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A Trip TO AFRICA

to secure the money to build the hospital. This was a great sur-
prise to them and gave them a new viewpoint of mothers. They
mentioned very tenderly the mother whose little boy had been
interested in them, and said that this mother should not feel
bad, because he had gone to Heaven, for now she had many sons
and daughters in Africa. They wanted to give her an African
name, so they called her “U-no-ban-tu” which means “Mother
of nations,” but they wanted it especially to mean “Mother of
the Bantu People.”

Responding at the close of these addresses, with Brother
Schmelzenbach interpreting, I tried to express my appreciation
of my new name and all the kind words spoken, but my heart
was almost too {full for utterance, and my eyes overflowed with
tears of joy. I assured them that I had rather be “Unobantu”
than to be the Queen of England. I then told them that I had
seen the Queen while in England, which was a pleasure and
privilege, but that meeting the Queen of Swaziland had brought
greater joy and blessing to my heart. This pleased them very
much. I tried to tell them why we had come to Africa, and
built the Hospital, and why the missionaries came and toiled—
that it was because of the love of Jesus in our hearts, and that
we longed that all should know and love Him too.

Dr. Hynd then explained more about the Hospital and in-
vited them in, after which we hurried down to the door to help
the missionaries pass the little cakes to them all, as they went
out. Such a procession! I wish I could help you to see it.
Many women were there who had only a few skins for a skirt,
and an old piece of blanket or shawl to tie their babies on their
backs, and all had bare feet. Men and boys with a rag or a skin
about their loins, and long hair, sometimes hanging over their
faces, looked, some of them, like troubled, frightened children.
They were surprised and pleased with the little cakes, and how
thankful we were that a little ray of light and hope had reached
their darkened lives and we trust, penetrated into their darkened
hearts.

A little later we were hurriedly called to go to watch the
natives who were being conducted through the hospital building.
I wish I could properly describe that sad but joyful scene. We
laughed and cried by turns. The amazement and wonder ex-
pressed on those faces! The exclamations of surprise as they

15







































A Trip TOo AFRICA

After a delicious dinner of chicken and sweet potatoes,
roasted in the coals by the girls, and also fresh roasted
cassia nuts, John the evangelist asked to come in and bid us
good-bye. He expressed appreciation and wonder at our coming
that long distance to see the African people, and said in closing.
“Go ye well in the way, and greet all the people for us.” Brother
Jenkins says that he never preaches without emphasizing the
return of the Lord Jesus. He is watching for that great day
and carnestly exhorts the heathen to prepare, for it is very near.

The following morning we were up at three o’clock, for we
planned to make the entire trip back to Stegi in one day. It
was raining as we made our way with the aid of a lantern back
to where the auto was left standing beneath the tree. The na-
tive boys and girls were up to accompany us and to help get the
auto started. It needed some urging as the ground was sandy
and wet. We had no serious accidents this time, tho the car
skidded several times, once nearly turning around, but no harm
was done as the road was level. In the early morning before
daylight, we surprised a big gray wolf. The headlights dazzled
him, and he stood still in the middle of the road for several
seconds, then leaped away in the darkness. In spite of the
drizzling rain and the dense fog in the low lands, we reached
Stegi about seven-thirty that evening, and spent the night with
Sister Pelley. We enjoyed this little visit to the very limit. We
did not want to go to sleep for we had so little time there, as
we were obliged to hurry on the next day to Peniel for the
Camp Meeting. Sister -Pelley’s home is very cosy, with cup-
boards and wardrobes made of packing boxes. Beside the little
two-roomed galvanized iron house which was her home, she had
built, with the aid of her house boys, an extra room, a “lean-to”
she calls it, so that she can entertain traveling missionaries. She
also has another large room and piazza which is the dispensary;
her white friends donated the money to build that. She is
greatly beloved by white people and natives.

After coming down from the mountain the next morning,
we drove through miles and miles of bushveldt. At this dry
season it looks like a desert, with only a few scrubby trees and
bushes here and there. We forded the Black Umbuluze River
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A Trip TO AFRICA

Inside there is a large dining room with a long table and benches,
and they have some simple tin dishes, for they like to eat as the
missionaries do. Their sleeping rooms they built themselves,
carrying the stones a long distance. There are seven small
rooms eight feet square, and seven or eight girls occupy each
room. It is all very neat and clean, the dirt floor swept with
the grass brooms, and their sleeping mats and blankets rolled
up and tied to the roof. In each room a little rough stand has
a white cloth on it, and a Bible or Bible portion. A few mottoes
are tacked on the walls. These girls make their own dark
print dresses with the missionaries’ help; their hair is neatly
brushed and those who are engaged wear a colored kerchief
tied over it. Several of these girls are engaged to our preacher
boys, but they will have to wait several years before they can
be married, for the boys, after they get through school, must
earn enough to purchase ten head of cattle to give their future
wife’s father. This is the law, and even our boys must observe
it. The cattle cost from ten to twenty dollars a head; this
means long years of hard work. This school is the largest of
the six schools in charge of missionaries. We have fifty-four
others in charge of native workers, besides thirty-eight on the
Rand, near Johannesburg. There is a total enrollment in all of
these schools of nearly two thousand. The girls here at Pigg’s
Peak, with their teacher, make about two thousand Kraal visits
annually. They also have six preaching places which they sup-
ply every Sunday, the farthest more than seventeen miles away.
All of this traveling is done on foot. Last year they led forty-
three souls to Jesus at the out-stations, and fifteen at the home
station. They have a large garden, raising vegetables and
peanuts.

I must tell you how they shell their peanuts. One day
towards evening we noticed several girls out on the hillside,
preparing the evening meal. One girl, a little apart from the
others, was busily engaged with a dish of water and soap. She
seemed to be scrubbing her feet. We wondered a little, but
asked no questions, until presently we saw this same girl danc-
ing up and down in one spot in a very strange manner. Inquir-
ing then, we found that she was shelling peanuts. We hastened
to investigate, and found that a small round hole had been dug
in the ground; a quart or more of peanuts had been poured in,
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and now the freshly washed feet were busy treading off the
shells, When the shells were well broken, the peanuts were
winnowed by lifting a gourd containing nuts and shells high
above the head, and then pouring them out into a dish on the
ground. During this process the wind blows the shells away.
The missionaries assured us that this was an art, for they had
tried it and had not been successful.

Qur girls are very happy here, many have been rescued
who had been sold to old men with many wives. How their
faces shine as they sing and testify and pray! I wish I had
space to introduce you to them individually; they are all very
sweet, dear girls, and all so thankful for this place of refuge.

One rather small girl was pointed out as being especially
blessed in prayer, often praying four or five hours at a time.
What battles some of them had before they were permitted to
come! Another dear little girl had been sent out daily to tend
the goats. She would drive them near the mission and run in to
listen to the strange stories told there. When this became known
she was beaten and forbidden to come again, but her heart was
so hungry that at every opportunity she would steal away to the
mission. When the light came into her heart she asked for a
dress which she hid in a rock on her way home, wearing it only
while at the mission. They continued to beat her, and some-
times would pour beer down her throat, telling her that then
she was not a Christian. But still she came. Finally she told
the missionary that God wanted her to wear her dress home.
She expected to be beaten, perhaps killed, but lo! God answered
prayer, and when she arrived at her home with her litle dress
on, they gave up and permitted her to attend the school. Soon
her mother and sisters were converted also. But many others,
not knowing of this place of refuge, have been driven away to
lives of misery.

Peter, one of our workers, tells about two of his sisters.
His father was a wicked old chief, and when one of his daugh-
ters refused to go to an old man with many wives, he beat her,
but still she refused. So he tied her up by her hands to the top
of the hut, built a fire of green leaves under her, and smoked
her. When nearly smothered, she consented. The other sister,
after being cruelly beaten, went out, tied a rope to a tree and
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That night we attended the School Program, when two stu-
dents, a boy and a girl, were graduated. How I wish you could
have been there! I can tell you only a little part. The students
from both the Boys’ and Girls’ Schools were present and par-
ticipated. It was all in English. Such singing and recitations!
Whole chapters from the Bible in unison! first the girls and
then the boys. Two boys explained in detail the Jewish Taber-
nacle, a miniature of which was before them; the first asking
questions, the second replying. Ten boys took part in an exer-
cise, each one speaking a different language. Then sixteen boys
each answered in his own way this question: “Why is it better
to be a Christian than a heathen?” This was most interesting,
as was the entire program. It would have done credit to any
of our schools in the home land. And how pleased the graduates
were with their diplomas! Let me give you just one little inci-
dent that shows the appreciation of these African young people.
These graduates were given a tiny portion of the Scriptures,
one a Gospel and the other the Psalms. Their joy was un-
bounded. Lillian clasped hers to her breast, exclaiming, “It is
a treasure! It is a fortune!” Afterwards a little gift of money
was given each, and when the amount was explained to them,
Lillian was almost beside herself. She wept and shouted; the
boy sought to hide his emotions, but both expressed again and
again their appreciation and thanks.

Sunday dawned clear and beautiful, and even then voices
could be heard in prayer and thanksgiving at the early meeting,
which was in charge of different native preachers each morning.
At nine, I had the privilege of speaking to the native preachers,
and God blessed the message, for Philip, a Sabie boy, who had
long been seeking, was sanctified wholly, and with a shining
face testified, prayed and shouted, and helped many seekers at
the altar during the rest of the Camp. While the Camp was
held mostly for the native Christians, yet several heathen at-
tended in the day time. (They are afraid to go out at night.)
A group of young men in very fancy costumes attracted much
attention. I suppose they were really Swazi dudes. In addition
to the usual dress they wore elaborate earrings, and many
chains and necklaces about their necks, as well as rings and
bracelets on wrists, arms and legs. Strings of beads crossed
from shoulder to waist on which were tied little bunches of fur.
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kraals, he suddenly falls by the way, sometimes remaining un-
conscious for hours at a time. But as soon as he recovers, he
gets up and goes on rejoicing in the wonderful love of Jesus,
and has no thought of giving up the battle. Joseph and Solomon
now came up before the platform and brought the American
ladies greetings through an interpreter. After this I told them
about Raleigh and the Hospital, and showed them the little box
with Raleigh’s picture on it. They were greatly interested, and
when I finished, the congregation rose and sang “When We All
Get to Heaven,” and we wept and shouted together.

AN EXTRAORDINARY OFFERING

The offering for the expense of the Camp Meeting was
now taken. I had previously inquired of the district superin-
tendent how the expenses of the camp were to be met. He
replied that a special offering was taken, and that these African
Nazarenes gave as unto the Lord, and that it had always been
sufficient. I could not see how it was possible for these desti-
tute people to give the amount necessary, and wondered if it
would crowd out the sermon, or if it would mean begging or
urging as it so often does in the homeland.

But no! wonder of wonders! (Look down upon that congre-
gation with me a few minutes. You must see it all at a little
closer range.) The need is first clearly stated, and at last the
people are permitted to make their offering to the Lord. See,
several are on their feet at once, and some are holding up small
bills (ten shillings—$2.50). Yes, these are our dear native work-
ers; they have been saving up for many weeks, for this is above
their regular weekly offerings that they each have in their
churches, for repairing their buildings and providing for their
poor and the like. Now the entire congregation rises as we
sing, “We’re Marching to Zion,” and the march begins. It still
seems impossible, but here they come, and with offerings too;
no urging is needed. . Their faces are beaming and how they
sing that grand old hymn! Bills and silver pile up on the open
Bible. Do you notice? Bills and silver, no coppers. Some one
tells me that these African Christians do not give pennies to the
Lord at the Camp Meeting.
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But look, here comes a very old woman, and so destitute;
what can she be bringing? See, she is laying a threepence (six
cents) reverently on the Bible, and turning away with such a
happy face. I know it is like the widow's mite, “all her living.”
I simply can’t stand this. I look into my bag and find a shill-
ing, and tell Sister Pelley to give it to her, and make her to
know it is for food and only for herself. Watch her face; how
astonished she is! She can scarcely believe it is true. Now she
is showing it to the other women. What do they mean? They
are shaking their heads and making motions toward the altar,
and the dear old woman appears troubled. Sister Pelley listens,
and says, “They are telling her that it is not for her; that she
must put it on the Bible.” Oh, dear, she is coming back, and
before Sister Pelley can reach her, she lays it down, but it is
rescued again and placed in her hands, with the explanation
that it is for her, that the white lady says she must keep it for
food. Again joy and gladness beam from the dear old wrinkled
face.

Now our girls are coming. They have been making and
selling baskets and other grass things and saving up for this
joyful occasion. But who is this dropping such a handful of
silver on the Bible? Oh, that is Lillian, who has given, not
one-tenth, but one-half of the money given to her as a gradua-
tion present, besides that which she has earned. God alone
knows the sacrifices this offering means to all these precious
Christians, both missionaries and natives. You are anxious to
know the result of such devoted, hilarious giving. Will it meet
all their needs? Now it is counted and, praise the Lord! it is
$125.00, enough for all expenses. Seventy-five of this has been
given by the natives.

Then Gideon preached. He is one of our splendid native
preachers, and brought an earnest, stirring message from 2 Cor.
6:17. He exhorted them to “come out” from sin, and to empha-
size the truth by way of illustration, he told them that sin had
them all shut in like a little chicken in a shell, but they must
come out or die. “It is not enough,” he said, “for that chicken
to peep a little, or to peck a little at the shell; it must come out
or a big dog will come along and eat it up. So it is not enough
that you should have a little desire, or make a little effort; you
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for her husband had taken a new wife, and they had both beaten
her and driven her out of the home. Another was praying for
help to give up her snuff, while still another, with breaking
heart, was seeking comfort and grace, for they had taken her
baby from her and driven her out, because the baby had cut the
upper tooth first. They believe this means that the spirits are
angry and they often blame the mother. Another anxious,
frightened mother was groaning and praying; she had left two
sick children at home, and had come especially to pray for them;
she feared they would die, and they are so afraid of death.
Some others had backslidden and lost the joy out of their
hearts. Their husbands had beaten them until they had com-
promised and made beer for them, and now they were praying
to be forgiven and restored. These poor African wives are
very cruelly treated and beaten for the least offense. How sadly
they need the comfort of Jesus’ love! But does God hear and
answer these prayers? Yes, they “pray through” in Africa just
the same as in America. Soon weeping was changed to rejoic-
ing, and what a scene, as one after another came through
shouting, until the last one was standing and praising God for
victory. I especially noticed a2 man away on the right of the
altar. What a transformation, as he stood, and with hands
raised toward Heaven, rejoiced and praised God.

I must just pause to mention one young girl who was seek-
ing to be sanctified wholly. When the blessing came she stood,
clapping her hands, and looking up, with such a shining face as I
have never before seed. It almost seemed as if she might go up
bodily, which would not have been difficult, so far as the old tab-
ernacle roof was concerned. The rain, coming through about this
time, was a gentle reminder of its condition. But these praisers
were wholly unconscious of the storm, altho many of them were
getting wet. All agreed that this was one of the best camps ever
held, and every heart was filled with praise and thanksgiving
as the Doxology was sung in closing. It was after midnight
before plans were perfected to make all the dear people com-
fortable for the night. The women were transferred to the
church and school building, and the men tried to find a dry spot
in the old tabernacle. While these arrangements were being
made, a belated visitor arrived, Dr. Hynd, who could not leave
patients in the hospital to enjoy the entire meeting, but who
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songs of praise and prayer, several short addresses were made,
expressing appreciation for our coming and the services ren-
dered. It was all so sweet of them. Then another surprise fol-
lowed, when Dr. Hynd, after kindly remarks, presented us with
a beautiful great shield and spear, such as Swazi warriors carry
in battle, also a smaller shield and spear, and several small
skins and other native curios. The large shield and spear be-
longed to Zephaniah, one of the boys who had been baptized
the day Dbefore. He had carried them to dances at the KNing's
Kraal before he was converted. I asked Sister Bresee to re-
spond first, as my heart was too full for utterance. .\iterwards
I tried to tell them how much this evening meant to us, and
assured them that we would do our best to make these things
help to increase the interest in Africa, when we recached home.

It might be interesting to know a little more of the won-
derful history of this boy Zephaniah, who had used the spear
and shield. His father was a wicked old chief, who had op-
posed any of his people who had desired to attend the services
at our station. He had a large kraal near Peniel, with twenty
wives and one hundred fifty children. The missionaries had
prayed long for him and those in his kraal. Finally when death
approached he was afraid, and sent for the missionaries to come
and pray with him. It had been the custom for a chief to be
buried in a cave, and with him a living man. Then the cave
was sealed with stones. But this cruel custom was prohibited
by the British government. Therefore, with this chief was
placed a living goat as a substitute. The cave was duly sealed,
and the living and dead were left together. However, in some
strange fashion, that goat escaped from its prison and returned
to the dead chief’s kraal, throwing the entire camp into con-
sternation. This was a terrible omen. The witch doctors said
that something dreadful would surely happen. Not long after
this, a hog bit one of the boys, and later another native was
gored by an ox. The witch doctors said that it surely was the
spirit of the dead chief coming back for revenge. Accordingly
the usual “smelling out,” to locate the witch or witches, was
resorted to, and the kraal was scattered.

Now there is a church at this very place and many Chris-
tians. Some of our best native preachers came from here—Crip-
pled Daniel, Zephaniah, Phineas, and others.
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TO JOHANNESBURG

We left Peniel Thursday morning for Komatiport Railway
Station, ncarly a hundred miles away, to entrain for Johannes-
burg. It was still raining and the missionaries feared we could
not get down the mountain in the car. However, Brother
Schmelzenbach said that he would try, if we felt that we must
go. As our schedule made it imperative, we ventured. My
ankle was still lame, but I could walk with a cane. The car
skidded scveral times, once ncarly slipping over a steep bank,
and all got out and walked down the steepest part. Next we
stuck in the mud going up a steep grade, and everyone climbed
out again and either walked or pushed. At the river the boys
pushed the punt over, and on the other side we met the Shirleys,
who had returned from Komatiport Station on Wednesday and
had slept in a native kraal over night. They said we could not
reach the station with our load. (Sisters Robinson and Love-
lace were with us, on their way to Johannesburg to have some
dental work done.) But our intrepid superintendent borrowed
a shovel and hatchet, and we pressed on. We passed through
lion country, and the girls assured us that if it were later in
the afternoon we might have heard some roaring. We saw
several herd of wild buffalo and deer, and flocks of wild guinea
lens. We met hunters with wagonloads of game and skins.
We drove through ponds of water, got stuck in the mud several
times, but God answered prayer and took us safely through.

As darkness settled down, we had difficulty in tracing the
road, which was only a few wheel marks across a desert waste,
most of the way. Sometimes the girls would get out to make
sure the road was still there. At last we saw the lights of the vil-
lage, and we stopped because the road ended here. The lights
were still over a mile away across the river, and only a railroad
trestle bridge stood between us and our destination. It was now
raining and dark, and we were all hungry, for we had had only a
little lunch on the way. Whatever should we do? As usual
Brother Schmelzenbach had a plan. He left us and tramped
away in the darkness. Presently we saw him returning with a
lantern. He said he was going to walk over the trestle bridge
and try to persuade them to send a car after us. About an hour
passediand, sure enough, a headlight appeared, and then a train
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