big voice. As we bore down on him he 
turned, and seeing us, yelled "Keep to the left." Flicking a fly 
from Dobbin's back and holding him steadily to the middle of 
the road our driver chirped, "Nothing doing, get out of the way 
yourself." Arms, legs and helmet made wheels in the air, but 
our chariot jogged along, occupants and bystanders on the broad 
grin. Would the excited officer put his hands on the face of our 
horse and push him back? Would he take him by the bit and 
lead him around the official post? Would he hail the stupid 
driver from his seat, beat him up and call the patrol wagon? 
He would not, not any of these things, for he was a man of 
peace. As the old horse, evidently knowing his business, ambled 
on, the dignity of the law crumpled. Stepping lightly, even 
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gracefully, to one side, he removed his helmet, bowed low to 
Harriet and stood smiling as the old barouche drove on in the 
middle of the street. 

The ancient order changes but slowly in the East. To see two 
women grinding at the mill; to hear the cry of the water-boy 
with his plump goatskin slung across his shoulders like a trussed 
pig; to watch the unmuzzled ox treading out the corn; to bargain 
with money-changers by the roadside; to pass the squatting 
scribes sharpening their reed pens or writing letters for anxious 
clients; to follow the plow that renews the ancient landmarks, 
washed low by recent rains; to hear the sounding brass of the 
seller of licorice water and the tinkling cymbal of the dancing 
girl these and other half-forgotten memories crowding in from 
the pages of the Bible read long ago, or from schoolroom les
sons in ancient history, are like calling up memories from a far 
away childhood. 

I have often wondered what the famous hanging gardens of 
Babylon were like; and how the Babylonians suspended them. 
Perhaps one can still find a reflection of their ancient form and 
beauty in Bombay. After one has seen the sun sink into the blue 
water of the Indian Ocean while watching from a bench in the 
hanging gardens of Bombay, and the lights have come out along 
the templed sweep of the Marina, it is not impossible to form a 
mental picture of those terraced gardens that once faced and 
crowned the overhanging cliffs of the upper Tigris River in 
Mesopotamia. Tropical gardens they were, filled with great 
flaming crotons and shaded by flowering jacaranda, trees as blue 
as the Syrian sky. There must have been swinging orchids there 
and trailing epiphites and royal palms reflecting their grace in 
deep shaded pools starred with lotus blossoms; and over all, the 
heavy, mysterious perfume of the waxlike temple flowers. A 
wonder world it was, but who wants to go back to Babylon? 
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IN THE PRECEDING CHAPTER the story of my first voyage into the 
South Seas has been related. In an effort to preserve something 
of continuity at the time certain adventures met with in Hawaii 
and Siam were omitted from the chronicle. 

To keep the record straight may I be permitted here to turn 
back and complete the picture even though it may seem to be a 
bit out of focus. 

P. T. Barnum's white elephant attained its distinction through 
the simple expedient of the whitewash brush. But not in Siam; 
there white elephants are a lordly breed. They are aristocrats, 
and by royal decree belong to the crown and cannot be owned 
privately in this strange little kingdom crowded between Indo
China and Burma. Here the national religion teaches, as one of 
its tenets, belief in tl1e transmigration of the soul. The evil doer, 
for his sins, is said to find himself, in the afterlife, destined to 
live the life of an animal or bird or insect, according to the 
degree of his punisl1ment. (Law of Karma.) In this other life 
cycle members of the royal family, who are punished, are said 
to find their souls appointed to the high rank of the white ele
phant. At the time of my visit, when his Royal Majesty Chula
longkorn was king, there were many elephants in the jungle, and 
among them an occasional albino or white elephant. Whoever 
was able to capture one of these, and deliver him to the royal 
stables in Bangkok, could expect a rich reward. He might even 
be made a prince of the realm and sit at the king's table. 

It did not take many tales of this sort from out the hermit 
kingdom to arouse in me a wish to include Siam in the prescribed 
health cruise to the South Seas. Leaving San Francisco in the old 
army transport Sheridan, bound for Manila, we dropped anchor, 
a week later, in the harbor of Honolulu. The passengers were 
eager to see something of the city but were warned to be on 
board by three o'clock in the afternoon. During my rambles 
about the mountain girt city, enjoying its gardens, .Bowering 
trees and soft breezes, in sharp contrast to the ice fields of 
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Alaska which I had recently crossed, I heard a church bell sum
moning the faithful to worship. This reminded me that it was 
Sunday morning. Following the call of the bell, I joined those 
who were entering a stately house of worship, which turned out 
to be Central Union Congregational Church. At the close of the 
service, supposing myself three thousand miles from any human 
being whom I had ever seen or known, I was startled to hear 
my name called, and have a gentleman take my arm and lead me 
to a waiting carriage. This stranger turned out to be Mr. Tenney 
Peck, an old schoolmate and boyhood chum, now president of 
the First National Bank of Honolulu. Of course I was delighted 
to meet him, and his wife, and be taken for a drive about the 
city, and finally to enjoy a delightful dinner in their home. When 
dinner was announced I reminded my host that my steamer was 
due to sail at three o'clock. He laughed and said, "Perhaps three 
o'clock tomorrow. Transports never leave on time. Don't worry, 
I will drive you to the boat in plenty of time." But this time 
leisurely Hawaii was mistaken and Uncle Sam was right to the 
minute. When we finally reached the government wharf my 
steamer was a mile at sea. One can imagine the situation and 
the state of my feelings. I knew my belongings were scattered 
about the stateroom, the trunk and suitcases open, and here I 
was, stranded in mid-ocean, without so much as a toothbrush. I 
saw nothing in the situation but tragedy and disaster. Never
theless, no experience in life ever taught me a more important 
lesson than this seeming shipwreck of my plans. That there 
could here be a blessing in disguise seemed at the time utter 
foolishness, and yet so it was. My friend took me back to his 
home where his family gave me royal entertainment during the 
following days. I was fitted out with every needful habiliment 
and treated as a member of the family. During that fortnight I 
was a guest in many other homes and had the good fortune to 
meet the outstanding leaders in the political, social and religious 
life of Hawaii. Saddle horses were placed at my disposal, and 
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with delightful companions I rode daily over the scenic trails of 
Oahu. The friendships that were formed during that waiting 
period ripened and deepened throughout the years that fol
lowed. Many times since then I have returned to those enchanted 
isles at the invitation of one or another of these accidental 
friends, to spend weeks and sometimes months as house guest 
in their lovely homes. When funds have been needed for my 
various benevolent enterprises a gracious and never failing flock 
of checks has ever winged its way from Hawaii to my desk. 

To find my ship at sea that memorable Sunday seemed, at the 
time, a tragedy beyond words, and yet, out of that seeming mis
£ ortune came an acquaintance with the islands and an intimate 
association with a wide circle of friends which has greatly en
riched my life. Since that day, whenever my will has been 
thwarted, or doors have closed in my face, I have needed, for 
right mental adjustment, only to repeat the words of the poet 
Whittier, ''I know not where His islands lift their fronded palms 
in air. I only know I cannot drift beyond His love and care." 

In due course the Pacific voyage was resumed. Upon reaching 
Manila I found the ship's doctor had looked after my scattered 
effects. My baggage was safe in storage, nothing was missing. 

AFTER VISITING POINTS OF INTEREST in the Philippine Islands, 
Japan, Korea, China and Malaya, I set my face toward Siam, 
hoping to reach the Laos country near the border of Cliina, 
where my sister Sadie and her husband, Dr. Samuel C. Peoples, 
were missionaries under the Presbyterian Board. 

From the Straits of Malacca my steamer crossed the South 
China Sea and entered the mouth of the Mienam River, which 
we found choked with sampans, junks, and rafts of teak logs. 

Through steaming jungles alive with screaming parrots and 
chattering monkeys our steamer pushed its way until the golden 
temples and storied pagodas of Bangkok, the capital of Siam, 
or Thailand as it is now called, were in sight. From ship to hotel 
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in a jinrikshaw, where the friendly English-speaking clerk re
minded me that it was Christmas Eve. 

The next morning I was awakened by the sound of many 
bells. In my dreams I seemed to have been at home with the 
church bells proclaiming the advent of Christmas Day. But upon 
opening my eyes a strange world was about me. The air was hot 
and moist. A breeze now and then drifted across my perspiring 
face. Looking up I saw a great fan hinged to the ceiling moving 
languidly backward and forward. Wondering what propelled it 
I followed an attached cord that led through a hole in the wall. 
Leaning from the open window I saw below a naked urchin 
sitting with his back to the wall holding the end of the cord. He 
was half asleep but by leaning forward the weight of his body 
pulled the cord sufficiently to move the fan, or "punka," over 
my bed. A whole row of little boys kept the hotel somewhat 
refreshed in this way. 

Here I was on Christmas morning in a strange city, thousands 
of miles from home, sitting in the lobby of a strange hotel with 
the strange temple bells piercing the quivering heat. 

Later in the day an open carriage, drawn by two handsome 
black horses, drew up at the hotel entrance. A footman opened 
the carriage door and a little man dressed in white linen, topped 
by a white toupee, bounced into the lobby. At the desk he 
scanned the hotel register for the names of late arrivals, and I 
heard him say, cc Has anyone come from America on this boat?'' 
''Yes," said the clerk, •ca man from California, he is sitting over 
there now reading his mail." The little man clicked his heels on 
the stone floor and said as he approached me, "Are you an 
American?'' ''Yes," I replied. •«Then you must come with me 
and have tiffin (which is their luncheon) at our home." When 
I asked for further particulars he said, .. Let my wife have the 
fun of telling you who we are and why I am shanghaiing you." 

The East is the land of mystery, so I gave up trying to be 
rational and accepted the magic carpet as part of the adventure. 
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In this case it was a Persian rug on the seat of an open carriage 
drawn by a pair of spirited Arabian horses. My companion 
pointed out the objects of interest as we passed through the 
city's crowded streets. Coming to a high stone wall he said, 
''Within is the Royal Palace where the King lives with his seven 
wives and three hundred concubines.'' When we reached a great 
archway I was surprised and somewhat bewildered to have a 
half dozen soldiers rush out, bow very low, and escort the car
riage through heavy iron gates that now opened. My companion 
grinned but made no explanation except to say that he lived 
over there beyond the King's palace. As we passed a golden 
temple I begged for explanation. Tl1e seven-storied temple was 
their Taj Mahal, the tomb of the King's favorite wife who had 
died several years before. The exterior had been completely 
veneered with small tile faced with gold leaf forming a golden, 
fairylike temple. It blazed under the tropical sun like a frozen 
funeral pyre. 

Now at last we clattered across a bridge spanning a canal and 
passed through another gate, opened by bowing servants, into a 
tropical garden in the midst of which a charming little palace 
welcomed us. A lady in white on the wide veranda waved to us. 
''There," said my companion, ''is my wife. Go up and she will 
tell you all about it." When I greeted this gracious lady she said, 
''I am Mrs. Hayes and the brigand who captured you is my hus
band, Dr. Hayes, the King's physician. We are Americans and 
despite our interesting work here we get very lonely for the 
companionship of other Americans. So every Christmas I send 
my husban·d to the hotel to invite any stray travelers from the 
United States to share our Christmas dinner.'' 

When a servant took me to the guest room I found my lug
gage had been brought from the hotel. Instead of spending my 
Christmas alone in a strange hotel, exiled in a foreign land as I 
had expected, I was privileged to enjoy a homelike celebration 
with my own fellow countrymen. In the end I not only spent 

130 

-



Christmas Day with these new friends, but at their insistence, 
remained as their enchanted guest for a month. 

That night when it came time to retire I was told that the bath 
would be found immediately beneath my room, reached by a 
private stairway. Also that a servant would call me in time for 
breakfast. About daylight the next morning I was awakened by 
someone, as I thought, tapping on the door and murmuring 
"Get up, get up, get up." Opening the door to inquire if break
fast could be served at such an early hour, I found no one there, 
so turned in again. No sooner asleep than the rapping was re
peated and a voice hissed as before ''Get up, get up." This 
performance was repeated until further sleep was out of the 
question, so I decided to investigate the bath, then dress and 
await developments. The bathroom was unusual, but so seemed 
everything else in that Liliputian land. Instead of the expected 
tub I found a large stone jar, or olla, with a rather narrow neck, 
filled with water. It required some gymnastics to get into the jar 
but after succeeding I found the water cool and refreshing. 

Hours later, when Mrs. Hayes came to announce breakfast, 
she found me on the veranda listening to the temple bells. ''You 
are an early riser," she said. ''Yes," I replied, ''your servant 
called me about daylight." ''What! I gave strict orders that you 
were not to be called." ''But someone tapped on my door," I 
assured her, ''and bade me get up, get up, get up." ''I am so 
sorry," she said, ''I forgot to tell you about the geckos. Have 
you not read in the Bible, in the book of Kings, I think it is, 
that the geckos live in king's palaces? It is a dear little lizard 
that loves to run up our walls, tapping his tail on the ceiling and 
crying 'Gecko, gecko, gecko,' in the early morning. When all is 
quiet it does sound like get up, get up, get up. Just shy the straw 
sandal you will find under the bed at the little fell ow and he will 
not bother you again." 

Then she added, c'How did you enjoy your bath?'' 'cFine," I 
said, ''when I got into it." ''Got into it! Mercy, have you 
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ruined a month's supply of water? Didn't you see a dipper?'' 
''Well, yes," I said, ''I guess there was a calabash or something 
there but I didn't know what it was for." ''It is for dipping," she 
explained, ''dipping out the water. You see, we are obliged to 
practice pouring instead of immersion in our bathing, because 
every drop of water we use has to be boiled as a protection 
against many tropical diseases that we have to fight here." How
ever, before break£ ast was over I was quite for given. 

I often accompanied Dr. Hayes in the days that followed on 
his round of professional calls, meeting in that way many 
strange and interesting adventures. One never tires of observing 
the ways of a royal household. On a designated day the Doctor, 
resplendent in full military uniform, would visit the officers' 
quarters of the diminutive royal army, and the ships of the tiny 
royal navy. The standing army made a brave show on parade 
and the navy proudly displayed one modern cruiser, three de
stroyers, and six patrol boats. 

ONE DAY upon returning home from some such official tour of 
inspection we found the house servants greatly excited. They 
reported that a boa-constrictor had made its way up the canal 
that passes near the Doctor's chicken yard, and sought to seize 
one of the geese that could usually be found enjoying the water 
of the nearby canal. As the snake approached, the geese retired 
to the picketed enclosure of the fowl yard. A servant, attracted 
by the commotion, had opened the gate and penned up the 
geese. But the snake was persistent. He followed his prey to the 
chicken yard, and wriggled through the pickets. Then began the 
process of slowly swallowing a fat goose. Having dined, not 
wisely but too well, as the sequel proved, the snake endeavored 
to beat a hasty retreat to the canal. If he were able to enter 
between the pickets surely in the same manner he ought to be 
able to escape. But the foolish snake had not counted on the 
goose he had swallowed. He managed to wriggle part way 
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through the fence but when that part of his distended anatomy 
occupied by the goose reached the pickets, the snake was not 
able to proceed, whereupon, he smote the ground mightily. 
When Dr. Hayes and I appeared the servants rushed to their 
master and cried "Hoh Hay" (Dr. Hayes) "if we kill the snake 
can we have the goose?'' Since the unfortunate goose was prob
ably a gone goose by this time the Doctor laughingly agreed to 
the servants' proposal, but on condition that the handsome skin 
be carefully preserved as a museum piece. The snake was dis
patched, the servants had a fine feast, and the skin later adorned 
the wall of the billiard room to attest the truth of the strange 
tale with which the good Doctor loved to regale his guests. In
deed the United States Ambassador, Honorable Hamilton King, 
did not believe the yarn until he had dined with us one evening, 
measured the snake skin for himself and then proceeded to beat 
us at billiards. 

THAT SAME EVENING the Ambassador invited us to accompany 
him on a proposed hunting trip to the upper provinces of the 
kingdom. He planned to spend a week in the jungle and we 
agreed to join his party. Having assembled our camping outfit, 
we left Bangkok a few days later. A steam launch borrowed 
from the United States Consulate was our conveyance. We were 
not fortunate enough to bag a tiger but we did find an abun
dance of other game and greatly enjoyed the novelty of the 
outing. A visit to the famous Lotus Ponds was in itself worth 
the journey. During our first day on the river, as we quietly 
stemmed the gentle current, we found the passing show full of 
interest. Many curious sailing junks, heavy laden with up-country 
produce, passed us. Rafts of teakwood logs lumbered by. Float
ing. patches of water-hyacinth in full bloom filled the air with 
perfume. Along the shore strange pagodas, weird Buddhist 
temples and quaint native villages crowded the banks. Passing a 
picturesque market our cook was asked if we should land and 
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purchase a supply of fish for breakfast. "No," said our Chinese 
cook, who was an artist in his line as he squatted on the after 
deck, surrounded by his charcoal pots and broilers. c 'We clatchum 
plenty flish by-n-by." I saw no fishing tackle but ceased wonder
ing at any gastronomic mystery since making the acquaintance 
of this same Chinaman's delectable curries at the Embassy. Later, 
when darkness had fall en and the 11eadlight had been turned on, 
the cook asked the engineer to put on full steam ahead. This 
was done, for evidently tl1e cook and tl1e engineer had some 
secret understanding. I was sitting well forward in the launch 
when something struck my cheek. Looking down I saw a nice fat 
fish wriggling on the deck at my feet. Another fish and still 
another came flying into the boat. The grinning Chinaman 
gathered tip a dozen fresh fish and then told the engineer he 
could slow down. The brilliant headlight had attracted the fish. 
As they leaped into the lightbeam the speedy boat ran under
neath them before they could fall back into the water. Thus we 
caught a fine mess for breakfast without hook, line or bait; and 
I had salted away another highly flavored fish story in my locker. 

BEFORE LEAVING SIAM for England I was privileged to witness 
a most spectacular exhibition of royal pageantry. The Crown 
Prince, Chow Fa, had died. His body was to be publicly cre
mated. For miles along the highway leading from the Palace 
grounds to the Wat, or temple, where the last rites were to 
be performed, poles had been erected and floral festoons draped 
from pole to pole. These and other decorations made a fairy
land of the line of march. Fifty elephants from the King's sta
bles, in blankets of purple and gold, led the long procession. 
Military bands headed platoons of marching soldiers. Hundreds 
of priests in yellow robes, and palace retainers in white sarongs, 
carrying mystical seven-storied umbrellas (symbols of royalty), 
marched in groups. There was weird music from bands per
forming on strange instruments. Floats that would rival Pasa-
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dena' s floral festival passed the grandstand where we watched 
the spectacle from Ambassador King's box. 

King Chulalongkorn rode in the royal howdah, swaying on 
the back of a great elephant. Immediately following was the 
King's brother, the High Priest, dressed in yellow robes, also 
riding on a huge elephant. He carried a lighted torch which had 
received its flame from the Promethean fire, which is said to have 
fallen from Heaven ages ago and had been carefully guarded 
and kept alive ever since in the sacred temple (Wat) of Eternal 
Fire. Then came tl1e butsabock, or canopy, in which the golden 
casket rested containing the royal remains of the Crown Prince. 
This also was carried on the back of a jumbo pachyderm. When 
the procession reached the Temple of Heaven, before which the 
funeral pyre had been erected, a wild bedlam of temple bells 
burst forth. The golden casket was carefully removed from its 
precarious position and carried on long supports by a number of 
priests to the pyre where it was lifted to its prepared niche. The 
pyre itself was a curious affair built up, castle-like, of timbers of 
perfumed and costly sandalwood. The special guests had been 
given small, unlighted torches of sandalwood carved to resemble 
floral bouquets. The I-Iigh Priest descended by a stairway from 
his howdah to the funeral pyre, and thrust his lighted torch 
under the inflammable structure. When the dry wood was well 
ignited, the High Priest stepped back and held out his torch to 
each one of us who had received the little, unlighted torches. As 
we filed past him these wooden bouquets of ours were lighted 
at his torch, and then we slowly passed on to the golden urn and 
added our torches, in token of sympathy and goodwill, to the 
incinerating flame. As the smoke ascended into the heavens, 
every Siamese in the kingdom, we were told, fell on his knees 
and lighted a paper upon which was written a prayer, believing 
that the smoke from this burning letter would mingle with the 
smoke from the pyre, and thus Chow Fa, their departing prince, 
would carry the prayers of the nation with him to heaven. 
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THE KING'S PHYSICIAN CHRISTMAS IN MERRIE ENGLAND--C.ALI
FORNIA HERE WE COME WELLESLEY HILLS DANIEL WEBSTER 
-SCOUTING MISTRESS OF THE MANSE FRANK WAKELY GUN
SAULUS IN DEFENSE OF A FRIEND JOHN H. FINLEY BISHOP 

QUAYLE WILLIA~{ JENNINGS BRYAN 

MY TALE OF SIAM is not yet told. It would be incomplete without 
one further word descriptive of my remarkable host and his 
work. I found in that strange land an American life investment 
so challenging, so unselfish and far reaching in its influence, that 
it may well serve as the heart of my story. Dr. Hayes was sent by 
the Presbyterian Board to Siam as a medical missionary with 
headquarters in the capital city, Bangkok. He began his work of 
mercy with a small hospital unit. He ministered to the sick, 
fought Oriental diseases, preached sanitation, mosquito exter
mination, leprosy isolation and the banishment of witch doctors. 
There were practically no trained doctors or nurses in the Land 
of the White Elephant at that time. The king's physician was a 
German. The common people, when sick or in trouble, resorted 
to quacks, sorcerers, snake charmers, monkey diviners, witches, 
medicine men, fortune tellers, devil dancers and charlatans of a 
thousand cults. Malaria, hookworm, pellagra, tuberculosis, lep
rosy, and social diseases took their awful toll. That was the 
battleground with the enemy entrenched behind a thousand 
years of superstition, when Dr. Hayes opened his clinic in Bang
kok. A year later a prince, the son of the king, took ill, grew 
worse and lay dying. The German physician did his best but 
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could not arrest the disease. Finally he told the king he could do 
no more, and feared the boy would die. The king asked if there 
was no help; were there no other physicians in the land? He was 
told of the recent arrival of a medical missionary from the 
United States. By command of the king, Dr. Hayes was imme
diately summoned to the palace. Then a real fight for the boy's 
life began. The newer medical knowledge at his command 
proved successful. The tide turned, the boy reached convales
cence and finally was restored to health, all of which the king 
called a miracle. 

The king was to learn further of the divine resources this 
missionary had come to share with him and his people. As a 
direct result of this incident, the German physician was no 
longer the king's physician, and Dr. Hayes was invited to take 
his place. The missionary did not want to be the king's physician, 
to look after the health of the royal household, the nine queens 
and the three hundred concubines. He wanted to fight the witch 
doctors and care for the poor and the outcasts. But a king's in
vitation is a king's command; either the medical missionary 
must do the king's bidding or leave the country. 

So this is what my friend said to the king: ''Your majesty, 
what your kingdom needs is a medical school. Your people are 
dying like flies because you allow wicked charlatans, witch doc
tors and devil dancers to pose as medical men. You need a thou
sand highly trained, scientific doctors to clean up your kingdom 
and keep it clean; cure your sick people and keep them well. I 
will be the physician of the royal household on one condition, 
namely: that you build an adequate medical college and staff it 
with the best teachers obtainable; that you select from the mis
sion schools and from such schools as you have, one hundred of 
the brightest students, appoint them to your m~dical college and 
support them there, adding another hundred students every year." 

That is what my friend said to King Chulalongkorn, and went 
home and told his wife to begin packing their goods for Amer
ica, for he believed his career as a medical missionary in Siam 
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was ended. But it was not. In a few days the king sent for him 
and promised to build the medical school. This he did, and it 
has carried on its fine work from that day until this. The witch 
doctors are a tenacious breed, but in that tight little kingdom the 
one thousand and more present graduates of that royal medical 
college are fighting and winning over superstition, tribal cus
toms, ignorance, insanitation, impure water, filth, and disease; 
and the fight will go on, thanks to Dr. Hayes and other heroes 
like him, until civilization, education, and enlightenment have 
lifted Thailand to the level of the more favored nations. Dr. 
Hayes has gone to his reward but the memory of his noble life 
still lingers even where a second world war has intensified the 
need. The fruits of his courage, faith, and vision live on; they 
will never die. 

THIS WAS NOT my first visit to England. In 1896, soon after 
graduation, I was invited by Dr. Albert E. Dunning, Editor of 
the Boston Congregationalist, to join his European Pilgrimage 
party as representative of the Pacific Coast churches. There were 
forty-nine of us including twelve lineal descendants of the May
flower Pilgrims. The objective set before us was to retrace the 
footprints of the Pilgrim Fathers. The name given the group 
was ''New World Pilgrims to Old World Shrines." 

Upon reaching England we found committees of welcome 
awaiting us everywhere. In their friendly hands we were shown 
the glories and beauties of the motherland. 

A week was spent at Scrooby, the early home of William Brew
ster, keeper of the Manor House, cradle of Congregationalism. 
We visited the towns of Bawtry, Austerfield, Gainsborough, and 
old Boston where the first feeble groups of nonconforming inde
pendents had held their secret worship and planned their escape 
from the persecutions of England to the religious freed om of 
Holland. And so we followed them to ''The Lowlands," tread
ing the narrow ''Browneist's Alley'' where the exiles lived for 
a year in Amsterdam. To Leyden we traced their steps where 
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their wise and scholarly pastor, John Robinson, was an honored 
teacher at the University. -

To Delftshaven we journeyed, that we too might kneel on the 
strand and pray, as they had prayed there in 1620, when only 
half of their number could find room in the little Speed well 
which was to take the church of the pilgrims to the Mayflower 
at Plymouth, England, before it sailed for Plymot1th Rock. 

Our constant friend and guide to many historic spots in Brit
ain and on tl1e Continent was the Chairman of the Congrega
tional Union of England and Wales, Sir Albert Spicer, M.P. It 
was he who presided over the memorable reception given our 
party at Memorial Hall, London, headquarters of British Con
gregationalism. And it was Lady Spicer who carried me off one 
day in her carriage to the ''Cheshire Cheese," and later to the old 
Marshalsea prison, now turned into a factory, one room of which 
is preserved as the possible jail-home of ''Little Dorrit's'' father. 

But that first summer abroad was long ago. What has it to do 
with a Christmas in England years later? Perhaps there is no 
logical connection unless it be by way of the heart of a woman 
with a long memory. At any rate for two homesick children (five 
and nine) facing a dreary Yuletide in a strange city, it turned the 
murky streets of London into a fairy land and magically opened 
for them a door from our cheerless hotel rooms into the light and 
warmth of an enchanted castle. 

The day before Christmas a carriage drew up at our door and 
a page brought a card inscribed "Lady Albert Spicer." The lady 
was not far behind the card. But there was something more than 
a social call upon Mrs. Wirt and the usual afternoon tea that the 
lady caller had in mind. Tomorrow was Christmas. It would be 
a jolly day at the Spicer home for there were many little Spicers, 
so could we not bring our children too and share the fun, spend
ing the whole day in the big house opposite Hyde Park? We 
could, and we did, God bless her! 

I have laid down my pen for a moment to take from the top 

139 



shelf a large volume entitled ''Thinking Black'' by Dan Craw
£ ord, a London Missionary Society missionary in Africa. Turning 
to the fly-leaf of the book I read in the bold handwriting of a 
Member of Parliament and King's Counselor 

''To Rev. L. L. Wirt 
American, Esquimau, Australian 
And now our welcome London Guest'' 

Christmas 1908 Albert S pie er 

That book was plucked by a little Spicer damsel from a well 
laden Christmas tree in a gracious, lovely home, near the Marble 
Arch, in the West End of London. 

There had been a great dinner topped off by a great plum 
pudding. After the lighted tree had dropped its fruit into every 
lap-including the servants', there were games and charades, 
tableaux and music. The little ones were failing asleep in their 
mothers' laps when Sir Albert handed me a well worn Bible 
and said, ''Shall we remember the Unseen Guest before we say 
'Good night'?'' 

I read from the twenty-fifth chapter of Matthew about the 
stranger who was made welcome, and the promised reward. 

A day, to be perfect, must close with the benison of prayer. 
And then, for our little-prince and princess, the carriage and 

pair were waiting. But they did not see the dim street lamps 
through the drifting fog, for they were sound asleep, each clutch
ing an armful of fairy land. 

THERE ARE THREE famous schools for boys in England Eton, 
Rugby and Harrow. The last, some twenty-five miles west of 
London, is the pride of a delightful English village known as 
Harrow-on-the-Hill. While tarrying in London for a few weeks 
before sailing for America, I was invited to supply the Congre
gational church at Harrow. Here, again, an unexpected call was 

• 
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received to remain as pastor of the church. We had found life 
in that ccgreen and pleasant land'' restful and fruitful after the 
years along the perimeter of the Empire, and were quite content 
to settle down for a time in a lovely English village. 

Thanks to the ccsermon barrel'' we were able to wander far 
and wide over the British Isles enjoying the beauty and reviving 
the history of the motherland. We roamed the quaint streets of 
old London. On bicycles we visited the cathedral towns, homes 
of the great writers, Oxford, Cambridge, Stratford and the Lake 
Country, Ireland, Scotland and Wales. We absorbed the political 
and religious life of England, and learned the virtues of deep
dish gooseberry pie and Devonshire cream. 

One evening I discovered in my congregation the familiar face 
of an old friend Dr. Charles R. Brown, pastor of the First 
Congregational church, Oakland, California. We carried him 
off, a welcome guest to the manse. Later that evening, when we 
had him at table for the customary late English supper, he told 
us he had a special message for us. ''I have been charged," he 
said, ''by your many friends, to bring you back to California. 
Furthermore, my associate has resigned. I have just had a cable 
from him. Why not return to Oakland and yoke up with me in 
the pastorate of that great church?'' 

After eight years abroad Harriet and I had to confess that we 
were a bit homesick. Such kindly remembrance, and the personal 
visit and invitation from Dr. Brown touched us deeply. So I told 
him I should feel honored to accept his invitation, provided the 
church unanimously approved. A few weeks later a cablegram 
brought the word, ''Hearty and unanimous approval by vote of 
the church. Come as soon as you can.'' 

The busy years that followed were rich and rewarding in 
companionship and service. The parish demands of over two 
thousand members fell largely to me together with the oversight 
of the young people's organizations. Our Sunday School at that 
time enrolled well over a thousand scholars, and was said to be 
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the largest Congregational church school in the United States. 
Dr. Brown's inspiring preaching was the magnet that filled 

the great church to overflowing twice every Sunday. Our per
sonal relations were of the happiest. This friendship was, and 
remains to this day, among the imperishable treasures of my life. 

Some years after our return to Oakland, Dr. Brown resigned 
to become Dean of Yale Divinity School. During tl1e year that 
followed, before a new leader was called, I carried on the work 
alone as best I could. 

An invitation came from the state of Missouri to take the office 
of Conference Superintendent for the Congregational churches 
of that state, but this had to be declined in view of the demands 
of the First Church of Oakland. 

During these years our family was lengthening its tent pegs. 
Lincoln Brown was born on Abraham Lincoln's birtl1day, Febru
ary 12, 1910, and the family circle was completed by the birth of 
ot1r youngest, Sherwood Eliot, March 12, 1911. Four sons, all 
born in California, and a daughter born under the sign of the 
Southern Cross. 

Americans are not unlike the ancient Athenians of whom Saint 
Paul said that they love to "spend their time in telling and hear
ing some new thing." 

Anyone who returns from a far country is a fair victim for the 
Rotary Club or Women's Federation. Such invitations that came 
my way were not confined, however, to service clubs. Increas
ingly they included literary and scientific circles, and educational 
• • • 1nst1tut1ons. 

Following a lecture at Mills College a gentleman, who had 
been present, called on me representing a National Lyceum and 
Chautauqua Bureau. He offered me a permanent engagement 
with his organization if I would consent to lecture over their 
Lyceum circuit during three winter months, and over their 
Chautauqua circuit duri11g four months of summer. 

The Chautauqua movement, of ten called the people's univ er-
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sity, was enjoying great popularity at the time and seemed to 
off er a wide field of service if one had a helpful message. 

I told the Bureau manager I would accept his off er if he could 
hold it open until the church I was serving could secure a perma
nent minister. To this he agreed. We had not long to wait. 

Heigh-ho, another adventure! 

IN SEARCHING FOR an Eastern home our good fortune led to the 
lovely village of Wellesley Hills not far from Wellesley Col
lege. Here we purchased what the children called the ''House of 
Seven Gables'' although I could never count more than six. 

It was a roomy, comfortable old residence on Abbott Road 
opposite the Maugus Club and golf course. The property in
cluded an additional lot containing about an acre which was 
devoted to trees, flowering shrubs and a fine lawn. Here our 
younger children found their happy hunting ground, which only 
the big garret, on rainy days, could rival in popularity. 

Benton, our eldest, matriculated at the Massachusetts Institute 
of Technology. 

We lived at Wellesley Hills until the close of the first world 
war. Here we found the best of schools, friendly neighbors, a 
warm-hearted church and a happy home at least for the family 
-during the years that I became a trouper along the Broad 
Highway. 

WHEN THE ELOQUENT SENATOR from Massachusetts was asked 
the secret of his oratorical gifts, he replied, ''It is no secret. 
When only a lad of ten or twelve years, I learned the truth of 
the scripture, 'Out of the fullness of the heart, the mouth speak
eth.' '' Then Webster related the incident of his first speech and 
the discovery that sympathy and earnestness in pleading for the 
life of a woodchuck not only won freedom for his little fur clad 
client, but taught him the value of putting his whole heart into 
his work. 

The woodchuck story was, I think, in my third reader. I can-
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not find it in any Webster biography nor in the McGuffey Series, 
but it was vividly impressed upon my mind during the years I 
attended the little brown schoolhouse beside a Wisconsin lake. 

Daniel Webster, as I remember the story in my reader, had a 
brother named Ezekiel, a year or two older than himself. Zeke 
had caught a woodchuck in a. figure-four box-trap such as he and 
every country boy was familiar with. A woodchuck's skin could 
be sold for a shilling or two and Ezekiel was all for skinning and 
selling his prize. Brother Daniel was a tenderhearted boy and 
the thought of killing the innocent little wild creature aroused 
his pity and indignation. He demanded that the woodchuck be 
liberated. Ezekiel scorned the idea. The debate between the two 
brothers waxed long and hearty. When neither could persuade 
the other, they agreed to appeal the case to their father, whose 
word should settle the dispute and the fate of the woodchuck. 

When the boys brought their controversy to their father, he 
proposed that they set up a court. He would act as judge. Each 
boy was to prepare his brief and argue his case before the bench. 
The boy that presented the best argument should win and the 
woodchuck would be his to kill or liberate as he should decide. 

As the older of the two brothers, Ezekiel led off with a speech 
in condemnation of the woodchuck. Was he not a destructive 
animal of little use or value? Was he not a prowler by night, a 
thief and a robber? Surely he had forfeited his right to live. He 
raids our garden. He pulls up the vegetables and destroys good 
food. How much more sensible to be rid of this predatory ani
mal, make a profit on his pelt, have two shillings to put in the 
bank and let someone enjoy the possession of a muff or a pair of 
warm mittens from the animal's fur. 

Daniel followed with a recital of the woodchuck's virtues. He 
was not a destructive animal but, on the contrary, a friend to 
man. He captured moles, gophers and insects that destroy far 
more vegetables than the woodchuck would; a harmless little 
animal that never attacks man, or invades his home. If indeed he 
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eats a few ears of corn, God has given us an abundant crop and 
we can well afford to give back a little of it to the wild animals 
who had all the corn to themselves before the colonists came. 
Besides this gentle creature that Ezekiel has in his trap is prob
ably a mother woodchuck. Down in its burrow in a warm soft 
nest there are probably three or four little baby woodchucks. 
Even now they are crying for the food that only their mother can 
give them. What have these little woodchucks done that they 
should perish miserably? Who are we to be judge and execu
tioner of their gentle innocent mother? Who are we that we 
should condemn to death by starvation these little babies to 
whom God in His providence has given a home in our garden? 
Shall we be murderers of both mother and children ? 

During this moving recital Mr. Webster, Senior, had been 
growing more and more restive. Daniel's eloquence was getting 
under the skin. Down the fa th er' s wrinkled cheeks the tears 
began to flow. At last, unable to face Daniel's pleading longer, 
he shouted, ''Zeke! Zeke! You let that woodchuck go!'' 

So much for the story of long ago and the unforgettable im
pression a reading lesson can make upon a child's mind. But 
there is a sequel to this story. Many years later the whole incident 
was brought vividly to mind. Our home at the time was in the 
charming Boston suburb of Wellesley Hills. One Saturday eve
ning I received a telephone message from Dr. Arthur J. Covell, 
secretary of the Ministerial Bureau in Boston, asking if I could 
go to Marshfield on the morrow and preach in the Congrega
tional church there. When I agreed, he added, ''Marshfield was 
Daniel Webster's home town. He once worshipped in the village 
church where you will preach." 

It was in the winter time. Upon reaching Marshfield by train 
that Sunday morning, I was hospitably met by a deacon of the 
church with horse and cutter. It was an enjoyable ride to my 
place of entertainment. On the way the deacon pointed out to 
me Daniel Webster's farm and mill, homestead and monument. 
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Arriving at the home of the good lady who was to entertain 
me for the night, I found a typical New England sitting-room 
with plaited rugs, old-fashioned rockers, banjo clock, and col
ored photographs on the wall signed CCWallace Nutting.'' As we 
waited for the horse and sleigh to take us to the church, my good 
hostess remarked, c'Did you know that this was the home of 
Daniel Webster?'' I expressed interest. ''Yes," she said, ''there is 
the old mill over there and this is the old homestead." 

Then we drove to the church and in the vestibule I found the 
old sexton ringing the church bell. He dropped the rope the 
minute he saw me and exclaimed, 'CBe you the preacher?'' I 
nodded. Whereupon the old sexton warbled, ''Do you know that 
Daniel Webster used to live in this town? There is his farm 
over there, and he used to worship in this church." 

''Wonderful!'' I exclaimed. Walking to the front of the 
church I sat down to select the hymns for the service. The organ
ist came to my assistance. We had not made more than one 
selection before she exclaimed, ''That is Daniel Webster's pew 
over there. There is his name on the seat. You can see his mill 
from the door." 

·'Wonderful ! '' I repeated. 
''Yes," she said, 'cwhile you preach you can imagine him sitting 

in the pew where the brass tablet has been placed." 
After the service, shaking hands with the friends, I stood in 

the vestibule looking out over the wide landscape to which the 
president of the Ladies' Aid. Society pointed, saying, ''Daniel 
Webster used to live over there, and you have preached to his 
shade for he used to sit over there in that pew." 

''Amazing," I said. 
Then turning to the group that still lingered, I said, "To me, 

friends, this has been a wonderful experience. I am in Daniel 
Webster's home town. I have seen his homestead, his mill, his 
church pew and monument. There is just one other thing I long 
to see. Can you please direct me to the woodchuck·s hole?·' 
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HAPPY THE DAY when the Boy Scout Movement became an 
American institution. The idle time of the adolescent boy is 
dynamic either for good or for evil. When his restless hours are 
organized for the pursuit of healthy recreation by experts who 
understand his needs; when he wanders under kindly guidance 
into the boy world of chivalry, romance, nature-lore, mechanics, 
physical prowess and clean living, something momentous has 
happened. It is the ounce of prevention destined to prevent the 
pound of human wreckage by the simple expedient of directed 
energy at the turbulent point where the mountain torrents of 
boyhood meet and mingle with the quieter waters of manhood. 

For several years I had watched the influence of Scouting upon 
our two younger sons. At first I thought it only a passing spasm 
like hair mucilage or rabbits. I was wrong. It stuck. A ''tender
£ oot" was some pun kins in the neighborhood. His achievements 
set him apart. They presented only a little hill, but it was a hill 
to be overcome. And then there were other foothills in this 
steadily ascending range, where one could look down upon the 
''mavericks'' of the plain and wave a Bill Hart sombrero. 

There are many hills ahead, my sons. Many challenges will 
spur you on, but there will never be a hill like that first awaken
ing of ambition, that first upward urge, that determination to 
become, some day, a First Class Scout. 

The Devil still finds something for idle hands and idle minds 
to do, but the Boy Scout has the Devil on the run; he has no time 
to bother with him; he is busy busy as a bee from school time 
to bedtime. 

Oh, the messes I have had to swallow to see if the camp cook
ing would pass muster! The blackened, corkscrew bread I have 
sampled, taking it reverently from grimy hands, while anxious 
eyes watched the solemn tasting! I say reverently, because the 
hearty ''Fine, son, fine. This is grand bread!'' did not make it 
any less a sacrament of love and understanding between that boy 
and his dad. 
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The "little fellow" topped the second hill in &outing first, 
but there was no jealousy. The ''big fellow'' was as pleased as 
Punch, and struck out after his younger brother with grim deter
mination. Their mother and I watched wistfully while the little 
fell ow spurred on his slower brother badgered him, rooted for 
him, helped him. 

When both boys became Eagle Scouts neither had tired of the 
game. What is it in &outing that sustains the interest during the 
stormy years of adolescence? A lot of things probably, the chief 
of which, I think, is the Scout Master. He is the devoted, effi
cient, lovable center of the Boy &out world. I take off my hat 
to him. 

Happy the father of two active boys who, knowing his city, 
its temptations, its attractions, its undercurrents, comes home 
from his work night after night to be met with a domestic situa
tion something like this: 

''Hello, Mother, dinner nearly ready? Where are the boys?'' 
''Over at the Scout Master's." Or, ''Passing a test in Scouting." 

Or, ''Down in the basement working on some contraption re
quired for a merit badge." 

But here they come now, two young tornadoes with oil on 
hands, faces and clothes. Clear-eyed, affectionate young bears. 
No time in those busy brains for evil thoughts; no street corners 
for them. 

''Say, Dad, will you come with us on Saturday? We gotta 
measure a quarter section of land, and plot it to scale for our 
merit badge in surveying." Or, ''When can you take us to the 
Municipal Baths so we can do our test in swimming?'' Or, ''Pop, 
we are going on a fourteen mile hike and you haf ta go with us 
to see we hoof it all the way." Or, ''Look here, Pop, can you 
make twenty-one sailor knots?'' 

Later from Dad to Mother: ''What on earth is that awful 
noise?'' ''Only the boys practicing for their fife and drum meet
ing." Dear lads, they are in dreamland now, out there on the 
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sleeping-porch, breathing air as pure as their souls. Their mother 
is sewing a merit badge on the sleeve of a shirt. There is hardly 
room for another from wrist to shoulder. Each badge represents 
a little hill which has been overcome. Both shirts have been top
ping a lot of hurdles lately, and climbing a lot of foothills. No, 
they are not tired of &outing. There is a snowy peak ahead, and 
occasionally I hear the big fellow whisper to the little fellow, 
''Do you think I'll ever make it, kid?'' 

''Sure you'll make it, we'll both make it, we gotta." 
''Gee, it will be great to be an Eagle &out." 
The above was written years ago at the request of a &out 

official. Today those two boys are both ministers of important 
churches. There is a troop of Boy Scouts in each church. 

''FATHER SAYS, v1ill you come and take pot-luck with us." 
Two bright-eyed youngsters stood before me as I sat writing 

in the office of the Palace Hotel. I was marooned for a week-end 
at a county seat in the corn-belt. After attending morning service 
at one church and early-candlelight service at another, I was just 
reminding myself that there are few places less cheerful than a 
country hotel on a Sunday night, when in blew this breezy pair. 

''Will I come? Lead on, boys, I am your willing prisoner." 
Soon we were climbing the steps of a roomy parsonage, care

fully picking our way over an assortment of sleds. Picture if you 
will the well used living room into which I was ushered, the 
cheerful fire blazing in the grate, the. well worn sofa, ingrain 
carpet, ha.If-dozen miscellaneous chairs, a few good books and 
pictures, and scattered toys. A table bore a plate heaped high 
with buttered slices of bread; a big earthen dish of Boston's best, 
bubbled before the blaze; near by, a coffee pot. Then picture the 
kindly, scholarly minister in his arm-chair, a little chap on each 
knee and five other boys, ranging from two to sixteen, perched 
around on anything handy. The visitor is in the safest chair, and 
there, in the center of all, and the merriest of all, the young 
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mistress of the manse mother of seven boys, all healthy and 
clean, all mended and well mannered. 

There she sat on the floor, big spoon in hand, dispensing deli
cious baked-beans and clever quips with impartial generosity. It 
kept her busy, too, with nine hungry men-folks with open mouths 
and empty plates, all clamoring like Oliver for more. 

Were beans spilt on the carefully swept carpet? Inevitably. 
But the ''I'm sorry, Mother," and the ''It's all right, Jack," 
turned catastrophe into benison. Furthermore, what was dash
hound Bingo in the family circle for, if not to clean that carpet 
with red tongue and raise a shout of ''Dutch Cleanser''? 

Did unnoticed boys stand on chairs and make flying leaps for 
the long-suffering sofa? Surely but evidently there are no 
''don'ts'' in the bright lexicon of that home when mischief is 
only just fun. 

Did two-year-old fetch eight-year-old a resounding whack 
with his little red chair? Yes, and the world stood still to see 
whether. the sequel was to be tears or smiles. Well, it was both 
at one and the same time with a mother's hug for reward. Talk 
about your Sunday afternoon entertainments! This was the real 
thing, with pointers for Good Housekeeping every minute. 

''Please tell us a story, Mr. Stranger." ''All right, boys, but you 
tell me one first." Then we had seven original tales with seven 
times seven variations to each. Tales of what big brother did at 
the lake-camp-feats of swimming, boating and fishing. Tales 
of the way daddy chased the burglar over into the next county 
''with my Daisy pea-shooter," for only weapon. Tales of mother's 
good sportsmanship in building a camp in the woods when 
fa th er' s parish duties detained him. Of the funny things father 
said when he was delirious with pneumonia. Of the Christmas 
pudding Deacon Jones' wife sent over, which smelled ''just like 
the bottle mother keeps on the top shelf of the medicine closet." 

Thank heaven Louisa Alcott homes have not perished from 
the earth; dear Little Men. · 
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· Then came the stranger's stories of wanderings in enchanted 
lands lands which ere long became the land of Nod. 

''Bedtime, kiddies. Ted, you undress Woodrow Wilson; 
and Jack, you look after Phillips Brooks." Then they lined up 
and solemnly shook hands a very uneven, but very lovable 
company of jolly little soldiers. Off they scampered and soon we 
heard thumpings and whoops and childish laughter in the upper 
regions. Then all was quiet for a moment and I noticed fa th er' s 
and mother's eyes were closed and their lips moving. "All ready 
to be tucked in, Mamma." And the sweetest hurricane I ever 
passed through was a memory. 

Later, when the minister was called out upon an errand of 
mercy, I said to the Madonna, ''How do you do it?'' Laughingly 
she replied, ''Not through lack of abundant advice that is 
about the only thing we have in abundance except boys. For 
example, a good sister called the other morning when I was 
busy with my housework to enlist my efforts in behalf of a union 
revival. She wanted me to lead the praying band, attend the 
afternoon preparatory service, help in a house-to-house visita
tion, join the chorus choir, entertain the evangelist and contrib
ute to the general expenses. When I felt unable to do any of 
these things, she exclaimed, 'Well, what do you do for the cause 
of religion-do you teach a Sunday school class?' 'No.' 'Are you 
a leader in the Ladies' Aid?' 'No.' Do you attend prayer meeting 
or Christian Endeavor?' 'No.' 'Nor the Women's Missionary • 
So . ;>' 'N , c1ety. o. 

''There she sat too full of pious indignation for speech. 'No,' 
I said, 'I do not try to do any of these things. My strength is 
limited and I can only undertake the more important duties, 
which for me, lie nearer home. I do try though to keep my seven 
boys clean inside and out. I do try to keep my husband out of 
debt. I do try to keep a happy atmosphere in the home and a 
smiling face for the oft-burdened minister. And, I also try to 
mind my own business.' The good sister was soon on her way, 
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quite sure that I was a stumbling block in the path of the Gospel 
Chariot." And her merry laugh was ''good like a medicine.'' 

Perhaps I, too, am a heretic, for I told her she had chosen the 
better part that could never be taken away. 

To do her own housework, keeping well and cheerful in the 
doing of it; to make both ends of a modest salary meet month by 
month; to keep her boys clean inside and out; and then to think 
occasionally of the stranger within the gate this was a real job 
for one little woman and real religion too. 

I have dined on stalled-ox and fine herbs in royal palace halls, 
but have never felt more honored than in sharing the simple 
meal and royal fellowship of that parsonage-home. How few 
would have had thought for the lonely traveler sojourning over 
Sunday at the indifferent hotel, or, had they remembered, would 
have invited him into the bosom of the family to enjoy a frolic 
with the lively household. But the heart is the thing. What are 
pomp and pride when thrown into the scales with simple friend
liness! How una}loyed the simple pleasures when the soul shines 
through! How far a little will go when hearts are brave and 
spirits kindly! The light of hospitality is naturalness. The charm 
of social intercourse is goodness unspoiled by affectation. 

It was late when the minister walked back to the hotel with 
me and went on a mile into the country to pray beside a dying 
man. Blessings on you, brave pastor, ministering uncomplain-

• ingly in a hard field! 
Blessings on you, bonny boys! Some day you will know just 

how rich you are despite the jackets and knickerbockers passed 
down the line seven times. 

And blessings on you, gentle mistress of the manse! While our 
land holds your kind of wives and mothers all's well with Amer
ica, and all's right with the Kingdom of God. 

ABOVE MY STUDY DESK hangs a f ran1ed photograph. Across the 
lower margin I read the words, ''To Lincoln Wirt, my fellow 
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traveler whom I seem always to have known and must know 
forever. Frank W. Gunsaulus." If during the days of our inti
mate companionship his friendship invested an acquaintanceship 
with a sincerity which reached both backward and forward, it 
was characteristic of him; the gracious line he wrote on the 
photograph when we parted expressed no idle thought. Months 
after our paths separated Dr. Gunsaulus executed a delicate 
rebuke to a prejudiced critic, and conferred an unexpected honor 
upon his one time traveling companion, that was more revealing 
than a dozen biographies. Only his genius for friendship could 
have conceived them but we will come to that incident later. 
Meanwhile let us go back twenty years to the time when a theo
logical student paid what was probably his last half dollar for 
the privilege of a seat at a banquet to hear the guest of the 
evening, Dr. Frank W. Gunsaulus, portray the life and times of 
the great Florentine insurgent, Jerome Savonarola. To the stu
dent, that address was the opening of a door into a new and 
beautiful world. The next day he purchased his first copy of 
Dante's Divi12e Comedy, and will ever owe a debt of gratitude 
to his Vergil, his guide, of that hour. Years later, during the 
forty days I journeyed with Dr. Gunsaulus over a mid-western 
Chautauqua circuit, I observed that same awakening reflected in 
the minds of many other young people. Whether the ''open 
Sesame'' was biology, literature, art, humor, music, or the great 
sermon on Sunday, the effect was always the same: tense, eager 
faces; and the awakening of the spirit. 

One evening as we left the Chautauqua tent (for I had the 
evening lecture while Dr. Gunsaulus usually spoke in the after
noon) , my friend, who often tarried to walk with me to the 
hotel, took me by the arm, for the crowd leaving the tent filled 
the sidewalk. Before us were a couple of stout German ladies. 
It was impossible to pass them. Thus we were obliged to over
hear their conversation. One said, ''V ell, Susie, vot you tink of 
Chautauqua?" Susie replied, "Veil, I vill tell you, Mary, vot I 
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tink of Chautauqua. De more dey comes, de worser dey gets." 
ccWell, well,'' said Dr. Gunsaulus. ''Wirt, I am glad you came 
last today." 

One day as our train drew into a station, somewhere in Iowa, 
there was a sudden jar and the brakes were hastily applied. Dr. 
Gunsaulus, who was always alert, left the train hastily. Upon his 
arrival at the hotel some time later, I noticed that he was thought
ful, and said to him, "What have you been up to, now?" He 
turned and said, ''You didn't know our train ran over a boy. His 
arm was amputated by a wheel of our coach. I went with him to 
the hospital. The doctor said he would live." .. And," I added, 
c'you paid for his care." ''Well," said Dr. Gunsaulus, ''for .a few 
weeks, yes." ''What else did you do?'' He replied, ''It seemed to 
me we were in a way responsible because our coach maimed the 
poor lad so I said to his mother, when she came, 'Send your son 
to Chicago Armour Institute, of which I am President. There is 
awaiting him there a free scholarship that will enable him to 
study and thus learn a trade; then he can succeed in life even if 
he has but one arm.' ,, 

There were many incidents of that kind I might relate. Let me 
mention one other. We had a very fine group of musicians who 
gave the concert before each Chautauqua lecture, afternoon and 
evening. One of the performers was a young lady violinist. One 
day she came into the hotel, espied me, rushed across the lobby 
exclaiming, ''Look," while she held out a check for one hundred 
dollars. I took it and read the signature Frank W. Gunsaulus. 
··where did you get that?" I asked ... Well," she said, between 
laughter and tears, ''Dr. Gunsaulus caught me crying in the 
train one day, and you know how it is when he begins toques
tion you. He soon had it out of me that I was worried because 
Mother is in the hospital and Father is out of work. This morn
ing I found this check under my door." 

I never tired of sitting in the big tent where I could watch the 
upturned faces and the play of human emotions while Dr. Gun-
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saulus gave his inspiring lectures on one subject or another. The 
plowboy would go back to his plow but not the same. He would 
remember. The farmer's daughter would go back to her cooking 
and milking but she would not forget. 

The President of Armour Institute was as full of moods as the 
dial of a clock is full of numerals. But the moods were not aim
less, they always led definitely. Here is a boy that must be sent to 
college. There a case of selfishness that needs a gentle rebuke. 
Here an old friend to be cheered on his way, and there a city's 
welfare to be made plain. He carried a bag of books and often 
read aloud to us. It might be on the train or in a stuffy hotel 
parlor, or out under the trees when he would appear with a well 
thumbed volume, usually by some obscure author, and then 
would carry us off on some delightful literary adventure. 

One hot day in August we were sitting in the public square at 
Audubon, Iowa, trying to keep cool, when he burst out, "The 
ingratitude of it all. Look at this town with its banks stuffed 
with money, every farmer owning an automobile, and not a park 
or monument in the whole county to honor the great naturalist 
whose name they bear. It was in this county of Audubon that the 
naturalist wrote some of his greatest works and suffered some of 
his greatest privations.'' 

That afternoon in the big Chautauqua tent Dr. Gunsaulus did 
not fail to tell the people what he thought of their neglect. But 
he brought a cheer when he challenged them with a generous 
personal contribution toward a worthy memorial to be placed in 
the public square, honoring the memory of John James Audubon. 
''The first citizen of Chicago," as he was often called, put out his 
hand one day as I passed down the aisle of the train and drew 
me into the seat beside him. ''What do you see out of the win
dow," I asked, ''where you were looking so intently?'' ''Noah," 
was his cryptic reply. "Noah who?" I said. "Noah's carpenters," 
he replied. ''Di'd you ever preach a sermon on Noah's carpen
ters ? I just got one, out there in that clover field with the Hol-
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stein cattle. Did it ever occur to you," he continued, ''how many 
carpenters Noah still has in this world? People who build better 
than they know; blindly, ignorantly, yet faithfully following the 
great Master-builder's plan all the time. God will be kind to 
Noah's carpenters, all of them." 

One day I was reading in the parlor of a little country hotel. 
It was a rainy afternoon. I had obtained a copy of Dr. Gunsaulus' 
historical novel, Monk and Knight, and had gone there to read. 
''If," as Carlyle said, ''ten silent centuries awoke in Dante," then 
ten silent centuries plus two vibrant ones are throbbing in the 
pages of Monk and Knight. I was deep in the historical sweep 
and noble diction of the prologue when the author himself 
looked in. "Busy?" I asked. "No," he replied, "not especially." 
''Then will you read aloud to us?'' I handed him the book. When 
he saw what it was he gave me a queer, quizzical look, but with
out protest opened the pages (which he had written twenty years 
before) and read, as I have never heard mortal man read, for 
two hours. The hotel, the rain, the Chautauqua, the Twentieth 
Century all slipped away and were forgotten. I carried the ink 
pot for Erasmus. I hid in cellars with the ''Poor Men of Lyons," 
I strove in the councils, I fought, bled and wellnigh died for the 
faith on a hundred battle.fields, and when the coatless, perspiring 
hotel proprietor came to the door and shouted ''dinner'' I well
nigh ran him through with a spear. I wonder why this fascinat
ing book has not been republished; why it is not on every boy's 
bookshelf; I wonder why it is not dramatized? Quo Vadis and 
Ben Hur are not more thrilling or more true to history; but, per
haps I am prejudiced I heard the author call his own characters 
up out of the past, and they knew his voice. 

Touring the Chautauqua circuit was often tiring to the body 
and trying to the spirit. A new town must be made every day. 
Frequently the train journeys were at night with broken sleep, 
and hotel accommodations, when reached, were often not of the 
best. But Dr. Gunsaulus was always cheerful. He made light of 
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discomforts and.he had a great fund of good stories when trains 
were late or connections poor. While many platform stars habit
ually keep to themselves and appear only during the hour of 
performance, Dr. Gunsaulus, the greatest of them all, was the 
most friendly soul on the circuit. He sought out the crew boys~ 
calling them by their first names, inquired about their families, 
concerned himself about their future, discovered their failures 
and ambitions, and by his wise counsel inspired many to higher 
things. From tent boy to superintendent and from ham actor to 
lecturer he lifted many a life out of the valley of sin or discour
agement of frustration and set their feet on the upward path. 

There was a young man in our company of fine character and 
great promise. One day as they walked together I saw Dr. Gun
saulus put his arm over the young fellow's shoulder and heard 
him say, ccBe careful, George, I know you are having a battle. It 
would grieve me to have you lose it." That was all. Weeks after
ward, when our good friend had returned to Chicago, George 
told me about it. ''I was on the point of wrecking my life," he 
said, ''I was blind. Dr. Gunsaulus opened my eyes, I could not 
go back on him. I did win the battle and shall thank him and 
thank God to my dying day." Tl1at was Frank Gunsaulus. Wl1en 
I think of his manifold helpfulness, generous in word and kindly 
in deed, during those forty days we traveled together, and then 
remember that such giving of himself had been his daily minis
try everywhere for forty years, I wish I could express my love 
for him in immortal phrase as John Finley has done. 

I traveled with John Finley also, singularly enough, for many 
days, from Constantinople to Damascus. I was privileged to 
share his friendship then and thereafter until his recent death. 
Editor of the New York Times, poet and educator, he also, was 
one who had come to know and love Frank Gunsaulus. It was 
that bond I think that drew us together. When, later, we were 
members of the same company on a journey across Turkey, Syria 
and Palestine, Dr. Finley and I often talked of our mutual friend. 
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Strangely enough (and yet perhaps it was not strange at all) 
only a short time after I bade John Finley goodbye at Cairo, 
Egypt, and he took steamer for England, he wrote the following 
lines while sitting in the ''Poets' Corner'' of Wesaninster Abbey. 
The cables had just brought word of our friend's death. 

'·Here have I come, alone, to mourn my Friend, 
And Yours, 0 ye who dwell immortally 

In this loved 'Poets' Corner'; for 'tis ye 
That should to my lone grief your presence lend, 
Ye, who the most enduring words have penned 

In memory of friends. 0 sing for me 
Of him who's worthy in the company 

Of those you've sung, eternity to spend. 
He knew, himself, to build the lofty rhyme, 

But, better still, he knew the spirit's speech 
With which to stir the men of his own time: 

He knew the flaming word to preach and teach. 
'The Word made Flesh' his Master's mystery: 
'The Flesh made Word,' this was his ministry.'' 

LET ME TRY to relate an incident of disinterested magnanimity 
that turned an unhappy experience into an undeserved honor. 

In a certain town in Minnesota, that shall remain nameless, 
the Chautauqua continued its varied program from a Tuesday to 
the following Monday. A full week of music, lectures, drama 
and popular entertainment. When Sunday came the "talent" for 
that day included two speakers, Dr. Gunsaulus and Lincoln Wirt, 
also an instrumental quartette, and two fine singers from Dr. 
Gunsaulus' Chicago church choir. In introducing me that eve
ning the superintendent, wishing to make a good impression, I 
suppose, referred to the speaker as Dr. Lincoln Wirt. I had no 
honorary degree at the time. However, superintendents would 
sometimes use the title in spite of my oft repeated protest. 
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When the local paper appeared the next morning it contained 
a sharp letter from the Congregational minister in that town 
declaring that the Chautauqua was a Godless institution, sailing 
under false colors. It had no right, said this minister, to run its 
show on Sunday, competing with the churches and depleting the 
congregations. Besides they introduce all their speakers as doctor 
this and doctor that, when everyone knows that Lincoln Wirt is 
not entitled to any such honor, etc., etc. As a matter of fact the 
Chautauqua did not open its doors on Sunday morning, having 
only an afternoon and evening session on that day. 

The only time I ever saw Dr. Gunsaulus angry was when he 
read that letter and threw that morning paper down. It was just 
like him to immediately write a letter to the minister and also 
one to the paper, insisting that I had had nothing to do with the 
introduction the evening before, and that he had often heard me 
request the superintendents to refrain from any gratuitous hon
ors. Later, Dr. Gunsaulus cryptically remarked, ''We'll straighten 
that little matter out some day." 

When what he laughingly called his vacation had expired, 
and he was leaving us to return to his church and his duties as 
President of Armour Institute, he asked me to give the Com
mencement address to his students the following June. c'You 
have lived among the native tribes of Alaska," he said, "for 
years and I would like to have you give us a thesis on the com
parative ethnology and anthropology of the Eskimo. Tell us who 
they are and where they came from." 

On another page I hope to give the result of my studies, during 
the months that followed, into that interesting inquiry, drawn 
partly from my personal contact with the natives of Alaska, and 
partly from the observations of other Arctic travelers. But here 
let me conclude the story of a friend. When Commencement Day 
arrived at Armour Institute of Technology in Chicago, the 
Chapel was filled with hundreds of young engineers-in-the
making. As I sat on the platform with President Gunsaulus and 

159 



Dean Monin looking out upon those earnest faces, I was happy 
to be with my good friend again. I thought of his great gifts 
poured so generously into so many lives, inspiring and blessing 
his fell ow men. Art critic second to none with lectures at the 
Chicago Art Institute; on Sunday his great congregation in Or
chestra Hall hearing in flaming words the old but ever new 
evangel, the unsearchable riches of redeeming love. Rich and 
poor alike, their sins rebuked, carrying away in their awakened 
souls a vision of hope and courage. And then the conference 
hours with his waiting room filled with those seeking help for 
mind, body or estate. I thought of his summer vacation spent, 
not in quiet rest, but out on the hot prairies under the big tent 
speaking daily to two thousand, three thousand, mentally starved 
''common people'' whom he loved, and whom God loved ac
cording to Abraham Lincoln ''because he made so many of 
them." To these, from farm and village, he became their Joshua 
leading them into the Promised Land, their Chrysostom, their 
Abelard, their Phillips Brooks, lifting their minds to sunlit 

• mountain tops. 
Like a knight in armor fighting the dragons of laissez faire, 

ignorance and vice, breaking lances against everything that was 
mean, tawdry and selfish. And now here, in still another role, he 
stood at the head of this great engineering school which he and 
Phillip Armour had founded, that underprivileged boys from the 
streets of Chicago might have a chance to become skilled arti
sans and technicians. After all this, I thought, he becomes to me 
just a friendly companion along the common highway of life. 

When I had finished my address on the ''Origin of the Eskimo," 
the members of the graduating class filed across the plat£ orm to 
receive tl1eir diplomas; one hundred and more new Bachelors of 
Science. And then, to my confusion, I was commanded to stand 
forth while the students indulged in their college yell. Dean 
Monin slipped cap and gown on me and to these the President 
added a Doctor's Hood in the Institute colors, black and gold. 
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Dr. Gunsaulus then told the students the story of our expe
rience in the Minnesota town, of the critical letter, and how he 
had resolved, at that time, to relieve me some day of any future 
embarrassment of the kind. In conferring the degree his words 
were all too generous, but, as revealing his ever greathearted
ness, here they are: "Preacher of the everlasting gospel, pioneer 
educator, Arctic explorer, builder on the frontier and in the 
hearts of men, 1'~rmour Institute of Technology welcomes you to 
its alumni and is happy to confer upon you the degree of Doctor 
of Science." 

On my table as I write these words lies an exquisite volume, 
a book of reproductions of the paintings of Joseph Israels. On 
the flyleaf of this rare collection are these words: •cTo my dear 
companion and friend of the summer of 1912 from Frank W. 
Gunsaulus." I take up another volume lying there. It is entitled 
''In Memoriam, Frank Wakely Gunsaulus 1856-1921." This 
book, a memorial to her fa th er, was presented to me by Helen 
Gunsaulus, his daughter, and contains tributes of affection from 
rich and poor, high and lowly. Again I read on the first page 
opposite his portrait that rare tribute written in Westminster 
Abbey, April 3, 1921, by Dr. John H. Finley, editor of tl1e New 
York Times, the friend with whom I traveled across the Holy 
Land and with whom I shared the cup of loving remembrance of 
our friend as we journeyed. I like to believe these lines were 
inspired in some small measure by the incidents here related, and 
by the words of affection for our friend, which Dr. Finley and 
I exchanged, but a few days before, there on the banks of the 
Nile; and which must have lingered in his mind as he sat in the 
transept of Westminster Abbey, where the ashes and tl1e mem
ory of the great and good are enshrined. 

ANOTHER COMPANION OF THE w AY was Bishop William A. 
Quayle of the Methodist Episcopal Church. If you do not know 
this sorrel-topped saint from the Isle of Man, it will be as hope-
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less to describe him as was Hall Caine's attempt to describe 
Glory Quayle. But mention of his name to one who does know 
him, or has heard him preach or lecture, is the signal for chairs 
to be hitched up and the pigeonholes of memory to be opened. 

About Bishop Quayle's name there is a halo of anecdotal mist 
as intangible and persistent, and probably as apocryphal as the 
Joseph Parker legends. Throughout Methodism he was greatly 
beloved; by evil-doers as heartily hated. A more delightful 
traveling companion never joined the Chautauqua circuit. 

To criticize Christian leaders who prefer to give their vaca
tions to a great educational movement is no new thing. Bishop 
Quayle was not the first to feel the sting of it. At a General 
Conference of the Methodist Church, lecturing bishops came in 
for an uncomfortable hour at the hands of those who could see 
nothing beyond a mercenary motive in this wider ministry to the 
great church beyond the pale. But the little Bishop smiled his 
disarming smile, shook his f rowsy red head and went on lecturing. 

It was upon a hot night in a town south of the Mason and 
Dixon Line, that I witnessed one of the most dramatic, certainly 
one of the most courageous platform incidents of the summer. 
Bishop Quayle was lecturing on Abraham Lincoln before a great 
tent full of perspiring people. His exact words I cannot of course 
recall, but in substance they were as fallows: 

'CHow have the bitterness and animosity of those fateful days 
of our Civil War been turned into trust and goodwill by the 
gentle hand of time; and, through the death of Lincoln, even 
into friendship and neighborliness. My father was a Methodist 
preacher with abolitionist principles in the midst of Southern 
sympathizers during the Civil War. He was advised to keep his 
mouth shut. When he refused to do so, but continued to give 
voice to his convictions, he was warned and threatened, but, like 
his son today, it was hard for him to ref rain from giving expres
sion to what his heart felt to be right. 

''One night in this very state," continued Bishop Quayle, ''not 
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far from this spot, your fathers took my father from his home 
beside the church, put a rope about his neck and threw the other 
end of the halter over the limb of a tree. My father was asked to 
join your side, by your fat hers, who held the other end of that 
rope. He was commanded to preach that slavery was a divine 
institution. He refused. He said he could not and would not 
preach that which he knew to be wrong. The rope was drawn 
tighter. Still he refused. On tiptoes, and black in the face, still 
he shook his head. Then just as the leader of the band of South
ern sympathizers, out of patience, ordered his men to finish their 
job, a body of Union soldiers appeared on the scene and my 
father was cut down. Thank God he lived to see the fires of 
sectional feeling die, and the touch of the seamless robe heal the 
bleeding wounds. 

''While I shall always glory in my father's steadfastness in the 
right as he saw the right, I have likewise honored your fathers' 
interpretation of the right as they saw the right. But the miracle 
of Grace to me, and the bow of promise for the future of our 
united and chastened land, is this amazing fact; that the sons of 
the men who would have hanged my fa th er should unite, fifty 
years later, in an invitation to his son to come back and talk to 
you about Abraham Lincoln. Thank God for this healing of the 
wounds and for this expression of pride in our common heritage 
as American citizens." 

That was a brave thing. I can never forget the tense faces of 
that audience. · 

One night, it was the last with the good Bishop, I tarried on 
the platform for a moment after my lecture, watching the crowds 
dissolving. I saw the Bishop's warm smile come up out of the sea 
of faces. Beckoning to me and leading me aside he whispered, 

''Ever have a real Missouri fried chicken dinner, not the hotel 
kind, the farmer kind?'' 

''Get thee behind me, Satan," I replied. But the farmer's auto 
was waiting, and so was that marvelous late-evening feast. Our 
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musicians were there and the platform manager and local minis
ter and his wife. These together with the farmer and his family 
made a merry party. 

When the Bishop took his place at the head of the table, you 
forgot that he was a Bishop, and you forgot the riddle of the 
universe and your immortal soul. You forgot everything except 
that you were back in the fried chicken, sweet potato, hot biscuit 
and honey, blackberry pie, watermelon and buttermilk days of 
your boyhood. 

It was well after midnight when the subdued party took to 
the cars again and turned toward the hotel. 

"What beautiful new church is that ?" I asked as we passed a 
lovely cathedral-like building. 

''One we have just completed," said the resident minister with 
modest pride. "Would you like to see it lighted up?" 

''Yes indeed," I said. ''It is still quite early!'' 
The automobiles stopped; the key was at hand; the lights 

flashed on. As we sat there by the curb in the quiet of the night 
with the town asleep about us, the lights streaming through the 
fine art windows, it needed but choir and organ to set our thoughts 
to music. "He that watches over Israel slumbers not nor sleeps." 

So we went into the church. Although Bishop Quayle had 
been the merriest of the party, he was now the gentle shepherd 
of a wandering flock. He led us down the aisle of the quiet 
church to the altar, stepped into the pulpit and waved his hand 
to one of the musicians who took her place at the organ console. 
Lifting his hands the Bishop said, ''Let us sing 'Blest be the 
Tie that Binds our Hearts in Christian Love.' '' 

I am sure we sang with lumps in our throats for we loved the 
Bishop and he was leaving us in the morning, and that was only 
a few hours away. 

His lectures had inspired, instructed and strengthened us. His 
friendship had added new meaning to the word. His fun had 
been as sweet and fresh as a mountain stream. Yet I shall always 
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think of him as .. The Bishop;' and remember him longest as 
standing in the pulpit of the beautiful church in the early morn
ing hours with the light streaming out over the sleeping city, 
hands uplifted, his face wistful, his eyes seeing things afar off 
and saying, "Let us pray." 

WE HOLD A THREAD and trace it out of sight; we weave a pattern 
and wonder the thread did not break. Days follow days with 
seeming commonplace uniformity; only when we look back do 
the golden days stand out from the pattern. 

I have written of two great companions of the way Bishop 
Quayle and Frank Gunsaulus and of friendships that contin
ued until God called them to enrich the life of heaven. 

There was another knightly soul whose companionship it was 
my privilege to enjoy as we shared together the lights and shad
ows, the comedies and tragedies of a summer on the Chautauqua 
circuit. This was none other than the silver-tongued champion of 
political and social reform, William Jennings Bryan. 

Like Daniel Webster, Horace Greeley and Henry Clay, Mr. 
Bryan will go down in history as a defeated candidate for the 
presidency of the United States. Also like them, his place is 
secure on the pages of history, and in the hearts of his country
men. They were great men; greater than some whom the vagaries 
of political fortune elevated to the highest office in the land. 

William Jennings Bryan was a reformer, a fighter, a deeply 
religious man and a peerless orator. It was my good fortune to 
know him somewhat intimately, and to share his life for a sum
mer while traveling together through the Middle West. Under 
the big tent we addressed the same audiences; usually several 
thousand intelligent, good-natured Americans mostly farmers 
and small town folk. They came, of course, to hear Mr. Bryan's 
lucid, dramatic, awakening address in the afternoon, but most 
of them remained for the evening concert and my anticlimactic 
lecture which closed the program for the day. 
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Mr. Bryan's days were often filled with committee meetings, 
and conferences with local political leaders, yet he was never too 
busy to entertain his traveling companions with good stories. He 
shared their broken nights of t.ravel, and all the trials to which 
troupers are heir, with philosophical cheerfulness. He was 
friendly, considerate, and always the good sport. 

The incident of that summer (1912) which I recall most 
vividly occurred one warm day in a town in Nebraska. The 
National Democratic Convention, called to nominate their stand
ard bearer, had recently been held in the city of Baltimore. 
William Jennings Bryan was the logical and favorite candidate. 
His nomination appeared to be a mere formality. The large 
block of Tammany delegates could swing the convention, and 
they were all for Bryan. But Mr. Bryan· was something of a 
Knight Errant. He had a conscience. He knew the ways of Tam
many were dark and devious, and he didn't like them. The 
Tammany leaders v.1ere ready to nominate Mr. Bryan, but. to 
their surprise, and to the consternation of the Convention, this 
honor he flatly refused. He would not be championed by Tam
many. Instead he declined their support, rejected their proffered 
votes and fought the Tammany Tiger tooth and nail throughout 
the Convention and, for the time being at least, broke its power 
over national politils. 

With this episode in political history in mind I had often 
wished to get Mr. Bryan's side of the story, but he seemed to 
avoid the subject. One very warm day, late for dinner, we were 
alone in the hotel dining room. He was in shirt sleeves, sans 
necktie. The flies were bad. The food was unappetizing. He 
pushed his plate away untasted and turning to me with a smile 
said, "You are a good trouper. Why do you do it? Why don't 
you go to Cape Cod and fish?" My family was there at the time 
and he knew it. "I might turn the tables," I said, "and inquire 
why you don't do it yourself. You weigh nearly twice as much 
as I do, and this heat takes more out of you." He emptied the 
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pitcher of ice water (as he always did on the platform), re
mained silent for a time turning the glass in his hand, then broke 
out in his familiar, impulsive way ... Why do I do it? 'Without 
vision the people perish.''' And then he went on to say, ''We 
have our National problems, finance, tariff, transportation, hous
ing, social welfare and skullduggery in high places. The people 
must know these things before they can change them. Local 
problems need airing too; education, diversified farming, mar
kets, public health, private virtue, child welfare, domestic happi
ness, Christian character my friend, there is so much that needs 
to be done and so few to point the way. There is so much the 
common people should know and the task is so immense; if 
human conditions are to be made better someone must bring 
the task home to the people. It is not easy. Sometimes I feel like 
a voice crying in the wilderness." He sat silent for a time swat
ting the flies and then added, •'But then, so did John the Bap
tist." Again he resorted to the water pitcher. 

•'Mr. Bryan," I said, •'there is something I have long wanted 
to know, may I ask you a personal question?" He smiled and 
said, "Go ahead." "Well, here it is. Why did you not permit 
the Baltimore Convention to nominate you for the presidency of 
the United States?'' He was silent a long time, then said, laying 
his hand on my arm, ''I was tempted to do so. If I had retained 
the silence that gives consent the Convention, doubtless, with 
the help of the Tammany votes, would have given me the nom
ination, which meant election that year. But I could not ·keep 
silent. I fought ·The Tiger' in the open. I refused their terms. 
I said to myself I would rather destroy T anzmany than be Presi
dent of the UniteJ States. Does that answer your question?'' 
Then he stood up, all six feet three of him, squared his shoulders 
and marched out of the dining room a statesman unbought 
and unafraid. 

167 



WAR CORRESPONDENT BRYAN'S MAGIC LETIER HISTORY'S 
' 

VERDICT CAPTAIN, AMERICAN RED CROSS BRA VEST MAN I 

HAVE KNOWN CARIBBEAN HURRICANE GENERAL ARMSTRONG 
-NEAR EAST RELIEF 

PRESIDENT WOODROW WILSON made a wise and gracious ap
pointment when he invited William Jennings Bryan to become 
his Secretary of State. 

Two years after Mr. Bryan bade his Chautauqua companions 
goodbye, out on the hot prairies of Nebraska, I had occasion to 
go abroad. Lincoln O'Brien, editor of the Bosto11 Herald, had 
given me an assignment as war correspondent in Italy and 
France. Before sailing I called upon Mr. Bryan at the State 
Department in Washington. When he learned of my mission 
he turned to his secretary a.nd dictated a letter. As he handed it 
to me, he said, ''If you ever get into a tight place this may come 
in handy." It was an open letter addressed to our Consular rep
resentatives abroad, directing them to give tl1e bearer every 
assistance and protection, if needed. 

My ship was sailing direct for France. It was the summer of 
1915. The First World War was raging, but Italy, so far, had 
remained out of the conflict. The Triple Alliance between Italy, 
Germany and Austria still held, although the breaking point 
seemed near. 

We were approaching the Irish coast on the evening of May 7 
when the wireless operator, on his way to the bridge, whispered 
to me as I stood at the rail, .. The Lusitania has been torpedoed 
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just ahead of us." Within a few minutes our course was altered. 
Instead of making port at Cherbourg, we turned south and 
headed for Naples, Italy. Our ship was immediately darkened. 
There was a good deal of excitement and some hysteria. One 
passenger died during the night, apparently from fright, and 
was buried at sea. 

From Naples I hastened to Rome. The city was quiet, but one 
felt a tension like watching Vesuvius before an eruption. I found 
lodgings in a pension, through the good offices of Telford Erick
son, American Board missionary to Albania, who, with his 
family, also had taken shelter in Rome. Erickson of Albania! 
Representative of King Zog ! Our rooms were not far apart. 

The next morning I was awakened by the sound of a deep
toned bell. Erickson came running into my room shouting, ''Get 
up, don't you hear it?'' ''Hear what?'' ''La Patriana." ''And who 
is he?'' I inquired. ''La Patriana, the bell, the Daddy of all bells, 
the largest bell in Rome. The bell that rings only on state occa
sions, or in time of alarm. Let us hurry to Quirinal Hill and find 
out what has happened. It wouldn't surprise me if Italy has gone 
to war, on one side or the other.'' 

Every street was a river of humanity flowing toward the Quiri
nal. Reaching the foot of the hill I found a broad flight of steps 
leading to the open square before the Royal Palace. Mounting 
these we came upon a surging, excited gathering of citizens. 

At the top of the stairway, as every visitor to Rome will re
member, stand two equestrian statues representing the mytho
logical Roman gods, Castor and Pollux, mounted on prancing 
bronze horses. Unable to see what was going on because of the 
press and throng, Dr. Erickson, asking me to give him a leg up, 
clambered to the back of Castor's steed. Not to be outdone, I 
managed to scramble up beside Pollux. Thus mounted, we were 
able to secure a good view of the Piazza, where already thou
sands of people were milling about. Statues and trees were soon 
black with onlookers. Late editions of newspapers were eagerly 
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snatched from newsboys. An excited crowd of volatile Italians 
is worth watching. My notebook was busy. 

Suddenly there was a great shouting; ''Italia Irredenta, Terra 
Irredenta, Viva Italia." Erickson called to me, ''The Irredentists 
are a political party. They have long clamored for the return, or 
redemption of the lost Provinces, taken by Austria." 

Just then a banner was borne through the square while the 
people shouted: ''Trentino, Trentino, Viva Trentino, Italia Ir
redenta." Trent was one of the lost Provinces. Then another 
banner made its round of the square, the people shouting: ''Tri
este, Trieste, Viva Trieste." A third banner appeared, and again 
there was great cheering. ''Dalmatia, Dalmatia, Viva Dalmatia." 

Evidently the long dream of the Irredentists had some son of 
encouragement. Unfolding before my eyes was the hope, if not 
the consummation of a nation's prayer. For fifty years they had 
waited for a chance to fight for the redemption of their lost ter
ritories. For a year Italy had kept out of the war. She could do so 
no longer. She must take her stand on one side or the other. 

Suddenly a hush fell upon the thousands that filled the square. 
Feelings aroused by the sight of the flags that once waved beside 
the flag of Italy, were stilled. 

Erickson pointed to the Royal Palace toward which every face 
was now turned. Upon the upper balcony a group of officers in 
full uniform were now standing. The great throng waited in 
silence. The group on the balcony parted and a little man, his 
breast covered with decorations, stepped to the balustrade. ''The 
King," said Erickson. Then a great shout went up. ''Viva ii Im
peratore! Viva Victor Emmanuel!'' 

What he said, if anything, was lost in the shouting. Then, 
''Look," said Erickson. ''The Queen." And there she stood, 
beside the King, and she was every inch a queen. 

, Then Queen Helena crowned that historic scene with the most 
dramatic act I have ever witnessed. A great flag was draped over 
the front of the balcony, falling almost to the ground. The Queen 
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leaned far over, gathered up the folds of the national emblem, 
pressed them to her lips, then flung them far out over the heads 
of the people. 

If the cheering had been hearty before, it was bedlam now. I 
have never witnessed so wild a scene. Hats and newspapers went 
into the air; umbrellas and walking sticks followed. ccViva Queen 
Helena," they shouted until they were hoarse. 

Calling to me, Erickson hastily dismounted from Castor and 
I slid down from Pollux. Taking my arm and hurrying down the 
steps, he said: ccltaly has gone to war. And gone to war on the 
side of the Allies. This day they have broken the Triple Alliance, 
and the Queen told the people in her own way. And the people 
loved the dramatics." 

''America will soon be in it now," Erickson continued, c'and 
then Americans and Italians will be brothers in arms." 

IT MAY SEEM as if this detour had taken us far afield from the 
subject of our narrative, William Jennings Bryan, but, perhaps 
no farther than some preachers wander from their texts; I still 
had in my pocket the letter from the Secretary of State. 

Before leaving Rome, Dr. Erickson asked if I had visited 
Michelangelo's statue of Moses. I had seen many statues, many 
paintings and many historic buildings, but somehow Moses had 
escaped me. There was still a day to spare before leaving for 
Paris, so I took taxi to the Basilica Eudoxia in the suburbs, and 
stood before the magnificent figure of the great Law Giver. I 
suppose it is the thing to say that I was lost in wonder, admira
tion and praise. As a matter of fact I must have been not only 
lost but blind and dumb as well, for, as I stood there, my pocket
book was neatly extracted from my trousers pocket, while Moses 
occupied my attention. 

Here was real disaster, for my money, letter of credit and 
passport were all in the purse. 

Thomas Nelson Page was United States Ambassador to Italy 
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at that time. Never have we had a foreign representative who 
carried his diplomatic honors with more grace and distinction. 
When one thinks of the type of politician that has of ten, of late 
years, received ambassadorial appointment, the remembrance of 
Benjamin· Franklin, William Dean Howells, Rufus Choate, 
Dwight Morrow, Thomas Nelson Page, brings a sigh of regret. 

In my perplexity my first thought was to report the loss to Mr. 
Page. At the American Embassy my request to see the Ambassa
dor met with the usual difficulty. The guardians of the portal 
thought it would be impossible to see Mr. Page. Would I see the 
Consul General? No? Then perhaps the charged' affairs or the 
private secretary. No, I must see the Ambassador personally. 
Have you an appointment? No, but I have something better, I 
have a letter from the Secretary of State. What magic! What 
change of heart! That precious letter, bearing the great seal of 
the United States, melted those icy barriers as the morning sun 
clears a frosted window. 

It was not long after my card and Mr. Bryan's letter had been 
sent in that the Ambassador himself appeared and ushered me 
into the inner sanctum. 

I explained to Mr. Page my loss and the awkward position in 
which it placed me. Fortunately my railway transportation and 
sleeping-car reservation were in another pocket. The train, on 
which I was booked, left at ten o'clock that same evening. 

Probably Mr. Page saw that I was a bit keyed up for he told 
me not to worry. The matter of another passport he would attend 
to. The rail transportation could be extended, but he thought 
that would not be necessary. He would send for the Commis
sioner of Police, whom he knew very well, and they were very 
thorough. With a twinkle in his eyes he said he was afraid the 
thief had paid scant attention to the ten commandments engraved 
on the table of stone Moses held, but then what could one expect 
from children of Romulus and Remus, with wolf blood in their 
veins? He thought what I needed was a good dinner, so he car-

172 



ried me off to his beautiful home, where I nearly forgot every
thing save his kindness. In the hour that followed I discovered 
that the author of many a rollicking negro story had not lost his 
sense of humor. 

Returning to the Embassy we found a number of officers from 
the Prefecture of Police awaiting us. To them I gave all the in
formation available. Mr. Page advised me to leave the matter 
in their hands, take my train as planned and, upon reaching Paris, 
report to the United States Consul General, to whom he would 
wire. Then he handed me one hundred dollars in United States 
currency. ''Just a loan," he said. ''We have a fund upon which 
we can draw to help stranded Americans. Any friend of Mr. 
Bryan's must carry away pleasant memories of Rome.'' 

Despite the Ambassador's parting words, my thoughts of 
Rome were a bit mixed as the Plains of Lombardy, the Italian 
Lakes, the snowy Alps and the gardens of France came into view 
and did their best to restore my spirits and bring serenity of mind. 

Upon reaching Paris I drove at once to the American Con
sulate. There I found a telegram awaiting me from Mr. Page. It 
read: ''Pocketbook recovered, everything intact, forwarding by 
express, regards to Mr. Bryan." 

How many Americans, wandering about Europe, and getting 
into all manner of difficulties, have had occasion to class them
selves with Mark Twain and his blundering Innocents Abroad? 
In France I managed to get into another scrape, and without 
Mr. Bryan's letter it would have been rather serious. 

The trouble started in Nieuport, Belgium, and ended in Dun
kirk, France. It was at Nieuport that I picked up from a recent 
battlefield, a number of discarded weapons, helmets and shells, 
for my war cabinet. Even yet it was a lively sector. French and 
German forces were engaged in a battery duel and shells were 
passing over our heads. 

The next day I was having dinner with an American Red Cross 
unit in the city of Dunkirk. Our dining room faced the shore 
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line, with a strip of sand between us and the sea. While we were 
dining a fourteen inch shell landed on the beach near us and 
exploded. I was sitting with other diners facing the window. The 
explosion threw the whole row of us over on our backs on the 
floor. The front of the house was blown in. No one was killed, 
but a number were injured. Approaching the stretch of beach 
cautiously we found a huge crater in the sand. Scraps of metal 
were still hot. We gathered a number of souvenirs. 

By this time I had covered a number of scenes of action for my 
paper; life in the trenches, life in the hospitals, life in Paris. It 
was time to return home. At Dunkirk I hoped to pick up a chan
nel steamer for England. Customs regulations were rigid at that 
time; every border was alert for deserters and spies. However, 
my papers were in order and I anticipated no trouble as I entered 
the customs office to secure the necessary permit to leave France. 

Nothing happened until a suitcase stuffed with souvenirs was 
opened then there was excitement. If one of the duds I carried 
had exploded it would not have made a greater hubbub. 

I do not like to dwell upon that painful scene. It was humiliat
ing to a seasoned traveler. Suffice it to say I was hailed to prison: 
It seems they had found a fusee, or starlight shell, in my collec
tion. The officer who gave it to me said it had been fired but it 
seems it was still alive. For the next two days I remained in that 
military prison, and then was brought before a court of French 
officers. The thing looked serious enough until I drew from an 
inner pocket Mr. Bryan's precious letter and handed it to the 
court. The great seal of the United States could not be ignored, 
nor the signature, even if they could not read the rest. 

I followed this up by demanding to be taken before an Ameri
can Consul. This could hardly be refused under the circumstances. 
The nearest Consulate was in Folkstone, England. Still under 
arrest, and accompanied by two French soldiers, I was taken 
aboard the channel steamer, and finally reached a land where I 
could understand, and be understood, without a dictionary. 
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The American Consul at Folkstone assumed full responsibility 
for my safekeeping (and punishment) and the French soldiers, 
one of whom was an officer, saluted, and departed. 

The Consul asked me how I had gotten out of ''that nasty 
mess." I handed him Mr. Bryan's magical letter. 'CNo wonder," 
he said, ''but you were lucky at that." 

It was a great hour when, having returned to Washington, I 
·called at the State Department to thank Mr. Bryan for his kind
ness, and relate to him the story of my adventures, and his part 
in them. 

Thirty years have passed since Mr. Bryan laughed at my tale 
and said: .. Sounds like a Chautauqua circuit in Europe." 

DURING THE YEARS that followed, many of Mr. Bryan's friends 
were puzzled and disappointed by two acts of his which, at the 
time, somewhat clouded his high place in public esteem. I ref er 
to his resignation as Secretary of State, and to his active defense 
of the School Board at Dayton, Tennessee. Yet to those who 
knew Mr. Bryan's high ideals, his action in both instances seemed 
consistent and courageous. With his devotion to truth, as he saw 
it, he could do no other. 

There are many thousands of people living today who have 
listened with glowing hearts to Mr. Bryan's sermon-lecture en
titled 'CThe Prince of Peace." With some, to preach and to prac
tice are two different things, but Mr. Bryan made the ethics of 
Jesus his own. He loved his enemies. He turned the other cheek. 
He returned good for evil. War to him was anti-Christian. As 
Secretary of State he could not lend his support to President 
Wilson's declaration of war. There was only one consistent 
thing to do and he did it. His resignation but proved again the 
temper of the steel of his Knighthood. 

Was he right in the position he took at that time, and the rest 
of us wrong? If President Wilson had followed the advice of 
his Secretary of State would not the world be at peace today? 
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Many think so. It took courage of the highest order, and a faith 
that sees, afar off, a city whose builder and maker is God, to do 
what William Jennings Bryan did at that time. 

And now, we see him in his last gallant fight, defending the 
faith he lived by. Time heals the bitterest of scholastic contro
versies. I seem to hear him again in the words he loved: 

''I walk with bare, hushed feet the ground 
Ye tred with boldness shod; 

I dare not fix with mete and bound 
The love and power of God." 

During the trial at Dayton I suffered, I think, as much as did 
his friends who were there. If I have found freedom and joy in 
a broader interpretation of God's Word, my personal sympa
thies were with Mr. Bryan. He was my good friend. He was in 
the arena like a baited lion, while legal wordlings badgered him 
with words, words. Lawyers who altogether missed the point 
that if other interpretation could produce such a stalwart Chris- . 
tian as their protagonist, it were better to ref rain from rushing 
in like fools, where angels fear to tread. 

The lion was wounded there. It was his last battle. He died 
;oon after. ''But from the ground there blossoms red, Life that 
shall endless be." Mr. Bryan left a legacy in the hearts of those 
who loved him. Soon we heard of a school at Dayton, Tennessee, 
where ambitious young men and young women could receive a 
lib~ral and Christian education even though blest with the mea
ge1 est of resources. It was, there£ ore, with unusual interest that I 
found, on my lecture schedule a few years ago, the name of the 
William Jennings Bryan University. 

When I reached Dayton perhaps I was expecting to find a 
student body made up of ''peculiar people." Anyway, if so, I was 
happily disappointed. A finer group of students cannot be found 
anywhere. Wholesome girls, manly boys there they were, a fine 
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campus full of them, coming from twenty states to build a great 
school in memory of a great soul. 

I found them literally building the university themselves, phy
sically, intellectually and spiritually. The students were laying 
the stones of a fine building. Other buildings were already occu
pied. Thus many were earning their board and tuition. 

When assembly was called I thought I had never looked into 
the faces of a more purposeful and promising group of students. 
The whole setting reminded me of the beginnings of Oberlin 
College, as I had heard the heroic story from my father and 
mother, who, as students, had helped in its founding and early 
history. 

And here was the same spirit, the same type of wise, self sac
rificing teachers; the same splendid, eager, prayerful boys and 
girls at Dayton, preparing for lives of Christian service, and 
building in faith the living foundation of the WILLIAM JEN

NINGS BRYAN MEMORIAL UNIVERSITY. 

HAVING BEEN COMMISSIONED, early in the First World War, an 
officer in the American Red Cross with the rank of captain, I 
sailed, February 17, 1918, on the S.S. Espagne for field service 
in France. There were twelve in our group including William 
Allen White and Governor Henry J. Allen of Kansas. 

From Bordeaux we proceeded by train to Paris. Shortly after 
our arrival we were sent to inspect an aviation field where our 
American airmen were in training. Here we found a cleared tract 
perhaps a mile square, divided into seven practice-fields. At that 
time our boys were given some technical and practical experience 
at home, then sent to France to complete their training. Starting 
at camp number one, they passed on, as soon as they had suc
ceeded in all its requirements, to camp number two, and so on 
to camp seven. If all went well, they were then ready to go to 
the front. When they had brought down five enemy planes they 
were considered aces. 

We paid our respects to the commanding officer, who showed 
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us every courtesy. After dinner he said, ''Well, gentlemen, I 
suppose you would like to go up in the air." Four said they would 
enjoy the experience, while eight said they would rather be ex
cused. I counted myself one of the f ortrinate ones and was soon 
strapped into a little .fighting machine, a biplane with twenty
two foot wingspread. 

A doughboy pilot took his place behind me in the plane, and 
soon we were in the air, a few thousand feet above the earth. I 
caught two visions in that experience; one was of the earth that 
lay like a map beneath me, its toy buildings, trees and people 
appearing like the contents of a child's Noah's Ark, spilled care
lessly about. The other vision was through the eyes and nerves 
of the man at the controls. This young American, like so many 
today, had deliberately chosen the most dangerous place in our 
fighting ranks. He counted not his life dear unto himself that he 
might invest his life where it would count the most in saving the 
world from its deadlock with the powers of darkness. I shall 
ever be mindful of this close contact with high courage. 

Returning safely to the flying field, I found a Y.M.C.A. seer~ 
tary waiting for me. He said, ''Would you mind going over to 
field number seven and speaking to the boys there tonight?" "Of 
course," I said. A short journey by automobile brought us to the 
designated Y.M.C.A. hut. It was 8 P.M., but we found the 
room empty and in darkness instead of lighted and full of a 
waiting crowd. Just then an orderly came up with a message. 
''The Captain presents his compliments, and says, will you join 
him on the field; we are too busy to spare the boys tonight." Pro
ceeding in darkness to the last testing field, I found we were in 
great luck; a class of aviators was to graduate that night. They 
were to undertake the supreme test, that is, take off in the dark
ness, climb without lights, fly with only their instruments to 
guide them, and land by faith, or luck. 

FouR PLANES were rolled out of the hangar, four men buckled 
on their leather coats and helmets, one climbed into his cockpit 
• 
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and was gone into the patl1less night. Little was said. I noticed 
every one of the ground crew about me was as nervous as I. 
After ten or fifteen minutes I heard someone say, ''There she 
is," and looking up saw a speck of light moving overhead. It 
was the aviator's flashlight signaling that he was coming down. 
A rocket then soared into the sky to give the location of the air
field. When the light had died away a black object fanned our 
cheeks, and the plane landed as lightly as a bird on the field 
before us. A hearty cheer went up. Daredevil number one had 
successfully passed the final test and would be off to the front 
in the morning. 

Number two was soon on his way, and returned safely. Like
wise number three. When number four had winged his way into 
the darkness, I said to the Y.M.C.A. secretary, ''It is late, perhaps 
we had better return to the village where my party is bivouacked 
for the night." We walked across the field and had come nearly 
to the hangar when there was a crash and a cry. Someone shouted 
''The ambulance quickly." Then the searchlight was unhooded 
and swept its broad shaft of light up and down the field until 
it rested upon a wrecked plane. The young pilot had made a 
crash landing. We hurried to the spot expecting to find the avia
tor dead. The officer in charge ordered us to surround the wreck
age and lift it. Gently we forced it up, when, greatly to our 
surprise and relief, the bird-man crawled out from beneath. 
Hurrying to him the Captain exclaimed, ''Cord, are you dead?'' 
Slowly getting to his feet Cord Meyer (for that was his name) 
felt himself all over and said with a grin, c'No, Captain, in fact 
I think I am all right." 'CThank God," said the officer. ''Well, 
anyway, get into the ambulance and have the doctors look you 
over at the hospital." 'CNo, Captain, I do not want to go to the 
hospital." 'CWhat do you want?'' CCI want to go up again, please 
give me another chance." The Captain hesitated, then with a 
short laugh said, c'All right, you fool. You shall have another 
try at it." Then he gave the necessary orders. In a few minutes 
another plane was rolled up and then we all ·shook hands with 
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the bravest man whose hand I have ever gripped. He went into 
the air amidst the cheers of his comrades, and this time returned 
safely to the field. 

One curious aftermath came out of this experience. I was 
speaking for the Red Cross, after my return home, at a great 
public meeting in the city of New Haven, Connecticut. In the 
course of the address I told the story of Cord Meyer. That night, 
after I had retired, and was reading in bed in my hotel room, the 
telephone, on the nearby stand, rang. CCHello, hello, who is this?'' 
A gentle voice replied, CCI attended the meeting tonight where 
you spoke. Please pardon my weeping into the telephone, but I 
could not sleep until I had had a word with you. Cord Meyer's 
mother is my sister. I am writing her now of all you said about 
her son. In her name, as well as my own I want to thank you. 
He has never told us what you revealed tonight." c'That," I re
plied, ''is just like him. Will you give my love to the mother of 
the bravest lad I have ever met." 

DURING THE FIRST WORLD w AR many single men from the 
United States were in the Canal Zone, engaged in the hurried 
completion of the interocean waterway. These men were execu
tives, engineers and skilled artisans. For their hours of relaxation 
the Government had built seven or eight excellent clubhouses. 

During the fall of 1915 I was invited by the United States 
Department of Education at Washington to spend several months 
in the Canal Zone, lecturing nightly on various subjects to the 
American men, and some women, in the clubhouses. This looked 
like an interesting adventure, especially as the assignment in
cluded lecturer and wife. We left New York on the Government 
steamer Allianca, a sturdy six-thousand ton dispatch boat en
gaged in carrying supplies and personnel to the Canal Zone. 
Harriet was happy to find that Captain McKenzie was also taking 
his wife for the trip. There were some other Government em
ployees, perhaps twenty-five passengers in all. 

The first part of the voyage was pleasant. We stopped at 
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Havana, Isle of Pines, Puerto Rico, Virgin Islands, and then laid 
our course for Cristobal-Colon. 

We must have been near the center of the Caribbean Sea 
when a tropical hurricane, a typical West Indies typhoon, struck 
our vessel. On the second day of the storm the Captain was 
obliged to head into the wind and heave to. A sea anchor was 
put out, the hatches battened down and the steamer made as 
ready as possible to ride out the storm. 

As was our custom Harriet and I spent much of that day in 
the pilot house with Captain and Mrs. McKenzie. Wireless mes
sages were received reporting several vessels in distress. One, a 
large Danish steamer, was not far away. When S.O.S. appeals 
came from her our Captain was much distressed. He told us he 
had never before failed to respond to a ship in peril, ''but," he 
said, ''I dare not turn my ship about. We are headed directly 
into the gale. If I should turn and be caught broadside to the 
storm we would, in all likelihood, capsize. I can't risk it." 

Ours was an outside cabin. There were two berths, one above 
the other. Harriet had the lower berth. Sometime during the 
night a great wave smashed into the ship and swept her from 
stem to stern. Lifeboats were carried away. Our stateroom door 
and part of the bulkhead were smashed in. Harriet was washed 
out of her berth and was being carried over the doorsill when I 
leaped down, caught her, and lifted her into my berth. 

Meanwhile other passengers were calling for help. Going into 
the inner companionway I found women in water up to their 
armpits. But the hatches held, and the water finally drained 
away, leaving the interior of the Allianca badly wrecked. 

After helping some of the women to dry quarters, I returned 
to our cabin. Harriet's eyes were closed, but her lips were moving. 
As I put back her wet hair from her face, above the howling of 
the gale and the sound of many waters, I heard her murmur: 
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''Whither sl1all I go from thy spirit? 
Or whither shall I flee from thy presence? 
If I ascend up into heaven thou art there; 
If I make my bed in hell, thou art there also. 
If I take the wings of the morning, 
And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea, 
Even there shall thy hand lead me, 
And thy right hand shall hold me. 
Thou even makest the darkness to be light about me, 
For the night and the day are alike unto thee, 
How precious are thy thoughts unto me, Oh God. 
When I awake, I am still with thee." 

By the third morning we were able to go on deck, to find that 
our sturdy little steamer had resumed her voyage to Panama. 

Upon reaching Colon, which lies at the northern entrance to 
the Panama Canal, we were told that seven steamers had gone 
down in that storm in the Caribbean Sea, one of them the large 
Danish ship which sank near us. 

I have never known Harriet to be frightened. Her trust in God 
was implicit. She took Him at His word as a matter of course. 
She had a motto which she consistently lived by: ''It is always 
best to believe the best." 

LET ME TRY to tell you a story, as I heard it years ago from the 
lips of an illustrious son of Hawaii. General Samuel C. Arm
strong was born at Wailuku, Maui, Hawaiian Islands, January 
30, 1839, and died at Hampton, Virginia, May 11, 1893. 

Upon his graduation from Yale University in 1862, Samuel 
Armstrong enlisted in the Northern army, then in the midst of 
the Civil War. After two years of military service he was mus
tered out with the rank of Major General. Becoming interested 
in the Freedmen's Bureau and in the work of the American Mis
sionary Association, he established in 1868 at Hampton Roads a 
training school for Negro and Indian youth which has become 
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famous as the Hampton Normal and Agricultural Institute. 
Sometime after General Armstrong's death I was invited to give 
an address at this school and took the occasion to tell the students 
the following incident out of the boyhood of the founder of 
their famous school, as I once heard him relate it at a Foref ath
ers' Day banquet in the city of San Francisco. 

General Armstrong was the son of early missionaries of the 
American Board in the Hawaiian Islands. Next door to their 
home at W ailuku, on the Island of Maui, were the premises of 
the British Consulate. There had been a death in a family con
nected with the consular staff, and the British .flag on the tall 
mast before the Consular offices had been lowered to half-mast. 
Little Samuel Armstrong, and his still smaller sister, noticing the 
peculiar position of the .flag, went to their mother to inquire why 
the flag was not in its usual place at the top of the mast. She told 
them it was because there had been a death among the friends 
next door. The children wanted to know if it was the custom to 
lower the flag part way when anyone died. ''Yes," said the moth
er, c'when anyone dies they put the flag at half-mast." 

A few days after the incident, the children's pet dog died. 
Wanting to honor their playmate in proper fashion, the children 
crept under the fence into the Consulate grounds, hastened to 
the flag-staff and lowered the Union Jack part way. 

About that time a British gunboat came into the harbor. The 
Captain, through his spy-glass, noticed that the flag before the 
British Consulate was standing at half-mast. Queen Victoria was 
at that time on the throne, and he immediately concluded she 
must have passed away. Arrayed in full uniform, the Captain and 
his staff marched solemnly through the streets of the town to the 
Consulate. The Consul General, coming out to meet them, was 
immediately accosted by the Captain with the demand: c'Who is 
dead?'' Much disturbed, the Consul said, ''No one is dead so far 
as I know." 

'cThen why is the flag at half-mast?'' 
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Looking up the Consul General noticed for the first time the 
position of the flag. Then he caught sight of two frightened 
little children scurrying for the fence, and said, ccQh, it,S those 
d - - - missionary children, that's all.,, 

But it was not all. 

In the First Congregational Church of San Francisco, on De
cember 21, 1890, at a Forefathers' Day banquet given in his 
honor, I heard General Armstrong relate this story of his boy
hood. Later I was to be entertained in his former home at Wai
luku, read his journals and sleep in his bed. 

CCNo, that was not all," said General Armstrong resuming his 
story. CCThe Captain called to us as we were disappearing under 
the fence. Sister and I came tremblingly back, but the Captain 
was smiling. Picking my little sister up in his arms he said, 'Did 
you lower the Union Jack?' 'Yes, sir,, with a sob. 'And why 
did you do that?' CBecause mamma told us, when anyone died 
the flag should not be way up high.' '' 

'' 'And did someone die?' '' 
· c 'Yes, sir.' '' 
'' cWho ?' ,, 
Ct COur doggy.' JJ 

" 'Oh,' said the Captain: 'Then that is all right. We will just 
leave the flag where it is until sunset.' And he kissed my little 
sister and put her down. 

''We scampered home. 
"As long as she lived, my sister had a picture of that under-

standing British naval officer hanging in her room with a little 
Union Jack and a little Stars and Stripes crossed above it." 

It has given me no little pleasure to learn, from later gradu-
ates of Hampton Institute, that the story I told the students that · 
day, out of the childhood of the founder of their college, has 
become a classic and a tradition told and retold year hy year to 
every entering class. 

184 
I 



ON NOVEMBER 11, 1918, the Armistice was signed, bringing the 
First World War to its close. 

With the end of hostilities, the iron curtain that had hidden 
the tragedies within the unhappy land of Turkey was lifted. 

·Shortly thereafter, our ambassador to Turkey, Honorable Henry 
Morgenthau, Sr., was able to get a cable through to the State 
Department. The message revealed that, after the Germans had 
withdrawn, a Jehad, or Holy War, had been proclaimed against 
the Christian Armenians who were accused, by their Turkish 
neighbors, of being in sympathy with the Allied cause; while the 
Turks were openly pro-German. 

At the beginning of the war, there were probably four million 
Armenians (a subject people) within the Turkish Empire. Thou
sands of them had been put to death before the knowledge of 
their sufferings could reach the outside world. Ambassador Mor
genthau reported the situation and stated that the slaughter of 
the innocents was still going on. He appealed for help, for food, 
clothing, medical aid and protection for the remnant of a once 
independent Christian nation now nearly exterminated by their 
Mohammedan masters. 

This communication was immediately shared with Dr. James 
L. Barton, Secretary of the American Board. This Foreign Mis
sionary Society, supported by the Congregational churches of 
America, had for one hundred years sustained the chief mission
ary enterprise in Asia Minor. Many of its missionaries were still 
war-bound in Turkey. Relief funds, now that the embargo was 
lifted, were immediately cabled to them. 

As reports of further persecutions continued to reach America, 
Dr. Barton called together a group of outstanding Christian 
leaders and laid before them this international problem. This 
initial conference resulted in the founding of the historic move
ment that came to be known as the Near East Relief. The treas
urer appointed by the Board of Directors was Mr. Cleveland H. 
Dodge, the distinguished philanthropist of Philadelphia. As the 
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accumulated evidence pointed to the early destruction of the re
maining Christian Armenians, Syrians and Greeks within the 
Turkish Empire unless a restraining hand could be brought to 
bear upon the fanatical Moslems, this timely organization pre
pared for immediate action. 

At an early meeting of the founders of the movement, Cleve
land Dodge is reported to have given expression to his feelings 
in some such words as the following: Food supplies and relief 
workers must be dispatched at once. We must meet this emer
gency without delay. The American people will back us up when 
they know. Meanwhile call upon me to meet all overhead ex
penses up to one million dollars. 

Thus one of the greatest undertakings in the history of An1eri
can philanthropy got under way. The citizens of the United 
States did respond to this appeal most generously until they had 
invested not less than one hundred million dollars in this inter
national gesture of friendship and mercy. 

A few days after the historic founding of the Near East organ
ization I happened to meet Dr. James L. Barton on Beacon Street, 
Boston. 

"Just the man I am looking for," he said. "Here is the Belle
vue, let us drop in for lunch while I tell you about your new job." 

I happened to be in Red Cross uniform at the time, having 
recently returned from active duty in France. Dr. Barton wished 
me to go to New York at once to assist in the selection of the 
personnel for the first overseas contingent. He went on to say 
that as soon as the S.S. Pensacola could be fitted out and loaded 

• 

with relief supplies, one hundred automobiles, and equipment 
for a score of relief stations, I was to take charge of the expedi
tion and see to the distribution of the relief workers who would 
also accompany the ship. 

Dr. Barton thought a train could be secured over the Berlin 
to Bagdad Railway which the Germans had just completed as far 
as Aleppo. Upon reaching Constantinople the workers from the 
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Pensacola would scatter over Turkish territory, seek to stop the 
massacres by moral suasion, rescue the refugees, and gather the 
homeless children into orphanages. 

That was the commission, out of a blue sky, that Dr. Barton 
laid upon me. On the twenty-fifth day of January, 1919, I sailed 
on tl1e Pensacola as it put out from the port of New York on its 
errand of mercy. Since our ship was a freighter, loaded to the 
Plimsoll's mark with relief supplies, little provision had been 
made for passenger accommodations but our little company 
did not mind that. Here was a group of forty-eight picked young 
men as fine a crew as ever volunteered for difficult, dangerous, 
overseas humanitarian service. Leaning over the rail, I watched 
my future companions stagger up the gangplank, loaded under 
bedroll and dunnage-bag; medical students, divinity students, 
young Mennonites (without any buttons), Red Cross men fresh 
from the trenches, Quakers, and mechanics. Dr. Clarence U ssh er, 
of Van, was our cheerful and experienced physician. Ernest 
Partridge, of Sivas, was our language teacher and instructor in 
the ways of the country we were to penetrate. 

Our quarters were simply an empty hold, one of the freight
er' s compartments that had been fitted out with rough two
decker bunks. An open hatchway gave light and air on pleasant 
days. When rough weather and flying spray necessitated, the 
hatch was closed and life below was not so pleasant. 

Our quarters were well lighted with electric lamps, there was 
a good library, with a phonograph adding its cheerful strains. 

We had the run of the ship; life on deck was pleasant, and we 
often slept there when weather permitted. The voyage to Gibral
tar was without incident and gave us all our sea legs. 

After passing the Rock, a violent storm gave us a taste of an 
African sirocco. The hatches were battened down. Just over my 
bunk was the lower opening of a ventilator shaft. From time to 
time the Captain would call down from an upper opening near 
the bridge. 
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''Ahoy below. How are you making it, boys?'' 
''All right, sir," I would answer. ''How are things on deck?'' 
''Blowing sixty miles an hour." Later, 
''Ahoy below. Are you all right? Blowing seventy miles an 

hour. Deck awash. Any water in your hold?'' 
''No, sir, but it's pretty stuffy down here." Later, 
''Ahoy below, blowing eighty miles an hour. Hang on, we are 

going to heave-to." 
Just then a mighty wave broke over the ship; the hatch was 

torn open, and a lot of water poured down into our hold. The 
sailors managed to cover the hatch again, but the hold was a 
mess. Water two feet deep charged from side to side as the ship 
rolled, carrying shoes, suitcases, everything movable, before it. 

I think it was Joe Beach, or perhaps it was Bill Hawkes, who 
braved the charging flood, waded over to the phonograph and 
set a record going. Soon, above the howl of the storm and the 
prayers of the fearful, a cheerful ref rain filled our quarters. 

''Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
The Lord God Omnipotent reigneth, 
Hallelujah.'' 

Like oil on the waters, the triumphant song calmed our spirits. 
Entering the Dardanelles, our ship was directed to discharge 

her cargo at Derindje, near Istanbul (Constantinople), where the 
great warehouse was in readiness to receive our supplies. A few 
days later, Dr. Barton and other officials of the Near East Relief 
arrived with three hundred relief workers, mostly women nurses. 

While relief stations were being opened along the Aegean and 
Black Seas, Ambassador Morgenthau, Dr. W.W. Peet and Dr. 
Barton managed to secure a locomotive and twenty-three railroad 
cars from the Turkish Government. The German engineers bad 
fled, having just finished the Trans-Anatolian Railway which, 
they hoped, would give the Kaiser a ·spearhead into India. Ours 
was the first through train from Constantinople to Aleppo. 
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With freight cars loaded and with one passenger coach, \Ve 
headed into the land where the followers of Mohammed were 
still engaged in liquidating the followers of Christ. Here and 
there as we crossed the Anatolian plain, pushed over the Taurus 
Mountains and through the Cilician gate, we established our 
relief stations. A group of workers would be left with food, 
clothing, medical supplies and a light truck or automobile. Two 
American flags would then be lashed to the front of each car. 
In these cars our relief workers would scour the country, and two 
things usually followed the killings ceased, and the refugees 
were gathered into camps. Within each center of mercy (a chain 
of which we established across Turkey) an orphanage would be 
founded. Surmounted by the Stars and Stripes, they gave sanctu
ary to many fatherless children. With no military force behind 
it, the sight of the American flag of ten brought peace to that area 
and an end to the killings. 

Two hundred and twelve such orphanages were soon gather-
ing in from their hiding places the frightened waifs. Two hun
dred thousand of these children owe their safety and health and 
training for future usefulness to the swift and efficient interven
tion of the Near East Relief. 

When our train pulled into the interior city of Afion-Kara
Hissar we were carrying, on top of the cars, a lot of returning 
refugees. When we reached the station platform these free pas
sengers caught sight of an old enemy. We heard them shouting 
as they dropped from the cars and made a dash for the astonished 
Turkish official. 

''Haki Bey, Haki Bey, there he is, get him, kill him." 
But a lot of British Tommies were there too, and they quickly 

surrounded the frightened man, holding at bay the angry mob. 
Ismael Bey was the Turkish Director of Deportations at 

Aleppo before the city was captured by the British. Before their 
arrival he had fled into the interior. Some knowledge of his activi
ties we were to learn from the furious refugees who were trying to 
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reach him. The regimental interpreter was standing near, and I 
asked him what the crowd was saying. He replied that their 
language was more forcible than elegant, but not more so than 
the old scoundrel deserved. One was crying, cclook at me, look 
at me! You have not forgotten me! I am the man who paid you 
six hundred pounds sterling at Mercine. You promised me ex
emption and then you deported me to the desert." 

Another shouted, c cy OU called yourself c Protector'. y OU said, 
cpay me and I will save you,' and we believed you. We paid you 
plenty, then you sent forty thousand of us to the desert, where 
most of us died of disease and starvation." 

Still others heaped maledictions upon the prisoner's head. 
'CYou sent three hundred orphans to a train, saying they were 
going to a happy orphanage. Then you set fire to that train and 
the children perished. You thought you left no witness, but I 
escaped to accuse you.'' 

Ismael Haki Bey had a fair trial, but the evidence against him 
was overwhelming. The verdict was, ccexecution by hanging," 
but, as a military officer, he was privileged to be shot. 

Reaching the city of Aintab, we left the train for a trip by 
auto into the interior. In the course of the journey, we reached a 
branch of the Euphrates River. Attempting a crossing at the usual 
ford, our cars were mired down in midstream. After hours of 
fruitless effort, we still seemed destined to spend the rest of our 
lives in the middle of a river on the traditional site of the Garden 
of Eden. Eventually a train of camels hove in sight. In making 
the crossing, they were obliged to pass close to our cars. An Arab 
rider stopped his camel to laugh at us. To his surprise, I caught 
hold of his camel's harness and pulled myself up behind him. 
What he said was a-plenty but fortunately we could not unde~
stand it. But when I grinned, he grinned also, and we were soon 
across the river. 

Baksheesh is a wonderful persuader. It wasn't long before a 
rope was found, two surly beasts hitched together, and thus the 
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first car was pulled out. With one car on dry land, the others 
were soon out of their difficulty. As we passed the camel train it 
was our turn to laugh but it all ended in good spirit, with the 
Arabs calling down the blessings of Allah upon us. 

Upon reaching the beautiful hill city of Marash we sought the 
extensive school for girls established there by the American 
Board many years ago. The principal of the school, Miss Ellen 
Blakeley, gave us warm welcome. In the large dining-room, at 
the evening meal, we met her four hundred attractive girls
Armenian, Greek, Arab and Kurd. We were profoundly glad to 
find that they had escaped serious trouble, for word had reached 
us of many sad happenings in that area. During our visit of sev
eral days, with no hint of trouble from Miss Blakeley, we did 
learn, from one of the teachers, that they had had an almost 
miraculous escape. 

A few days before our arrival, a contingent of Turkish soldiers 
had occupied the town. Houses had been looted and burned, 
many men had been killed, many women and children carried 
into captivity. A Turkish officer had appeared at the school. 
Ellen Blakeley met him at the door. He demanded the immedi
ate evacuation of the school. They needed the buildings, he said. 

'cAnd what will you do with my girls?'' inquired the princi-
pal. 

"They are to be distributed among ou! officers for their use," 
he frankly admitted. 

On the table in the hall, lay an American flag. Ga.thering its 
folds, Miss Blakeley spread the flag over the doorstep between 
them, and said, 'cYou will take my girls only over that flag and 
over my dead body." 

The officer drew his sword, hesitated, and then turned away, 
saying, ''I will see you later." 

Miss Blakeley was able to send a message to the British forces 
in camp on the river. The next day, after a forced march, the 
British troops drove the Turkish forces from Marash. 
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After her retirement a number of years later, Miss Blakeley 
came to Pilgrim Place, Claremont, where we spent many happy 
reminiscent hours together. Here she passed away. At the me
morial service held to honor her noble life, many of the girls 
she had saved at Marash were present now happily married 
and living in California. 

Returning to our train at Aintab, we continued across the 
plains of Cilicia to Aleppo, the end of the line. Here we estab
lished our base of operations. An orphanage was opened in the 
palace of a former grandee, and a great many children whose 
parents had been killed were gathered in . 

• 
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REDEEMING THE HOLY LAND FLYING OVER JERUSALEM

VENUS AND THE SW ALLOW CARRYING THE MESSAGE TO PRESI

DENT WILSON BIG HEARTED AMERICA CARRYING THE MES-

SAGE TO OTHER LANDS PHILIPPINES, KOREA, CHINA-

AUSTRALLA'S BIG HEART 

WHEN WE SPEAK of journeying from Egypt to Jerusalem in four 
hours, and recall the forty years required by the Children of 
Israel, the statement seems out of proportion. Why did Moses 
tarry along the way? or Why is this modern life of ours bent upon 
packing into a day the emotions and achievements of a lifetime 
as measured by ancient standards? Here we have but one illustra
tion of the astronomical pace our present day has entered upon. 

By the time. the wandering tribes of Israel had reached the 
Land of Promise, something in the way of national consciousness 
seems to have been born. A stable nation must have a ruler, 
which in those days meant a king. By the time Saul had been 
succeeded by David a permanent seat of government became a 
necessity. Near the geographical center of this virgin Kingdom a 
group of hills (ambitiously called mountains in the Bible nar
rative) offered a commanding site for the proposed metropolis. 
Upon the gentle slopes of Moriah, Benjamin, Scopus and Olivet 
the Shepherd King built his Capital city a beginning which 
King Solomon was to carry to splendid heights of wealth and 
glory. 

For centuries this walled city remained the religious and po
litical citadel of the life and culture of God's C'Chosen People." 
Here monotheism gave its witness, and laid the historic founda-
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tion upon which the worship of the one and only true God was 
to be built. 

After five hundred years of theocratic tutelage under the 
prophets, priests and kings, the glory of Israel departed. "Icha
bod'' was written over the gates of the city. The altars were 
neglected; the laws of God forgotten; then came Nebuchad
nezzar and the Babylonian captivity. Belated repentance was fol
lowed by some attempt to keep the law and restore the worship 
of Jehovah. At any rate, captivity in a far country brought 
nostalgic longing for the City of David. After seventy years of 
weeping by the Waters of Babylon, how happy was the remnant 
to return to Jerusalem, and to all the heavenly blessings the city 
of their longing stood for. 

Cyrus followed Nebuchadnezzar, the Roman armies followed 
the conquest of Cyrus, and the dispersion continued. When a 
partial restoration came under the heroic leadership of the As
monaean Princes, this event was hailed as a glorious if all too 
brief epic in the history of the Holy City. 

During the first century of the Christian era, the years em
braced by the events chronicled in the New Testament, Palestine 
remained a province within the Roman Empire .. But Rome was 
far away, and local authority was still permitted to remain 
largely vested in the family of Herod the Idumean. The rites 
and ceremonies of the predominately Jewish inhabitants were 
honored and continued. 

This was still the Land of Judah. The High Priests demanded 
the meticulous observance of the law of Moses, together with the 
legalistic interpretations of the Torah. The Passover was still 
sacredly kept in Jerusalem. And when Messiah came, it was to 
Zion's hill He bent His steps to consummate his revelation of 
the Kingdom of God, and here to fulfill His divine mission as 
''the Lamb of God that taketh away the sins of the world." 

It was in Jerusalem that the Old Testament of the Law came 
to an end, and the New Testament of Grace was born. The first 
Christian Church was gathered there, with the brother of our 
Lord as the first minister, or bishop. Not until the last Gospel 
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was written, and the last sacred letter sent forth to the churches, 
was there much of change in the picture of the Holy City. 

For all readers of the Bible, and especially for those of the 
Christian faith, the city of Jerusalem has ever held an attraction 
---even an affection, which finds expression in terms of endear
ment and reverence. To some it is the City of David; to others 
the City of God; to all the world it is the Holy City. 

The Jerusalem of Bible times is still the picture we love. A 
picture whose lines and colors we have gathered from every page 
of the sacred book. We have come to love the very streets of that 
city, its homes, its Temple and its "upper room," its pools and 
olive trees, its blind beggars and singing children. 

Not until the last word was written not until Saint John had 
called across the waters from Patmos, ''Whosoever will, let him 
take the water of Life," did destruction and desolation come to 
this scene. 

In A.D. 70 the Dream City vanished. Titus, the Roman Gen
eral, came with his legions and fulfilled the word of the Lord
' 'Not one stone shall be left upon another." Then, for three 
hundred years the wild beasts and the blowing sands guarded 
the site of the once proud city. It was thus that Helena, the de
voted mother of Emperor Constantine, found it. She, too, loved 
the memory of the old city. And it was she who had the courage 
and determination to begin rebuilding it. The Temple was re
stored. A church was built upon the traditional site of the cruci
fixion. The Garden of Gethsemane was replanted; the Manger 
at Bethlehem was found and forever protected. 

So the picture in the heart of Christendom began to take form 
and beauty again. As we follow the history of the church, and 
the spread of the Gospel for the next five hundred years, the city 
we love came back. Christian monarchs in many lands vie with 
each other to give gifts of marble pillars, gold, works of art, and 
even entire buildings as votive offerings. At last, once again, 
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"Her walls before us stand, dear as the apple of Thine eye, and 
graven on Thy hand." 

When we read, in our study of the dark ages that followed, of 
the coming of the armies of the false prophet with fire and 
sword to lay waste the land where Christ was born, our hearts 
are again saddened. The capture of Jerusalem by the infidel be
wilders us. But when we find Richard-the-Lion-Hearted buckling 
on his armor, and the knights throughout Christendom joining 
in a crusade, we want to buckle on the sword ourselves, mount 
our steed, join the effort to redeem the Holy Land, and help the 
Knights of Saint John raise their banners above the Mosque of 
Omar, by the ancient Tower of David. We exulted when we read 
that Jerusalem was again in Christian hands, but our joy was not 
for long. The prize was too great. We read on in sorrow as the 
mighty Saladin defeated the Knights and their Christian armies, 
and Jerusalem saw the star and crescent flag fly from the be
leaguered Citadel. Then, for eight hundred years Saracen feet 
trod Via Dolorosa and the worshipers of Allah crowded the 
church of the Holy Sepulcher. 

Not until our own day could the church of Christ sing with 
any hope of earthly fulfillment the words of the hymn, ''Oh, 
Mother dear Jerusalem, when shall I come to thee." Indeed we 
could not come until that modern Knight Errant, General Ed
mund H. Allenby, led the way, and opened the gates of the Holy 
City on December 11, 1917. 

Only a few months after the Star and Crescent had been 
replaced, on the Tower of David, by the Union Jack, I found 
myself on a relief train journeying from Constantinople to Da
mascus. Dr. John Finley, Editor of the New York Times, was a 
member of our party as Commanding Officer of the American 
Red Cross in the Near East. Dr. Finley had been with Allenby 
during the siege of Jerusalem. He told me that he and General 
Allenby were poring over George Adam Smith's Geography of 
the Bible the night before the final battle. Following the sur-
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render of the Turkish army he had written his book entitled 
Campaigning with Allenby and the galley proofs from the printer 
had just caught up with us as we journeyed together across 
Anatolia. Among the memorable incidents of that trip were the 
hours devoted to the reading aloud of this stirring, historic docu
ment by the author himself. His graphic description of the scenes 
enacted but a few weeks before; the story of the recovery of the 
land from the long dominion of Mohammedan rulers; the res
toration of Nazareth, Galilee, Bethlehem and Jerusalem to Chris
tian hands and hearts all this stirred us deeply. 

A few weeks after this incident, I was sent from Damascus to 
Palestine on an important mission to General Allenby. Upon 
reaching Jerusalem I found the modest soldier still making his 
military headquarters in the ornate palace built for the German 
Kaiser on the Mount of Olives. 

In traveling down through the Jordan Valley, and over the 
rocks and sand hills between the Dead Sea and Jerusalem, I came 
to understand something of the cost of that victory in human life. 
Everywhere the eye turned I saw little rough wooden crosses 
against the sky. Singly, or in groups, they were scattered from 
Dan to Beersheba, every cross marking the hasty grave of a 
British soldier. 

Then I came upon companies of stretcher-bearers, with ca
mions or light trucks, sent out to open the lonely graves and 
bring in the hero-dust to the new military cemetery being pre
pared on the hills of Zion. 

I stood with uncovered head while these who had been buried 
in shallow graves where they fell, were being removed to an 
honored resting place on a slope of Mount Olivet. 

So, at last, I came for the first time (but not the last) to the 
city of my dreams, just as the sun was setting beyond the Judean 
hills. My errand accomplished, in the days that followed, my 
thoughts turned from the living to the dead. 

Despite the feeling of deep satisfaction at the sight of the 

197 



flag of a Christian nation flying over the temple area, I could 
not forget the thousands of little crosses I had seen stretching 
away over the rocky hills of Palestine. Visiting the new military 
cemetery located in a vale between Mount Scopus and the Mount 
of Olives, I found, row on row, hundreds of orderly mounds; 
each one marked with a new uniform cross bearing the name and 
the insignia of rank, of one who had given his life to redeem this 
holy ground. Farther along the slope were other rows of open 
graves awaiting the stretcher-bearers who had gone forth to 
gather this ''human harvest'' (to use David Starr Jordan's 
phrase) from the battlefield of Armageddon. These, too, were 
fast filling up. 

A few days later I found myself the guest of General Chaytor, 
Commanding Officer of the ANZAC forces at the Kantara en
campment along the Suez Canal. I spent some time on the desert 
of Sinai accompanying my Australian friends in their mopping 
up military expeditions. This was an exciting experience but it 
hardly has place in the present attempt to revive our memories 
of Jerusalem. 

THERE CAME A DAY when, in conversation with General Chay
tor, and Major Medhurst of the flying squadron, I expressed the 
thought that millions of devout souls throughout Christendom 
were exulting in the welcome knowledge that the Holy Land 
was no longer a Mohammedan land, and that Turkish soldiers 
no longer guarded the door of the Church of the Holy Sepulcher. 

I remember expressing the sense of gratitude which the Chris
tian world must feel toward the British Expeditionary Force, 
and sorrow that the cost had been so heavy in human life and 
suffering. All about us the flowers of the field were in full 
bloom, as the three of us walked together through the lush fields 
of the Vale of Sharon near the old city of Gaza. Some impulse 
prompted me to exclaim: "I wish I could gather an armful of 
these flowers and from the sky scatter them over the graves of 
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the heroic dead now being re-interred on the Mount of Olives." 
To my surprise, Major Medhurst took up the challenge, and said, 
''Why not? That would be a graceful gesture, coming as it would 
from a representative American. If you are game to carry out 
your wish, and your photographer will take pictures of Jerusalem 
from the air at the same time (something which has never been 
done), I will furnish three planes and lead the way myself." 

This generous offer fairly took my breath away, but I could 
not well retreat. Glenn Carrier, my associate and cameraman, 
was quite ready for the adventure, and so all arrangements were 
made for an early flight over Palestine the next day. The thought 
of following the wanderings of the Children of Israel, and of 
covering in a few hours the journey that took them forty years 
to cover, excited my dreams that night. 

On the following morning I went to the fields with a number 
of friendly soldiers and with their help gathered armfuls of 
wild flowers. These were stowed away in the fuselage of the 
plane to which I had been assigned. 

On April 13, 1919, the Jerusalem Palestinian News published 
the following item on its front page, under the caption "Photo· 
graphing Jerusalem from an Aeroplane." 

''Upon the invitation of Major C. E. H. Medhurst, Commander 
British Palestine Flying Squadron, Lincoln Wirt and G. R. Car
rier of the American Committee for Relief in the Near East, 
made on April 12th a three-hundred mile flight from the Egyp
tian border to the Jordan, circling the city of Jerusalem three 
times: first at eight thousand feet, above the cloud belt, next at 
five thousand feet below the clouds and again at one thousand 
feet. They were in the air several hours, attaining an elevation 
of eleven thousand feet over the Dead Sea. Major Medhurst in 
person led the flight . 

.. While flying at the lowest level Dr. Wirt dropped many 
flowers on graves in the new Soldiers' Cemetery on the Mount of 
Olives. Copies of an Easter message were also dropped upon the 
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British Military Headquarters and on the American Red Cross 
Hospital in ] erusalem. 

"Mr. Carrier, from his plane, photographed, with both still 
and movie cameras, the whole Judean panorama from the Medi
terranean to Bethlehem, Jerusalem, Jericho and the Jordan Val
ley. These films will be shown in a few weeks throughout the 
United States, Canada and England. 

''The message dropped by Dr. Wirt reads as follows: 'Peace 
be within thy gates and prosperity within thy palaces, 0 Jeru
salem. From the skies that look down upon the Holy City, and 
on the advent of the first Easter in one thousand years upon 
which the followers of Christ may approach His tomb without 
fear or reproach, two Americans, members of a relief expedition 
that comes bearing gifts and sympathy to those in distress, ven
ture to drop upon the City of David this expression of deep 
satisfaction in the triumphant redemption of the Holy Land. 

'' 'To the gallant officers and soldiers of the British Army of 
Occupation, who, in the spirit of the Knights of old, spared 
these holy shrines, and lifted the cross above the sword for all .. -' 
mankind, they offer, in the name of their fellow countrymen, 
this word: WELL DONE. 

'''Upon the graves of the noble dead now being gathered 
from the hills and plains of Judea where they fell, we drop from 
the Syrian skies these flowers in grateful remembrance of those 
who counted not their lives dear unto themselves in a valiant 
cause. And not for these alone, but for those others also, held in 
equal honor, who lie in unknown graves from Dan to Beersheba. 
To all, history will accord immortal remembrance. 

(Signed) LINCOLN WIRT 

GLENN R. CARRIER' ,, 

Here, perhaps, my narrative should close and would close 
except for the strange fact that there was an echo. The cable& 

200 



seem to have carried a report of this incident to England and 
America. Months later, while in England, I visited Memorial 
Hall (Congregational Headquarters in London), to read up on 
the home news. In turning the pages of the Boston Congrega
tionalist, my eyes fell upon a poem by Elvira B. Smith. My feel
ings may be imagined as I read the following lines: 

Long, long ago Jerusalem 
Saw Rome's encircling power. 

Her glory and her peace were lost 
In that prophetic hour. 

Encircled by this cruel might 
Her desolation came 

And through the years, Oh Holy One, 
The world forgot Thy name. 

Today thy hills behold a sight 
Most strange to human eyes

Great airplanes circle over thee 
In Syria's sunny skies; 

Then low, o'er roofs where nurses bend, 
They drop their word of cheer, 

"Peace, peace to thee, Jerusalem!" 
For gone is every fear 

Once more, as when dread Titus came 
Thy walls encircled are; 

But flow'rs fall now on Olivet, 
And stilled are sounds of war. 

God's ancient blessing rest on thee 
Whose very name means ''Peace!'' 

Jerusalem, thou shrine of souls, 
Earth welcomes thy release. 

ONE DAY, in the city of Aleppo, after the gates of the orphanage 
compound had been closed for the night, I heard someone softly 
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crying outside the enclosure, and the patter of little hands beating 
against the gate. Peering through the bars, I saw two little 
grimy-faced girls, almost naked, huddled on the ground. 

Seeking Stephen Trowbridge, the Superintendent, I asked for 
the key and permission to open the gate. Instead, he returned 
with me. Gathering one little waif in his arms while I carried 
the other, we took them to the women's quarters, where a 
motherly nurse bathed them, fed them, put clean garments on 
them and tucked them into bed. 

A few days later, Mr. Trowbridge said to me, ''I wish you 
would come and hear two little angels sing." The change I 
found in their appearance was incredible clean, well-fed, each 
wearing a pretty dress. As soon as they saw us they ran laughing 
• into our arms. 

ccAnd what is your name?'' I said to the little girl who had 
her arms around my neck. 

In the quaintest of English, she replied, ''My name is Arousiag." 
''And what does that mean?'' 
''That is the Armenian name for the star you call Venus." 
''And where did you learn to speak English so beautifully?''· 

c'At the American Board &hool in Brousa." 

c'And what is the other little girl's name?'' 

''Her name is Anna Hohannisian, but we call her the Swallow 
because she flew so fast her cruel master could not catch her.'' 

''And now," said ~fr. Trowbridge, ('would you like to sing 
for us?'' 

We were in the office of the matron of the orphanage. There 
were chairs for all, but the two girls took a single chair and sat 
with arms entwined. 

It was the strangest song I ever heard. The air was weird, 
plaintive, soft as the notes of a thrush. Here are the words as 
Arousiag later wrote them out for me. Words they had composed 
in their wandering, and fitted to an old Gregorian chant. 
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''Come let us go to the hills 
to seek our parents; 

Where are our fathers and mothers 
and sisters dear. 

Pity us, for they have been killed 
by fierce persons. 

We are left alone, but we cannot 
live without them. 

Let us go to them. 
Perhaps these bones were once our dear ones. 
Come to life! Rise up, tell us what we would know. 

Comfort our dried up souls. 
Venus and Swallow are sitting on the mountain 

And there are none to dry our tears. 
But surely the spirits of our dear ones 

Have drawn near to us. 
Our heads are bowed, our hands are clasped, 

The blood of our wounds is dried. 
Our faces are skin and bones and pitiful, 

Salt tears are dried on our cheeks. 
But why should we weep? 

Tomorrow we shall see our loved ones, 
For we know our souls can never die. 
Beyond the stars we shall have another home, 

And the Crown of Everlasting Life." 

• 

Let me complete the tale here although it covers many years 
and indeed it is not finished yet. 

Driven from her home, on the long deportation toward Dierez
Zor, the place of death in the desert, Arousiag saw her father 
and brothers killed, and her mother carried away. With her 
three sisters, she was preserved for the slave market. Driven for 
many days along this via Dolorosa they reached the banks of the 
Euphrates River. Here the four girls were sold to four mounted 
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men. Arousiag never saw her sisters again. She, the youngest, 
then about ten years old, was thrown behind a mounted horse
man. As they galloped ~way, their path followed the river. 
Upon reaching a spot where the river was full of bulru.shes, 
Arousiag slipped from the horse and dove into the water. An 
excellent swimmer, she managed to elude her captor. Night came 
on and he was not able to find her. Later, in search of food, she 
was picked up by the roving Bedouins. In their black tents she 
became a little slave, a hewer of wood and a drawer of water. 
Two years passed with such abuses as need not be told. Twice 
she ran away and twice was recaptured and beaten; but the third 
time, in company with the Swallow, who escaped from a neigh
boring tent, they managed to elude their pursuers. Weeks of 
wandering followed. Starving and almost naked, they found 
themselves beside a pile of bones on a hilltop (ref erred to in 
the songs) . After many days, almost dead from hunger and 
exposure, they saw, in the valley, a line of horsemen. These did 
not look like the enemy. At any rate, in desperation the girls 
ran to them to ask for food. It was a troop of British soldiers. At 
last they were in friendly hands. Each girl was taken up behind 
a trooper, and a few days later they reached the city ot Aleppo. 
''There," said the officer, ''is the American orphanage. Now you 
are all right. Run to the gate and they will let you in." 

And this they did, but the gate was locked, and they fell 
weeping beside it, where we found them. 

In the months that followed, Arousiag shoWed evidence of 
unusual intelligence. I thought it would be a pity to lose sight 
of her amid so many other children, and decided to adopt her; 
legally if possible, but if not, at least I would become respon
sible for her future. 

We sent her first to Miss Blakeley's school at Marash, and 
later to Miss Kinney's school at Constantinople, where I often 
saw her. Later I was able to arrange for her admission to the 
United States. 
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While she remained in our home, Harriet and I learned to 
love Arousiag as our own· daughter. High school was followed 
by four years at Wheaton College, where she graduated with 
high honors. Then there was a year of graduate work at the 
University of Pennsylvania, where her musical talent attracted 

• attention. 
The editors of the Sunday School Times became interested in 

Arousiag and made her story known. Generous friends were 
never lacking and funds were amply provided for her education 
and training by a group of Presbyterian sponsors in Philadelphia. 

But her heart was in Syria. She longed to go back, to bring to 
her native land the faith, the education, the music and the love 
that had filled her life in America. 

So today there she is back in the Lebanons at Beirut, Syria, 
matron of a school of her own, wife of a graduate of the Ameri
can University at Beirut, and more recently of its School of 
Medicine. Together they are bringing much of the best from 
America to the land where my little Armenian daughter was 
plucked as a brand from the burning. 

I HAVE TRIED to describe some of the incidents that befell us 
during the months we spent in Turkey, Syria and Palestine. But 
here let me come at once to the interview we had with the man 
to whom history will accord the honor of redeeming the Holy 
Land-General Allenby. 

Dr. Barton had received a cablegram from President Wilson, 
then in France, asking him to come to Paris and make report on 
the Armenian situation. The proposal to establish a mandate 
over A.rmenia was then under discussion by the Big Three ..... -
Wilson, Lloyd George and Clemenceau. Dr. Barton felt that he 
could not leave the work of rehabilitation that was spreading its 
network of hope and goodwill over the Near East. General 
Allenby also, when we met him, felt that Dr. Barton could not 
be spared at that time. It was then that they turned to me and 
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said, "You have crossed the land, you have the whole picture in 
mind. You can tell the President how dark is the future for these 
displaced people; how just is the demand that they be given a 
national home of their own; tell him we are in entire sympathy 
with his proposal that the Vilayet of Cilicia, once taken from the 
Armenians, be given back to them, and that some friendly nation 
should be given a mandate to protect and assist them there." 

A few weeks later I found myself in Paris. With letters of 
introduction, it was to Colonel Edward M. House that I first 
presented the story of our mission in the Near East. I found him 
in entire sympathy with the proposed mandate, and he promised 
to arrange, if possible, an hour with the President. 

Those were tragic days for Mr. Wilson. He was fighting with 
his back to the wall, but fighting with dauntless courage and 
prophetic insight into the future of human welfare. He was 
crucified on the cross of expediency. I shall never forget the hour 
I spent with our President. He was tired, he was discouraged, 
but he was not beaten. He would fight to the end. His vision for 
a mandate over Armenia was clear and well documented. 

As Colonel House and I presented our case he left his chair 
and began to pace the floor, outlining his proposal. The Armeni
ans should be given a national home either in the Caucasus or 
in Cilicia. He hoped America would be given the mandate to 
protect them there. But his vision went beyond protection. They 
should be encouraged with a generous loan from the United 

· States. That would be only the start. They should be provided 
with schools. He mentioned such an educational program as we 
had given the Philippines. There should be health provision, 
hospitals and neighborhood clinics under American doctors and 
nurses. Then would follow economic assistance. Experts in agri
culture, dairying and stock raising should be provided to develop 
native land resources. Favorable exchange of goods could be 
established, and the rich native resources of the loom, the mine 
and the land would find open American markets. 
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This was his vision, with the training of a native militia and 
with sufficient American military protection to establish an inde
pendent Republic and win the respect of their ancient enemies. 

The President stopped in his pacing before me, his eyes were 
bright, his hands were clenched, he reminded me of an Old 
Testament prophet as he said, 

''In a word, I want Armenia to stand where our Thirteen 
Colonies stood a hundred years ago. I want to see a Little Ameri
ca take rise in that ancient land. An example in Christian civiliza
tion to all the people round about them. And I want America to 
help make that dream come true." 

Can the American Congress, can the United Nations, ever 
rectify the mistake made in rejecting Woodrow Wilson's vision 
and his Fourteen Points? 

MY PRESENT TASK was finished. Now, how could one find pas
sage on a ship for home? A million Americans were asking the 
same question. Every port was jammed with soldiers and civilians 
scrambling to leave the shores of Europe. 

The Red Cross sent me to Brest. For a month I battled with 
red tape, watching crowded ship after crowded ship leave port. 
At last the port captain said to me, "The Yale is sailing tomor
row. She is a dirty ship from carrying troops. She is slow, shallow 
and a poor sailor, but I can get you aboard." Any port in a storm, 
and anything that floats is better than Brest. However, she 
nearly didn't float. This old Fall River liner, that later sailed 
between San Francisco and Los Angeles before she went on the 
rocks, was crowded with six hundred Army officers and men. 

For fourteen days we bucked a succession of storms. Rough 
seas do not bother me much, but when I heard the chief officer 
say to the chief engineer, "I believe this damned old tub is going 
to break in two," I thought there might be something in it. 

We were near the Grand Banks when the engineer reported 
that he was nearly out of coal. With head winds and heavy seas 
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continuing, the taptain decided we could not reach an American 
port. If we turned tail to the storm, he thought we might be able, 
with the help of a sail, to reach the Azores. This he attempted 
to do. The last shovelful of coal saw us limping into the port of 
Ponta del Gada. 

If one should be tempted to boast that he had crossed the 
Atlantic Ocean three times in one voyage and that in the 
battered Yale, he might claim some kind of a record, but not 
one in comfort or peace of mind. Nevertheless I still love the sea. 

When, as the first worker back from the field, I reported in at 
the office of the Near East Relief in New York and had given 
my story, I supposed that my connection with that organization 
had terminated. I was glad to turn my wandering feet homeward 
to the pleasant village of Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts. 

ALL THROUGH THE YEARS my periods of home life have been 
too much like the ham in a postwar sandwich-cut too thin. 

A wire from headquarters brought me back to New York and 
into conference with the directors of Near East Relief. The first 

• 

executive secretary, Samuel T. Dutton, had launched a nation
wide campaign for funds, and speakers were needed. As one of 
the few who could bring the evidence of an eyewitness, the 
executive committee wished me to use this experience in stimu
lating its efforts. This led first of all to coaching sessions where 
I was able to outline the situation in the Levant to other speakers, 
giving color and background to their messages. Later I was sent 
from coast to coast to bring our story to the public's attention. 

Nearly every community had by that time a Near East Relief 
Committee. The arrangements for public meetings were in their 
hands, while the national speakers were supplied from New 
York. For the next five years I was kept busy at the task of pre
senting the picture as I saw it in Asia Minor and appealing for 
.financial support to meet that need. 

In this connection I visited nearly every state in the Union and 
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a dozen countries beyond our own border. The work followed a 
similar pattern in nearly -every community and need not be 
chronicled here. One or two incidents, perhaps, will give the 

• p1cmre. 
A Sunday at Oak Park, Illinois, offers a fair example. Dr. 

William E. Barton invited me to speak to his great congregation 
at the First Congregational Church. After the address, Dr. Bar
ton called upon his people to make generous response. When 
the offering was counted, it was found to be a little short of five 
thousand dollars. Dr. Barton said that Katurah would put in 
the balance to make it an even five thousand. Katurah (as every
one knows who has read Saf ed, the Sage) was the mistress of his 
manse. 

That evening I spoke at the First Presbyterian Church, just 
over the way, of which Dr. Roy E. Vale was minister. At the 
close of the address Dr. Vale said, ''Our neighbors of the Con
gregational Church gave Dr. Wirt an even five thousand dollars 
this morning. We can hardly let our Congregational friends be 
more sympathetic than we are. Let us meet their challenge." 
And they did. Oak Park's response was ten thousand dollars 
that day, and there were many such days. 

One other incident will recall that the interest was not con
fined to any class or group. 

I was invited to speak in the Mormon Tabernacle at Salt Lake 
City. On that Sunday afternoon this remarkable auditorium was 
filled with five thousand Latter Day Saints. The chorus choir of 
several hundred voices was in place, rising in tiers behind the 
seats of the Twelve Apostles, as President Heber Grant led me 
to a seat behind the pulpit. 

After the mighty organ and the great choir had inspired us 
with an opening anthem, Heber Grant introduced me and whis
pered, "Only twenty minutes, please." I was careful to observe 
the injunction and took my seat at the end of twenty minutes. 
There was a moment's silence. Then President Grant arose and 
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said, "Friends, I was just getting interested. To my surprise, Dr. 
Wirt has observed the time limit to which most of our speakers 
pay no attention. He has given us a story of human need, of 
which we have hereto£ ore known little. The Mormon people are 
good to their children. He has told us of children starving in the 
Holy Land. I want to hear more about it. What do you say?'' 
All over that vast audience people shouted, ''Let him go on." So, 
for another twenty minutes, I tried to tell those good people 
what American dollars were accomplishing in saving life and 
suffering in the lands of the Bible. 

At the close, President Grant did a graceful thing. Turning to 
the choir leader, he said, ''Our speaker has just told me how 
much he has enjoyed our music. Shall we give him a little more 
of it?'' Then for half an hour that glorious choir sang as I shall 
never hear singing again until I hear the angel chorus around 
the Great White Throne. 

At the close of this complimentary concert, Heber Grant 
turned to his people and said, "As you know, my friends, we 
never take a collection here, but we must help. Next Sunday you 
are all invited to fast for one or more meals. The money you 
will thus save we shall give to the Near East Relief." A few days 
later the treasurer of the Church of Latter Day Saints handed me 
a check for fifty-one thousand dollars. 

I was also invited to speak to the student body of a Mormon 
college. At the close, the President of the school said, "My wife 
gave me twenty-five cents to pay for my lunch at the college 
cafeteria. I can't eat today thinking about those starving chil
dren." He laid his quarter on the table and dismissed the assem
bly. As the students passed out, every one of them laid their 
lunch money beside that quarter. 

In one of our meetings I stated that I had shared Adam's bath. 
At the close a reporter asked, 

''What was Adam's bath?'' 
"The Euphrates River if he ever took one." 

210 



''Where else have you been?'' 
''You name it." 
''Timbuctoo ?'' 
•cy ,, es. 
"The land of Aladdin, Sindbad, Ali Baba and the Forty 

Thieves?'' 
"Yes, but they are all dead except the forty thieves, and they 

have multiplied." 
''Jerusalem?'' 
''Yes, I was there at the time of the insurrection." 
Imagine my surprise when the local paper came out the next 

morning, to read that I had been in Jerusalem at the time of the 
Resurrection. 

That reminds me of an incident when a number of us landed 
at Bordeaux. We were all in Red Cross uniform. While standing 
on the wharf, a ship's officer came hurrying down the gangplank. 
Noticing a group of Red Cross men, he rushed up to us, saying, 
''Doctor, are you doctors?'' ''That depends," said one of our 
number, ''upon what kind of a doctor you want. Here is a doctor 
of philosophy and a doctor of science and a doctor of divinity, 
which one do you want?'' ''Oh, hell," said the officer, ''I want a 
real doctor. A sailor has just tumbled down a hold and broken 
a leg." 

AFTER SEVERAL YEARS of financial campaigning in the United 
States, Charles V. Vickrey, who was then the New York execu
tive of Near East Relief, felt that the time had come to invite 
some groups beyond our border to share in this international 
philanthropy. 

Knowing that I had had a pastorate in Australia and might, 
therefore, still have friendly contacts there, he suggested a tour 
of the Pacific. I agreed to this on one condition that Mrs. Wirt 
might share the trip around the world, for the plan included, on 
the return journey, another visit to the Near East. 
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On the fourteenth day of January, 1922, we sailed from San 
Francisco on the Golden Gate. Just before reaching Honolulu, 
a wireless message was received saying, ''Welcome to Hawaii. 
Reception tomorrow noon for you at the royal palace, Governor 
Dole presiding. Aloha." The message was from that prince of 
friends, W. D. Westervelt. That was a cheerful word to greet 
us on the first leg of our journey. In the beautiful home of Dr. 
and Mrs. Westervelt at Waikiki, we found royal hospitality
the kind for which the Islands are famous. 

Our first meeting was something more than a reception, for an 
organization was perfected there, with Governor Dole as chair
man, Mrs. Westervelt as executive secretary, and Frank C. Ath
erton as treasurer. Under their guidance I was sent to every town 
on every island with the message of need. In every community 
committees were set up and a thorough canvass for funds in
augurated. 

Hawaii's quota was twenty-five thousand dollars. They gave 
me fifty thousand before I left, and the organization we formed 
at that time continued to function for several years. More than 
two-hundred thousand dollars stand to the credit of Hawaii on 
the books of the Near East Relief. 

From Hawaii we carried our mission to Japan. It was cherry 
blossom time when we registered at the old Imperial Hotel in 
Tokyo. I like to remember the way the native Japanese received 
the story of Armenia. I had not thought at first to seek their 
cooperation. There were many Americans and Europeans in 
Japan, and to these I first addressed our appeal. A general com
mittee was formed, composed of American business men and 
missionaries, with our American Ambassador, Charles Beecher 
Warren, as chairman. At foreign social groups, clubs, lodges, 
churches, or garden parties, I was often invited to speak. The 
British joined in heartily and some French and German social
ites also. With the movement in good hands and well under way, 
we were preparing to continue our journey when Gilbert Bowles 
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brought word that a group of leading Japanese would like to 
know what was going on. 

No man in Japan was held in higher esteem by natives and 
foreigners alike than Gilbert Bowles, the able and friendly chief 
of the Quaker Mission. No foreigner had a better command of 
the Japanese language, and I was particularly fortunate when 
this busy head of a dozen enterprises offered to become my in
terpreter and liaison officer. 

Under his guidance we drove one day to the Imperial Bank 
and were ushered into the directors' room. Here I was introduced 
to Viscount Shibusawa, Baron Sakatani, and other personages. 

After the formalities and a cup of tea, Mr. Bowles informed 
me the gentlemen present desired information relative to our 

• • mission. 
Viscount Shibusawa, sitting at the head of the long table, after 

the usual courteous words of welcome, asked me, through Mr. 
Bowles, to tell them who the Armenians were, where they were 
located, and why they needed help. After a little geography and 
history, I spoke of the atrocities and mentioned that the Armeni
ans were both Christian and pro-Ally. The Chairman broke in 
to say, ''Why did you not come to us with your appeal?'' I tried 
to explain, but fear I only made matters worse. ''Was it because 
we are Buddhists and you thought we would not help Christians 
in distress? We have read your speeches as reported in the /apan 
Advertiser [an English language daily] and we thought we 
would like to help, even if we have not been invited to do so. 
Unknown to you, one of our Japanese papers published your 
appeal, and here is the result." 

He handed me a check for eleven thousand dol·lars. 

THREE OF MY SONS served with the armed forces throughout 
World War II. One is still a Major in the National Guard. A 
grandson was navigator on a B-24 Liberator that accounted for 
twenty-five German planes. He is today a Captain in the U. S. Air 
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Force. Another grandson served three years with the United States 
Navy and has just returned from Japanese waters. And yet I 
cannot feel hatred for the Japanese. War is hell, and I do not 
mitigate the terrible deeds Japan's war machine committed. 
Nevertheless I can but feel profound pity for the common people 
in that fair but misguided land. 

Somehow I cannot work up hatred against them. If the com
mon people of Japan are sound at heart, and I believe they are, 
or are capable of becoming so, they will come through their .fiery 
furnace refined. The dross will be burned up, but the pure gold 
will be found at the heart of them, for they also are God's 
children. 

With the discrediting of the Japanese War Lords, with the 
purging of the atavistic norm, with the establishment of consti
tutional government, and with the new national spirit which has 
come through the wise and just measures inaugurated by that 
noble Christian statesman, General MacArthur, I have faith that 
a new Japan will rise from the ashes of her ruined cities, and 
that a chastened people will yet win their long way back to a 
place of respect and honor; will yet, please God, win back a 
worthy place in the family of nations. 

On our voyage from Yokohama to Shanghai, our steamer 
anchored at the mouth of the Whangpoo River (a tributary of 
the Yangtze) several miles from the city. A tender took the pas-
sengers to Shanghai for a day of sight-seeing. 

After tiffin at a hotel, when the time came to pay the bill, I 
found I had left my pocketbook, containing four hundred dol
lars in American currency, under my pillow on the steamer. I 
never expected to see that pocketbook again. The Japanese 
steward would of course discover it and perhaps desert the ship. 
But no, when in fear and trembling I hastened to our cabin 
and threw back the pillow, there was the purse with the money 
intact within it. As I looked up, the smiling Japanese steward 
stood in the doorway. 0 I found it, I put it back," was all he said. 
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OUR NEXT PORT OF CALL WAS MANILA. Dr. Nehemiah Boynton 
and Dr. and Mrs. Frank Laubach were our fellow passengers on 
the voyage. They gave us great assistance in establishing our 
mission in the Philippines. 

General Leonard Wood was Governor General of the Philip
pine Islands at that time. In the stately old Malancanan Palace I 
found him deep in plans for his leper settlement. One of the 
happiest me~ories I have of that year in the Orient is the hearty 
manner in which Leonard Wood took hold of the Armenian 
appeal. He became chairman of the insular commitee and ap
pointed Colonel Frank McCoy to assist in setting up meetings 
throughout the islands and in gathering funds. The American 
and European residents gave generously, and the Filipino people 
themselves gave from their meager store. I was able to forward 
a goodly check to New York, and the Leonard Wood committee 
continued to send other sums long after I left. 

Korea was the next country on our itinerary. At the capital 
city of Seoul we were welcomed by that great-hearted medical 
missionary, Dr. 0. R. Avison, and taken to his home near his 
great Sevarence hospital. In this land to which came in later 
years so much of suffering under Japanese occupation, we saw 
the greatest triumph of Christian missions it has ever been our 
• • JOY to witness. 

Both at Seoul and Pyeng Yang I preached to such throngs of 
eager converts as would astonish our home churches. Along the 
road to Pyeng Yang I noticed many women carrying babies and 
bags of rice. ''Who are these?'' I asked Rev. H. ]. Hill at whose 
home we were to stay. ''These are women on their way to your 
meetings," he replied. 

The church would seat a thousand people. At nine-thirty the 
church was full of men. A second service at eleven saw the 
church crowded with women. This scene was repeated in the 
afternoon and again at night. 

The Foreign Boards of the Methodist and Presbyterian 
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Churches shared this great work of Christianizing the Korean 
people, and seldom has the work of Christian Missions had 
greater success anywhere. We can but pray and hope that after 
these years of terrible suffering which two wars have brought to 
the little hermit kingdom, the future may deal more kindly with 
them. 

Out of their poverty the Koreans gave to the Near East Relief. 
With United States Consul Miller as Chairman, a Korean com
mittee was composed of Dr. 0. R. Avison, S. Niewa, B. W. 
Billings, Judge Watanabe, H. ]. Hill, E. M. Mowry, S. L. Rob
erts, Dr. C. Erdman, and the British Consul. 

Crossing over to China, we visited mission fields in North 
China, set up an organization in Peking, and then went on to 
Shanghai and Canton. At Hong Kong the British residents or
ganized a Near East Relief committee and set about collecting 
funds in their methodical fashion. Now we were ready for our 
chief objective the eagerly anticipated second visit to Australia. 

IF THE WORDS OF GENERAL MACARTHUR (spoken in the Aus
tralian Parliament May 25, 1942, after his flight from the Phil
ippines) had been in mind when we reached Sydney, they would 
have reflected my response to the Lord Mayor's welcome at our 
first meeting. ''There is a link that binds our countries together, 
that goes deeper than written protocols or treaties of alliance; it 
is that indescribable consanguinity of race which causes us to 
have the same aspirations, and hopes; the same ideals and dreams 
of future destiny. I have come as a soldier in a great crusade of 
personal liberty. It embraces things that are right and condemns 
things that are wrong. Under its banner the free men of the 
world are united today." 

The Australian Federal Government, the State Governments, 
the Press, the Churches, and the generous-hearted people took 
our mission to their hearts. The response was wonderful; far 
beyond our expectations. 
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As I journeyed from state to state, to Tasmania and New 
Zealand, gifts of money and greatly needed gifts in kind came 
flowing in. 

The Lord Mayor of Sydney became our patron and chairman. 
The Lord Mayor's Fund was established, and committees all 
over the Commonwealth remitted contributions to this fund. The 
Australian Federal Government placed at my disposal whatever 
space might be required in Government steamers for the free 
transportation of our relief supplies to Port Said. Sheep growers 
donated wool which was woven bf woolen mills into thousands 
of blankets to warm the refugees. Cattlemen donated hides 
which were turned into leather by the tanneries and then into 
thousands of pairs of shoes by the factories. Farmers donated 
wheat which millers ground into thousands of barrels of flour. 
Canned milk, dried fruits, preserved meat by the carload were 
donated. Sugar came from the sugar mills. Railways and truck
ing firms gave free transportation. 

When the first steamer to receive our supplies was brought to 
the Melbourne wharves, it was loaded with hundreds of tons of 
food and clothing for the war refugees and orphans. Over the 
side of the steamer a great banner was hung, proclaiming ccAus
tralia' s gift to the starving children of the Near East." 

Then came the historic day upon which a great company as
sembled at the Melbourne docks. There were speeches by prom
inent men; there was singing by a vested choir; and there was 
prayer by the Archbishop of the Church of England, the Primate 
of Australia, who, in his robes of office, blessed the ship, the 
cargo of mercy, the orphans in distress, and the people of Aus
tralia who had made this gracious gift possible. 

As a grateful co-worker, I sailed with the ship for Port Said, 
Beirut and Constantinople, accompanied by a young lady from 
Australia as our new secretary Miss Hilda King. Harriet, who 
had been my wise and efficient secretary for six months, now felt 
that the claims of home were calling more loudly than a con-
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tinued trip around the world. From Sydney she returned alone 
across the Pacific to San Francisco, much to the delight of the 
children. 

While discharging part of our cargo at Beirut, I suggested to 
the Regional Director, Howard McAfee, that it would be a 
graceful and appropriate recognition of Australian cooperation 
if an orphanage could be founded in the name of Australia, 
directed by Australians, and at least a part of the supplies from 
Australia, then in port, be used to provision and clothe its in
mates. Mr. McAfee heartily approved and thought that such an 
opportunity had presented itself. 

He drove me to Jebail, an ancient city on the coast at the foot 
of the Lebanon Mountains. Here in several large buildings 
which had been vacated when the Turks were driven out, he was 
planning to establish an orphanage to be called Antilias. He pro
posed that here should be established the Australian orphanage. 
Part of our supplies were immediately discharged and trans .. 
ported to Antilias. By good fortune an Army Major, recently dis
charged from the Anzac forces, was at that time on the Beirut 
staff. He was placed in charge of the new venture. We were 
equally fortunate in discovering a Red Cross nurse from New 
Zealand who was also on the staff of the Near East Relief, and 
she was given the position of head nurse of the Australian 
orphanage. 

A thousand refugee children were immediately installed. Many 
other thousands have come and gone since that day, fed, clothed, 
blessed, and trained for future usefulness, under the aegis of the 
Australian Bag. Here is an interesting fact. Of the two hundred 
and more orphanages established in that land by the Near East 
Relief, the Australian orphanage at Antilias, after many years of 
devoted ministry, was the last of them all to finish its mission 
and close its doors. 

After discharging half of our cargo at Beirut for the Antilias 
orphanage, we proceeded to Constantinople. As we dropped 
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anchor opposite the Golden Horn, Director Jaquith of the Near 
East Relief came over the side with a sheaf of dispatches in his 
hand. After the greetings and general statement as to local con
ditions, he said, "Do you remember St. Paul's vision and the cry 
from Macedonia, 'Come over and help us' ? You are no saint and 
probably do not resemble St. Paul in the least except perhaps 
in stature but here is a message for you. It came in the same 
way St. Paul's did by wireless." And he handed me a radio
gram. It was from Dedeagatch, a city at the mouth of the Mar
itza River in Western Thrace ancient Macedonia. ''Ten thou
sand people driven from Eastern Thrace are here, starving to 
death. They have been overlooked in the food distribution. Some 
are dead, many are dying. Can you bring flour?'' 

"I cannot help them," said Mr. Jaquith. "We have stripped 
our warehouses and taken from our orphans to provide for the 
new outbreak at Smyrna. Have you brought anything that can 
be used in this emergency in Macedonia?'' 

CCYes," I replied, ccour Australian friends have evidently 
builded better than they knew. Under the deck upon which you 
stand, four thousand bags of flour are stowed away, given for 
the express purpose of meeting some such emergency." 

Time was precious; moments meant lives. Within a few hours 
the flour had been trans£ erred to a Macedonian steamer and was 
on its merciful way. It passed tragic Gallipoli, where many brave 
Anzacs from Australia and New Zealand had laid down their 
young lives, face to the foe. And now the unhappy victims of 
this same foe were to be fed with bread from their homeland, 
as if to complete the work for which they died. Anzac bread! 

All night long our bakers worked feverishly, and by daylight 
we had ten thousand small, crusty loaves of bread ready. Then 
we lined up the hungry people for the distribution. I have seen 
a good many bread lines but never one like this. Some could 
walk, others came on crutches, on stretchers, on hands and knees, 
but we fed them fed them every one, because the days of 
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miracles have not passed: not the miracle of God's grace in the 
human heart; not the miracle of the spirit of Jesus in the affairs 
of men in America, Australia, or Macedonia. 

''Greater works than I do, ye shall do, because I go to the 
Father'' leaving us to finish the task of the Good Samaritan
the redemption of the world through love. 

After a visit to the American Board mission school at Scutari, 
near Constantinople, where I found Arousiag making good 
progress in her studies, and growing up into a fine young lady, 
I took passage for home. 

• 
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MEDITERRANEAN CRUISE TEMPLE OF JUPITER THE DAMAS

CUS ROAD NEW ENGLAND TO CALIFORNIA CAMPAIGNING FOR 

WORLD PEACE THREE HAWAIIAN ADVENTURES GENEVA AND 

THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS 

EARLY IN FEBRUARY, 1924, I received the following telegram: 
''Raymond Whitcomb Mediterranean Cruise, Steamship Reli
ance, sailing February 24. Five hundred tourists invite you to 
accompany voyage as lecturer and chaplain." I had crossed the 
Atlantic many times, as vacationist, student, war correspondent 
and relief worker, but never as staff officer on a luxury liner. 
With no exacting commitments at the time, I welcomed the 
offer and wired my acceptance. In the book which grew out of 
the voyage, entitled East of Gibraltar, anyone interested may 
read the day-by-day chronicle of that journey. 

Entering the port of Funchal, the capital of the Madeira Is-
lands, we were immediately surrounded, upon landing, by the 
queerest taxicabs in the world. It never snows there and yet these 
vehicles were on runners drawn by tiny bullocks. The little oxen 
were not more than three and one-half feet high. Each pair of 
these lively animals drew a tiny sled, the runners of which 
slipped easily over the cobblestone pavement of the street be
cause the cobblestones had been oiled. 

My first visit was to a medical missionary from England to 
whom I had a letter of introduction. It was on the veranda of 
his charming villa, sitting under the bougainvillea vines, looking 
out upon the blue Atlantic, that I heard from his lips the strange 
tale of the life of Christopher Columbus here in these islands 
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years before his first voyage to America. And this is the story as 
I remember it. 

All stories should begin, said the good doctor, with the words 
''Once upon a time." Well, once upon a time, there was a semi
nary in the city of Seville, Spain. The girls attending this school, 
accompanied by their teachers, were wont to take their exercise 
along the shady boulevard. Upon a certain day young Christopher 
Columbus, strolling along this street, met the young ladies and 
appeared to be much interested in one of them. This particular 
young lady had the grace to glance in his direction. By a strange 
coincidence Christopher was walking in the same place the next 
day. Again the young lady was said to have smiled upon Chris
topher. To make a long and delightful legend short, Christopher 
and Felipa Moniz Perestrello fell in love with each other as was 
inevitable. Well, as the story unfolds, the young lady ref erred 
Christopher to her papa and her papa lived on the island of 
Porto Santo in the Madeira group. On the principle "nothing 
venture, nothing have," Christopher sailed for the Madeira 
Islands, in quest of the hand of his lady love. Mr. Perestrello was 
a man of parts, being the Chief Magistrate of the Island. He 
listened to young Christopher's petition f ot the hand of his 
daughter and was much impressed by the handsome young Span
iard; if indeed he was a Spaniard, albeit the Italians claim he 
was a native of the city of Genoa. However that may be, Senor 
Perestrello told Christopher he would not consent to his mar
riage with his daughter Moniz (or Niiia as she was called, and 
after whom one of the three discovery vessels was named) if he 
proposed to make his home in Spain. Christopher was willing to 
accede to any condition in order to attain so beautiful and at
tractive a wife. He married Nina and settled down to insular 
life in Porto Santo. After a number of years of domestic happi
ness, a great storm swept in from the sea. A number of ships 
were wrecked on the shores of the island, among them a great 
barque from France whose sailors were called Biscayans. Their 
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ship struck a reef at the mouth of the harbor. When the people 
on the shore saw a number of sailors clinging to the wreck they 
were afraid to attempt the rescue. Indeed, the natives said these 
Biscayans were demons and refused to make any attempt to save 
their lives. This was the situation when Niiia Perestrello Colum
bus looked out over the stormy waters of the bay, and her tender 
heart was wrung by the sight of many drowning sailors. She 
begged her husband, Christopher Columbus, to attempt a rescue. 
Together they launched their little boat and while the natives 
of the island refused to risk their lives in an attempt to save 
these strange people, Christopher and Niiia (for she went with 
him) battled with the wild storm and succeeded in rescuing 
eight or ten of the imperiled sailors, bringing them safely to the 
shore. Their neighbors still refused assistance, claiming that 
these people were savages. However, Christopher and his wife 
took the rescued survivors to their own home, nursing them in 
their dire need. 

''One by one," said my missionary friend in concluding the 
story "one by one, these shipwrecked sailors died from long 
exposure and battered bodily condition. The one who survived 
to the last was the captain of the ship. Finding that he was not 
likely to live, he called Christopher to his bedside. Talcing a roll 
of parchment from under his pillow, he placed it in the hands 
of Christopher Columbus saying, 'This is the most precious thing 
in the world; it is a chart of the Atlantic Ocean. There have been 
discoveries in the days gone by, of far lands, as you will see 
dimly outlined on this map. These may represent India or they 
may be the outline of a new continent. At any rate, Christopher, 
there is a land yonder. Go and find it. We had intended to make 
the voyage of discovery ourselves but fate has decreed otherwise. 
It is now left to you, Cliristopher Columbus, to take this chart 
and follow its beckoning until you have discovered the land 
which only in shadowy outline is revealed here.' And the cap
tain died." 
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"I suppose every good story should have a moral," said the 
missionary, "but the moral of this story is so apparent it need not 
be emphasized. If Christopher and Nifia had not been kind 
hearted and courageous, if they had not rescued the shipwrecked 
sailors, Christopher Columbus would never have had the chart; 
and without the chart," the old missionary insisted, ''he would 
never have discovered America. Or to go back a little, if Chris
topher and Nifia had not made eyes at each other that day on a 
street in Seville - - - '' 

I left the old man dreaming, climbed into the taxi-sled and 
laughed at the little bullocks as I thought of my Alaskan dog 
team. 

AFTER PASSING GIBRALTAR our steamship Reliance took the usual 
tourist track around the Mediterranean, leisurely visiting in turn 
the Riviera, Algeria, Tunisia, Corsica, Naples, Dalmatian Coast, 
Venice, Athens, Constantinople, Palestine and Egypt. 

With our ship in harbor at the Grecian port of Piraeus our 
company spent several days in and around the city of Athens 
under the spell of the Acropolis and the glories of ancient 
Greece. 

This was not my first visit to Athens. Somewhat familiar, 
the ref ore, with the trails that lead to the historic shrines, I was 
happy to act as pilot to groups of shipmates as we left the 
Reliance each morning in quest of adventure. No visitor in Ath
ens could wish to overlook the ruins of the mighty Temple of 
Jupiter. Upon one occasion I had in my company five American 
physicians. Upon reaching the site of the ancient fane we found 
a number of children playing amidst the fallen arches and 
broken columns of the old temple. When informed that these 
children were from the Zappeon Orphanage nearby, our doctors 
expressed a wish to visit that institution. At that time the city 
of Athens had opened its doors to seventeen thousand Greek and 
Armenian refugee children escaped from Turkey. These had 

224 



been rescued, after the Turkish massacres, by the Near East 
Relief, at the close of the first world war. Two thousand of these 
orphans had been crowded into the National Exhibition Build
ing in Athens, which stood partly on the site of the Temple of 
Jupiter. We obtained permission to visit this work of relief 
maintained by American charity. Our company was taken through 
the rooms of the crowded orphanage. It was good to see at first 
hand something of the noble work accomplished in human sal
vage by this American relief agency. A mile of mats on the floor 
of long corridors indicated the sleeping quarters. The dining 
room was the garden area, where we found the children sitting 
on the ground eating their bread and soup. Then we were taken 
through the clinic where our five doctors tarried while the other 
members of the party returned in their waiting taxis to the ship. 

Favus is a malignant and contagious disease of the scalp. 
Among the orphanage children this disease had broken out. It 
had become a terrible scourge. The only relief for the afflicted 
was X-ray treatment. But at the orphanage, as indeed through
out the city of Athens at that time, there was not one modern 
X-ray equipment. In desperation the local relief doctors had 
themselves manufactured one out of such materials as they could 
find. It was a crude homemade affair but was fulfilling its heal
ing mission in some degree. On a table at the clinic we found 
three boys stretched out with their heads under the current. The 
improvised X-ray machine was sending its healing rays into 
the diseased scalps. We were told by the doctor in charge, how
ever, that the power· was insufficient to effect speedy cure, that 
the ray was not strong enough to overtake the spread of the 
disease and stamp it out among these thousands of refugees. 

I watched our five doctors as they stood looking with pity and 
understanding upon this heroic attempt to cope with a con
tagious disease that meant baldness for every victim and death 
for many. In low tones the visiting doctors conversed among 
themselves, and then, after words of encouragement to the at-
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tending physician, called for their taxis and returned to the ship. 
Little was said as we drove the five or six miles back to Piraeus 
and to the waiting steamer with its promise of health and happi
ness, excellent food and the soft beds of the luxury liner. 

On the following Sunday morning as we steamed through the 
Aegean Sea, we sighted the Isle of Patmos where John the Elder 
was once imprisoned and where he probably wrote the book of 
Revelation. It seemed appropriate, in conducting divine service 
that day, to speak also of Paul and of his life and labor and jour
neyings through these very waters. I was reading one of his 
letters to the Corinthians when one of the five doctors who had 
visited the orphanage in Athens took the deck chair at my side. 
''I have been thinking about those sick children," he said. ''I 
myself have a hospital in St. Louis. Recently I had occasion to 
install an X-ray machine. It cost three thousand dollars. If an 
equipment like that could be furnished the Zappeon Orphanage 
they could cure those children and stamp out the disease. Why 
not speak of this need at your service today?'' I agreed to do so 
but knew it was first necessary to take the matter up with the 
purser. He informed us that collections were not permitted at 
Sunday services on shipboard except in aid of the Seamen's 
Fund, "but I will tell you what we can do," he said. "I will put 
a box in the social hall and if anyone wants to drop a banknote 
or check therein that will be all right with me." 

I preached that morning on the "greatest thing in the world" 
and read the thirteenth chapter of First Corinthians. 

''Love seeketh not her own, 
Love never f aileth.'' 

That was my text. I told my fellow shipmates what I had seen 
of the deportations in Turkey on recent journeys through that 
land. I told them the story of the Near East Relief. I took them 
to the Zappeon Orphanage and described the spread of the con
tagious disease, f avus, and I told them what our five doctors said 
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ought to be done about it. Nor did I forget to tell them about 
the box which the purser had prepared. The next day the purser 
called me into his office and handed me checks and bills totaling 
over three thousand dollars. 

We appointed the five doctors a committee to see that the 
wishes of the 'tReliance Crusaders," as the tourists now called 
themselves, were carried out. Before the following Sunday these 
gentlemen came to me with an enlarged program. They wanted 
to give the orphanage a complete clinical unit. They pointed out 
that the X-ray machine could not serve its best purpose unless 
it was housed in a proper laboratory with running water, electric 
light and a nurses' room. 

'elf we had two thousand dollars more," they said, ''we could 
provide a complete equipment. Could you not ask the tourists to 
enlarge their gift to meet the entire need?'' 

It seemed like a wild test of faith, but the doctors backed the 
plan with additional personal checks and urged me to submit 
their proposal to our shipmates. So on the following Sunday I 
went to bat for the orphans again. The purser's box was again 
brought into use and before the end of the week had yielded an 
additional fifteen hundred dollars. Four thousand five hundred 
dollars in all. Still we were five hundred dollars short of our 
goal, and there the matter rested while we explored the mysteries 
of Constantinople. 

When later we were approaching the port of Beirut, Syria, it 
was announced that the ship was sailing almost immediately for 
Egypt. If there were those, however, who wished to make a side 
trip through Palestine, they could leave the ship here at Beirut. 
Provision would be made to take them through the Holy Land 
by automobile, ·after which they could join the main party again 
at Cairo. Twenty-five persons signed up for the Palestine tour. 
Knowing that I was somewhat familiar, through previous visits, 
with the land of Canaan, these friends requested the tour man
ager to appoint me their guide and interpreter. To this arrange-
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ment he assented, much to my happiness, for I would be glad at 
any time to exchange the ''flesh pots of Egypt'' and its flies and 
dirt for the Vale of Sharon and the hills of Galilee. 

From Beirut our road to Damascus led across the Lebanon and 
Anti-Lebanon Mountains, skirting snow-capped Mount Hermon, 
the ultimate source of the Jordan River and hoary-headed guardi
·an of the Land of Promise. 

As our cars took the 11airpin curves ascending the mountain 
road leading back from Beirut, the view became more and more 
extended as the city, the villa crested shore-line, and the blue 
Mediterranean stretched away at our feet. As I had expected, 
the inevitable question was not long in finding expression. 

c'Wl1ere are the cedars of Lebanon? Didn't Hiram, King of 
Tyre, somewhere along this shore, launch his rafts of logs to help 
his friend, King Solomon, build the great temple at Jerusalem." 

''Yes, but that was long ago and a thousand armies have 
marched through these mountain passes since then Cyrus, Alex
ander, Caesar, Napoleon, the Kaiser, and Allenby; all had need 
for ships and camp fires. The cedars of Lebanon are no more. 
They have been sacrificed on the altar of Mars. We will see one 
remaining grove near the city of Damascus. There a few cedars 
are carefully preserved by walls and guardians. These alone are 
left of the mighty cedars of Lebanon. But in their place look 
about you. See the flowers peeping from every rocky ledge the 
wild cyclamen. This is their native land. And these, with the 
scarlet anemone of the Bible narrative and the rose of Sharon 
and the lilies-of-the-valley which you see about you, carpeting 
the hills, almost compensate for the absence of the cedars." 

WHAT FEELINGS STIR WITHIN us as we intersect the road from 
Jerusalem. Here we stop for lunch on the banks of the river 
Basada, the Abanah of the Old Testament. Here we read again 
the story of the little Syrian maid who advised her master, 
Naaman, to go to Elisha, the prophet, to be cured of his leprosy. 
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When Elisha told Naaman to dip in the river Jordan, he re
plied, "Are not Abanah and Pharpar, the rivers of Damascus, 
better than all the waters of Israel?'' And here we were, en
camped beside the Abanah. 

We thought of Saul of Tarsus who saw the blinding light 
here on this very road and heard the voice from heaven saying, 
''Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?'' We entered the city of 
Damascus and walked down the street which is still called 
''Straight'' and wished we could find the house of Judas wl1ere 
.Ananias prayed and where Saul received his sight and his great 
commission. Well, anyway, here is the old wall of the city where 
Paul was let down by a basket to escape the wrath of the Jews. 
The road to Jerusalem took us by way of Baalbec, where we saw 
the mighty pillars still standing in the Temple of the Sun. How 
this great temple was built, and when, is lost in antiquity. We 
stood on a monolithic stone, seventy feet long and twenty-five 
feet square, lifted thousands of years ago halfway out of the 

· quarry. How these ancient builders could have moved that 
mighty stone, and others like it, and set them up on end in 
sculptured rows in the temple a mile away is still a mystery that 
claims the profound admiration of every visitor. 

From the waters of Merom we followed the Jordan Valley 
down to the Sea of Galilee and spent a day sailing over the blue, 
crystal-clear waters of the little lake. Galilee is about twelve 
miles long and six miles wide, with Tiberias the only city left 
on its once populous shores. 

On the site of ancient Capernaum, we found a company of 
archaeologists excavating the ruins of the old city. They had 
cleared the rubbish away from the foundation of a large build
ing which they believed to have been a synagogue, or place of 
Jewish worship. If so, then this must have been the synagogue 
built by Jairus the ruler whose little daughter, you remember, 
Jesus healed. Here are the very steps which the Master must have 
used when he entered the synagogue, now worn deep by the feet 
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of many worshipers through the long years. To press one's feet 
upon those steps, literally in the footsteps of the Master, as all 
of us did that day, was an experience none would ever forget. 
Nor indeed could we forget the hour on the following day when 
we gathered in the hill country and sat upon the grass between 
two little hills called by historians the Horns of Hattim. Here, a 
member of our party read aloud the Sermon on the Mount, first 
spoken on this very spot, if the tradition may be accepted. 

Nazareth held us under its spell for a day. Here we drank 
from the Virgin's Fountain whence Mary drew water for her 
household long ago, and here is the traditional House of Joseph 
where Jesus toiled at his father's bench. On the following day 
we had a memorable ride over the plains of Esdraelon to Sa
maria, to Jacob's Well, to the battlefield of Armageddon, and 
finally to the Holy City just as the sun was setting behind the 
Mount of Olives. 

As we approached the City of Zion by way of the hill called 
Mount Scopus, I told the friends that the dragoman would take 
them on to Allenby Hotel where rooms had been reserved for us, 
but that I should like to leave them here and take a path I knew 
through the fields to the Garden of Gethsemane. Upon this, one 
and another of our little company begged to go with me. Indeed, 
all were eager to fore go their rest and bath and dinner that they 
might also visit the garden of sacred memory. 

It is not easy to write of that hour. For most of us, perhaps all 
of us, it became a tender and cherished hour. The walls of Jeru
salem were before us; its towers and domes all aglow with golden 
light from the setting sun. I led my hushed but eager friends 
through the fields bright with poppies to the bridge that spans 
brook Kedron, and then halfway up the slope of the Mount of 
Olives to the place known for two thousand years as the Garden 
of Gethsemane. Here are three walled gardens side by side. One 
is cared for by the Greek Church, one by the Roman Church and 
one by the Armenian or Gregorian Church. The Greek Garden 
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is the one most carefully kept and the most beautiful. We en
tered here. I wanted especially to show my friends the famous 
painting of the Angels at the Tomb by the greatest of all Rus .. 
sian painters, Verestchagin. This painting we found as the altar 
piece in the lovely little Greek Church at the top of the garden, 
and then we sat on the steps of the church with the memories of 
the old garden all about us, while the shadows of the olive trees 
lengthened. 

Someone read the story of the last supper and the arrest and 
betrayal, and another of our party repeated Sidney Lanier' s poem: 

''Into the wood my Master went 
Clean for-spent, for-spent. 
Into the wood my Master came 
For-spent with love and shame. 
But the olives they were not blind to him, 
The little gray leaves were kind to him, 
The thorn-tree had a mind to him 
When into the wood he came. 
Out of the wood my Master went 
And he was well content. 
Out of the wood my Master came 
Content with death and shame. 
When death and shame did woo him last
F rom under the trees they drew him last
''fwas on a tree they slew him last
When out of the wood he came." 

And then someone led in prayer. 
This hour in the garden, and indeed the whole journey 

through the Holy Land, may seem far removed from the Zap
peon Orphanage and our special interest in it, but it has its bear
ing, as you shall hear. 

As we took the path that led from the garden to Saint Steph
en's gate, where, we were told, the first martyr was stoned, I 
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found myself walking by the side of a distinguished gentleman 
of our company who had kept much to himself throughout the 
voyage. I knew his story; he was trying to forget a disappoint
ment. At a recent election in his state, he had been a candidate 
for Governor. He was a popular man and the contest was very 
close, but his opponent had been elected. Perhaps it was to .fill 
his mind with other things that he decided to go abroad. As we 
walked together down the path over which Jesus had been led 
by the soldiers, with dark Gethsemane behind us and the lights 
of the Holy City breaking out before us, he took my arm and 
said, "I needed this hour to get a grip on myself. How insig
nificant our own affairs seem in the light of the cross. How 
trivial our troubles appear when we think of those sick children 
in Athens! How much do you still need to complete the gift that 
will furnish the apparatus that will heal them?'' I told him. 
When we reached the hotel he handed me a check for five hun
dred dollars, completing the five thousand dollars needed. 

A year later I found myself again in Athens. One of my first 
pleasant duties was to visit the Zappeon Orphanage. I was not 
disappointed. I found our X-ray machine installed in a well 
appointed room fully equipped in every particular but with 
no patients in sight. Calling upon the attendant physician, I 
heard an amazing story. CCNo," said the doctor, ccthe X-ray clinic 
is not in use at the present time for the simple reason that we 
have cleaned up favus in the institution and indeed throughout 
the city. The fine equipment you sent us from New York, with 
the additional funds with which to install it properly, has enabled 
us to cure all our children of this distressing disease, and, in 
addition to that, all the physicians in Athens have had access to 
it. fhey have made use of it not only for this particular disease, 
but for many other pathological needs. It is the only good instru
me11t in the country and many are grateful to your company of 
tourists for this generous and timely gift to the people of 
Greece.'' 
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As I left the building, I found a bronze tablet affixed to the 
wall of the orphanage commemorating the "Gift of the Cru
saders of the Reliance Mediterranean Cruise." 

DEEP IN THE HEARTS of the American people lies the love of 
peace for themselves, for the nation and for the world. The 
war of 1914-18 but strengthened that feeling. Despite the elo
quence of Henry Cabot Lodge, the upsurge of isolationism and 
the final rejection by the United States Congress of Woodrow 
Wilson's heroic efforts to bring America into the League of Na
tions, there was deep concern and wide demand for an instru
ment of national policy that would insure the peace, won at price 
so costly. 

While I have never been able to find moral justification for 
the ideology of extreme pacifism I have always hated the institu
tion of war, and this feeling was intensified by the carnage and 
suffering I witnessed with my own eyes during the .first world 
war. 

When Frederick J. Libby, founder of the National Council 
for Prevention of War, invited me to speak in Washington at 
the annual meeting of his organization, I found myself in con
genial company. I liked their forthright program their attack 
upon the roots of war and was glad to lift my voice for world 
peace and human brotherhood in concert with a definite and 

• constructive movement. 
Few men in this generation have done more to strengthen 

public opinion behind the demand for international justice and 
goodwill than Frederick Libby. When I came to grips with some
thing of his vision and mission, following the bitter days in which 
I tried to salvage in France something of the human w·reckage 
of war, I found myself ready to fight with him, in the name of 
the Prince of Peace. for some other way to settle disputes be
tween nations than by the arbitrament of tl1e battlefield. 

Not long after returning from Washington to our home near 
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Boston, I received a telegram from Mr. Libby in which he stated 
that the National Council for Prevention of War desired to ex· 
tend its activities to the Pacific Coast. They were seeking a 
western director to head up their educational program there 
and were prepared to offer the appointment to me if I would 
take up residence in California and open a regional office in 
San Francisco. 

California had not lost its appeal for us during an absence 
of twenty years. There I had found Harriet heaven's best gift 
-and she had never ceased to love the sunny land where five 
sons had come to bless our home and one had been laid under 
the flowers. There the highroad of Christian service had first 
beckoned from the mountains and valleys, and now was calling 

• aga111. 
''Let me arise, and away 
To the land that guards the dying day, 
Where burning tear, the evening star, 
Drops silently to the wave afar; 
The land where summers never cease 
Their sunny psalm of light and peace. 
Whose moonlight poured for years untold, 
Has drifted down in dust of gold; 
Whose morning splendors, fallen in showers, 
Leave ceaseless st1nrise in the flowers.'' * 

The appointment was accepted, our Wellesley Hills home was 
sold, and a few weeks later a new home was purchased on the 
slopes of the Berkeley hills, from whose windows a magnificent 
view of San Francisco Bay, the surrounding cities and the Golden 
Gate amply fulfilled Harriet's dream. 

*Edward Rowland Sill, the beloved California poet, was a friend of the family 
while teaching in the Oakland High School. Later he was called to the chair of 
English Literature at the state university .. Harriet was given an autographed copy 
of his book of poems from which these lines are taken. 
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THE ART OF MOLDING PUBLIC OPINION is as old as the storm on 
Mount Sinai out of which Moses appeared with the tablets of 
stone. 

In England, Henry Ward Beecher helped to turn the popular 
weathervane from South to North. In America Harriet Beecher 
Stowe and William Lloyd Garrison fanned the embers of human 
justice in the soul of a nation until the institution of slavery was 
consumed. 

Between the two world wars pulpit, press and platform widely 
united in a great crusade to implement the Kellogg Pact and 
unite the will of the nation behind a World Court, or some other 
instrument that would outlaw war. 

It was only· a small contribution that our organization made to 
the growing demand for sanity, international justice and univer
sal law, but, despite Hitler, I have never regretted the six battling 
years I gave to the renunciation of war as an instrument of 
national policy. ''Because you would not think we had to die." 

If America had entered the League of Nations that instrument 
would not have fall en into innocuous desuetude. If the American 
watchdog had been at his post German intransigeance would 
have been nipped in the bud. And furthermore, if the process of 
national peace education could have continued winning the mina 
of America to the possibilities of abolishing war through the 
reign of law and common sense, Congress, reflecting public 
opinion, would, before it was too late, have reversed itself and 
knocked at the door of the League. But it took another war to 
prove that Woodrow Wilson was right. 

My first work was to prepare campaign literature. Soon text 
books were going out from our office to schools, discussion 
groups and churches. 

My first brochure Behind the Scenes Was followed by The 
Moral Equivalent of War, As a Nation T hinketh, Peace in 
Our Time. 
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A California State Council was organized with David Starr 
Jordan as Chairman. The one hundred members of the Council 
included such distinguished leaders as Bishop Charles W. Burns, 
Mrs. Parker Maddux, Bishop Edward L. Parsons, Rabbi Louis I. 
Newman, Dr. Aurelia H. Reinhardt, Archbishop Edward J. 
Hanna, Chief Justice William H. Waste, Mrs. Luther Burbank, 
Mrs. Henry Francis Grady, George W. Marston, Chester H. 
Rowell, Kathleen Norris, Professor George M. Stratton, Dr. C. 
A. Dykstra, President James A. Blaisdell, President Herman F. 
Swartz, Dr. Walter Dexter, President Robert A. Millikan. 

State Peace Councils were also organized in the states of 
Washington, Oregon, Utah, Montana, Arizona, and the Terri
tory of Hawaii. This entailed much travel with speaking engage
ments almost every day. Only once did I encounter hostility or 

• • • serious oppos1t1on. 

Upon reaching Honolulu I found the Women's Auxiliary of 
the American Legion had filled the press and the public mind 
with startling statements about the un-American activities of the 
radical pacifist who was coming to attack the military establish
ment of the islands. There were hecklers at my first meeting and 
a small riot at the door. Then my friends got busy. 

Judge Samuel B. Dole, President of the former Republic and 
first Governor of the Territory after annexation, presided at a 
dinner reception to the guest speaker. Governor Farrington was 
there, and many church, Government, military and civil leaders. 
The next day my speech was published in Honolulu's two daily 
papers and that was the end of the opposition. But it was 
the beginning of an educational crusade for international and 
interracial goodwill which took me to all the islands of the 
group. 

For years the work of peace education continued to be carried 
on in the islands, guided by that uncrowned queen of Hawaii, 
Carrie Castle Westervelt. 
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ccHI THERE, SING-Loo, let's eat lunch together." 
''Hello, Togo, will you join us?'' 

''Where is Antonio? Oh, there he is talking to his Hawaiian 
Princess Say, Tony, whenever you are ready we'll spread the 
banquet.'' 

Then I saw a thing strange to western eyes. Four high school 
boys, scions of as many races, linked arms, crossed the school 
grounds and, seating themselves on the grass in the shade of a 
great banyan tree, shared each other's lunches. 

I had been visiting the McKinley High School in Honolulu 
under the escort of Willard E. Givens, Territorial Superintendent 
of Education. Turning to him as we left the building at the noon 
hour I said, "Did you see that? That American boy leaping down 
the steps called to three other boys, one a Chinese, another a 
Japanese and the third a Portuguese, and there they are now, 
under that tree, thick as thieves, laughing, eating and skylarking 
together. Why doesn't the American boy chum with American 
boys? Surely there are plenty of them." 

Professor Givens watched the boys for a time and then re
plied: .. Race prejudice is an ugly thing; we have little of it here. 
McKinley High School is a great human laboratory. We try to 
practice our theories of human brotherhood here and it is a 
revelation to many to see how naturally these young people of 
many nationalities respond to it. We insist that character is the 
only gauge of superiority, and scholarship the only class distinc
tion. And they are proving it, too . 

.. But to answer your question why does that American boy 
choose yellow and brown companions? Because he LIKES 
them. They are chums and all fine fellows. They are classmates, 
attend the same church, swim together, team up in athletics to
gether, know the full worth of each other. Why should they not 
eat together even if that be considered in some quarters the 
sine qua non of social equality?" 

I had no answer. 
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This practical illustration of friendship across racial lines had 
torn the hypocritical mask from our played-out Nordic assump
tions and prejudices and intolerance. The happy normal min
gling of these McKinley High School students, whose sires had 
been drawn from the ends of the earth Semitic, Hamitic, Aryan 
-gave the lie to inherent race superiority. Given equal oppor
tunity and friendly environment, the product will be equally 
good in the long run. 

Here, where all artificial barriers are down, a thousand young 
human thoroughbreds have rejected the age-long inhibitions and 
false distinctions imposed by pride of race, color, or creed. They 
are showing us a new and better way by building together in 
natural comradeship and mutual respect a new Tower of Babel 
which gives promise, some day, of reaching from a new earth to 
a new heaven. 

In propinquity they have discovered that goodness, justice 
and service are the only marks of distinction, and that achieve
ment is a prize that should be open to all the children of men. 

ON THE WESTERN slope of the Island of Hawaii, where the feet 
of Maun a Loa dip into the sea, lies the fair land of Kona, where 
the famous Kona coffee grows. 

It is a little world, isolated but sufficient unto itself, and 
peopled by superior representatives of many races and clans
Scottish, English, American, Hawaiian, and Oriental. The schools 
are excellent; the social life democratic and cosmopolitan. 

Here I was entertained in the home of the chief magistrate. 
Judge and Mrs. Thompson filled my days with rarest hospitality. 

One evening I was privileged to meet fifty or more neighbors 
and friends who gathered to welcome the stranger within the 
gates. These were of many races, yet I have seldom mingled with 
a better dressed, more intelligent, or more talented company. 

The young people gathered in the music room. Someone sang 
with the voice of a Caruso. It was a young Portuguese just home 
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from his studies in Europe. A brilliant piano classic was rendered 
by a Japanese lady, graduate of the Boston Conservatory of 
Music. I discussed sanitation and tropical diseases with the com
munity doctor a son of Cathay and graduate of Harvard 
Medical School. The managing engineer of a great plantation 
proved to be half Scottish and half Hawaiian. 

When the last guest had departed, I said to Mrs. Thompson, 
''I see you don't draw the color line What is your social creed?'' 
She replied, ''It is a rule of three: 

Character 
Intellectual Equality 
Likableness 

"1. If these neighbors of ours measure up to our Anglo-Saxon 
moral standards (most of them are professing Christians, none 
is divorced, and my husband sends proportionately more Ameri
cans and British to jail than any others) ; 

.. 2. If they have culture (most of them are college graduates, 
while I am not) ; 

''3. If they have that indefinable thing we call likableness 
(I cannot tell you how lovable some of them are, especially the 
cultivated Orientals) ; why then they are welcome to our home 
and I am glad to be welcomed in theirs. Furthermore, I want to 
assure you that this position which my husband and I have taken 
after living with these fragments of other civilizations for eight 
years, is genuine. We are not conscious of a feeling of patronage; 
we are indulging in no self-deception.'' 

Then the good judge added: "What you people in the States 
cannot understand is that two civilizations, each with a noble 
background, are developing side by side here in the mid-Pacific. 
There is an Eastern culture, and there is a Western culture. In 
Hawaii they meet and mingle and greatly enrich each other. Nor 
are we afraid to let them do so. But you isolationists are raising 
high heaven with the cry 'undesirable assimilation.' There is 
very little intermarriage here between Americans and those of 

239 



Oriental blood. The latter are as proud as we are, and perhaps 
with as much right. 

"Why does America fight windmills? With our present swift 
means of travel, communication and commerce, why cannot the 
nations of the whole world meet and mingle and enrich each 
other without amalgamation or excess immigration each con
tributing to the others, and carrying back to their own homelands 
the best in every land?'' 

I sailed away from Kona and from my adventure in interna
tional understanding with a wish in my heart that Judge Thomp
son could be a Justice of the World Court, and that Mrs. Thomp
son's social creed could be written upon the doorposts of every 
home in the land. 

WE WERE APPROACHING Death's Corner, a crossing near a pub
lic school in Honolulu. Suddenly there was a sharp whistle, a 
grinding of brakes and our car stopped behind a boyish figure 
in khaki with outstretched arms. ''What's the matter?'' I said. 
''Chief of Police," replied the driver. ''What, that little fellow?'' 
I laughed. The driver nodded. 

While we watched the happy children trooping across the 
street, the long line of cars held back by the boy's outstretched 
arms, my companion related the story of Death's Corner. 

Here, as in so many places, the pleading signs ''Slow down," 
''School," ''Protect the children," were little heeded. Speed 
maniacs would not slow down. Children were frequently injured 
and some killed. Appeals to the police brought no relief. Finally, 
after continued slaughter of the innocent at this deadly corner, 
the older boys of the school held an indignation meeting. Then 
they marched in a body to the office of the Chief of Police and 
demanded that something be done. The Chief was sympathetic, 
but he said it was impossible, with his small force, to protect 
every school crossing. But the boys were not to be defeated
they had a plan. "Then deputize us," they said. "We will guard 
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that corner." The Chief was game. He pinned official badges on 
four of the boys and said, "I'll do it. You are now school police
men and I shall hold you responsible for life and safety and the 
regulation of traffic during danger hours at that school crossing." 
Not a child has been killed or injured at Death's Corner since 
then. 

Again the whistle blew and the boy chief swung half around 
to hold back the children and release the traffic. As we passed 
him I found myself looking into the face of a manly Chinese 
youngster. By vote of the school he had been elected their Chief 
of Police. 

Then I noticed khaki-clad figures with flashing badges on the 
other three corners. When the whistle sounded and China 
stretched out its arms in protection, Japan, the Philippines and 
America also stretched out their arms in a fine exhibition of 
teamwork born of international friendship and understanding. 

My philosophy had been vindicated. 

What militarists and chauvinists have said was impossible had 
been demonstrated before my eyes; an international police force 
can protect the death corners of the world. 

When the signal was given, alien hearts and brains and hands 
had worked in unison for the common weal. There wa$ no jeal
ousy, no entangling alliances, but there was sympathy and under 
standing and perfect cooperation. 

It will work! It will work everywhere! 

Ambassador Alanson B. Houghton said to me in Germany 
when I called upon him, "Peace is an adventure in faith." 

Oh ye of little faith, let a little child lead you into the King
dom of world-wide peace and good-fellowship, where earth's 
death corners shall be protected by common sense, by a Court of 
United Nations, by an international police force, to the end that 
the slaughter of the innocent shall perish from the earth. 
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To Loyal Lincoln Wirt 
BUILDER OF THE GREATEST PYRAMID 

OF ALL TIME PEACE 
An appreciation 

Before the embryo
Conception' s reach. 

Before the butterfly, 
The chrysalis. 

The pause before the flight. 
World peace is that, 

A growth so still. 

And that all men may know, 
Some men must preach: 

Must b11ild their ideals high, 
A pyramid, 

To reach God's very height. 
World peace is this
On earth-God's will. 

JULIA W ALcorr CocKCROFT 

Lahaina, Territory of Hawaii, January 17, 1925 

WHILE THE UNITED STATES was officially out of the League of 
Nations many eyes were turned hopefully toward Geneva in 
those days. I had a strong desire to observe the workings of the 
League at first hand. Therefore on August 4, 1926, I was a~ain 
at sea, sailing from New York on S.S. DeGrasse bound for 
Southampton. 

After ,,isiting friends in England, attending a peace confer-
ence at Bierville, France, I reached Geneva August 23. 

Geneva in September is a delight. The lake, the mountains, 
the clean little city give a sense of beauty and an atmosphere of 
friendliness that is felt at once. 
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The very history of Switzerland is the story of international 
problems solved, of interracial hatreds turned into patriotism. 

With your first Swiss banknote you get a lesson in tact and 
goodwill. The bill is printed in the three languages spoken in 
Switzerland French, Italian and German. 

Then came the day for which thousands had gathered at Gen
eva the opening of the Seventh Assembly of the League of 
Nations. Through the courtesy of Professor Manley Hudson of 
Harvard, who had done so much to interpret the League to 
American readers, I was privileged to be present on 6th, 8th and 
10th of September: the opening day, the day the vote was taken 
on Germany's admission, and the day the German delegation 
were seated. 

The sessions were held in the historic Salle de Reformation. 
The group of Americans with whom I was associated were given 
seats in the visitors' gallery reserved for Mrs. Woodrow Wilson 
and her friends. Besides Mrs. Wilson, Jane Addams and Profes
sor Manley Hudson, a number of distinguished Americans came 
to sit with us during the long sessions. Among them were Dr. 
and Mrs. W. D. Westervelt of Honolulu, Dr. Telford Erickson 
of Albania, Chester Rowell and Judge Jackson H. Ralston of San 
Francisco, Frederick J. Libby of Washington, Mrs. William Kent 
of Kentville, California, Dr. Nehemiah Boynton of Brooklyn, 
R. H. Markham of Bulgaria, Bishop James Cannon, Jr., and 
Charles V. Vickrey of New York, Ruth Fry of London and Mrs. 
Edith Glanville of Australia. 

The fifty-five desks of the states members, each accommodat
ing three delegates, ocrupied the floor below us. Representatives 
of the press and a battery of cameras filled the first gallery. To 
the second gallery those visitors fortunate enough to serure 
tickets were admitted. 

It was a distinguished assembly, from every nation except the 
United States, Mexico, Russia and Turkey; the presidents of 
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several Republics, sixteen prime ministers, Princes and men of 
international fame. The faces were not all white; there was a 
sprinkling of yellow, brown and black. 

All the members were in formal morning dress. 
The visitors' gallery was more picturesque and animated 

There were Hindus in white turbans, Arab sheikhs in flaming 
tunics, dusky beauties with flashing diamonds, Chinese Man
darins and Persian Rajahs. It was a cross-section of the human 
race; almost, but not quite the vision of Tennyson come tru..._c -
When the war drums shall cease and the battle flags be furled, in 
the Parliament of men, the Federation of the world. 

Nansen, Norway's favorite son, made a notable speech in 
English, urging Germany's admission with a permanent seat in 
the Council. When the hour for the vote arrived there was much 
excitement followed by a breathless silence as the roll was called. 

The states members responded in either English or French
the two official languages. As the roll call proceeded from Al
bania to Venezuela and the affirmative ''Yes'' or ''Oui'' con
tinued without a negative, it was Ireland that broke the tension. 
With Irish wit, and a dig at England, when the Emerald Isle 
was called, a deep-voiced delegate shouted ''Oui." A gale of 
laughter swept the hall. 

The vote was unanimous. Germany was to be welcomed back 
into the Family of Nations. 

When the Assembly of the League met on that day the little 
city was gay with bunting and the streets were lined with people 
eager to catch a glimpse of the delegates, especially those from 
Germany. The hall was crowded to the utmost while thousands 
stood at the doors. 

After the formal opening President Nintchitch (of Jugo
Slavia) quietly said, "Let the gentlemen from Germany be in
formed that the Assembly awaits their pleasure." 

From the anteroom Foreign Minister Stresemann, Dr. von 
Schubert and Dr. Gaus entered. Immediately the Assembly was 
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on its feet, and applause was long continued after the Germans 
had taken their seats. Tears ·were in many eyes. The war was 
over, wounds were healed, enemies had become friends. 

The President briefly welcomed the new members and then 
Stresemann took the plat£ orm. 

How eagerly the whole world awaited this hour of reconcilia
tion and this message from Germany! Not only was the press 
gallery that circled three sides of the hall crowded, but corre
spondents stood ten deep, clear across the floor of the hall before 
the speakers' desk notebooks and flying pencils in hand. With
in the hour, that message, translated into every language and 
tongue, was flashed to the uttermost parts of the earth. 

Herr Stresemann began by saying that he spoke not only for 
his government but for the German people when he declared 
that the German nation, that day, wished to enter the League 
of Nations wholel1eartedly, without reservations, and with a de
sire only to assist in fulfilling the highest hopes of humanity. 
''No country," he said, ''by belonging to the League of Nations 
abandons its national personality. The Divine Architect did not 
create humanity as a uniform ensemble, but universal order 
cannot have as its goal the pitting of one group against the other 
in their national development. Unworthy nationalism but retards 
the general progress of civilization. We have come with but one 
desire, namely, to collaborate upon the broad basis of mutual 
helpfulness and reciprocal confidence." 

The reply by Aristide Briand, speaking for the Assembled 
Nations, fairly throbbed with sincerity and high idealism. ''For 
Germany," he said, ''and for France, today must mean: It is 
over, the long series of sorrowings is ended. Henceforth it shall 
be the Judge who will determine the right, and not the sword. 
Back with rifles, back with the machine guns and the cannons. 
Make way for conciliation, for arbitration and for peace." 

As the French statesman ceased the great Assembly rose to its 
feet and cheered wildly for a long time. 
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Before leaving Geneva, I turned down President Wilson 
A venue and stood before a tablet erected by the citizens of that 
city bearing the inscription: 

To 't'HB MEMORY OF 

WOODROW WILSON 

PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 

AND 

FOUNDER OF THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS 

One great lover of peace, Frank Miller, .. Master of the Inn," 
who had gathered into his world-£ amous Mission Inn at River
side treasures from nearly every country on earth, often made 
the campaigner against war a welcome guest at his international 
caravansary. 

At one of our meetings in the beautiful ''Music Room'' of the 
Inn, after I had related some of the scenes I had witnessed as an 
officer in the American Red Cross working behind the curtain of 
war in France and Belgium, Frank Miller proposed that a .. Com
mittee of Fifty be organized then and there to fight for World 
Peace." 

This was the beginning of that fruitful movement which made 
the city of Riverside, and its Mission Inn, the birthplace of the 
Institute of World Affairs, which lf eld its 26th annual session 
in December 1949. 

Thus it came about that our Pacific Coast Division of the 
National Council for Prevention of War gave birth to the In
stitute of World Affairs which carries on today, with Dr. Rufus 
B. von KleinSmid as Chancelor of this important international 
movement. 

In the midst of those busy years when I was seeking through 
education, moral suasion and the appeal to reason to do my bit 
toward creating a warm, friendly climate wherein the concept 
of Universal Peace might bear fruit, I was called to Berkeley on 
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April 30, 1925, at the time of the commencement exercises at 
Pacific School of Religion. 

After the academic procession my dear, lifelong friend, Prof. 
John Wright Buckham, Dean of the Seminary, presented me to 
the Faculty and Trustees. And it was another gracious friend, 
President Herman F. Swartz, who conferred, in words all too 
generous, the degree of Doctor of Divinity, Honoris Causa, in 
the name of my theological Alma Mater. 
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MEXICAN CHILD WELFARE BUREAU-CASA COLINA THE SUN

DOWNER AGAIN HUMPS HIS BLUEY THE THIRD MISSION OF 

GOODWILL TO AUSTRALIA YANKEES AGAIN TO THE RESCUE

DIPPING THE WING THE WHITE LINE 

DURING THE YEAR 1930, I joined the Hubert Herring Seminar 
in Mexico. I had become interested in the rural schools then be
ing established throughout the land south of the Rio Grande. As 
the guest of Dr. Moises Saenz, the great educator of Mexico, a 
graduate of Columbia and father of the Mexican rural school 
system, I visited nine Normal schools where teachers were in 
training for the rural work. I found the forenoons were devoted 
to the usual academic subjects, but in the afternoons the students 
repaired to their farms, gardens, beehives, dairies, machine shops, 
carpenter shops, and diet kitchens. 

We saw them at work making soap, weaving blankets, model
ing clay and cobbling shoes. We sat in their classrooms while 
they discussed the value of fresh air, pure water, sanitation, first 
aid to the injured, and many practical lessons that would enable 
them to carry the rudiments of civilization to the native villages 
and rural people. 

Wishing to observe such training in action, I spent a week 
with Dr. Saenz visiting his remote country schools. El Moral is 
a typical backward village, composed of two rows of one-room 
adobe homes with the street filled with pigs, chickens and chil- · 
dren. The schoolteacher came to meet us. She was a bright girl 
of nineteen, receiving a salary of seventeen dollars a month. 
One can imagine the influence for everything that is good that 
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this attractive, educated young woman exerted in that village, 
especially among the native girls. 

There were fifty-five children in her school by day and twenty
two adults at night. We found fathers and mothers everywhere 
eager to learn to read and write. But the teacher was more than 
a teacher, she was a health officer, an agricultural adviser, a home 
counselor and much besides. She had induced the villagers to 
cease drinking stagnant water and to bring a pure stream from 
the mountains. Upon her advice, windows had been made in air
tight cabins, permitting sunshine and fresh air to drive away the 
ever-present disease germs. She had gathered the boys from the 
cantenas and led them in the building of playgrounds. There 
were seven thousand such schools and such teachers, but their 
equipment was so meager one instinctively compared them with 
the richly furnished schools at home. 

Before leaving Mexico City, I again called upon Dr. Saenz 
and suggested that the public schools of America might be inter
ested in supplementing the scanty equipment of some of his 
rural schools. "If some should be so disposed, if an American 
school should wish to adopt a Mexican rural school, what could 
it do to help?" I inquired. He replied, "Our national school 
budget is strained to the breaking point. We can give the rural 
villagers little more than a teacher. The result is that equipment 
is always inadequate. If our American friends should be moved 
to help in the way you suggest, my first thought would be a 
medicine chest; second, playground equipment; third, tools for 
manual training. Most of these schools are far from medical 
aid. Children are frequently bitten by venomous snakes. Poison 
cactus, accidents, and curable diseases play havoc with our chil
dren. A medicine chest in the hands of our trained teachers, 
containing also a few layettes, with instructions for expectant 
mothers such a gift would cut inf ant mortality in half in every 
village to which such a gift could come.'' 

Leaving Mexico I went directly to Washington, D. C., to 
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bring this need for international cooperation in the field of edu
cation to the attention of Dr. Cooper, United States Commis
sioner of Education. His approval was given at once. He felt that 
such an expression of friendship would be of benefit not only to 
the underprivileged children of Mexico but to our own school 
children as well if they had a part in it. 

I sought the cooperation of the Calif or~ia state superintendent 
of education, Dr. Vierling Kersey. This he gave most generously, 
becoming chairman of our state committee. 

In need of technical advice, I consulted Howard 0. Welty, 
principal of the Oakland Technical High School. Mr. Welty 
immediately undertook to design a model Friendship Health 
Chest. He also made working blueprints for the use of other 
schools. Indeed this good friend became so much interested in 
the project that he became secretary of our bureau, and later, 
made several trips to Mexico in the interest of the movement. 

The building and furnishing of these chests was undertaken 
by no less than four hundred California high schools at a cost 
of about one hundred dollars each. The chests which they built, 
together with one hundred from Texas and many from other 
states, were shipped to Mexico City, where they were distributed 
by the Department of Rural Education, bringing health and 
happiness to as many rural schools in remote regions. Many were 
packed over the mountains on muleback. 

When the .first chest was completed by the Technical High 
School of Oakland, it was taken to Mexico City by Dr. Willard 
Givens, superintendent of the Oakland schools, ~d myself. We 
were met by the Minister of Education and taken to the Capitol 
building. In a large patio, .five hundred teachers and school of
ficials were assembled. The children of a rural school had been 
brought to the city to receive the .first Friendship Health Chest. 
Dr. Givens and I made the presentation in the name of the pub
lic schools of America, and assured them that many similar 
chests would follow. Three Cabinet Ministers were present. The 
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President of Mexico and Senora Ortiz Rubio invited us to Cha
pultepec Castle for a day and gave their approval and encourage
ment to our undertaking. 

Upon returning from Mexico I spent the next year in visiting 
the high schools of California, Texas and other states. Shipments 
of chests followed as fast as we were able to present the matter 
to the schools. Not a single school visited declined participa
tion in the project. 

The chests were usually made by students in manual arts from 
standard blueprints furnished. Classes in home economics made 
the layettes six for each chest. Anti-venom kits, complete medi
cal equipment with Spanish labels, and manual of instructions 
in Spanish; volleyball and net, baseballs and bats, an American 
flag and a Mexican flag, a copy of Black Beauty and other chil
dren's books in Spanish, a picture of the school giving the chest, 
bright pictures for adobe walls, and many other useful things. 
A letter was always enclosed from the school furnishing the 
chest to the school receiving it, offering friendly greetings; with 
an addressed envelope for reply. 

One of our greatest problems was that of transportation. The 
cost of shipping the chests to Mexico at tariff rates would have 
been prohibitive. The difficulty was happily adjusted when I 
sought the cooperation of the Southern Pacific Railroad. The 
vice president said to me: .. Our lines run a thousand miles into 
Mexico. We have lost heavily through depredation by irrespon
sible natives. Our bridges have been burned, tracks destroyed 
and our trainmen killed. Yours is a practical gesture of friend
ship. You will help raise up a generation of Mexican boys who 
will protect our property instead of destroying it, fulfilling the 
words of President Bonito Juarez of Mexico when he said, 
·Respect for the rights of others is peace.' " 

When I asked this official how many chests he would ship he 
said, .. The sky is the limit, we will frank all those shipped over 
our lines." Then he did a gracious thing. He handed me an an-
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nual pass over all their lines saying, "This may help you in your 
good work." 

In the course of this friendly international service, I received 
hundreds of grateful letters from Mexican schoolteachers. May 
I here share one with you ? 

Colina, Mexico, September 28, 1930 

Dear Dr. Wirt: 

With our hearts brimming with gratitude, we, your 
friends, though humble Mexican people, received your gift 
amidst cheers and hurrahs. 

When the beautiful cabinette arrived, the children were 
so excited I had to dismiss school and declare a holiday. 

Never do we weary of looking at the photographs of the 
school and pupils who sent us these gifts. Long may they 
live. 

To celebrate your generosity, our villagers dressed in 
holiday attire and danced through the streets with music, 
confetti, and serpentine, giving cheers and vivas in your 
honor. 

We close with many expressions of our deep gratitude. 

Your friends, 
The Students of the El Puevlo Viego 
Mercedes J. Ramirez, Principal 

After this movement had made a secure place for itself in the 
educational program of Mexico, I was invited by the Govern
ment to return to Mexico City for a conference. Out of this 
visit came the arrangement that the Mexican Department of Edu
cation should take over the work we had inaugurated. They felt 
the movement was not spreading fast enough. Seven thousand 
schools needed this same equipment, therefore the Department 
of Education would incorporate the furnishing and distribution 
of health chests as a parto£ its regular provision for rural schools. 
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Let me close this picture of our attempt to build bridges of 
friendship across the Rio Grande by sharing a letter from the 
First Lady of Mexico: 

Chapultepec Castle, Mexico City, November 3, 1930 

Dear Dr. Wirt: 

Will you let me tell you that I have taken great pleasure 
in your activities in providing Friendship Health Chests for 

• 

our rural schools through the kindly gifts of the American 
schools. 

Please accept my congratulations upon the success of your 
work and upon the promise this devotion insures in creat
ing better understanding between the students of the two 
Republics. 

I thought you might be interested in having my auto
graphed photograph, which I take pleasure in enclosing. 

With President Rubio's kindest regards, I remain 

Yours sincerely, 
}OSEPHINO DE ORTIZ RUBIO 

DURING THE YEARS of my ministry in the city of Oakland, one 
of my Sunday school teachers, a lovable, brilliant young man, 
was called to his heavenly home. There were two sisters, and 
these alone were left of the family. Years later, one of the sisters 
came into a large fortune. One of her estates consisted of a coun
try place in Pomona Valley, where she built a large and impos
ing house situated on a hill commanding an extensive view of 
valley and mountains. She called her country home Casa Colina, 
from the Spanish meaning .. House on a little hill." The place 
was surrounded by acres of lovely gardens. At the death of this 
one-time parishioner of mine, the estate was left in trust to a 
daughter, her only child. Years went by; the daughter married 
and made her home in New York. The iron shutters of Casa 
Colina were closed, cobwebs gathered and the beautiful place 
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lay tenantless and neglected for seven years. A watchfilan in a 
nearby cottage alone gathered the fruits and Bowers. About that 
time I was appointed western director of the Golden Rule Foun
dation with offices in Los Angeles, and home in Claremont. 

One day I received a visit from a well-known physician. His 
errand had to do with the serious problem of inf an tile paralysis. 
He was much troubled by the current increase in the number of 
poliomyelitis victims. He stated there were twenty-five thousand 
crippled children in California, with little provision for adequate 
convalescent care. There were splendid hospitals but small op
portunity for the victims of inf an tile paralysis to receive modern, 
scientific treatment after hospitalization. He urged the interest 
of our organization in the matter. He asked me to visit the Los 
Angeles Children's Hospital and consult the medical staff there. 
Following his suggestion, a few days later, I called upon the 
superintendent of the Children's Hospital. He confirmed all that 
my medical visitor had told me. I met the Chief of Staff and he 
also regretted that no institution comparable to the 'one at Warm 
Springs, Georgia, was to be found on the Pacific Coast. Children 
contracting this affiiction, he pointed out, are usually brought 
first to a hospital where they receive the best possible attention, 
but after the initial treatment or operation, essential care, careful 
nursing and hydrotherapy are needed. The little patients must 
soon leave the crowded hospital. There are few private convales
cent homes that are open to children thus afilicted, and so it 
comes about that these unfortunate children must be returned 
to their own homes where, in most cases, care and attention are 
inadequate, and scientific treatment impossible. Thousands of 
children become crippled for life who might have been greatly 
helped, many permanently cured, could they have had scientific 
convalescent treatment and good nursing care after leaving the 
hospital. 

Then this eminent specialist asked me if I knew about the 
property known as Casa Colina. He said it was in an ideal loca-
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tion in the country, away fro_m the noise and smoke of the city, 
with pure air and water, and a great roomy building large enough 
to care for many crippled children. He added that the property 
was, at one time, about to be acquired by the Trustees of the Los 
Angeles Children's Hospital. They wanted to convert it into a 
convalescent home for their own cases of poliomyelitis, but the 
depression had fallen upon them about that time, and they had 
not been able to finance the original plan. 

I became so deeply interested in his description of this prop
erty and the opportunity it presented, that I did not return to my 
office, nor indeed take the homeward road, but drove immedi
ately to Pomona, Chino and the California Junior Republic, as 
directed. 

Here I called upon Mr. Charles E. Wright, Superintendent of 
this famous boys school. He informed me that the Casa Colina 
property adjoined the Junior Republic property. Indeed both 
estates were administered by the same Board of Trustees. Mr . 

. , 

Wright had the keys in his office and kindly offered to show me 
over the neighboring estate. We visited the buildings of the 
palatial country home. Unlocking the great front door little 
could be seen until the iron shutters had been thrown open. We 
walked through the spacious halls and counted twenty high
ceilinged rooms. An elevator invited, but we pref erred to mount 
the broad stairway to the cheerful rooms above. A terrace gave 
promise of a roof garden, or play area. 

Across a paved courtyard a number of guest cottages added 
to the utility of the plant, and suggested enlarged possibilities. 
The main building, detached buildings and extensive grounds 
seemed waiting to fulfill the vision that was taking shape in my 
mind. 

Mr. Wright kindly offered to report the purpose of my visit to 
his Board of Trustees. A few days later I received a letter from 
the President of the Board inviting me to be present at their next 
monthly meeting. 
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This meeting, which I attended alone, was held in the Pasa
dena home of the architect who had designed the buildings at 
Casa Colina. When given the opportunity, I pleaded for Cali
fornia's twenty-five thousand crippled children. I also ventured 
to outline the perfect adaptability of the Casa Colina property 
for the purpose we had in mind; fulfilling as it did the require
ments for the establishment, here on the coast, of a modern, 
scientific institution for the care and cure of crippled children. 

I think the angels must have had charge of that meeting. At 
any rate, these wonderful new friends voted to tr an sf er the prop
erty to me on a long lease not for a peppercorn this time, but 
for the traditional one dollar per year. 

The papers were later drawn up and contained the following 
conditions: 

1. A Board of Trustees to be appointed, to be custodians of 
the property and guardians of the Institution to be founded. 

2. The organization to be incorporated under the laws of the 
State of California, as a non-profit convalescent home for the 
benefit of crippled children, without discrimination as to race, 
color or religion. 

3. Sufficient funds to be secured to guarantee the success of 
the undertaking. 

I am happy to look back now and be able to record that all of 
the requirements were met through the interest and generosity 
of friends who came to the support of this last adventure of 
mine; friends in Claremont, Pomona, throughout California, and 
as far away as Hawaii and New York. During the two busy years 
that followed I visited Washington, interviewed Aubrey Williams 
and secured a generous grant of labor from the National Youth 
Administration. At the same time I visited the daughter of the 
builder of Casa Colina, who gave me her blessing and also her 
check for two thousand dollars. The sum of not less than fifty 
thousand dollars in cash, labor and gifts of material secured 
during the time that I was Executive Vice President enabled us 
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to put the property in excellent shape and open the institution 
free of debt. Through my Golden Rule Foundation friends, and 
others, we had developed an initial income of one thousand 
dollars per month. 

When this goal was reached, and the day of opening an
nounced, I felt that my work in this connection was completed. 
Others now could carry on the going concern. 

Sometime during the year 1935, Charles V. Vickrey, President 
of Golden Rule Foundation, invited me to nominate some resi
dent of California as the proposed .. American Mother" for the 
year 1936. 

This honor had been given to the Eastern States, and also to 
the Middle States. Now, Dr. Vickrey indicated, his committee 
felt that the distinction should be offered to the Pacific Coast. 

I had a good friend Frances Eleanor (Mrs. J. R.) Smith, 
who, it seemed to me, fulfilled all of the requirements for this 
appointment. Wife and mother of a distinguished family; leader 
in church, civic and social circles; outstanding in her influence 
for good in the life of the community. After some persuasion, I 
managed to get Mrs. Smith and our excellent photographer to
gether. A number of photographs were sent to New York and 
these in turn provoked a telegram from Dr. Vickrey which said: 
''Send Mrs. Smith to New York by air." 

The selection was never in doubt and Frances Eleanor Smith 
received America's accolade as the outstanding National Mother 
for the year 1936-honored and beloved from Coast to Coast. 

When Casa Colina' s newly-appointed board of trustees met for 
its initial meeting in the office of Prof. George Sumner at Pomona 
College, Mrs. Smith was elected secretary of the board. Later, 
when I was called to other duties, she was made executive secre
tary, a position of responsibility which she has carried with dis
tinction to this day. 
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A LETTER 

Casa Colina, Chino, Calif. 
September first, 1950 

Dear Dr. Wirt: 

I hear you are writing another book. There certainly should be 
something about Casa Colina in it, for there would be no home 
for crippled children here but for you. 

You have helped to build many institutions, but you never 
organized anything that has been of more value to humanity than 
Casa Colina has been. I feel it a great privilege to have been co
founder with you. We opened our doors Oct. 1, 1938. Since that 
time we have had some six hundred patients go through our 
home. Many of them were completely rehabilitated while here, 
and all of them were definitely helped by the care and treatment 
we were privileged to give them. 

When we undertook to meet this need we had, as you know, 
absolutely nothing to go on but Faith and Determination. And 
all through these years it has been Faith that has kept us from 
failure. Faith that God meant that this home for crippled chil
dren should live and serve. It is most amazing the way God has 
''carried our burden." Sometimes when the way has seemed too 
dark surprising things have happened help has come. 

I am grateful to have had this opportunity to serve suffering · 
children, and I want again to thank you for making it possible. 

Always affectionately yours, 

(Signed) MOTHER SMITII 
(Mrs. ]. R. Smith) 

ON MY EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY I sat beside the rocky pool in the 
.Bower-girt patio of my Claremont home, feeding the goldfish. 
"You are a poor substitute," I said to one lazy fellow, "for the 
leaping porpoises and the .Hying-fish I long to see again~" 
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Lifting my eyes to the sn9w-cap on Mount San Antonio, I 
said, ''You are a grand old sentinel but I would exchange you in 
a minute for the bounding billows, for white sails on a blue sea, 
for the gleaming temples in far cities I once knew and loved." 

To myself I said, ''What is the matter with you? You are rest
less. Yes, I know your feet itch, you old fool. You want to be 
off and away again. Nostalgia turns your thought to the sea and 
you sigh for just one more session with Old Neptune! 

And why not? Why not one more dash of salt spray, why not 
listen again to the howling of the gale through the rigging? 

But where, where, would I like to go? Europe? No, the cities 
I once knew are in ruins. 

Japan? No, the cherry trees are dead. 
Australia ? Ah yes, the Southern Cross, the Blue Mountains, 

the dear old friends in that friendly land! 
Let the doctor shake his head, let the family council turn its 

thumbs down I will show these young jailers that an octoge
narian can still beat a path beyond the horizon." 

The late war was still raging. Every transport was crowded 
with soldiers and materiel. However, I found that the thrifty 
Swedes had a line of freighters, and were winning rich harvest 
by running the blockade between San Francisco and Sydney. 

On December 6, 1943, the trim 10,000 ton Steamship Parra
coola passed through the Golden Gate, outward bound, with a 
full cargo, and forty passengers of whom I was one. 

In my log-book of the voyage I find these words written on 
Christmas Day: 

''We are due to reach Sydney tomorrow. It has been a delight
ful crossing. Neither ship nor land was sighted, thanks to the 
Captain's caution and good navigation. Lightning is now playing 
all around us and we are due to arrive at Port Jackson in a 
tempest; but I am content, the cobwebs are all blown away, and 
I am eagerly looking forward to Australian Adventure III that 
awaits the morrow." 
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On New Year·s Day, 1944, a Sydney morning paper carried 
the following item: 

PRESENTATION OF AMERICAN FLAG 

At Sydney Town Hall, during the public reception given to a 
distinguished visitor from the United States, a beautiful silken 
.American flag, with drapes and standard, was presented to the 
Lord Mayor of Sydney (Alderman R. ]. Bartley) on behalf of 
Hon. Angelo J. Rossi, Mayor of San Francisco, by Dr. Loyal L. 
Wirt of Claremont, California, who is on a goodwill mission 
to Australia. 

Dr. Wirt was presented to the Lord Mayor, and introduced 
to the assembled guests, by Mr. Ely Eliot Palmer, United States 
Consul General. 

In presenting the flag, and a letter of friendly greeting from 
the Mayor of San Francisco to the Lord Mayor of Sydney, Dr. 
Wirt said: 

''My Lord Mayor, Ladies and Gentlemen, 
If one should leave my home, and journey less than one hun-

dred miles southward, he would find himself in a foreign land. 
He would hear a foreign tongue, be surrounded by foreign faces, 
architecture, habits and customs. 

When one stands at our north-western gateway and looks 
across Behring Straits from Alaska to Siberia, he sees still another 
foreign land but fifty miles away. 

Again, if he sails directly westward he will meet an oriental 
civilization quite different from his own. 

All of these countries are much nearer to America than is 
Australia, and yet we have not absorbed their traditions or pat
terned our national life after theirs. 

Here is something arresting something that does not follow 
the laws of evolution influenced by contiguity and association. 
American colonial life did not take on the characteristics of con
tiguous peoples or adopt in any appreciable degree the habits 
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and customs of its nearest neighbors Mexican, Russian or 
Oriental. 

Australia, likewise, refused to pattern its way of life after that 
of its nearest neighbors, but, instead, strengthened its indigenous 
character and integrated its racial heritage from within. Thus a 
parallel process in the preservation of the best in individual and 
in national life seems to have been at work, half a world apart, 
in both Australia and America. 

And here is the miracle the something we call Providenc,.._c -
that after many years of independent growth and development 
we awaken to the fact that the people of these two lands, six 
thousand miles apart, are as alike as the apples on two branches 
of a parent tree. We find these widely separated cousins dream
ing the same dreams dreams of a world wherein dwelleth 
righteousness and peace. Two kindred people pressing toward 
the same goals in government, social betterment, education, eco
nomic security, international cooperation, universal justice and 
religious freedom. 

The significance of this amazing parallelism in national ideals 
cannot be brushed aside lightly; we must believe there is some 
higher design in it all. 

At least some of us would so believe, including the Chief 
Magistrate of the queen city of California. 

As the city of Sydney guards the gates of the Pacific on the 
south, so the city of San Francisco guards the gates of the Pacific 
on the north. Each city clusters its markets, palaces and churches 
about one of the noblest harbors in the world. Both of these 
harbors are spanned by bridges that signalize man's highest engi-

• • neermg genius. · 
The day before my ship sailed through the Golden Gate, 

Mayor Angelo J. Rossi called me to his chambers in the City 
Hall and handed me the letter which I have had the honor of 
delivering into your hand. Furthermore he had not forgotten the 
friendly overture which your Lordship extended to him a year 
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ago when you sent, by the hand of my friend, Dr. C. Bernard 
Cockett, a letter of greeting accompanied by your gift of a 
beautiful silken Australian flag. Learning of my early departure 
for your city, Mayor Rossi seized the opportunity to reciprocate 
your kindness. He therefore appointed me his messenger and 
standard bearer. Your Worship, the Mayor of San Francisco 
begs you to accept from lUs hand this flag which is emblematic 
of our national life. He wished me to assure you that this gesture 
of goodwill carries with it his personal esteem and best wishes. 
But in a wider sense he would have our national flag speak to 
your nation's heart and declare that we are proud to acknowledge 
as brothers-in-arms the valiant people of the Commonwealth of 
Australia. 

Our flag is often ref erred to as the Stars and Stripes, and as 
often your national emblem is called the flag of the Southern 
Cross. During the past two years these celestial banners have 
flown side by side on savage and sanguinary battlefields. Side 
by side they have def ended your shores; side by side they have 
pursued the cunning and treacherous enemy and have driven 
him from these encircling islands these fair and happy Pacific 
islands which have been dearly bought by the blood of your sons 
and ours. 

The old Atlantic world with its glorious history, but also with 
its tyrannies, intolerance and intrigues, stands over against this 
new world of the Pacific with its clean slate, open doors and 
beckoning promise of a civilization built upon human justice, 
equal opportunity and abiding peace. 

By our sacred altars, where the cross and the flag enshrine our 
highest hopes; by our family firesides where many empty chairs 
await; by the crosses that stand row on row under island palms; 
by life's greatest sacrifices and deepest loyalties, these two Chris
tian nations are called in the providence of God to guard the 
gates of the Pacific, and to foster on its every shore the building 
of a new world freed from the hatreds and blunders of the old. 
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In the beginning of creation, we are told, God brooded over 
the waters, and when land appeared, he called it good. Who 
shall say that His voice is not still calling over the waters? Call
ing to Australia and calling to America, and to all the lands that 
lie between, to fulfill His divine plan for this unfolding realm 
of the Pacific that He may still call it good. 

Unitedly these fallen sons of ours gave their all to pay the 
price of freed om for Australia and for America, but did not their 
supreme sacrifice accomplish more than that? 

Around the Pacific Basin, between your favored land and 
ours, dwell half the inhabitants of the earth. Have not our sons 
paid for their freed om too ? It is for Australia on the south, and 
for America on the north to say whether this shall be so or not; 
whether this sacrifice shall touch and bless every Pacific shore 
or not. Your Worship, I pray that these two starry .flags shall 
give the answer; that down through all future time they may 
ever be found flying side by side on their sacred mission. And 
that this mission shall be the keeping of the Pacific f rec free 
from war, free from want, free from fear and free to worship 
the God of Heaven whose cross and whose stars go before us.'' 

FOR SEVERAL MONTHS, following this third friendly welcome to 
Australian shores, I was privileged to carry a message indicative 
of America's good neighbor policy to the cities and wide open 
spaces of Queensland, New South Wales and Victoria, and, by 
radio, to South and West Australia, New Zealand and Tasmania. 

Everywhere gracious welcome was given to the message and 
to the messenger by municipalities, army camps, churches, clubs 
and broadcasting stations. G.H.Q. was generous with permits 
and I was invited to visit the .American army camps and hospitals. 
I was particularly happy to be given this opportunity to bring a 
Yankee greeting and word of good cheer to our own "Foreign 
Legion'' and to be able to assure our boys that they were not for
gotten at home. 
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I was also permitted to visit those bits of green countryside 
where the American flag will ever guard the graves of our fall en 
sons. In every instance I found that the American cemeteries 
were beautifully cared for. Australian mothers and sisters seemed 
everywhere to be sharing, with loving impartiality, their .flowers. 
I was moved to tears to find the graves of our American soldiers 
everywhere bright with blossoms from the gardens of our Aus
tralian friends. 

The Message to the Churches which was carried to more than 
one hundred religious assemblies, was, I trust, something more 
than a friendly hand across the sea. It was designed by its spon
sors to carry something of the new conception of ecumenicity 
since it was sent forth under the aegis of ecclesiastical authority. 

When a Mission of Goodwill to Australia was first conceived 
by the General Council of Congregational Churches, its early 
announcement brought requests for cooperation from other fel
lowships. Bishop James C. Baker, head of the Methodist church 
on the Pacific Coast, hastened to write as follows: ''We, too, 
have sheep that are not of this fold. Indeed we have a goodly 
fold in Australia. Will you not include them in your quest? Tell 
the ~{ethodists down there that the Methodist folk up here are 
proud of them, that we love them and pray for them. And we 
want you to tell them so." So he gave me a Pauline epistle which 
was to be read in all the Methodist churches in Australia and 
New Zealand. 

The Baptists in America are a mighty family. They have no 
Bishop but the Director of their National Convention, Dr. Earl 
F. Adams, admonished me to greet all the Baptists in Australia 
with a holy kiss at least with its modern substitute. So he gave 
me a gracious letter appointed to be read in all Baptist churches, 
reminding them that we are all one in Christ Jesus. 

My old friend, Dr. Stanley A. Hunter, Moderator of the Pres
byterian Synod of California, demanded that I tum Presbyterian 
while crossing the Pacific, that I cultivate a Scotch burr, and 
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assure the followers of John Knox that I had been foreordained 
from the foundation of the world to bring them a bunch of 
heather from California. He gave me his official Letter to the 
Elect, appointed to be read in all Presbyterian churches. 

There will be those, possibly, who will remember my last visit 
to Australia, some twenty years ago, seeking the cooperation of 
the people of Australia and New Zealand, in relief for the war 
victims in the Near East. They will remember the remarkable 
outpouring of generosity which followed. The Lord Mayor of 
Sydney accepted the chairmanship of the Lord Mayor's Fund 
which gathered a great offering in financial gifts. Then gifts in 
kind came pouring in food, clothing, blankets, medical sup
plies, boots and shoes, and a thousand tons of flour. To carry all 
this gracious bounty to Beirut and Constantinople, the Federal 
Government placed at our disposal, free of all charges, a fine 
ship for the purpose. And then, some will remember, on the day 
of sailing, the religiot1s service that was held on the Melbourne 
Docks. The Cathedral choir was there to lead the singing, and 
the Archbishop of Victoria was there to invoke God's blessing 
upon the ship, upon the givers and upon those in need. How the 
great assembly cheered as the Australian ship, filled with Aus
tralian bounty, sailed away from these sunny shores on her voy
age of mercy! 

During those years in which I was serving as International 
Commissioner of Near East Relief, the chairman of our Commit
tee for the Western States was the Episcopal Bishop for that 
area, Dr. Edward L. Parsons. It was this same friend, my former 
Chairman, Bishop Parsons, who, learning of my present mission 
to Australia, wrote a gracious letter, bidding me godspeed, and 
enclosing a letter of commendation to the Archbishop of the 
Church of England in Sydney. 

Dr. Samuel McCrea Cavert, the Executive Secretary of the Fed
eral Council of Churches of Christ in America, also gave me a 
letter of fraternal greeting to the Federal Council of Churches in 



Australia, officially extending the right hand of fellowship to all 
the Protestant churches in Australia and New Zealand. 

As I turned these letters over in my hand while on shipboard, 
letters covering so widely the fellowship of God's people in both 
Australia and America, the singing of the wind in the rigging 
seemed to be saying: ''And in that day there shall be one fold, 
and one Shepherd, and the sheep shall hear My voice, and they 
shall go in and out and find pasture." 

Thus the enlargement of my mission of goodwill from its 
first modest conception would seem to indicate a sincere desire, 
on the part of our American churches, to assure our allies under 
the Southern Cross that they are near and dear to us. 

ONE CANNOT LONG DWELL in Australia without meeting one 
grave problem that faces the Commonwealth, and to which every 
good citizen gives serious thought. 

Here is a country with immense natural resources capable of 
sustaining a population many times greater than it presently en
joys, and yet, despite all discussion, proposals and experiments, 
a mere trickle of immigration finds its way into this sunny land. 

What is the reason such rich opportunity for the acquisition of 
happy homes, business enterprise and broad acres in a glorious 
climate does not crowd every ship available with potential set
tlers? The answer, I think, is to be found in the quite understand
able wish on the part of the citizens now dwelling there, to keep 
their bloodstream pure; to preserve in this new land a homo
geneous people; to be spared the difficulties which have fol
lowed, elsewhere, any attempt to mix the ethnic divisions of the 
human race. 

During my three sojourns in Australia, some twenty years 
apart, I have watched the increasing struggle between the con
cept of a ''White Australia'' on the one hand, and, on the other, 
the growing desire to find some means of doubling and trebling 
the population. 
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For a generation I have followed, and sympathized with, this 
national problem, hoping that its right solution would be found. 
I have tried to think of it in terms of our own winning of the 
west, the settlement of America's great open areas between the 
Mississippi River and the Rocky Mountains a land very much 
like Australia. It has seemed to me that the development of Aus
tralia's vest areas and resources might be brought about in the 
same way; namely, by the advent of the pioneer type of settlers. 

When, therefore, Mr. Kenneth Binns, Commonwealth Li
brarian, invited me to spend a week in Canberra as his guest, I 
was pleased to have an opportunity of discussing my thesis with 
members of the Federal Parliament 

At a reception presided over by the American Ambassador, 
Hon. Nelson T. Johnson, and attended by Members of Parlia
ment and Government leaders, I ventured to suggest a possible 
avenue through which desirable immigrants could be channeled 
to the waiting lands and industries of Australia. A portion of the 
address may be of interest and is here given. 

''All agree that Australia needs many new citizens preferably 
intelligent families with Anglo-Saxon background, who will 
make homes upon the land, stay there, improve the rural areas, 
increase agricultural production and add to the nation's wealth. 

As to the source from which new settlers can be drawn, I be
lieve we have overlooked the most fruitful field. Australia wishes 
to maintain a homogeneous national life. Also she needs practical 
farmers, self-reliant, experienced in frontier conditions, healthy, 
educated, with some knowledge of irrigation, dry-farming, well
digging, dam-building. In other words, practical frontiersmen. 

Where will you find them ? Is not the answer Canada, or the 
United States, where many farmer boys have been raised in the 
midst of frontier conditions ? 

But Canada cannot spare any of her citizens of this type while 
the United States may be found to have a surplus of them. 
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My suggestion is that an Australian Selection Commission be 
appointed and empowered to interview .American applicants for 
Australian citizenship. I know that many .American soldiers who 
served in the South Pacific want to go back. And there are others. 
Let the restrictions be as severe as you please. Eliminate the 
undesirables. 

In venturing to off er this proposal I have met with two objec
tions. First, are there such desirable immigrants? The answer is 
·yes.' There is a breed of pioneers in America that came out of 
Britain. These sturdy folk settled in New England, Virginia and 
the Southern States. Their sons, in tum, pushed farther west 
where free land was calling. The sons and daughters of each new 
generation pushed on into the sunset; building cities, planting 
schools, conquering the land. 

But the present generation, these scions of the old British 
stock, have reached lands end; their westward migration is 
blocked by the Pacific Ocean. What say you, Australia, need they 
stop there? What if the Commonwealth should invite, by way of 
experiment, a thousand young married couples, competent sons 
and daughters of .American farmers and cattle ranchers, to settle 
on your waiting lands. Would they be welcome? 

Their fathers had free land as they moved westward, but now 
the land is all gone; their sons are looking for other worlds to 
conquer. 

I would have them young married couples. Some have already 
married Australian daughters, more would like to do so. Make 
available good farming land for them. They will all have some 
capital, enough to stock their stations and secure farm machinery. 

The second objection I have met with is that such land settle
ment must await great irrigation development and the opening 
of land under riparian rights. 

This is putting th~ cart before the horse. Did we not send you 
the Chaffee Brothers from this very County? Did they not harness 
the Murray River? I know the spirit of .American pioneers; their 
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sons have not lost initiative, they will develop their own water 
supplies by building weirs in catchment areas or by digging wells 
if they have to dig to the center of the earth." 

That speech was given at Canberra three years ago. Some 
Members of Parliament were present; others may have read the 
press report. Recently many of our daily papers have been carry
ing the following Associated Press dispatch: 

San Francisco, Aug. 26, 1947. So many American veterans 
have applied for permission to settle in Australia that the Aus
tralian Consulate here is having trouble finding shipping space 
for them all. 

The first group to go ''down under" will leave here September 
fifth, with forty-four persons making the trip. Larger groups are 
scheduled to depart in October and December. 

Last May 26 the Australian Federal Cabinet approved a travel 
subsidy plan for American veterans wishing to settle in Australia 

John Hewitt, San Francisco representative of the Australian 
Department of Information, said the response to the plan had 
been startling. Thousands of personal applicants, and others by 
correspondence, had filed their applications, intent upon making 
Australia their future home. 

''Our offices here and in New York are crowded with those who 
wish to take advantage of the Government's offer of traveling 
assistance. Eleven inquiries have reached my desk from one small 
town in Idaho. A filer phoned from Southern California asking 
about opportunities for transport pilots in Australia. He was 
speaking for a group of twenty experienced pilots. 

''Our land," continued Mr . . Hewitt, ''is almost as big as yours, 
but the population is only 7,500,000. We want 20,000,000 good 
settlers, and we would like most of them to be your kind of 
chaps. America saved our bacon in the war. We know the 
Americans and we like them. 

"There is no unemployment with us in Australia. We could 
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furnish 100,000 jobs tomorrow if we could get the men therc.---
men like those you sent to the South Seas during the late war." 

Now AGAIN I AM SITTING by the fountain in my garden. It is 
time to bring to a close this tale of a wandering ministry. It is 
not easy to do so for I hear a thousand voices from Alaska to 
Queensland, and from London to Honolulu, saying, "Is the lady 
in pink sitting beside you?" No, she who so often brightened the 
trail or the voyage with her sunny companionship crossed the 
bar with her heavenly Pilot not long ago and sailed into the 
sunset. 

Sometimes, in the home we built together at Pilgrim Place, 
Claremont, I can hear her soft footsteps, and the lilt of a song 
from the rocker beside the workbasket. I miss her beyond words, 
but her sweet spirit seems ever near. We still turn the pages 
together pages that open like windows into the past. Together 
we live over the busy years and greet the friends that blessed our 
ministry in many lands. 

The workshop still mends the neighborhood furniture. Books 
and a wealth of visitors keep my mind abreast the new day. A 
wide correspondence keeps me in touch with former associates 
and with world affairs at home and abroad. 

"He who has known heights and depths shall not again know 
peace, for he who has trodden the stars seeks peace no more.'' .. 
Those of us who have spent a lifetime trying to bring the King
dom of God a little nearer to the children of men have trodden 
the stars. The joy, the romance, the glory of introducing men 
and women, young people and little children to Jesus Cllrist, of 
watching the miracle of lives changed through acquaintance with 
him; to spend and be spent in a great cause, and for a great 
leader that is to tread the stars. 

I have a conviction that adventure is not over for you or for 
me. After we have met the test of lif c after we have found the 
immortal Love that will never let us go then we shall gladly 
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take the wings of the morning to other adventures to other 
fields of service for the King, beyond the mountain range called 
Eternity, where beckon the shining peaks of Faith and Hope 
and Love. 

Warren F. Lewis, my friend and publisher, tells me he is 
holding up the presses that I may give, on this my eighty-eighth 
birthday (May 3, 1951), an answer to the riddle, "What keeps 
a man in the middle of the stream, far beyond the three score 
years and ten that was once considered the decent and respect
able age at which he ought to tie up at the bank?" 

There is no magic formula. I have sometimes said it was a 
rule of three: Drink six glasses of water a day; have a hobby; 
trust in the Lord with all thine heart. But there is no deadline to 
him who wills it so. 

I once asked my deacons at a church I served why they per-
mitted my predecessor to resign. 

''He had the sofa habit," said one. 
''He was lazy," said another . 
.. He talked a lot about social action, psychotherapy and voca

tional counseling, but very little about pastoral visitation," said 
a third. 

The minister who neglects the homes of his people misses his 
calling. There is no joy like the joy of opening the door of the 
Kingdom of God. Last Easter I welcomed eighteen men and 
women into the fellowship of Etiwanda church. Every one of 
them was hand-picked in the home. I know what David meant 
when he said, ''My cup runneth over." 

So I think the patient members of the Etiwanda church who, 
three years ago, took off the age limit and said I was to be their 
perennial minister, have a lot to do with the good health which 
has permitted me to drive my car ten miles to my parish several 
times every week. Ministry to such a gracious people would keep 
anybody young. 
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HARRIET AND I were crossing the Sierra Madre Mountains by 
the difficult highway known as the Ridge Route. A heavy fog 
completely enveloped us as our car reached the summit of the 
pass. 

As long as I was able to make out the white line in the center 
of the highway, it was possible to proceed slowly. But soon the 
safety line could not be seen at all. To stop was to invite disaster 
from the rear; to go forward was to blunder into oncoming 
traffic or go over the edge of the narrow ridge. 

When catastrophe seemed inevitable, my .. good angel" found 
a way out, as she so often did. ccLet me walk ahead of the car," 
she said. ''I shall then be able to see the white line and you will 
be able to follow me.·· That is what she did pressing on mile 
after mile, until the welcome lights of a wayside inn came into 

• view. 
That night I discovered three things; that HOPE is a Head

light; that FAITH is a White Line; that LOVE is a Guide that 
knows no fear. 

So long Thy power hath blest me, 
Sure it still will lead me on, 
O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, 
Till the night is gone; 
And with the morn those angel faces smile 
Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile. 

THE END 

, 
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