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Preface
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final draft on the computer.
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Rev. Dr. David T. Myers, D.Min.
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Foreword

One of our children suggested this writing. It follows, in part,
an earlier set of anecdotes. Personal experiences were compiled.
References were added from memory of other clergymen who
were in the northern Plains areas. They were true to the Gospel
of our Lord Jesus Christ.
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Chapter 1

First year preaching; Nova Scotia

He that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious
seed, shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bring-
ing his sheaves with him. Psalm 126:6

The year was 1927 and the month was May. A young man in
his mid-twenties was on the trailing, New England train bound
for Nova Scotia. It had left Boston to the south, and hugging
somewhat the Atlantic Coast, the state of Maine and the high
watery gorge at the border city of St. John’s New Brunswick
was passed. Then, rolling above the northern reach of the
Bay of Fundy, the steam train came to the charming city of
Truro, Nova Scotia. De-training at this point, the young man
entered the combined mail and passenger-carrying auto. In
this he began to see the sights of the picturesque western shore
of Minas Basin and in time was brought to his journey’s end,
the village of Economy.

Minas Basin is a beautiful and historic inlet from the At-
lantic Ocean. Its tides flow through a narrow defile to a broad,
pointed gulf. These tides wash even to a point near Truro. On
its eastern shore across from Economy is the site of Grand Prez
from whence French settlers had been cruelly expelled at the
time of the French and Indian wars for Canada. The region was
called Acadia, as is also an area of Louisiana today, to which
some of the expelled were taken by the British. Longfellow
celebrated this sad event in his “Evangeline.”
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Preaching on the Plains

As one traveled and approached Economy, he could still see
the old French dikes bordering creeks and marshy lands. Some
could still be seen, sturdy after two centuries or more. They
seemed to be in surprisingly good condition showing the faith-
ful labors in their construction long ago.

Passing Bass River, Economy, a furniture town, was soon
seen to the south in a pastoral setting such as all the coastal
areas had revealed. Yet, spring weather had hardly released
this northern clime from its winter cold. Small pastures, trees
and the bay brought beauty to one’s eyes everywhere.

The young man fancied a legend concerning the name, “Econ-
omy.” It is that the place was called by the Indians, “Oconomo.”
When the French came it was “Oicionomoi.” Then the Scot-
tish settlers came and it was “Economy.” While the writer
does not vouch for the truth of these statements, the concoc-
tions of his own fertile mind, still, after marriage to his faithful
wife he first met in Edinburgh, Scotland, nearly fifty years ago
(1931,) he can state that the word and practice of economy is
a good name of one’s habits or for a village in Nova Scotia.

Now, it may be fairly guessed that the young man described
above is the writer of this record, Preaching on the Plains.
Hereafter, he plans to take the liberty of writing in the first
person. While he is writing, he is far from the Great Plains of
the American West where a good deal of his ministry was to
be. And Economy, Nova Scotia, in this point in the narrative,
was also distant from the same region. But he believes it was
a most helpful place for the beginning of his ministry. It will
be described in this and a following chapter.

A “student minister,” for that was my status, is not an or-
dained minister. He cannot marry anyone, but he can officiate
at burial ceremonies. He is expected to visit the people of a
church or preaching field. Where it is needed, he is also ex-
pected to preach according to his best efforts, although his
training is still limited in scope. Often, students from Bible
Colleges, Institutes or Seminaries were so employed in summer
vacations, or during the year’s academic periods within reach

2



First year preaching

of the schools they were attending.
At the time related above, a request had come to the Prince-

ton Theological Seminary, Princeton, New Jersey, asking for
twenty students to come to Maritime churches that adhered
to the Presbyterian faith. Most of us were ‘Juniors’ or first
year men at Seminary. I saw the request listed on the bul-
letin board. My first thought was to pass it by. I felt I was
far short of being equipped to preach. While the greatest of
teachers were our mentors — such as Dr. Robert Dick Wilson
(Hebrew,) J. Gresham Machen (Greek,) Caspar Wistar Hodge
(Systematic Theology,) — I felt short of training, or adequate
to care for a church, or to preach for twenty summer weeks. It
is said that no one is ever sufficient “of ourselves.” II Corinthi-
ans 3:56. Paul, too, had said before, “And who is sufficient for
these things?” II Corinthians 2:16.

But I noticed that the bulletin board did not fill up with
twenty volunteers and I began to feel for the Canadian chur-
ches. They were then like Fundamentalists. They did not go
into the liberal and ecumenical United Church of Canada. At
that time in Economy they were the old time Scot Presbyterian
laymen who wished to preserve their heritage. They believed
in the verbal inspiration of Holy Scripture. I finally said to
myself, ‘Well, I am not sure if I am even to become a minister
in my life, but at least I could go up there and give them
my testimony; would that not be better than if a church had
nobody at all?’

That effort, for five months the summer of 1927, proved to
be just about the hardest thing I had ever tried to do! My
sermons were largely the product of studying a word from a
Strong’s Bible Concordance. They were such words as “faith”
and “repentance.” The concordance had many references of
such words. I would look them all up and write them all down.
Then my problem was to arrange them in a logical and mean-
ingful pattern. Having not then learned to speak from an out-
line, and fearful of forgetting what was in my prepared message,
I would commit to memory — word for word — the written
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sermon. In my mind I imagined a situation might come when
the next word or line would be forgotten and this would cause
me to forget the entire message! This would leave me entirely
lost, ashamed, undone!

Later in the summer, that fear seemed to be very present in
actual fulfillment, indeed. A period of illness came one week,
so time was lost preparing and memorizing the sermon for the
Sunday following. The morning came, however fearful I was to
face it, with an ill-memorized sermon. I harnessed “Billy G,”
Elder Soley’s retired race horse to the buggy. This task was
new to a city-raised lad. Feeling very uncertain, I “drove” the
buggy to Lower Economy where the smaller of the two churches
had an early morning service. I laid my written sermon on the
pulpit. It was the first time I had used sermon notes, but I
felt that while I’d be humiliated to do it, if memory failed, I
might refer to the written paper. Well, in the opening part
of the service, the usually calm morning found a sudden gust
of wind come in the open windows which were at each side of
the platform, and the sudden blast just blew my sermon notes
right out of the window! I was aghast. I do not recall how I
did it, but somehow, I got through that sermon.

Vivid is the recollection of my first sermon in a large church.
It was the first I had ever preached in a large church - the main
Economy church. The edifice was a very large and impressive
building. Battlements were atop the entrance tower. At an
earlier period when the country was full of people, no doubt
the church had a large congregation. They had had eminent
pastors. But many, especially young people, left for other areas
such as Boston for employment. When I arrived at the church,
services were planned that Sunday in a smaller room in an an-
nex at the rear of the large auditorium. It could be heated
more easily. The winter’s cold was still felt in that north coun-
try. Men in charge asked me if I wished the large pulpit moved
from the main auditorium to the smaller room. It was huge,
but I said, “Yes.” (It seemed to have large, protective flanges
and in my state of mind, it seemed to be a safer place to be
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First year preaching

for a novice like myself!)
Then news came, which was unsettling. The organist could

not come because of illness. This seemed disastrous! In those
days I did not claim to be much of a singer for my voice seemed
to be quite flat and nasal to me. Nevertheless, the service was
begun without an organ as I announced the first “congrega-
tional hymn.” To my great surprise, I found myself singing
a solo, and that without musical accompaniment! Then fol-
lowed, in order, the other parts of the worship service, and
just before the sermon was the second congregational hymn.
For this, one other voice, an alto, joined mine and thus it was
a duet, really. Since that time I have thought it quite possible
that the hymns I chose were unfamiliar to the congregation. I
learned later that these descendants of Scottish ancestors were
not people of pretense. They were a most kindly folk, but if
some of them felt they were not singers, I suppose they did
not try to sing, certainly if unfamiliar with the hymns. Then
followed the moment of truth: the delivery of the sermon!

At this time I recall a particularly needed blessing and im-
pression came to me. It was almost as if a voice was speak-
ing to me saying, “Now, you are all right, just go ahead.” I
gave out the text, “Ought not Christ to have suffered these
things, and to enter into His glory?” It was the story of the
two men on the road to Emmaus who met the Savior on the
morning of the resurrection, but they knew him not and heard
him say these words and others which opened their eyes and
their understanding, Luke 24:26ff. It may be that the comfort-
ing impression at the beginning of the sermon was part of my
mother’s advice, repeated in my mind to me. I had once told
her of my forebodings if I were ever called upon to preach. Her
advice was to, “Just hide behind the cross.”

I did preach that morning in Economy. At the end of the
sermon a fair and goodly number joined in the singing of the
last hymn. At the Isaiah Morrison home for a noon meal, I felt
anxious how the sermon was really received. The telephone
rang and it was for me. The caller was a visitor who had
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been at the service, a native son, now of middle age, returning
for a vacation to his home country. He asked me to tell him
the chapter and verse of the sermon text. It gave me instant
elation and relief. At least one person in the congregation was
interested enough to ask for the text. Since that time, I have
thought it quite likely he made that call in order to encourage
a very young and inexperienced preacher. Folk told me later
that summer that they just knew it was the very first sermon
I had ever preached! They were gracious people. They called
me the “little minister.” Though 5’ 10” in height, I was slight
and was indeed “little” in more ways than one.

That summer I met some of the captains of ships in the
earlier great sailing days. A number of these ship-masters were
still living in Economy. Isaiah Morrison was one. I was boarded
at his house. He and other captains told me I ought to meet
Captain Bird Marsh. I imagine he had commanded one of the
famed “clipper” ships. He was 90 years old and dean of them
all. He and his kind were to soon pass from this world. I went
to his home very soon. He met me at his gate, a little man
with sky blue eyes and a sweet face. I said to him I had heard
him well spoken of as a man of ability as a ship’s master. His
answer was, “For fifty years I sailed the high seas. I never lost
a ship. I never lost a man. I had a Pilot!” As he spoke the
last words, he pointed to heaven.

Some weeks later, I made a second visit to the captain’s
home. He invited me into his living room. In the course of
the conversation he spoke of his experience at one time in a
typhoon in the China Sea. In the fury of the storm he went
“below” (like the Apostle Paul did long ago.) He came up on
deck after his prayers and saw a light at a course ahead of the
ship. He added, “Now, you may not believe me, Mr. Myers,
but I was there! I just turned the ship into the path of that
light and it brought me safely into my harbor.” I believed him.

To my surprise, tears were moistening the eyes of the elderly
Morrison’s as I was bidding them goodbye. I am sure now it
was because of their Christian and mature kindliness and love
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in Christ for a somewhat shaky and scared lad with whom they
bore patiently and cared for as an alien. I must say, I felt most
unworthy for their gracious thoughts for me. Mature Chris-
tians they were. Mrs. Morrison then said, “They never forget
their first love.” (I take it she meant that a young minister
never forgets his first church.) And I never have!

7



8



Chapter 2

Family roots; Conversion

Therefore, if any man be in Christ, he is a new
creature; old things are passed away; behold, all
things are become new. II Corinthians 5:17

A new life born into the world is common to all and exciting.
I was born in Aurora, Illinois, June 10, 1903, the youngest of
four boys. My father, J. Andrew Myers, was the youngest in
his family too. His father, who I never knew, was born in
Bavaria (circa 1822.) He and his bride came over to America
in the great sailing days in 1848. Grandmother insisted on
coming to America as a condition of her marriage. She did not
want him to be liable to military service. The German areas
in those days were divided into separate sovereign states. One
could be at the bidding of any princeling. There was, as today,
fear of involvement in war. His father had been a corporal in
the Army under Napoleon. It was the “Grand Armee” which
invaded Russia and suffered terrible hardships and decimation
in Napoleon’s retreat from Moscow. He was one of the two
percent which lived and made it home. Bavarians thought that
Napoleon would save them (like some who so viewed Hitler
later.) But my great-grandfather did not live long after that
war. His son, my grandfather, had to be the man of the house
after his father died. When I was an Army chaplain after World
War II in Germany, I saw the very villages, both near each
other, where my grandfather lived as a boy and would bring
the sheep home from the forest to their fold in the evenings.
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In America grandfather settled in Goshen, Indiana. For a
time, he was a police officer. Our home had his headquarter’s
chair as an heirloom. Later, he was in a crew of workers which
built the Elkhart River Dam near Goshen. Still later, he was
paymaster and clerk at the end of rails in the Colorado and
New Mexico areas working for the Santa Fe Railroad as it was
being laid down to the west coast. My mother and father were
natives of Goshen and moved to Chicago at the time of their
marriage (circa 1890.) Father had been raised a Methodist
and mother was a Baptist. They settled in the “Austin” area
on Chicago’s west side and were near a newly organized Faith
Presbyterian Church. In time, father became an Elder in the
church and remained one the rest of his life, though his views
and practical devotions continued old-time Methodist ideals.

His occupation was that of a proof-reader in printing offices.
An intense and very hard worker, he would tell prospective
employers he could not work on Sundays because of his reli-
gious convictions. At the same time, he would tell them he
was willing to work days and nights on end during the week if
they asked him to do so. I recall that he did just that, quite
often during “rush times.” At best, he would take only cat-
naps during the long week days and nights of labor. I recall
how he would look when he would return Saturday night after
an entire week of labor. His face would be white with fatigue.
But when the next morning came, a Sunday, he would be up
early and calling up to us in our bedrooms: “Get up boys, it’s
time to get ready for Sunday School and Church!” He was
seeing to it that the entire family, including he himself, would
be in Sunday School “on time,” and also be present for the
second Church Service hour. I can remember as a child the
long, (uninteresting to me then,) sermon. It was a family pew.
Mother was on the inside. Father was on the outside next to
the isle. We boys were between them and “I couldn’t get out,”
as I was well aware. The effect of this faithfulness on four boys
in later life can be well imagined. Mother said years later that
only one of the boys, and then but once, attempted any re-
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Family roots

vision of this program. One of my brothers got the idea one
day that he was going to too many meetings. So he came to
Mother with this idea he had cooked up: he offered a compro-
mise. “Mother,” he said, “I believe I go to too many meetings
in church.” He enumerated them: Sunday School and Wor-
ship Service in the morning followed with Evening Service and
Young People’s Meeting at night. He offered to go to any two
of them she would indicate. Mother said she was surprised. It
was the first time any of the boys had demurred. The others
just went as a matter of course. She said she looked at him and
he looked at her. He evidently felt he was being reasonable.
Then she said, “Well, —,” naming him, “as long as you are in
this house, you belong to us and we belong to you. You’ll go
where we go and do as we do.” She said that was that. He
just went along to church without any question thereafter.

My father regarded his religion as not just a light matter, or
carelessly to be observed. They (his duties in the church) were
most serious matters. They were not to be lightly attended.
Many a man or woman, if they were to work as steadily as
he did for a week, would have stayed away from church the
following Sunday morning.

Yet father and mother made home life a delight for us. They
played games with us. We had Carom (fingers snapping at
disks,) Checkers, Chess, Crokinol and Rook. Father taught us
Chess from our early years. I won two college tournaments in it
at Wheaton College when a young man. We went everywhere
our parents went and life was not dull. What “high times” we
had!

Mother did her part. Her family began with my eldest
brother, then at my birth — a family of six to feed and clothe.
She was an able ‘manager.’ Mother and father were tithers.
Each week when father brought home his pay, he first put
away ten percent of it in a little special drawer. Next day,
Sunday, he would take the ten percent out and take it to the
church as his offering. This he did in the 1890’s from his first
pay day after marriage when his weekly income was but $15.00.
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Then when his pay increased through the years, and with union
membership, his tithe with each payday increased. Then came
the depression days and in older years, his eyes gave out so
he could not work. But somehow, he seemed to be protected
even then. With no social security in those days, his stocks,
investments and real estate property found him just seeming
to do the right thing at the right time. I have heard my father
give his testimony to young men who were neighbors that he
believed God took care of him because he was a Christian and
a tither, Malachi chapter 3 and I Corinthians 16:2.

Mother’s partnership was to seek out house investments and
conserve. The first house was on Augusta Street (now a boule-
vard,) east of Pine Street just where the land dropped as if
it were an old shore line. The house had an upstairs ‘flat’
where the rent from another family helped pay for the house.
Then there was another house purchased, and another, and
in her old age, Mother owned four houses. She could point
to the fact that all four boys had received college educations.
One, a grad of Missouri U., was an agricultural major. He
had differing employments all his life, but could always make
things just spring out of the ground. His farm near Bangor,
Michigan, provided a home for his parents to live in their old
age. The second son, who went west seeking relief from a lung
illness at 20, became a banker/lawyer in Las Vegas, New Mex-
ico. The third became a chemistry/math teacher in Chicago’s
Carl Shurz High School. This writer became a minister of the
Gospel.

Mother was never for spending unnecessarily, but insisted on
living very frugally. Yet besides her care for us even into our
twenties, she left each of her four boys a sizable sum at her
death in her will. I have often heard my mother speak of those
who clad themselves in silk (rich attire in the early 1900’s,)
but would have little left. She did not depend on her attire,
new clothes or hats for her pleasing, vivacious appearance and
manners.
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The secret of it all concerning Mother was that she was truly
a converted woman in her faith. Early in her teens she had
sought salvation. A Gospel tract, “God’s Plan of Salvation,”
by Dr. B.B. Warfield of old Princeton Seminary in its original
Fundamentalist days, came to her attention. As a high school
girl, my mother felt it was used to encourage her and lead her
to Christ. Finally, the Word in John 7:17 became hers which
reads, “If any man will to do His will, he shall know of the
doctrine.” She was willing to do His will. John 6:37 was her
experience. She had come to her Savior!

Because I had such a father and mother, I am sure the way
for me to come to Christ was well prepared. I was brought to
the saving grace of God at the age of 15. Things happened
this way. In my steady attendance with parents who always
brought me to church, I was there one Sunday morning when
the pastor, Rev, Clyde L. Lucas, preached a sermon on Hell.
I wanted to go to Heaven instead! Then too, many people
were joining the church in those days. The church was full
of people. One day, noting people from time to time join the
church, I thought, ‘Well, I will join the church then I will go to
heaven.’ I did join the church. I told my father, “Father, I want
to join the church.” I remember the look of joy on my father’s
face. But he was faithful, for he said, “You want to become
a Christian, do you, David?” He took me to the pastor, and
then to meet also with the Elders in the “Session.” I remember
their questions and how I was fearful lest my answers would
not be rightly given. But somehow I got by. The baptism was a
following Sunday at age 14, and I was received into the church.
I can still remember the embarrassment before the very full
church. But I am sure, as I write this, that I was not saved,
nor had truly come to Christ. The Word of God says in Titus
3:5, 6:

Not by works of righteousness which we have done,
but according to His Mercy He saved us, by the
washing of regeneration and renewing of the Holy

13



Preaching on the Plains

Ghost, which He shed on us abundantly through Je-
sus Christ our Savior.

And here I was trying to do something, i.e., join the church
to be saved.

It was not until the following summer, in 1918, when fif-
teen years of age, Mother took me to the Moody Church Bible
Conference grounds at Cedar Lake, Indiana, when saving grace
came to me. One Sunday morning, I heard Dr. Paul Rader
preach on the love of God the Father who gave His Son to
die on the Cross for our sins. At the invitation to come to
Christ, the boy beside me, my own age, looked up at me and
said, “Let’s go up.” I said at once, “No!” He looked terribly
disappointed. At that I was very concerned. I could have per-
haps stood it to take the risk of going to Hell myself, but the
thought that I was influencing him by my refusal, that the two
of us would both go to Hell, I could not stand. I suddenly said
to him, “All right.” He eagerly led the way into the sawdust
trail aisle and we went forward to kneel at the altar. I am sure
it was not doing anything just then that made the difference,
but after receiving Christ, I recall the settled peace that came
over me. That night, sleeping in the tent, I heard a Christian
pleading with another older man, and I recall how anxious I
was that the man would yield his heart to Christ, but he would
not. How sorry I was that he rejected Christ and ridiculed and
jeered the young Christian. I knew what side I was on from
that time forth. “. . . if any man be in Christ, he is a new crea-
ture; old things are passed away; behold all things are become
new.” II Corinthians 5:17. They were passed away from that
time forward, and new things were ahead.
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Chapter 3

Early training; a mother’s faithful disci-

pline

Train up a child in the way he should go: and when
he is old, he will not depart from it. Proverbs 22:6

Suffer an old man of 77 now to think of a few things about
the training of a child toward his life work as a Christian; in
fact, the training of his life before he becomes a Christian. I
have spoken herein of my mother being a Baptist. She was
this, even though she spent her married life as the wife of a
Presbyterian elder. The important thing was that she was
truly a Christian. From my earliest memory, the things she
did were to the end of instilling in her children Christian and
moral values. I can recall just a scrap of a lullaby she sang to
me. It was the story of a lad who wandered on to the railroad
tracks. I listened always enthralled. The bottom line ended,
“He never came back from the railroad track and that was the
end of —.” The name I do not remember but it rhymed with
“track.” It made me dead earnest at that point. I would never
to go near a railroad track lest the dire result would come to
me also.

One of my earliest memories associated with a church was
of one week night when, after being put to sleep, I awoke. I
found the house deserted. But I was sure where my parents
were. They were not at home, so they must be at church! In
my white nightgown I sallied forth. Faithful, old black Joe,
the family dog, attended me. We went the city block or two
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to the church. We walked in the front door and my memory
is, the dog and I were greeted with a shout of laughter by the
worshippers at the mid-week prayer meeting or Sunday night
service, whichever it was. As I remember, my mother’s face
was a deep red as she hurried back, gathered this boy of three
and the dog and hurried home with us. As recently as last
Yuletide a letter came from a long family friend. A very fine
Christian whose maiden name was Lazetta Mottashed wrote
from Texas and corrected my impression in an earlier greeting
to her saying I came that night in a dirty nightgown and with
a dog. But she replied, “No, you had a very clean white gown
and a dirty dog!” She spoke of the amusement of all at the
scene in an earlier letter.

Now, the important part of this was its relationship to moral
teaching and the gospel church. It was before me at an early
age. My mother never did flippant things in her training of
us. She was too busy rearing four boys for that. And though
she was Baptist by conviction, this is one thing of importance
to me as a Presbyterian. I believe in Infant Baptism; not that
it is a saving ordinance in itself. It is not, as Titus 3:5, 6, as
quoted on a previous page, shows. But because the Lord said
in the Great Commission:

Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing
them in the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost. Matthew 28:19.

The word here in the above quotation for “teach” is from the
less familiar in the Greek original of that word. It is “math-
etuo” — “make disciple of.” The lexicons appear to indicate
that it stresses the outward matters of truth to be taught: in
other words, we endeavor to train our children even in outward
duties to show them right from wrong and the kind of life that
is moral, right, and Christian. This we do from the very first
with our children before they reach the age of discretion and
can choose salvation through faith. We pray at meal times,
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saying “grace.” I have seen babes, as it were, in child’s high-
chairs bowing their heads because they see their parents doing
so. “Make disciples.” These, the Great Commission tells us
to baptize. Now, it is plain to me that an adult who is not
saved is not a disciple. But a child who has the promise by
godly parents that they will bring him up being disciplined,
on this basis, I believe, should receive baptism. The promise
is strong: “. . . and when he is old, he will not depart from it.”
Proverbs 22:6. There is every hope the child, when he is older,
will become a believer.

These things we have seen in our children. Two, the sons,
are ministers of the Gospel. The two girls are truly saved
and believe the Gospel. I felt it was necessary to obey the
standard our Lord set before the apostles. “Disciple,” or teach
all nations, baptizing them (who are being taught.)

Later in life when Mother was in her eighties, I happened on
a visit home to speak my views in the matter. When ended, my
mother said honestly, “I can’t see it.” I felt glad that, while we
differed, this was the first time the subject ever arose between
us.

Mother was a faithful disciplinarian. When we were young,
if we misbehaved we could expect consequences. If she felt
one of us deserved it, she would punish us duly. Her favorite
method was to make us go out and cut a switch from a lilac
bush outside the house with which she was to chastise us. And
it would never do to pick a small, slender one which bent or
broke easily. She would make us go out again at once and pick
another one. I recall that on some occasions, if she felt more
than one needed chastising, we would catch it together. An
older brother of mine had a habit of falling down on all fours,
feigning at once he was greatly hurt before a blow would be
struck, crying out. I would fall with him and I’m afraid I tried
that trick on him regularly for awhile. I, too, would be on all
fours, but would creep close to him, thinking his body would
be higher and it would protect me from the blows. One time,
though, he became aware of this and thrust me off, saying,
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“Get away there!”

But Mother, if stern and just, was never cruel. The force of
her rule in her house was realized by us years later when we
were all home together on vacation. The four of us were in quite
an argument which waxed rather warm. We did not mind. We
were used to it, in fact, liked it. But Mother, hearing us, came
into the room and feeling we were out of order, commanded us
to desist at once! My eldest brother was then in his 60’s, the
two below him in their 50’s, and I may have been in my late
40’s. When Mother left the room we laughed to one another,
not in ridicule, but because the force of our mother’s discipline
had been such that even in such late years, we just stopped
automatically at her command. It was custom to us!

Mother lived to be 95. Father passed away early in 1940.
Mother was always a happy, contented lady. One of her re-
marks was, “The Devil does not have any happy, old people.”
She always carefully picked the churches she attended, insisting
that only those who preached the old time Gospel of Christ,
His Redeeming Atonement, His Resurrection, and His Power
to save all who came to Him, would have her support! She was
the first one in her father’s family to be converted, but lived
to see all her family saved. Her mother was of Pennsylvania
Dutch (German) lineage with a Baptist “Dunker” background
but married a husband who became an alcoholic. He came
to Christ at her leading on his death bed. The training our
mother gave us when we were children found all four boys con-
fess to become Christians. Ernest, the eldest, most conscien-
tious and kind, died last May, 1980. He declared he knew the
time to the very moment when he was saved as a lad. Andrew,
a banker/lawyer in Las Vegas, and Edwin, the High School
teacher in Chicago — would all rise up and call our mother
blessed, I am sure, together. I say this for I think many who
read these memoirs would disagree with the methods of disci-
pline she used. May I make a gentle assent, however, to the
diligent discipline of a conscientious mother.
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Foolishness is bound in the heart of a child; but
the rod of correction shall drive it far from him.
Proverbs 22:15.
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Chapter 4

High School; Billy Sunday revivals

. . . It pleased God, who separated me from my mother’s
womb, and called me by his grace. . . Galatians 1:15

Training for a life work for any Christian involves a multitude
of life’s experiences. We are all a good deal the product of our
past. I had the usual education in the public schools and there
came to me an opportunity for employment. It was that of a
delivery boy using my bicycle bringing deliveries to homes pur-
chased from a butcher shop on Chicago Avenue. This experi-
ence and later, deliveries by auto when in college, had the same
value. Early in life when seeing women at work in their homes
and situations, coming into their houses to deliver products, I
made up an assessment of the worth of a wife and mother. It
was my conviction that theirs was the biggest, biggest job.

Later on in High School, I continued in a place of employ-
ment where my brothers also worked. It was with the Hope
Publishing Company on Lake Street. What excellent Chris-
tian people! The elderly Mr. Shorney was from England. His
younger partner, Mr. Kingsbury, was likewise a wonderful em-
ployer, always kind and considerate to us all. It was an echo,
I believe, of the great Moody-Sankey revivals in England. It
was a treat to meet Mr. Shorney. His son Gordon was of-
ten in the packaging room while we were learning more of the
business. We school boys were there ‘after school’ and on Sat-
urdays. Years later, when I was a young pastor in drought
country, I wrote for some hymnbooks to Gordon Shorney, then
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the President of the company, for one of my churches in the
west. I asked for ‘seconds.’ He replied they no longer carried
them, but he would send first line books at a discount, and it
was considerable. He stated that they did not want to make
money from a former Hope employee. What a kind letter it
was!

I graduated from Austin High School in 1921, but not before
mine was the experience of attending the meetings at the huge
Lake-front Tabernacle of “Billy,” or Dr. William A. Sunday,
and ex-big league ball player and evangelist. How mighty those
meetings were. They were well prepared in advance. All over
the city of Chicago, preceding the meetings for several months,
prayer meetings were held weekly in neighborhood homes, of-
ten one in each city block. It was a revelation to watch Dr.
Sunday in his meetings. With the zest of a famous ball player,
he threw it all into his preaching. He’d tear at his tie and collar
when he’d begin to get warm, cast them behind him, dashing
from one end of the long platform to the other. I heard he
had divested himself of his coat and shirt. He would lean way
out over the high platform to emphasize a point. I suppose he
would not be above teetering on a pulpit, if necessary. He had
good taste, I thought, in spite of it all. He had been a baseball
player of note and a champion sprinter. He did win a staged
race around the bases against a college champion sprinter, ac-
cording to Connie Mack. But however he did it, Billy Sunday
was a ballplayer turned evangelist and he was himself as he
got his points across in language all could understand. When
he gave the ‘invitation’ the sawdust aisles were filled with peo-
ple surging forward to accept the Savior. There were those
who looked like the most derelict type of ‘winos’ to respectable
people of society. Sunday had been converted at the Pacific
Garden Mission in Chicago, a partly drunk ballplayer! In one
of his meetings I saw one who looked the part of a man we call a
‘wino,’ but he stood in the aisle in tears, his head thoughtfully
to one side, considering what he had just heard. Billy Sunday
was able to preach in the man’s language. He had been where
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they were.
So heightened was the revival in Chicago that one traveling

on the street cars would find Christian people walking up and
down who would earnestly asked the riders if they were saved.
My own brother, the banker, visiting from Las Vegas, was so
questioned as well as the man seated beside him. His compan-
ion answered in the affirmative, but the way the man replied
made my brother ask him again, “Are you sure you’re saved?”
The man replied, “Well, no, I am not, son.”

On the big green street car on which I once came from the
meetings, I recall people of the nearby Swedish Baptist church
were singing Gospel songs. How good it was. The Gospel ap-
peared for a time to have taken over a great deal of Chicago
those days. Its spirit invaded the High School. Homer Rode-
heaver, the great song leader and trombonist, was speaker and
trombonist in my High School at a special assembly. How im-
pressive it was.

I recall one good effect of that Swedish Baptist church at the
corner of Central Avenue and Iowa Street. An old derelict we
always called “Drunken Fritz” would get drunk at the ‘Blind
Pig,’ a house were liquor sold in a dry area near us. As regu-
larly as each Sunday night, he would totter north on Parkside
Avenue attended by a retinue of taunting, jeering youngsters.
Frothing, he would turn back on his tormentors in a helpless
rage. If anyone I would have thought was a person who was
‘beyond redemption,’ it was this man. But after I grew up,
I learned that Fritz became saved! And also, that it was the
Swedish Baptist Church’s evangelistic ministry which was used
to bring Fritz at last to the Lord and free him from jesting
taunting and alcohol.

In my High School freshman class study hall, I was put in a
class with all girls! Forty of them! All but me! And me, with
no sisters! I was terrified. They were amused at my hapless
situation and confusion. Somehow there may been a reason for
this. Later, I would have been a poor pastor in the west if I had
wanted to run away from all presence of women of my parish.
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Sometimes I have been tempted to think my mother was behind
it all, knowing I had only been around boys, and perhaps asked
the school authorities to arrange it so. Somehow, in the four
years of high school, this situation remained. I gradually lost
the fear of the forty girls and was thinking of but one of them.
I worshipped her from afar those four years and at the near
close of the last year, asked her for a date, having put my
courage to the test to go and see the Cubs play the Cincinnati
Reds. The great Grover Cleveland Alexander was the Chicago
pitcher. She turned me down and that was that! Puppy love
is ineffective, nonplussed, and thankfully, temporary.

My generation in High School days was not yet an auto-
travelled or bussed company of school goers. I walked about
a mile and a half just one way from our home, then on North
Mason Avenue to the High School on Central Avenue. It may
have been three or four miles each day. It was taken in stride
by school children of my time. I must hasten to add that I
take note, too, of jogging habits of many present day energetic
young people. While I admit this, I still wonder if they would
be willing to walk prosaically with the expenditure of time, and
on such a regular, basis throughout their school years. School
buses abound today with consequent costs and consequent bur-
den on the economy.

Before finished with my mother’s ministry and training, I
should list one other thing she did for me. She prayed for me,
and that before I was born. Some years later, when in my sec-
ond summer of student ministry at Fairview, Montana, on my
25th birthday, I received a letter from her. I was then begin-
ning to wonder if, after all, I was truly called to be a pastor.
It was slow getting underway on the field which recently had
had no pastor at all. Indeed, was it even right for me to be in
the work as a student there? Arrangements were slow in being
made to have my pay come, and what little money I had left
after train fare to pay weekly board and room was running out.
But mother’s letter came on my 25th birthday, June 10, and
told me something she had told no one else. It was that before
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I was born, she had prayed for a fourth son, and that that son
would be prepared for the Gospel ministry. She went on to
say that she had prayed for the older boys that they would be
good Christians. But in my case, she had prayed for a son to
enter the Gospel ministry. She had told no one, not even my
father, for she had feared she might be deemed presumptuous
to wish for a particular calling rather than another for a child.
She wrote that it had been ‘the prayer of her life.’

What ‘got’ to me in this was that Mother had never strong-
armed me in the slightest in this, or tried to influence me. She
said she just made it her prayer and left it with God. She
did let me read the books of early famous missionaries, such
as Mackay of Formosa (Taiwan.) I had become a ‘bookworm’
as a child. Dr. Mackay, the Scot missionary, went to Formosa
where mountain people were cannibals. He was used when God
converted a native woman and then Dr. Mackay made her his
wife. I thought, ‘Ah - that is wonderful. When I grow up I
am going to become a foreign missionary and convert a native
cannibal island lady and marry her.’ Little did I know that I
would turn out to be, in time, a home missionary in the north-
ern Plains in America, and instead of marrying someone like a
native Formosan, would one day travel to Edinburgh, Scotland
and marry a Scottish lass descended from the fierce clansmen
of the Scottish Highlands. It is one of my stale jokes to say
this and add that the fierceness of the Scottish clansmen was
seen in one of their battles with the English. To it, they car-
ried scythes, hackamores, staves, etc, and gained the victory in
battle by cutting off the feet of the English soldiers, and then
did return from their sanguinary carnage to their native homes
‘with great glee’ after it. We could well insert here that the
great Christian Faith and Courage of John Knox years earlier,
in the 16th Century, who prayed, “Give me Scotland or I die,!”
was used of God in his life work to see the Great Protestant Re-
vival and Reformation in that same land. Anthropologists have
said that the ancestors of the Scots were cannibals. However,
the same anthropologists have said darkly that the ancestry of
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the rest of us have been cannibals also.
Returning to the truly solid and Biblical truths of Mother

and her prayers, when I received her letter, and since that time
in all my life and ministry, I have never doubted my calling,
except for the first year after ordination. At that time I faced
a long and desperate period of darkness and need of surrender
and getting right with God, of which I expect to write more of
in this narrative.
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Chapter 5

Wheaton College; spiritual effect in the

1920s; call to Christian service

. . . in Jerusalem in the college. . . II Kings 22:14

Now, I ought to come to college days and for these I shall
be brief. In the summer of 1921 my parents moved to Glen
Ellyn, Illinois. It was a frame house on perhaps a dozen city
lots at the southeast part of the city. A creek ran behind the
house from a point near the orchard at a distance. It was a
little kingdom surrounded by dense trees. They purchased it
for $1200.00. Mother spied a cow when negotiations were on
and said she would buy it only if the cow was thrown in on
the contract, and it was. Perhaps thirty years later, it was
worth several times that price. I would not be surprised that
Mother arranged the move from Chicago because she wanted
me to attend Wheaton College, a Christian school, in nearby
Wheaton. She later related that she had heard its President,
Dr. Charles A. Blanchard, a godly man, speak when she was a
young married woman and was then greatly impressed. Indeed,
he was a great Christian educator. When we students would
hear him tell in chapel how he was converted as a boy, one
could hear a pin drop, it was so riveting.

When summer came in 1921, my Mother asked me if I would
care to go over to see the college and decide then whether to en-
ter. I was not at all interested at first. My three elder brothers
had all attended great universities. I wanted to be like them
and go to a ‘big’ school, not a small college of several hundred.
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Nevertheless, at her asking I went over and found myself ap-
proaching the central limestone administration building with
its impressive old tower. Its approach was a narrow macadam
walk curving uphill along an avenue of elms. A strong impres-
sion then came over me, ‘This is where you belong,. . . ’ though
I had not yet seen anyone. So I compromised with myself say-
ing, ‘I will go one year here and then transfer to a university.’
However, in the last of that first year, the spring semester found
me somehow becoming a member of the college tennis team,
winning two or three inter-collegiate matches, and from then
on, it is doubtful wild horses could have pulled me away.

Though but a first year student, the impression of a great
many Christian students and the effect of their witness was
telling. Part of my income was secured by employment as a
grocery clerk in Glen Ellen, part time. My employer was Harry
Hanson, a fine Swedish Christian man. Later, I became a de-
livery boy with the side-flapping Model T. Ford truck. But
spring seasons, somehow there was time for my beloved ten-
nis. In the No. 2 or 3 singles spot most of the time, I had
easier opponents and I managed something like 75-80 percent
victories in five years. I took five springs to finish college. In
my fourth year, between my grocery deliveries and tennis, my
studies suffered. I decided to ‘drop’ some studies the spring
of the fourth year. It always appears more ‘genteel’ to drop
them, rather than hang on and flunk the courses! The deci-
sion then was mine to not return that fall, but the following
spring semester. This gave me five seasons of tennis — the fifth
against non-conference opponents. The last match was one I
can’t forget. Henry Coray, our best player, injured his hand.
So I played against the number one man of Loyola University
of Chicago. I had, in fact, played against this man Hogan in
Chicago, and while the first set was won, I lost the last two. Al-
ways a retriever as I had learned tennis playing older brothers,
the hot weather aided me. I could always stand heat and that
Memorial Day, May 30, 1926 was the hottest Memorial Day
I had ever seen. Beginning the second set, Professor ‘Greek
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Smith,’ as he was affectionately known, sat behind me, and
after a bad serve said, “David, you are not getting your first
serve in. You’ve got to get it in!” So lining up and looking
carefully at the top of the net, I just blazed away, repeating
the procedure the rest of the match. Set Two was mine, 6-
4, and the final, 6-1, and the match. Wheaton did win over
Loyola 6-0 that day. I have always been grateful to Profes-
sor Smith for his timely suggestion at a critical point. I know
he was a man of God and of prayer. Perhaps he knew of my
timid personality and felt that victory in that last match in col-
lege might produce encouragement for life’s battles to come. I
have sometimes thought that delivering groceries winters and
summers and the long walks to and from High School could
produce stamina to help in later life. At the time, the future
was unknown to me, that in time to come I was to be a pastor
in the northern Plains. A strenuous ministry in that country
can use physical preparation. God says that physical or bodily
exercise profits for a little time and yet it does not avail for all
things as does godliness, I Timothy 4:8. I needed much more
of the latter.

Wheaton did much more for me. In my commuting to college
every day, I would arrive just at the time for the morning
student prayer meeting in the “lower Chapel.” Now, I had a
great reluctance to go into it. I had the idea that if I did that,
I might be expected to give a testimony. I had heard that
students did so. I wondered what I would say, and indeed, if I
did, if it would be sincere. So I sometimes cowered out in the
hall and did not enter, though I felt judged in not doing so.
As a Christian, did not one belong there? In my last year I
recall standing at the time for testimonies in the students’ large
Wednesday night weekly prayer meeting where many attended.
Telling how I had felt, I said that by the help of God I hoped
to do better and did testify to my Savior. That same year a
young eminent pastor from Brooklyn, New York came to be
the speaker for the Spring Evangelistic Meetings. He was Dr.
James Oliver Buswell, Jr. At that series of meetings he gave
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an invitation to students in such a way that, even if students
were not sure they were called to the ministry, yet they would
be willing to dedicate their lives to full-time Christian service if
God were to call them. Many students answered the invitation
that night and I was among them. From that time, I began to
suspect that I might become “called” into the ministry.
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Chapter 6

Princeton Theological Seminary; mighty

men of scholarship and faith; modernist-

fundamentalist controversy; R.P. Soley, a

godly Nova Scotia elder

Wherefore come out from among them, and be ye
separate, saith the Lord. II Corinthians 6:17

. . . separated unto the gospel of God. Romans 1:1

Upon graduation from Wheaton, I secured summer work in
the Glen Ellyn-Wheaton area as a worker to dig trenches for
the area gas company. They were usually searching ‘service
lines’ to homes from street mains for leakage. My first job
was that of picking a trench in the hard macadam street near
the college. Every stroke of the pick seemed about to pull
my arms off my shoulders. But I managed to get down to dirt.
Later that summer, I found sidewalk cement work with another
employer in the making of sidewalks for new subdivisions in
the Glen Ellyn area. Pushing a wheelbarrow full of cement
was quite heavy work for my slight build. At the time I do not
recall being very concerned as to deciding about my future, or
whether further education would be mine.

But something happened. A chum of my elder brother Ed-
win, Eugene Pilgrim, a godly old fashioned Methodist, had just
graduated from Princeton Theological Seminary in Princeton,
New Jersey. It was the oldest, largest Seminary in the north-
ern Presbyterian Church, my denomination when growing up
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in Chicago. Eugene Pilgrim came all of twenty miles from
Austin, Illinois to see me. He endeavored to encourage me
to go to the Seminary and told me of its conservative, funda-
mentalist “stand,” its outstanding scholarship, and the culture
of the east. I knew some of my fellow graduates of Wheaton
were going there. I said to myself, ‘Well, it would not hurt me
to get more education even if I never were to become a minis-
ter.’ So I decided to go to Princeton that fall and found myself
entrained for the east and matriculated or entered as a student
at the Seminary. What an impressive ivy clad old school! That
fall found me in my room in plain, but ivy-covered Brown Hall
where most ‘Juniors,’ or first year men were. Near me was J.
Wesley (Wes) Ingles, a Scottish-born lad from Inverness, also a
Wheaton grad, who had loaned me his new tennis racket when
I played Hogan of Loyola. Mine had broken mid-match.

How great it was to study under Drs. Armstrong, Vos,
Hodge, Machen, Wilson and others. Dr. Robert Dick Wilson,
a tremendous defender of the Faith, taught advanced Hebrew.
I learned that when one became one of the select 17 or 18 out
of the class of 80 in beginning Hebrew, and could prove by the
test given to all that he could make faster progress, they would
be put into the “Aleph” section and study the remainder of the
year under Dr. Wilson. These, too, would have the possibility
of getting a grade of “1” in the first year of Hebrew. This would
give them a better opportunity of making the “1” average of
all studies in the three years at Seminary and entitled on the
third year to write a thesis assigned in any of the scholarships
or “Fellowships” as they were called. It entitled the student in
the George S. Green Fellowship in Old Testament Literature,
for example, to $600.00 to study abroad, if the “1” average was
maintained and the Thesis presented was acceptable.

Well, I decided I would try. I worked at that Hebrew through
to small hours of the morning each night. Having a large ap-
petite, my previous physical work found me a heavy eater. We
at “Seminary Club” had the best cook on the campus. But
with all the studies, I took no time for exercise. I did make
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the “1” class, but at the toll of suffering insomnia because of
high blood pressure. An examining doctor told me it was terri-
bly high for a man of my age and recommended my eating less
beef and the taking of daily sweat-producing exercise. The “1”
average was managed, but I was exhausted physically when I
answered the call for summer students to Nova Scotia described
in Chapter One.

Oh, how wonderful Princeton was in those days. It has
slipped terribly from its doctrinal and fundamentalist integrity
since. In fact, the governing body of Directors was changed
by the General Assembly of the Presbyterian Church in the
USA (PCUSA,) now the United Presbyterian church (UPC,)
in 1929, the very month I graduated Princeton in May of that
year. The denomination, my church, was to continue to pay
lip service for some years, claiming “Princeton would continue
its historic basis,” (the words of the President who engineered
the change,) and indeed, the denomination would point to the
Westminster Confession of Faith as a figurehead. The New
Confession of 1967, however, has since shown the true direction
of the denomination — now the United Presbyterian Church
since its union with the old UPC. This lip service the lead-
ers of that body had claimed, but in the missionary stand of
the church and its boards, steps were taken contrary to the
“historic” Christian doctrines of the church. Yet Princeton
Seminary prior to 1929 was “sound.” What famous Profes-
sors! They had rigid scholarship. I knew I had to produce
and studied harder than I had ever studied in my life. And a
determination came to me that I would stand by the Word of
God, by God’s help, forever. Students who came from liberal
colleges were converted to the truth of the old Gospel when I
was there. No one had a chance of being elected by the student
body as President of its council but those students who were
known to be “sound in the faith.” They were days of spiri-
tual revival in an old and hallowed place of learning where the
Warfield’s, the Hodge’s, and others had labored. But as I say,
in May, 1929, the Seminary was changed by forces foreign and
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outside of itself.
It was the decade of the modernist-fundamentalist contro-

versy. And at its end, the liberals won ‘the battle of Prince-
ton.’ Drs. Machen, Wilson, Van Til and others formed the in-
dependent Westminster Theological Seminary in Philadelphia
in order to continue to propagate the doctrines Princeton once
stood for.

The separation of seminaries pointed to the time when ul-
timately “the separated movement” in the form of separated
denominations became necessary to consistent Bible believers.
The philosophy of ‘Naturalism’ had dominated many secular
colleges, and even denominational and Christian ones. Prince-
ton’s fall was a sign of the trend everywhere. These views (hu-
manism or naturalism) had dominated many secular colleges
and universities. It extended or ascended in time to profes-
sorships of many theological seminaries; in fact, it was becom-
ing quite universal by the late twenties of my student days.
They would oft leave a professor or two in a denominational
school, perhaps an aging man who could be pointed to, to quiet
perturbed people such as conservative laymen or more funda-
mental clergy. “See, so and so is teaching there. It must be
quite all right.” Meanwhile, the liberal taking-over proceeded
more completely in the once hallowed halls of Bible believing
teachers. The supernatural in the Bible and the Christian faith
everywhere was being denied. It extended to the five points at
issue in the “Auburn Affirmation of 1934.” The doctrines of
the supernatural, such as the Miracles of Scripture, the Virgin
Birth of Christ, His Bodily Resurrection, the Substitutionary
Atonement by the Cross, and the Verbal Inspiration of Holy
Scripture, were affirmed as necessary to believe for ministers
of the church by its General Assembly of 1923. According to
Dr. Morris MacDonald, General Secretary of the Independent
Board for Home Missions, our church was the first church body
in America officially to affirm what was essentially to become
“The First Five Fundamentals,” doing so in its 1910 General
Assembly. Over a thousand ministers in our denomination’s
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(PCUSA) total number of 10,000 ministers, signed the docu-
ment. The Auburn Affirmation was a rebellion against that
action. These doctrines were denied, or minimized by the Af-
firmation named after Auburn, New York, where a small Sem-
inary of the church was located. It produced eventually the
division of 1936 in the church. Other ministers did not actu-
ally sign the Affirmation, yet would say they agreed with it.
There were modernists who denied or minimized the impor-
tance of the doctrines. There were the fundamentalists who
declared them. And, alas, there were the ‘middle of the road-
ers’ who may have declared they believed in them personally,
but in the interest of ‘peace in the church’ would not stand
firm in their voting at church assemblies which did follow. The
result was that eventually the modernists took over the denom-
ination, having first taken its boards and agencies. The act of
changing Princeton Seminary, the last Seminary to maintain
its conservative position of eight seminaries in the church, was
the final take-over. When Princeton fell, Westminster Theo-
logical Seminary was raised in its place. And for a Biblical
stand on Foreign Missions, the Independent Board for Pres-
byterian Foreign Missions (IBPFM) was organized in 1933 for
Bible-believing Presbyterians.

Now, I make a retrogression in time to show where I was
personally on the wide map. In 1927, as I recounted in the
first chapter, I was in Economy, Nova Scotia, following the
first year in Seminary. There I perceived, in a first student
pastorate, where the separated movement was to lead me. In
that village, before the Canadian “ecumenical movement” for
a United Church of Canada, there was but one church in Econ-
omy - the Presbyterian Church. But after it, there were two.
The United Church was added locally. Being then blind to all
the implications of the situation, and some perversity in rea-
soning, for a weak time I was sorry I had come. Perhaps if
I had not come, the harmony might not have been disturbed,
for many people of the ‘continuing’ Presbyterian churches had
ministers who wanted the union. And yet, there were more
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churches which stood for their heritage. I am afraid that I
became, for a time, a budding ecumenical and a compromiser
with theological ‘liberalism.’

I had been told by the Morrisons that it was seldom one
could get Mr. Soley to talk, but that when he did, I should
listen! Well, that time came. I went to see Mr. Soley at his
store and told him about my qualms. He became very stern.
He told me of the issues and then he boiled over. He said,
“They tried to force it (the union) through Parliament.” I
gathered that the threatened loss of religious freedom was the
same spirit which continued through martyrdoms in the Scot-
tish Kirk when they tried to force the Presbyterian Scots into
the Episcopalian Church of England in the ‘killing time’ when
English soldiery persecuted some to death when they tried to
hold their reformed ‘conventicles’ and Presbyteries, even in des-
olate glades — all this was involved. Knowing, too, that Dr.
Mackey, leader of the Maritime Presbyterians, adhered to the
fundamentalist position and had made the appeal for young
men from Princeton to aid the pastor-less churches. . . well, I
succumbed to the truth and righteous spirit of this godly lay-
man, R.P. Soley, in short order! A few short words from his
mouth were sufficient.
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Chapter 7

A student-pastor in Fairview, Montana and

Watford City, North Dakota; neophyte in

the northern Plains; Lower Yellowstone

valley.

Good and upright is the Lord, therefore he will teach
sinners in his way. All the paths of the Lord are
mercy and truth unto such as keep his covenant and
his testimonies. Psalm 25:8-10

Now, returning to another summer, 1928. An interesting ex-
perience introduced itself the summer following my second year
at Princeton Seminary. High blood pressure and sleeplessness
was still a problem, so I deferred from an opportunity to return
to Nova Scotia on the doctor’s advice of more manual labor.
Again in my parents’ home in Glen Ellyn, Illinois, I sought and
gained employment with the former cement sidewalk construc-
tion work. It was to start the following Monday. But before
that, an interesting experience developed. Following the Sun-
day morning service in the Wheaton College Campus Church,
I met David Otis Fuller, a Wheaton-Princeton classmate. He
was to have a long and splendid ministry for 50 years as pastor
of the Wealthy Street Baptist Church in Grand Rapids, Michi-
gan. “Duke” — we called him that, for he had a bearing — said
he was going out to Montana to a place called Square Butte
for a summer student ministry. He asked me what I was going
to do. I told him but said I was wondering whether it would
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have been better to go out for another summer. I did not know
this, but later, either by telegraph or by some other means, he
must have been in touch with Dr. MacLain, Synodical overseer
in Montana, for he asked Duke if he could recommend another
man from Princeton for summer student work.

The remainder of that first week at home, I had trouble sleep-
ing awaiting the return to work on Monday. One night late in
the week when I had been awake for hours, I prayed and said
to God that if He would show me a place to go without my
seeking, I would take it as a sign to go out preaching after all.
Then, going to sleep at dawn, at 9:00 when the mail came, I
was awakened by the ringing of the doorbell. The thought came
to me at once that this was the answer to my prayer. And it
was. A telegram was delivered which read: “Are you available
for a summer pastorate? There is need for a man in Fairview,
Montana.” I am sure Montana was far from my mind as a pos-
sibility before that. But feeling this was the Lord’s call, I wired
back. “Available immediately. Wire particulars.” The answer
came back explaining in detail. “Ninety dollars per month and
one way fare.” And I was soon entrained for Montana after
getting released from the sidewalk work commitment.

Those four or five months at the eastern edge of the state on
the lower Yellowstone River were a real eye opener for a city
neophyte in the west. Yet so many people were kindly, even
with their western frankness. There was an elder, a former
cowboy, Roy Collins, then beet farmer and later a Post Master.
He was dependable, frank and open. There was Will Morrill,
the other elder and his mother, Mrs. A.D. Morrill, widow of
a rancher and elder. The Dr. S.A.M. Treats took me under
their wing almost so regularly, it was embarrassing, but they
were true to their name, for they treated me often to meals
and treatment. They were fine physicians. With the doctors
was Lew Thompson, the banker. Both acted as Trustees of
the church. And there were the Blanchards, fine godly people
with a fine family of children. Mr. Blanchard, in time, was
to be builder in charge of construction of a new church which
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was begun the following summer. And there was Mr. Collins’
son-in-law, Kenneth Gardner, handsome young giant from the
rugged Redwater River area in the wide open country west
of Fairview. Kenneth was a straight, honest Christian. God
prospered him. The summer went fast. Before it ended, I de-
cided to go the 43 miles east into North Dakota to the small
city of Watford City. There was a Presbyterian Church there
and I had a loneliness for fellowship with another minister. On
arrival in the town, I found the church had no pastor. Mrs.
Clyde Staley, to whom I was first directed, suggested I go to
see Elder John Bruins in the country. I did so with the out-
come they invited me to preach and conduct services Sunday
evenings for the remainder of the summer. It was 43 miles by
a state road from Fairview. However, the first 20 miles east of
Fairview, it was a quite narrow dirt graded road. The rest, after
Alexander, North Dakota in time became a new direct gravel
highway. The route was through intervening villages and it
was still dirt most of the way. I purchased a 1922 Model T
Ford. It was open but with a canvas top which could be raised
and was attached in front to fenders. It cost $100.00 and at
the end of the summer’s driving, sold for $80.00. People would
just fill that Watford City church. Attendance, I believe, was
larger than that of Fairview. Fairview was a town of less than
a thousand but with probably a dozen churches. So the divi-
sion brought less opportunity for attendance than did Watford
City where there were but three Protestant churches in a city of
perhaps 1,000. However, it was a situation in Fairview not un-
like that in Economy, Nova Scotia the previous summer. The
Methodist church and the Presbyterians had had joint services
in the Methodist church under their pastor. The Methodists
did not like their minister and got rid of him. The Presbyteri-
ans liked him, and angry over his firing, decided to go it alone,
and that is where I entered the picture.

I began to feel quite in the west after hearing the sound of
horses hooves galloping past and shooting into the air with
much shouting often on a Saturday night, passing the Fairview
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Presbyterian manse just as I was endeavoring to do last-minute
preparations for the Sunday’s sermon to come the next day. It
was a bit unnerving for a tenderfoot such as myself. I of-
ten wondered if it was some inebriated cowboys from the back
country who came to town to let off steam, or just local young
gentry thinking they would give the young pastor from back
east some western-style practical initiation. I imagined there
were some places where liquor might be served in the town. I
will try to give the picture later in another chapter telling of
the “Feds” from Miles City who made an unannounced raid
and caught a bootlegger who had long been plying his trade
in the area. I do not mean to demean the town. There were
some fine people in the city and I will try to ‘tell it like it is.’

At the end of the summer I returned to Princeton for the
last year of Seminary. But I did not know then that my first
four years in the ordained ministry were to be in this same
dual field in the west. Thereafter, the first 20 years, the prime
time of my life were to be in the northern Plains, with some of
the most lurid experiences of my life to come in the next four
years.
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Chapter 8

Other young preachers: James L. Rohr-

baugh, Henry Atkinson

. . . the servants of Jesus Christ. . . Philippians 1:1

At this point I believe it would be welcome to readers to
digress in this chapter by beginning to speak at length of “other
preachers on the Plains.” In another chapter I will re-enter
matters of the last year of Seminary, ordination to the ministry
and the beginning of my fifty years as a pastor.

First, I introduce the following statements. We have all seen
colorful “western story” paperbacks, and their illustrative cov-
ers; for example, a picture of a lusty and wild looking cowboy
riding up the street with the background of the high false-
front stores, and shooting into the air. I am sure, too, my
account thus far of myself as a rather timid, cautious person-
ality from a good mother’s knees belies the title, “Preacher on
the Plains,” which I first planned to title this book. Afterward,
I planned the title, “Preachers on the Plains.” However, my
material concerning other men of God would have been sketchy
by comparison with memories of my own experiences; hence,
the present title. But we were all preachers, and we were on
the Plains.

There were five of us who came from Princeton Seminary to
settle for a time in Yellowstone Presbytery pastorates in eastern
Montana within two years. Two others and I came in 1929.
Two more came the following year. When we three first came,
an article appeared in the Miles City Star titled, “Youth Takes
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Control in Yellowstone Presbytery.” (If this article tempted
us with grandiose ideas, we were surely disabused of it after
two meetings in the spring and fall sessions, for older heads
properly prevailed.) I speak now of the two other young men
in 1929.

First, there is James I. Rohrbaugh. This young man was
taller than I, perhaps 6’1” in height. He was of a ruddy coun-
tenance and of dark auburn hair. While reared in the east, he
came closest to be like a pioneer preacher of the west. His
parish was the Ismay-Mildred parish of some three or four
churches and communities. It was of a more complete and
truly ranching area in the far southeast part of Montana. It
was also a good deal south and east of Miles City. His was a
deep, pleasing voice and a hail-fellow-well-met personality. Of
a cheerful disposition, he must have charmed the people. A
hint of his comraderie can be told by giving an account of an
incident at a dinner date when three of us had been invited
to the home of one of his flock. Through some delay we were
late in arriving at the appointed dinner. Entering into the
home, Rev. Rohrbaugh said to the hostess, “I always like to be
late for dinner, for then I know the hostess is thinking of me.”
With quick repartee and a smile, the hostess answered his deep
voice with, “Yes, but oh, what thoughts!” Jimmie took us out
once to an old rancher which he said had been a man of noble
birth and who had come west in the 1800’s, and also had been
highly educated. I believe he once was a professor in an En-
glish university. James told us this rancher would hardly look
the part or act it either, and we found it so indeed. The ranch
“spread” had an old time, low log house, typical of old ranches.
We found a man with legs well bowed, as one who had been
long in the saddle, and of common, unpretentious, yet affable
manners. This was cattle country.

Fairview, my field farther north, was the sugar beet, lower
Yellowstone area, where it neared the confluence with the Mis-
souri River to the north. Up in the hills above the river valley
near Fairview there was dry farm land, but not the large cattle

42



Other young preachers

ranches to the south. I found the town of Fairview to have had,
indeed, as is found everywhere today, elements of a border town
of pre-prohibition days, when North Dakota was a “dry state”
and Montana a “wet” one. State Street was still there on the
state line, but few buildings were left and only holes remained
of more buildings. The once thriving street had, at first, been
the busy thoroughfare and quite complete in the city. Thirsty
North Dakotans could come in the old days for a drink. How-
ever, prohibition came, wrought a change and State Street was
on the decline. Ellery Avenue, two blocks or so west, soon had
a fine new brick hotel and a number of businesses were moved
from State Street to the new attractive avenue. Soon the new
area was getting most all of the daytime business.

The other of the three of us came to a county-wide ministry
stemming from the small but county seat town of Hysham,
Montana. It was situated on the railroad between Miles City
and Billings. Henry Atkinson was most colorful in his life story
— their man in that sparsely settled country. Henry was born
in Armenia, Turkey, to Congregational medical missionaries.
His father adhered to the original puritan faith of the begin-
nings of New England Congregationalism. The family was in
Armenia at the time Armenians were cruelly assaulted and
massacred just before World War I. Henry told us at Princeton
of the time he was a boy of twelve and he had to bury another
boy of twelve, his own age, his own chum. They were caught
by the war after his father, the missionary doctor, died in en-
emy country, for Turkey was on the side of the Central Powers
(Germany, Austria, and the Ottoman Empire.) His mother
took Henry and his sister on a trek through hostile country
and somehow they reached Syria and the Mediterranean Sea
coast. There they were rescued by an American vessel and
brought to the USA. I saw a picture of the three in Syria and
they looked desperately thin. In America, still a lad, he at-
tended the Dwight L. Moody School for boys in New England.
Graduated, he entered Princeton University. He earned his
way by various means, at one time delivering newspapers to
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students’ quarters, and later as Editor of the Daily Princeto-
nian. He was an able man. As editor, he exposed “Buchman-
ism,” a cult among students in the Daily. Attending Seminary
later, he married a very fine Christian girl who was from the
Second Presbyterian Church there in Princeton, New Jersey.
Graduating, they came in 1929 to Hysham Parish. Soon, he
had developed a wide work covering just about everywhere in
the area. His sparsely settled ranch country people thought the
world of him. After a good ministry there, like Mr. Rohrbaugh,
he left that country. He died quite young. We have heard his
wife reared their children well.

Mr. Rohrbaugh (Jimmie we called him) left Montana after
four years or so and not long after that, I learned he was in Ad-
dis Ababa, Ethiopia, with the Sudan Interior Mission. It was a
period when many were mistrusting the mission boards of the
older denominations. So the newer ‘Faith Missions’ received
support, at first, from many fundamentalists who could not
trust their denomination boards. Our own Independent Board
for Presbyterian Foreign Missions (IBPFM) was not organized
until 1933. IBPFM still stand faithful and separate from mod-
ernism. James Rohrbaugh sought the Biblical position and
went where he could serve the Lord without compromise. He
was in Addis Ababa when Mussolini and his fascist government
in Italy entered into its war of conquest of Ethiopia. After do-
ing much good in the city of Addis Ababa, James resigned from
his mission. But, he had a purpose. He became, for a time, a
reporter connected with an eastern city in the US, in order to
get to a point in Ethiopia where a battle with the Italian army
was expected. Spear-carrying tribesmen, ill-armed, were ex-
pected to try to meet the tanks and heavy arms of the Roman
Legions. Rohrbaugh’s purpose was still to preach the Gospel
to Ethiopians, his reason for going to their land. He thus found
opportunity to scatter tracts and preach to the tribesmen who
expected to die. He wrote, “They asked me why this should
be.” He declared to them there was a God of Heaven who was
sovereign and that all nations would be held in judgment. The
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Italians won the battle and conquered the country. James was
back in Addis Ababa just before the capitol fell. At that time,
the city was in riot, bullets were whizzing, but he managed to
go from one end of the city to the other on his motorcycle for
the care of his family. I wonder if he did not feel more like “A
Preacher on the Plains” of old western lore, out in the ranches
and old false front stores, or the Dodge City-like days of the
Old West.

James Rohrbaugh became pastor of a United Presbyterian
Church in Seattle. It was not of the denomination now known
as the UPC. That denomination, or most of it, later united
with the PCUSA to form a new United Presbyterian Church. I
believe his deep voice was very becoming in this city church and
I am sure his hearers were won, as were those on the western
Plains.

EDITOR’S NOTE:
Henry Sheperd Atkinson was born in Harpoot, Turkey on

4 November 1904. He graduated from Princeton University
in 1927, attended Princeton Theological Seminary, 1927-1929,
and later, Westminster Theological Seminary, 1931-1932. He
was ordained by the Presbytery of Yellowstone (PCUSA) on
21 June 1929 and served as the pastor of the Treasure County
Church, Hysham, Montana, 1929-32. Following his time at
Westminster, he then served as pastor of the First Presbyterian
Church of Wildwood, New Jersey, 1932-1934. Rev. Atkinson
died on 21 June 1934, in Philadelphia.

James Rohrbaugh was born in North Lima, Ohio on 20 Jan-
uary 1906; educated at Central Wooster College, 1925; Prince-
ton Theological Seminary, Th.B., 1929; Westminster Theolog-
ical Seminary, Th.M, 1933. He was licensed and ordained by
the Presbytery of New Brunswick, April 1929, and installed
as pastor in Ismay, Montana, where he served from 1929-1932.
From 1933-1937, he labored as a missionary in Addis Ababa,
Ethiopia, before returning to the States to take the pulpit of the
Calvary Church, Wildwood, New Jersey, 1937-1940. His next
pastorate was with the Manoa UPCNA Church, Havertown,
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Pennsylvania, 1940-1944 and his final pastorate was with the
Laurelhurst Church, Seattle, Washington, 1944-1976, entering
retirement from that post in 1976. Honors conferred during
his lifetime included the Doctor of Divinity degree, awarded
by Sterling College in 1954. Rev. Rohrbaugh died in Seattle
on 29 October 1988.

(Source: Biographical Catalogue of Princeton Theological
Seminary, 1998, pp 52-53.)
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Chapter 9

Reverend E.E. Matteson: pastor-evangel-

ist, his life and ministry

Wherefore I take you to record this day, that I am
pure from the blood of all men. For I have not
shunned to declare unto you all the counsel of God.
Acts 20:26,27

In my second year following ordination I was to meet the
Rev. E.E. Matteson of Wilson, North Dakota, an older man
in his early sixties. A pastor and evangelist since 1913, this
fine preacher would best exemplify a “Preacher on the Plains”
beyond all the rest of us. Born and reared in the Grant City
area of northwest Missouri, he was converted truly in his twen-
ties, at which time he believed he was “called to preach.” But
events intervened. Years later in his evangelistic ministry, he
would say that if things are not made right in our lives, even
‘small things,’ when we are converted, they can cause us to
‘backslide.’ He would illustrate how it was in his own case.
As one who traveled with him later as his song leader, I have
heard him repeatedly give his experiences. One thing, as a lad
he had stolen some green apples from a man’s orchard. The
man was thought to have been a terror, even a hard and vio-
lent man. When he was converted Matteson knew he ought to
go and see the man, ask his forgiveness for stealing the apples
and offer restitution. But he did not. In an incident later in
his backslidden state, he got into a fight with another young
man at a community picnic. He had met the girl friend of the
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other young man and bought her some ice cream. While they
were partaking, her young man came by. Matteson cleared his
throat and the girl cleared hers. The young man came and said
to Matteson, “You are joshing me!” Matteson said, “You’re a
liar,” and quickly came the rejoinder, “You’re a liar.” And they
went at it fists and wrestling. Rather humorously telling of it
in evangelistic preaching on repentance years later, Matteson
publicly would say, “In that fight I got to hate that man with
a ‘perfect hatred’.” And the reason he did so was that when
people cleared the ground for them, as someone cried, “Stand
back,” the man got his thumb in Matteson’s eye. Matteson
would say in his sermon, “I would never have supposed that
a man could get his eye pulled away from his face so that he
could look at it,” (that was stretching the truth, of course, for
effect,) “and so I hated him with perfect hatred. That man
tried to gouge my eye out!” At this point Matteson would say
in his sermon on repentance and restitution that a Christian
who backslides needs to go back to the point where he had left
the right way. He said the man left his fiancé at the altar and
did not marry her. “I then married Helen and we had two chil-
dren and a farm but nothing worked right.” One night when
they were in bed Helen said, “Well, Ed, I think if you would do
the right thing, we would get along better.” He said this cut
him to the heart, and he decided the next day he would get
right. So he went the next morning to see the man from whom
he had stolen the green apples. He said the man received his
asking for forgiveness with a kind word, saying, “It was only
a child’s prank.” Word came later to Mr. Matteson that the
man, who was not a professing Christian, said to someone that
“he believed in Ed Matteson’s religion.”

In the same afternoon Matteson went to the man with whom
he had had the fight. Feelings had been high between them in
the intervening years. They would pass on the road in their
wagons, their noses in the air and not speaking a word or look-
ing at each other. But he went to the man. Matteson said to
him, “I was at fault for I started it.” And they were reconciled.

48



Reverend E.E. Matteson

At this point Matteson would make a telling point with his au-
dience on his sermon subject. “Now, suppose I had not gone
to that man, and yet would be in church and get up to give a
testimony that I had a religion that made me love everybody,
and he was boring a hole in my back; what kind of witness
would that have been?”

Mr. Matteson then had his farm sale but after it, hardly pen-
nies were left after debts were paid. His wife’s parents had felt
called to the mission field when they were young people, but
did not answer the call, so they sympathized with Mr. Matte-
son and offered his wife and children to stay with them while
he went three years to attend Moody Bible Institute, Chicago.
There he labored nights as a conductor on the elevated lines
(trains) in order to finance his stay in Chicago and support
his family. Graduating in 1911, he came with his family to his
first pastorate, the church in Coleharbor, North Dakota. Ul-
timately, he had four different periods as pastor there. Often
going out in evangelistic work, he would leave the pastorate,
then afterward would return to a church. He often said he
needed to recuperate his fortunes. There is hardly a commu-
nity east, west, north or south of Bismarck for many miles but
know the effect of his evangelism.

At Fort Rice, North Dakota, his second pastorate, a Sunday
came in winter with some inches of snow, twenty degrees below
zero with a south wind. Sunday night came especially cold,
and only he and his wife and but few more were out for the
services. He heard people who were not at church that night
say they were sorry for him and his wife at the church on so
cold a night. But in relating it to his evangelistic audiences
afterwards, he would add, “Where were they when my wife
and I and the few others were at the services? I’ll tell you
where they were. They were roasting their shins before their
fires in their parlors, that is where they were! I told them
about it the next Sunday morning. A religion that can’t stand
40 degrees below zero is no good in North Dakota.” He wrote
a letter to me one winter, saying that there were six inches of
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snow on the ground Saturday night in Wilton, North Dakota,
just fallen, and expecting to preach there the next morning, he
thought there were people who would not be out to church for
fear the snow were bury them!

Mr. Matteson was good at getting after the inconsistency
of Christians the first week or so of his evangelistic series of
meetings. He told of a banker in a church he served who was
an officer in the bank, and when the banker came to church
Sunday morning, he would carry a large family Bible under his
arm. Matteson said, “One would think, ‘Oh! That man must
be a fine Christian to carry so big a Bible to church!”’ But one
time during the week, Mr. Matteson went into the man’s bank
and heard him “swearing like a trooper.” Matteson would,
in one illustration or two, refer to an elder he knew in one
of his pastorates who he called, “Elder Battle-Axe,” because
he chewed “Battle-Axe Tobacco,” a brand fairly well known
then. He also had an anecdote which concerned the elder’s
wife, and in it, spoke of “Mrs. Battle-Axe,” or “Elder Battle-
Axe’s Wife,” repeating the term until people were figuratively
rolling in the aisles.

In one of his evangelistic meetings I saw a man not pro-
fessedly a Christian who attended regularly every night of a
three-week series, and the first two weeks as his custom was,
the evangelist was exposing the sins of “Christians.” The non-
professed-man was enjoying hugely the preaching of the evan-
gelist in getting after the inconsistencies of Christians. He
continued to enjoy it, laughing until tears came out of his eyes.
But then the last week of the series, Mr. Matteson turned his
attention to the unsaved. Such topics as repentance, resti-
tution, judgment, and hell were the messages, and subjects
entitled, “The harvest is past, the summer is ended and I am
not saved,” or “Ye will not come unto Me that ye may have
life,” and hearing these, the man became very serious indeed.

Mr. Matteson never tried to force people to come to the
altar, the “mourner’s bench.” But when he gave an invitation,
as a rule the people did come, and with broken hearts. Dr.
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Machen of Princeton Seminary advised seminary students to
‘preach the law ‘til the sinners trembled, and then they would
be ready by God’s grace to receive the gospel of God’s love in
the offering of Christ on the cross for the sinner’s stead and
redemption.’ Mr. Matteson faithfully preached the Word of
God to this end and in the order mentioned.

Matteson was upright. One of his parishioners, a young
Christian farmer near Dodge, North Dakota, was asked by him
to drive him to Mandan to recover his repaired auto. The man
told me of the incident and said Mr. Matteson asked him, when
the trip was over, what he owed him and the man replied, “Oh,
I’d be glad to consider it as a favor to my pastor.” Mr. Mat-
teson then looked him in the eye and said, “Now, I asked you
to do this,” and then gave the man much more than he would
have expected to be paid. It was during the depression times,
too. The man recounting it to me said, “We laymen respect
such a minister all the more.” I was a young minister at the
time, but I learned by this not to have my hand out for favors
from my parishioners. And when Mr. Matteson was the evan-
gelist in my church in Watford City, North Dakota, I invited
a man who was digging a trench in town to come to the meet-
ings. He stopped work and said, “Yes, I was at the meeting
last night.” Then he added, “That man is the first preacher
who ever came to this town who never told a lie!” (It was my
second year as pastor there. I doubt the man ever came to
hear me, but I made a mental note to try to see to it that I
would walk by that rule as a preacher also, and neither add to
nor take away from the Word of God in my preaching.)

Mr. Matteson has passed to his reward now. His voice would
carry three city blocks some have said, in open air meetings.
Tall — Lincoln-like - most solemn and grave of aspect, really
angry when trouncing sin, even with unsmiling humor at times.
He was a man of God, a true preacher of the Plains. He told
me once of the time he came to his first pastorate at Colehar-
bor. A crowd of men was gathered near a horse which was
so wild it could not be ridden. One young man boasted he

51



Preaching on the Plains

could do so, but was speedily thrown. Mr. Matteson, looking
at the horse said, “I can ride that horse.” That caused some
commotion. The new preacher would try to ride it! He went
to his house to get some old clothes without telling his wife
lest she’d become fearful, and returned to the horse. He said,
“I rode that horse to a finish. I pulled some leather, but I
rode it to a finish.” One can imagine what a reputation was
built for him by the men and boys of his first pastorate! Af-
ter several years, he accepted a call to Fort Rice. But after
some years there, he received a long petition signed by many
to return to Coleharbor. He consented. An elderly woman of
the town said to me in 1934, “When Mr. Matteson was here
the first time, we worshipped the man.” I do not know for
sure, but I think she meant that when he returned, they lis-
tened to his preaching of the gospel and many believed in the
Lord. The winter of 1934-35, I was with him as his song leader
in a great revival where he had been pastor in this very lit-
tle city and he preached in a packed church nightly for four
weeks. He had four full periods as Pastor there. And in this
evangelistic series, his preaching brought many converts, par-
ticularly young people. Following the meetings, which were in
the fall, the following summer I served four months as summer
pastor and discovered evidences of his influence on many lives.
Nearby, west of Underwood, North Dakota, a large and fine
edifice with a good country church was located and served by
Mr. Matteson. They remembered his ministry to them, and so
did another very large country church, the ‘Darling’ church he
served. In addition, the effect of his evangelistic ministry was
felt even further east at Turtle Lake, North Dakota. Mr. Mat-
teson is in Glory now and his like is hard to find in this present
day. In passages later in this book I will refer to him again.
For 18 years I had a close relationship with him, and perhaps
20 more years in correspondence. He was a spiritual father to
me, and taught me spiritual labors indeed. We both left the
Presbyterian Church in the USA together, and perhaps three
years later, formed the Great Plains Presbytery. He took seven
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churches with him into the Presbytery, with four churches of
mine in and near Lemmon, South Dakota. The group in Wat-
ford City was with us for a time which was organized by Wes
Williams. Prior to this, we were in the Presbytery of the Dako-
tas in the Orthodox Presbyterian Church (OPC), then called
Presbyterian Church of America. The time in the mid to late
‘30s was the time for Bible believers to separate denomination-
ally from modernism. It was the rule then, and also is now,
for those who will be true to the Word of God, II Corinthi-
ans, Chapter 6. Later will follow, Lord willing, some of the
conflicting denominational problems of the 1930s.
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Chapter 10

Two more Princeton men: Reverend Sam-

uel J. Allen, Chester Diehl, godly laymen

and ministers

These all died in the faith. . . Hebrews 11:13

. . . preaching the word. Acts 8:4

At this point, I list the other two young men from Seminary
who came to Montana. They came the following year, 1930.
Both were from Westminster Seminary and of those who left
Princeton Seminary because its governing board was hanged
at the end of the previous year.

One was Samuel J. Allen. “Sam” was a most interesting per-
son. Tall, with shoulders of strength, he played Saturday pro-
fessional football even as late as when he attended Princeton
Seminary. A young man raised from the Philadelphia streets,
Sam was an athlete. World War I came and he wanted to go
to war and be killed in battle. He was a Marine in France. “It
was the glory of it,” he said. He thought he could see the very
home town papers in headlines, “Sam Allen, killed in action!”
But he was not killed in action. He was desperately wounded,
and was expected to die in a hospital, and he expected to die.
When he waited for the inevitable and the carrying away of
his body, he began to think, “This is no glorious way to die!”
And he came to the point where he decided that if he lived,
he would give his heart to God. And he lived, though it was
close. He said that he had been impressed earlier, before the
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war, by a group of Christian young people in his area who used
to gather around a piano in a home and sing with him. “The
fellowship of it!” he would exclaim.

Returning from France, the very first Sunday evening service
in the First Presbyterian Church, Chester, Pennsylvania, Dr.
A.L. Lathem, pastor, gave the invitation to come to Christ,
and Sam walked down to the altar on that gospel call. Sam
had been an athlete on teams in college and in professional
football where the rallying call in huddles was, “Give Sam the
ball!” Often later, in Christian work, he was looked to as
a Christian leader and one to help and work things out in
critical needs. Later, I will describe what happened in the
1936 General Assembly of the PCUSA when Sam succeeded
in getting seven or more protests in the Assembly Minutes
against efforts of the “machine” platform leaders to discredit
him, even as he was at the microphone on the platform. This
witness did succeed in getting the protests to the final action
against members of the Independent Board for Presbyterian
Foreign Missions in to the Minutes of the Assembly at the time
of their expulsion, and at the time of our separation — getting
the protests in the very minutes of the Assembly! They (the
protests) convinced me later that very summer of 1936 that
the only way for a Bible believer in the church in which I had
been reared, was to leave it. I will write more of this later.

Sam had a bearing wherever he went. Sam was a man! “The
above account of his conversion I heard from him his first year
in Brown Hall at Princeton. Lines in his face like those of
a veteran athlete, one who had played hard, and/or a war
veteran, he did not look the part of a preacher then. So I
asked him about his call to the ministry with some inward
skepticism, it must be admitted, and which skepticism in time
to come I was to entirely cast away. The above account was
what he told me at my question, saying at first with a smile,
“Well, that is a long story.” And then he told me the above
facts. How different Sam was from others I have met who were
home after the awful carnage in Europe in World War I. Some,
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I noted, were hard to engage in conversation. It must have
been a bitter experience if my information is correct that in
World War I, before the final push (offensive) by the Allies, it
was decided not to have large hospital movements to Europe
lest they tip off the German forces that the push was imminent.
It was thought by the Allied Command that they would save
many more lives by thus catching the enemy off guard. But
the German intelligence heart of it anyhow, and they were
ready. The wounded died in great numbers without adequate
hospital and medical attention. In World War II the Allied
forces were determined not to make the same mistake and sent
many hospital units overseas. Our 156th General Hospital,
in which I was a Chaplain, was one of four complete hospitals
aboard the Queen Elizabeth in June, 1944 en route to be set up
in southern England. Many others must have preceded us. It
was said by someone that one hundred General Hospitals were
in England at the time of the Battle of the Bulge. I do not
vouch for accuracy but this was hearsay to me. All this brings
me to think this may have been the reason why, as a young
man, I had seen a look almost of despair, if not disillusionment,
on the part of U.S. veterans of World War I, of being let down
by U.S. military, some of them at least. Well, being in God’s
salvation and in His work, Sam, the Marine veteran, had an
objective for living and for eternity. And his joy in the Lord,
his grace and gentleness, with his message of Life and Hope
was a blessing to see and behold!

Sam came to one of the most remote areas of any of our men
who were in other and larger towns or more populous areas.
It was Jordan, a county seat in east-central Montana. It was
at least seventy miles from the nearest railroad and without
telephone or telegraph connections at that time. It was in
the midst of vast lands devoted to cattle or sheep. I found
it the mot remote of the open spaces and traveled to it but
once. But when there, over some rugged country from the east
and Fairview, Montana, I found it a substantial town. Like
Mr. Matteson’s feat in riding ability, Sam had an experience
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also. He had hardly driven with his wife from Philadelphia
when he was invited to a community picnic where there was a
married men/single men’s baseball game. Sam was recruited
for the married men’s team and the first time to bat, took the
local pride pitcher, who was single, for a home run, hit as far
as had ever been seen in the area, I was told. When I saw
Sam after that, I told him that it should surely have endeared
him to many present, winning many friends. But soberly, he
said, “But I gained an enemy!” I guessed correctly, it was the
pitcher! But whatever the case, the local people found out they
had a man of God among them.

Sam changed pastorates to a county seat town, Carson City,
North Dakotas, in 1936. Rev. E.E. Matteson said that Sam
Allen was the hardest preacher in the regular pastorate he had
even known. And Matteson himself was unsparing in preaching
righteousness. Sam would get after his people as those who
were of a county-seat congregation, saying they were ‘the elite,
the salt of the earth in their own eyes.’ During drought years
when crops failed, he’d tell his people they ought to tithe every
cream can! But Sam had a method that worked. He told
me that after a searching message on Sunday, he would go
around Monday and shake hands with his hearers and tell them
he loved them. And he did love them. All of them felt it.
Sam left for a Philadelphia pastorate some years later and then
left for a Presybyterian church in Selma, Alabama, and the
fundamentalist-modernist struggles impending in the Southern
Presbyterian Church (PCUS.) Sam was of help in our growing
Bible Conference, a leader from whom the young people found
great help. He was a great leader in this, the best we had. I
will mention him again later in this writing in reference to the
separated churches in the Dakotas. Sadly, Sam dropped dead
of a heart attack during World War II.

The second graduate from Princeton took a pastorate in For-
sythe, Montana, west of Miles City. He was Chester Diehl. The
church at Forsythe was an edifice resembling a great cathedral
on the Plains. The new edifice was planned by the local people
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before Diehl came. They sought a loan from the Presbytrian
Board in the East, however, they were told they’d get the loan
only if they built a much larger building than was projected.
Those must have been boom days in the West. At any rate,
when later drought days came, I was told that the debt on the
building was of such size that it was felt to be one that would
never be repaid to the Board. But Chester, coming into that
situation, handled his pastorate with dignity and credit. He
was happily married. I stopped to see him at a later pastorate
in northwest Iowa. He was always very understanding and
helpful with people to whom he ministered, especially in their
personal problems. My opportunities to see him were limited,
but our fellowship was sweet. In leading a coast-to-coast gospel
team from Faith Seminary in the 1960’s, he kindly entertained
us and we met again in Winnetka, Illinois.

Now, in view of the title of this book, I desire to tell of godly
laymen suggested by the second text heading this chapter. Lay-
men, too, can be faithful “Preachers on the Plains.” See the
opening verses of Acts Chapter 8. First, I list Otto Meeuwsen
of Athboy, then Lemmon, South Dakota. Otto, of Michigan
Dutch parentage, was an elder in the Athboy, Lemmon circuit
I had in northwest South Dakota. This brother was most con-
sistent in his handling duties in the local church. In the worst
of drought years, with a fender falling off his car, he would
yet lay down a ten dollar bill on a collection plate. He was
a careful farmer who refused to enter the government plan to
grow grain and limit his seeding field’s size. The leader of the
local government work program said to his crew, “Otto isn’t
on the government program and he hasn’t got a week on his
place.” This was Mr. Maxon, a fine man who often attended
our Athboy church. One day a government inspector came and
measured Otto Meeuwsen’s seeded fields. Now, Otto did not
sign for the government program to limit his crops. He thought
he ought to plan and work his farm as he felt God would de-
sire. But after measuring, the government agent came into his
house and said, “You are in trouble,” and told him his seeded
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crop was over the limit by some rods. Otto said, “But I did
not sign to limit my crops.” The agent said, “It doesn’t mat-
ter, it is the law now.” As a result, he was not allowed to sell
his crop, or grain to meet his debts. Otto was a man of faith
and courage. I have seen him stand most immovable against
all odds. While at Lemmon, I found him a strong arm to lean
upon.

T. B. Veal owned a large ranch with land holdings around
Chance, South Dakota. Chance was then a tiny settlement
with a Post Office fifteen miles southwet of Meadow. He was
an elder in the Meadow church. One of the earliest, if not the
very first, to come to the area in 1881, he drove a band of sheep
west of Pierre, South Dakota, through a blizzard. He settled
at a creek he called Chance. I heard a version about the name.
It was that when he came to the creek, he said he would take a
chance and drank the water. When I told him this once that I
had heard this, he said “Is that the way you heard it?” Because
of this reply, I question the story. After he became a successful
rancher, T. B. Veal made a trip to his native Oklahoma and
was converted in a tabernacle revival meeting. On return, he
built a great barn on the model of the tabernacle. He did his
sheep shearing and other ranch matters in the great building.
A very large house with some thirty rooms was his ‘Big House.’
Travelers through there found a place to stay. He had six sons.
In drought years he was forced to have sheep, but cattle was
his business. When I flew north from El Paso, Texas, in flying
training in 1949, I flew low over his ranch house and dipped
the plane’s wings in tribute to my memory of him. He was
not afraid to exhort his sons to be right with God and ready
for heaven in his old age. He died when I left Lemmon and
returned to the Army Chaplaincy in 1948.

John Bruins was an elder, as was Manley Smith, of the Wat-
ford City, North Dakota, church when I was there from 1928-34.
John was an immigrant from Holland as a lad - a hard worker
who would do threshing for hire even in the old steam days.
They said he would do a poor man’s field even if the man could
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not pay him for it. He threw away the habit he had of smoking
during a revival in our church in 1931. At that time he went
to some gamblers in town. They respected him and listened to
him even if they would not have listened to some others. He
urged them to turn to the Lord. He was a tall, very strong
man with dignity, simplicity and gravity. But he was, in his
own quiet way, afire for God. When I went to Scotland, study
on leave-of-absence over the winter of 1929-30, he gave a ser-
mon one Sunday and folk never forgot it. He said he was ‘born
again’ during those ’31 evangelistic meeting. Well, I think he
was saved before that, but that he got such a blessing when he
quit smoking that he so interpreted his experience.

Manley Smith farmed with horses. Working day and night,
he often fell asleep in my services. A better man never could
have been found. He was consistent. He was tired out. He had
no sons to help him in his farm labors. His two daughters did
what they could. He would doze off after dinner when still at
the table, and yet ‘come to’ enough to continue conversation
with company. He, like John, was strong to support his pastor
when the going was hard, defending my revival preaching one
Sunday and my use of the ‘altar call’ to lead souls to Christ.

Other men were to be found of E.E. Matteson’s fields. At
Stewartsdale, a Scottish people’s center at the time, fifteen
miles southeast of Bismarck, North Dakota, John R. Steward,
elder, and Dan MacLean, his brother-in-law, stand out. I was
often entertained at their homes. Kitty MacLean, Dan’s wife,
was sister to John R. Stewart. These of Scot ancestry, from
Prince Edward Island, came to Dakota in times of Sitting Bull
in the 1880’s, to the Bismarck area, the end of the railroad
at that time. They liked my Scottish wife, Anne. And there
was Elder O. G. Davenport. He drew a straight line. Once, he
spoke of a pastor who, though a Christian, failed to set things
in order for evangelistic meetings, though long praying for re-
vival. The pastor died suddenly and afterwards, O.G. said to
me, ”Sire David, (his name for me,) if the pastor had done
what he ought, I believe he would still be with me.” These
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men were the salt of the earth (Matthew 5:13.) So was Knute
Toft of Dodge, North Dakota, and Paul Maxie, of Werner.
They were elders and men of God. So was O. B. Davenport’s
son, Bernard. Joan, his daughter, is serving the Lord with the
Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Mission now at
Mwingi, Kenya. In company with two other ladies, they la-
bored for years in the Arab Treaty State at the mouth of the
Persian Gulf, but were recently called to Kenya. (Now, 1984,
Joan is stationed at Bethlehem Israel.) I list others as Jim
MacDonald, who married O. G. Davenport’s daughter. Mrs.
Davenport and Mrs. MacDonald, now widowed, were kind to
stop and see us in Muskegon, Michigan as they took a trip
east recently. A godly witness has passed to their children and
grandchildren. A son of Bernard’s is a pastor in the southland
and for a time was the pastor in a Bible Presbyterian Church
in Memphis. Also, I must list the late Robert Peterson, el-
der in Lemmon, South Dakota, a very godly man who was
translated to heaven in 1974. He was a special friend of mine.
And also Wes Williams of Watford City, North Dakota, who
by dint of much study became a pastor and Bible Presbyte-
rian Church founder there; the Carlson’s of Coleharbor, North
Dakota, a very pleasant man and State President of the Chris-
tian Endeavor organization; and Gunster Arends, nephew of
John Bruins. He had backslidden to bootlegging liquor, but
got right with God. A trucker, Gunster had strong texts urg-
ing repentance all over the cab of his truck; also, Mr. and
Mrs. Harry Holub of St. Joseph, Missouri. Most have gone
to a better life above. There was Mr. and Mrs. Roy Sturr of
Cleveland, Ohio; the Ramsers and the Kloos. Harold and Alice
Ramser, and Norm and Vera Kloos were always our supporters
in Cleveland and special friends ever since. I list lastly Robert
L. Holtrop, who singlehandedly stood with me throughout my
final ministry in Muskegon, Michigan for eight years. Were
it not for him and his faithful wife, Lileon, I doubt the work
would have endured. A lively work under my successor, Dr.
William S. Hawks, has followed.
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One can think of other brethren and from other denomina-
tions who were separated unto the Gospel of Christ. Though
not Bible Presbyterians, they were truly Preachers on the Plains.
I list those who were outstanding. 1) There was Harvey Springer,
the great cowboy evangelist of Englewood, Colorado. Harvey
brought and bore a great witness for many years. Wherever he
went, there were great revivals meetings. He would not go into
churches which belonged to the National Council of Churches
(NCC) or World Council of Churches (WCC). But he was in de-
mand everywhere to those of our separated brethren. He was
a true friend of Dr. Carl McIntire, our great BP leader and
radio evangelist. Harvey was personally a friend at all times.
While I was away in the Army chaplaincy, he conducted a great
series of meetings, with attendance running over, in our taber-
nacle at Lemmon, South Dakota. 2) There was Rev. Trautner,
a German Baptist pastor, a most faithful man of God, near
to my Lemmon area fields, in the Bison area. Rev. Traut-
ner has a very large family. A lady who was a hotel manager
in Lemmon tried to twit him about his family of many chil-
dren, as if it was a great fault of his. Rev. Trautner said to
me, ”You know what I told her? I told her it was Abraham’s
blessing!” A good answer. 3) There was another Baptist, Rev.
Paul Boomer, a young man. He and his wife were true to the
Gospel. We were close friends in Christ. 4) Another Baptist,
a Rev. Kasper Benson, married the daughter of an elder in
Thunder hawk, South Dakota. She was a true light for Christ.
He had graduated from a Bible School in Minneapolis, and was
a most effective evangelist and the principal speaker at one of
our Bible Conferences. He had a custom which was very effec-
tive. At the end of the first service of a series, he would call
upon Christian to come to the Lord, if they had defeated lives,
confessing their need of Christ and getting right with God.
It seldom failed to produce results. In a meeting in Thunder
Hawk, South Dakota, two wives of principal business men in
the village came to the Lord. One was Mrs. Shortedge, the
wife of the hardware merchant. Mr. Shortedge was an elected

63



Preaching on the Plains

member of the South Dakota Legislature at the time. The
other, an older lady, was the wife of the largest village grocery
storekeeper. The couple settled down in Bismarck while the
drought and depression was hard on evangelists. Rev. Benson
found employment as a janitor in the great new Capitol build-
ing in Pierre. The building was an immense shaft into the sky
after the model of the Louisiana State Capital building. I met
Kasper one time at work and said to him, “Brother, if God’s
people would quit robbing God, you would be always at your
calling as an evangelist.” He smiled and then said seriously,
“That’s right.” His wife Mabel said one time that they were
able to go out in evangelistic series meetings during the month
of their summer vacations, and always did so. Always, souls
were saved. The fact that this faithful brother so labored in
time of need he had the Apostle Paul, who was a tent maker,
as his arch-type. Paul, too, did it in order not to be chargeable
to the Corinthian Church which was weak in giving. 5) As I
was leaving the Army in 1945, at the end of World War II, my
last assignment before separation was doing ‘parallel training’
as a chaplain in the great Army hospital at Fitzimmons in Den-
ver, Colorado. I was visiting soldiers, many of them just home
from the Pacific theatre as they lay in their hospital beds. At
this time, I met Sgt. Leonard Robinson. He was a young man
of but twenty one, and had just returned from three years of
captivity in Japan. Some time previously, at 18 years of age,
he had gone with his unit of the New Mexico National Guard
to Luzon Island, in the Philippines where they were cornered,
with General MacArthur, on the Bataan peninsula. He sur-
vived the infamous ‘Death March of Bataan’ and then spent
three years in captivity. After leaving Army duty status, I re-
turned to the Lemmon pastorate, but kept up an acquaintance
with Leonard by letter and invited him to come to Lemmon
for a series of meetings. This was the spring of 1946. He had
Army leave due to recovery from hospitalization. Leonard was
an understudy of Harvey Springer, his pastor in Denver. He
had had the status of a lay-chaplain to his fellow prisoners
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in Japan. He indeed commanded a great attendance of hun-
dreds in our tabernacle in Lemmon. He was invited to speak
to the High School student body on his war experiences, and
the audience cheered and gave him a standing ovation. He also
served as my assistant the following summer on my multiple-
point field. He did much good among young people who were
greatly moved by his preaching. 6) Rev. William Lemke, a
young Evangelical Church German pastor was first in Golden
Valley, North Dakota – a beautiful name for the wheat produc-
ing country, situated on the Northern Pacific railroad branch
line out of Mandan, west of Beulah, North Dakota. We served
together in his church for a series of meetings in the summer of
1943. Later, he moved to the central church of his denomina-
tion in Bismarck. We had real fellowship together as Christian
brethren. 7) The seventh was not an ordained pastor, but a
physician, Dr. Heetderks of Bozeman, Montana. His mighty
testimony was a blessing in the lives of us, the young men in
the early Thirties on the Plains. A Mrs. George Warner, the
wife of the Superintendant of Schools in Fairview, Montana,
who was acquainted with Dr. Heetderks, said that the physi-
cian was the most popular surgeon in Bozeman, a fair sized
city. Mr. Warner was one of the elders in Fairview.

Before I come to the end of this chapter of Preacher on the
Plains, I wish to list two lay people. Mr. and Mrs. Gerald
Bush, of Muskegon, Michigan, have been personal friends and
much more, for they attended to my eldest brother Ernest in
his last days. I was in California with Anne, my wife, seeking
some relief for her breathing and distress following her stroke
and under treatment at the San Diego branch medical facil-
ity of the University of California. The Bush’s were neighbors
and landlord with the power of attorney for Ernest and at-
tended him every instant care as Christians. They stood by
him with affection and beyond the call of duty. Feeling unable
to return because of further medical checks until just after his
(my brother’s) funeral, I felt much in their debt. The morn-
ing before starting the long auto drive from the west coast, we
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learned he had passed away.
And lastly, I wish to mention the Jan Koenses. Jan was born

in Holland and is a very busy Dell TV Service businessman in
Muskegon. He and his wife, LaVonne, are the kindest neigh-
bors we’ve ever had. Busy as he is, and she with two little
boys to care for, are like Christians at Rome, Romans 16, and
have bestowed numberless labors on us, taking us for our med-
ical appointments, keeping our sidewalks and driveway cleared
of snow, and other things too numerous to mention. We are
grateful. Our own children could not be more attentive. May
they have their rewards.
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Chapter 11

Last year at Princeton Seminary; George

S. Green Fellowship in Old Testament Lit-

erature; Dr. Robert Dick Wilson, defen-

der of the faith; Dr. J. Gresham Machen;

Princeton controversy; encounter on a

train with a Biblical critic

Thou, therefore, my son, be strong in the grace that
is in Christ Jesus, and the things that thou hast
heard of me among many witnesses, the same com-
mit thou to faithful men, who shall be able to teach
others also. II Timothy 2:1, 2

I continue the narrative of personal experiences with an in-
troduction to the beginning of an ordained ministry by re-
counting before it the last year in seminary at Princeton. I
returned to seminary refreshed, with no hint of high blood
pressure. The strenuous life of driving and visiting in the wide
open spaces or reaches in the west seemed to have freed me
entirely. The final year meant much study not only for the
classes of that year, but also the striving for the ‘1’ average in
grades. I managed to come quite close in this, but the Thesis
was something else. The subject was, “The Critical Problem
of the Authorship and Dating of the Book of Deuteronomy.” I
have quoted the words from memory. This was for the “George
E. Green Fellowship in Old Testament Literature.” If its quest
was successful, it carried an award of $600.00 toward further
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studies abroad. The idea of the Thesis to me was to meet the
“High Critics” who, in their current view then, from the views
of the “Graf-Wellhausen” School of German Biblical Criticism,
and represented in England by Dr. Driver of Oxford Univer-
sity, were followed also by modernistic adherents in America.
This critical view was that the central code or law portion
of Deuteronomy, Chapters 12-15, was not written by Moses.
In fact, going now from Deuteronomy to the entire Old Tes-
tament, portions were colored by critics by what they called
the P. J. E., and other letters and sources. “P” stood for
the ‘priestly’ portions which they said were written centuries
later than Moses. “J”, or ‘Jehovah,’ was thought to be writ-
ten later. “E” stands for ‘Elohim’ (God, or gods,) and was
thought to have been written early. All this followed in gen-
eral the Evolutionary Theory which viewed the development
of religion from lower to higher life forms. Polytheism (many
gods) was thought to be the view of early Hebrew Bible writ-
ers, but later - “Eureka, I have it!” Suddenly, they discovered
this higher idea that God is one. But the critics said it came
not with Moses at Mount Sinai, but centuries later. In fact,
they said the idea that there was one God was foisted on the
Hebrews at the beginning of the reign of Josiah in the later
days of the Kingdom of Judah. That was when the ‘Book of
the Law’ was found in the temple of Jerusalem when it was
being repaired, II Kings 22:8ff. This, theorized the critics, had
actually been hidden by the “P” source, the priestly clique in
the temple at that time, and worked into the Scripture to bring
monotheism (worship that God is one) to the Jews. And the
“critical theory” was that this ‘Book of the Law’ was actually
Deuteronomy, Chapters 12-16. Thus, it was a kind of ‘pious
fraud,’ if you please, to lend credence to the view by putting
it into the mouth of God in Deuteronomy.

Now, it may be that many Bible-believers of today might
say, “Why should such a view take the time of a senior at a
Bible-believing seminary like old Princeton?” Well, all I can
say is that the wide-spread acceptance and turning from the

68



Last year at Princeton Seminary

Bible in this view, not only in America, but also abroad, would
make it necessary, not only then, but now, to give scholarly
defense in this issue for our Bible-believing faith to an unbe-
lieving world. Surely, a Bible-believing seminary would have
its students aware of the things and able to give answers un-
der the leading of our instructors, such godly scholars! So did
Peter adjure us to “be ready always to give an answer to every
man that asketh you a reason of the hope that is in you with
meekness and fear.” I Peter 3:15. See also II Timothy 3:16,
17.

The critics’ view said that Moses did not write the first
five books of the Law, the Pentateuch — Genesis through
Deuteronomy. Their theory would say that in these books
were passages by the “P” or priestly source — very late, and
some basic “E” source or Elohim, God or gods. Literally, they
point to the plural “gods” for the meaning of Elohim. But
the King James Bible finds this oft-used word for the God of
Creation, Genesis 1:1. Most all others versions likewise use
the singular, “In the beginning God created the heaven and
the earth.” So the Biblical view of Bible-believers, that God’s
Word tells the truth when it says Moses wrote Deuteronomy,
including Chapters 12-16, is wrong in the view of these crit-
ics. They claim Chapters 12-16 were written centuries later by
priests and prior to being “found” in the temple by Josiah’s
repairmen. We can also say that this theorizing by the critics
is extended to other books of the Old Testament. In their view
Isaiah did not write the entire book of Isaiah. In fact, they said
there were two or more “Isaiah’s” who each wrote portions of
the book. Daniel did not write the book of Daniel, and so on.
As a result, it is hard to equate these theories of the critics
with the idea that Abraham, as Genesis tells us, did worship
the true and living God who called him to Palestine from far
away Haran in the upper Euphrates valley. As far as the word
“Elohim” goes, it is the ‘plural of excellence,’ thus showing
by its Hebrew form in the plural the custom of denoting the
greatness of God. Thus, the Bible translators were correct in
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translating the word “God” as in Genesis 1:1 and elsewhere.
The more I studied the views of the critics, the more far out

and far-fetched they appeared. Now, indeed, there is a shadow
of truth if we do not stretch it, to a view of prior polytheism in
nations. Genesis 2 and 3, and Romans 1 tells us the truth that
there was a falling away of mankind, a ‘devolution’ if we use a
coined word, from the original pure worship of God by Adam
in the Garden of Eden. Thereafter, mankind brought himself
in time to the worst of idolatries, as the last part of Romans
1 tells us. But really, man did not evolve from the worse to
the better, but has tended to turn from the original view and
worship of the one God. It is also true that Joshua spoke of
those who worshipped their gods on the other side of the flood
who were ancestors preceding from Abraham, Joshua 24:1-3,
13, 14. In Abraham, to whom God spoke, Genesis 12:1-3, there
was a return to the God of Adam.

However, to put it in perspective, these views of a fragmented
Bible by the critics appear to find no pieces of evidence, in fact,
nothing but guesswork. And such a fragmented Bible cannot
be reconciled with Christ who said that, “. . . the Scripture can-
not be broken,” John 10:35. Incidentally, the word ‘gods’ re-
ferred to in John 10:35, uses the same plural ‘Elohim.’ The
meaning of a supreme Judge, or Overseer (Elohim) in Scrip-
ture usually refers to Deity, or Creator and Ruler of all. But
less often, even rarely, as here in John 10:35a, it is used of hu-
man kind who have authority in their sphere, such as a judge
among men in things that pertain to their station. In a sense,
every man has his sphere. This use of it in John 10:35 is an
“argument from the less to the greater” when joined to verse
36. The two verses belong together!

But for their theory the critics allow little room for fact and
no evidence, but pure guesswork. I found much help for my
thesis. One was a Hebrew lawyer, and many others. However,
Dr. Robert Dick Wilson, of Princeton, was a treasure in his
lifetime. Facing critics’ views, he determined his life work when
just a young man of 25 years of age and a student in Princeton
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College. He saw the views of the critics and determined to give
his life to the issue of the truth of the Bible. At that time, he
estimated that if the Lord let him live the biblical three score
and ten, he would have forty five more years. He believed
the only evidence the critics seemed to claim could be tested
as to verification was the ‘language’ and ‘style’ argument. For
example, critics claimed that the Book of Daniel could not have
been written by Daniel because the expression “the King of
Persia” was used in the book, Chapter 10:1. But, they claimed,
this expression did not become common until a century or so
later. Well, Dr. Wilson planned his life so that he had a great
advantage over the critics. He became a noted philologist or
student of languages. He divided his planned life into three
parts of fifteen years each. The first period he learned the
languages of ancient middle-east peoples so that he might have
the tools to work with. In this period he would study the
theories of the critics and their arguments. The second period
he would make his own independent research and gather his
evidence and collate his findings as against those claimed by
the critics. Then, the final fifteen years, he planned to give
the results of his findings to the world. He was eminently
successful. In “Who’s Who in America,” Dr. Wilson was listed
as a Philologist who knew over forty four ancient languages
and dialects.

When I was a student at Princeton Seminary in my gener-
ation, Dr. Wilson was well past seventy years of age. On the
subject of “the King of Persia,” Dr. Wilson found that in the
time Daniel lived was the very time when the greater number
of instances were found, as the expression was found in other
historical writings of the time. It was the time when the ex-
pression was common. And so he found again and again, as
in this case, the arguments of critics were demolished when
sufficient evidence was in. As I say, he had an advantage over
many critics from his knowledge of many languages. His testi-
mony after a life of scholarly defense was that when sufficient
evidence was in, in every case, the evidence proves the truth
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of the Bible and not the contrary. Dr. Wilson had published
his “Scientific Investigation of the Old Testament.” As I recall,
the work and its great mass of evidence, its place of scholarly
value, would still be valid.

It was a feast to attend Dr. Wilson’s classes in Old Testament
Introduction. He was a favorite of the students. When he
would arrive at the door of the classroom, all the students
would be sitting down. But often, one of the students would
be on the alert as a ‘lookout’ to see when he would approach
the door. He was usually just slightly late. But by this time,
the students would be cheering, whistling and clapping with all
their might so his arrival would be a great to-do. His teaching
style was unique. He would teach like an evangelist, as indeed
he was when a young man in his native western Pennsylvania.
His subject was ever the demonstrable historicity and truth of
the Bible. He would weave back and forth or from side to side
on the platform, or walk up and down the aisle, pat students on
the side of the head, speak confidentially to them, sotto voce.
They all loved him earnestly. His purpose: to vanquish the
opponents of God’s Word, and show how silly they were. For
example, he might shout, “Driver!” (the late critic of Oxford
University,) “Who is Driver?” Then he’d whisper in a hushed
tone, confidentially, “Driver is dead!” In our last year a liberal
or modernistic Presbyterian publication had an article which
attacked, of all things, Dr. Wilson’s scholarship. This was just
at the time Dr. Wilson was being advanced as a candidate by
conservatives in the church to be moderator of the General
Assembly. In class Dr. Wilson read the article. Then he took
the large book in the form of its latest edition of Dr. Driver’s
critical work in which Dr. Driver took a full page and a half
in fine print trying to answer Dr. Wilson’s evidences. Then
Dr. Wilson asked the students to take their choice on who to
believe as to the point of scholarship, the little Journal’s editor
or Dr. Driver. The name of the Journal was “The Presbyterian
Banner.”
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Dr. Wilson said he was unable to keep to his life program of
reserving the last fifteen years simply to give his results to the
world, for he said that the critics changed their positions so
often he had to keep researching the evidence to answer them.
However, he did go on a world tour not long before my gen-
eration of students at the seminary. Someone said that when
he was at Oxford University lecturing, at first, the hearers
seemed to show not much interest. Were they not the ‘assured
results of modern criticism?’ But before long, as Dr. Wilson
continued, they leaned forward in interest. His evidences and
conclusions were so new and different, no doubt, from those his
hearers believed settled. They were challenged, and the chal-
lenge must have been new to them. Dr. Robert Dick Wilson,
scholar, linguist and defender of the faith! He was at one time
Professor of Semitics, both at the Seminary and the Univer-
sity. His honors and accomplishments were many. Our class
in Advanced Hebrew met in his study. It was different! Piles
of ear-marked books were on the floor. One had to wend his
way carefully between piles of research. A most handy way to
study, I was told. He remarked that one time his wife tidied
up his study and destroyed six months of research at hand.

Other professors at Princeton were likewise effectual. Dr.
J. Gresham Machen was maligned by some in the denomina-
tion. Yet some of his opponents would admit, when they were
speaking of their disagreement with him, “Machen is the great-
est Greek scholar in America, possibly in the world, but. . . ”
I have heard them so speak. His scholarly field was that of
the first two centuries of Christian heritage in writings, such
as the dating of the New Testament Gospels and other New
Testament books. His books, The Origin of Paul’s Religion,
The Virgin Birth, What is Faith?, and Christianity and Liber-
alism all speak to the issues of the day. The last named book
pointed out that Theological Liberalism was not just another
kind of Christianity, but was not Christianity at all. I imagine
this is what angered liberals in the church, when a movement
in opposition to him came from the church at large. Though
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nominated by Princeton’s Directors, he was not promoted to
fill the vacancy of a full professorship in Apologetics (defense
of the faith,) as many felt he so richly deserved. The atmo-
sphere was tense at Princeton when I was there. The majority
of students loved Dr. Machen and Dr. Wilson. We were, most
of us, conservatives overall; the great preponderance of stu-
dents were so and we came to Princeton Theological Seminary
because it had high scholarly standards and because of its con-
servatism. Men like Dr. Machen, on scholarly grounds, could
meet the claim of modernists who rejected the early dating and
authenticity of the Gospels. While a professor or two at Prince-
ton may have sided with those who were called ‘middle of the
road-ers’ in the interest of “peace in the church,” apart from
these, the great majority of the student body and faculty were
of one mind. Someone rightly said that Princeton would never
have fallen of itself. Alone of the seven or eight seminaries in
the Presbyterian Church in the U.S.A. (PCUSA,) its position
in its own stand was secure. But the weight of moves to the
left in the General Assembly was such that its stance was not
that of the Seminary. Almost to the day of the month of my
class graduation, May, 1929, the Seminary’s governing Board
was changed by action of the General Assembly of the denom-
ination. The very conservative Board of Directors, the ruling
body, was amalgamated with the Board of Trustees, formerly
financial only, and this later body was more liberal. No longer
was the real power, formerly that of the old Board of direc-
tors, in charge. Princeton had fallen. The modernists had won
“the Battle of Princeton.” Just before graduation, I phoned
the Secretary of the Seminary and asked him what action had
been taken on my Thesis. He answered, “Mr. Myers, you have
been awarded the Fellowship.” I was very happy. I have said
that I did not claim to be a scholar, but had had the privilege
of studying under might men of scholarship.

I make reference to another Princeton Professor, Dr. Wil-
liam Armstrong. Critics of the Gospels were saying that the
book of Luke was not historical because an official Roman gov-
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ernment representative, Lysanius, is mentioned in Luke 3:1 as
being Tetrarch of Abilene. But, said the critics, Abilene is
mentioned as far distant from the area in other historical Ro-
man sources. However, Dr. Armstrong found evidence in his
research that there was a second ‘Abilene’ and the second was
indeed in the area with the assignment referred to by the histo-
rian, Luke. So another claim by critics of the Bible fell. Fifteen
years later, in 1944, I met a son of Dr. William Parks Arm-
strong, the Professor at old Princeton. It was when we were
both aboard the Queen Elizabeth, converted into a military
floating hospital with troops en route to Britain. He was an
officer with the troops. It was a chance, but happy, meeting.
His civilian occupation had been instruction in Greek, so he fol-
lowed his father. I mentioned his father’s scholarly discovery.
He delighted to speak in memory of his father and evidently,
himself a scholar of Greek, a teacher at the college level, and
cherished a deep regard for his father’s scholarship.

I cannot presume to bring a personal statement of judg-
ment upon all who continued to teach at Princeton following
1929. There was one man of God, the godly Dr. Casper Wistar
Hodge, grandson of the great Charles Hodge of the 1800’s. He
continued to teach, but I understand he did so for he felt all the
endowments which godly people in the past had contributed
to the school deserved not to be abandoned until the matter
would be settled in the courts. But Dr. Machen contended that
the court in this matter could not be trusted because a par-
allel case concerning a formerly conservative seminary, which
was united with the more liberal Harvard Divinity School, had
been brought to the U.S. Supreme Court on doctrinal issues,
and the case for conservative donors was not upheld. How-
ever, outstanding conservative scholars at old Princeton, Doc-
tors Machen, Wilson, Van Til and others, left after its fall.
With these, Westminster Theological Seminary was begun in
Philadelphia area to fill the void left at Princeton, but con-
tinue the old historic witness. I like to think that mine was a
small part in the matter, for as a friend of the Student Body
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President, Everett DeVelde, who I knew from Wheaton College
days, I suggested that he and I go over all the rooms of students
at Princeton with a petition asking the General Assembly of
that year to ‘leave the Seminary on its old historic basis’. Sev-
enty five percent of the student body signed it and we did not
find all present in their rooms. Doubtless, many of those who
signed the petition changed to Westminster the following fall
Semester. This I know, that after 1936 and the action of the
General Assembly of that year in expelling members of the In-
dependent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions and others,
I could no longer justify my membership either in the denomi-
nation or any of its seminaries on the grounds of II Corinthians
6:17.

I had another personal experience at that time which will
show the tenor of the generation then and its issues regarding
the truth of the Scripture during the modernist/fundamentalist
controversies of the 1920’s. In my second summer at seminary,
I was a student-minister sent to preach at Fairview, Montana. I
was en route to attend a Synod meeting at Kalispel, Montana.
This anecdote will give a kind of ‘feel’ in the scholarship edge
in these matters. On Great Northern Railroad train, I was in
the men’s room where there was a place to recline. There was
also an older man who asked me if I was a student and if so,
where. I told him and he said, “So, you’re from Princeton,
eh?” He said he was a University professor. I thought I de-
tected some antagonism. Then he added, “Come into the car, I
want to talk to you.” After seating me next to the window, he
started the conversation by saying, “There is no doubt that the
Gospels present only a human portrait of Jesus.” I said, “Oh?
What is your theory?” Briefly, it appeared very like the ‘Bau-
Tuebinggen School’ of German Criticism. Dr. Machen and oth-
ers had explained this modernistic view in the first year class
in New Testament Introduction to us at Princeton. I suppose
in kinship with his critical view of the four Gospels, Mark was
viewed as the earliest, and as a matter of fact, ‘historical’ to
those who do not accept the Deity of Christ. The same view
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regarded the other Gospels as written much later, especially
John, which I suppose they felt allowed for a less historical
and valid source, and that, at a later date, men had begun to
revere and finally worship Jesus. I interjected to the Professor
that Mark had as striking a witness to the Deity of Christ as
any, because, for example, Mark 1:1, also for the words of the
centurion at the crucifixion of Jesus who said, “Truly this man
was the Son of God.” Mark 15:39. Then there are the amazing
miracles of Christ listed in the Gospel. From time to time, as
the man was talking, I would ask, “What proof do you have for
your theory?” At perhaps the third time I asked this question,
he appeared greatly irritated. He had been talking louder and
louder, and I was ashamed to be in the next seat with him and
was afraid for my witness, not desiring that people in the car,
hearing him so loudly, would feel I held the same views. At
my last repeated query, he pounded on the outside arm rest
saying, “Oh, bother with the proof! I have taught this stuff for
thirty years, and I know!” Then he asked me if I had ever read
Harnak. Well, no, I had not directly, though I knew he was the
radical scholar at the University of Berlin. I did not claim to be,
myself, a scholar, having had but two years in seminary. But
then I thought of Dr. Zahn, who I knew was the great respected
conservative critic in Holland. So I asked the man if he had
read Zahn. He said (not so loudly as his previous statements,)
“No, I have not.” There is one thing in this confrontation in
my youth. At the time we were conversing, I could not help but
think some sophomores in the University, some doubtless fresh
from old fashioned and Bible-believing homes, would be fac-
ing the teacher preaching from his subject, in a tax-supported
position. And of his angry conversation with my questioning
and his non-proof of his position, and his authoritative, “Oh,
bother with the proof. . . I have taught this for thirty years and
I know!” When I returned to that same dual field at the end of
my first year in the ministry, the local High School in Watford
City, North Dakota, was having its graduation exercises. I had
been asked, as a local pastor, to give the opening Invocation
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and closing Benediction. The speaker seemed to be a kind of
an extension man for the University of North Dakota. In his
address I felt the speaker went to great lengths to assure all in
his audience that their young people would find it all helpful
at his school in their religious life. Most of the audience was
made up of old fashioned Norwegian Lutherans. He spoke of
the John Wesley facility there. (I was unimpressed at this. My
own elder brother, for a time, left the view of the full inspira-
tion of the Scripture when at the University of Illinois, when he
heard a Methodist clergyman in the area say that there were
two incompatible stories of the Creation in the first two chap-
ters of Genesis!” So, remembering this, I doubted whether the
Methodist facility adjoining the University would be as helpful
as the speaker implied.) The general tenor of the address, I
felt, was to allay any thought that sending their young people
to Grand Forks would be hurtful to their religion. He said so
much on this line, I thought that even if I had not had the con-
versation the previous summer with the professor on the train,
I might have wondered whether things might not be right at
the school after such repeated assurances by the speaker. At
the close of his address, just before the benediction, having
noted where the speaker was, I made a bee-line for him after
the benediction. I told him quickly of my conversation with
the professor on the train. He said, “I wonder who that could
be?” The speaker seemed friendly and affable. He looked first
at the floor and then at the ceiling, and then said, “I’ll tell you
what I will do, Myers. I will go back to the University and
make some inquiries, and then I will write you a letter.” The
speaker did write me the letter. The tenor if it was, he said of
the professor I spoke of, “He’s an old fellow who has been here
for some years. No one pays much attention to him around
here.” However, a succeeding year, I noted an article in the
Bismarck Tribune which told of a public meeting honoring that
same professor. It was held in the city (which I do not recall)
of the professor’s retirement. An interesting development of
this is that in my last year of study at Princeton Seminary, I
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happened to be recounting the conversation on the train in my
eating club. Professor Van Til was sitting nearby and hearing
my remark about the professor saying more quietly that he had
not read Zahn, laughed and said, “The Professor probably did
not know Dutch.”

However, all humor aside, it is this kind of thing — natu-
ralism, denying the supernatural in philosophy by such men as
John Dewey, a kind of patron saint among educators — which
has been the spiritual enemy in our society, against the great,
glorious and historic doctrines of the Christian Faith we have
to face. And it is in such an era when prayer and Christian
doctrine, or even simple Bible reading is put out of the pub-
lic schools, in which the cult of humanism has full and open
sway. And at the same time, there is a hounding of private
Christian schools in matters of curriculum programs. Thus are
the naturalistic and humanistic philosophies left on the throne.
Humanist standards leave out the supernatural. It is no won-
der this tax-supported structure has proved such a spawning
ground for future church members, leaders, and officers that
old-line denominations have capitulated one by one to the mod-
ernists. Thank God for bold spirits such as Dr. Carl McIntire,
who have reinforced us all, bringing to American church life
the newer ‘separated’ church which has been safe havens and
witnesses. Dr. Carl McIntire’s clarion call without any com-
promises, has strengthened the bands of Bible believers, raised
a standard against materialism and Communism, the great en-
emy that would bury us. He has made the force for the truth of
Christ and the Bible and the Gospel all over the world with the
International Council of Christian Churches of which he is the
founder and its President. And he has become a great leader
in our land for a true witness for those separate and those who
obey the Lord not to touch the unclean thing (I Corinthians,
Chapter 6).
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Chapter 12

Ordination in Miles City, Montana; an un-

expected struggle in spiritual darkness

If we say that we have fellowship with him and walk
in darkness, we lie and do not the truth. I John 1:6

. . . for without me ye can do nothing. John 15:5

Now, for a recounting of the first year of ordained ministry.
May of 1929 found me on the way back to the two churches
of the past summer’s studenty work. Leaders of Presbyterian
Home Missions work in Presbyteries and Synods of the two
states, Montana and North Dakota, led the two churches forty
three miles apart, which I had been serving the latter part of
the previous summer, to send me calls to become pastor, condi-
tional to examination by Yellowstone Presbytery of Montana,
and if sustained, to an ordination and settling in the ministry
of the joint field. I arrived again in Fairview, Montana that
year in May, 1929. A foundation excavation was already made
in Fairview for the new edifice to be erected up the street from
downtown Ellery Avenue at a good corner location. When the
church was finished the evangelist we met later, Rev. E.E. Mat-
teson, declared it the most beautiful and complete church he
had ever seen in a town of that size in the Montana-Dakota
area. Of an exterior grout, soft blue in its basic background,
it was sponge touched with brown tan and red grout upon the
background of the beautiful light blue. The decorator called
it “Venetian Stucco.” The outside walls looked rather like a
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beautiful delicate interior decoration! The building had a cor-
ner tower with battlement top which I desired out of remem-
brance of the great church in Economy, Nova Scotia where I
first had preached. With a floored, full basement it also had
a beautiful interior with crossed varnished beams supporting
the roof. From forty to fifty attended as a rule, at first. The
church seemed to grow with a good company of young people
attending. At one time seventy to ninety top numbers attended
evening Young People’s meetings. But I had much to learn. As
I visited, people were kindly. I cannot blame them. But the
trouble in time was my own attitude toward my work. The suc-
cess of my ministry was uppermost, I’m afraid, not the Lord’s
glory. I was yet to learn the lesson that the Lord’s honor must
come first, not my own standing in the opinion of those I have
to do with. Suddenly. to my surprise, when preaching legit-
imately the old time Gospel and true doctrinal preaching, I
found my Christian assurance fading. Victory in Christ’s work
does not consist in patting people on the back, saints and sin-
ners alike. Suddenly I found myself in spiritual darkness, and it
was very dark. I have since diagnosed my condition as that of
one who had worked for himself and not his Savior. Matthew
6:33 is ever the rule for victory in Christian service. “Seek ye
first the kingdom of God and his righteousness.”

Several years later I had the opportunity to hear that great
peer of Bible exposition, Dr. W. Graham Scroggie of Charlotte
Baptist Chapel in Edinburgh, Scotland. Speaking to divinity
students of Free Church College, he stated, “There are usually
two great experiences in the Christian life. The first one is at
the time of his acceptance of Jesus Christ as his Savior. The
second is when he realizes and submits to Jesus as his Lord.”
Ideally, indeed, it is best if both are realized at once, to sub-
mit to Christ as Lord in Christian service when one is saved.
I needed to. I had received Jesus Christ as my Savior in my
fifteenth year. But I am afraid that thereafter my own interest
took control. When a young man in the Methodist Church in
Glen Ellyn, Illinois, I taught a Bible class of boys in Sunday
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School and was at one time President of the Young People’s
Epworth League. I would not be surprised, as I delivered gro-
ceries, if people who saw me might say, “There goes a Christian
boy.” In my Wheaton College years I had five interests. There
were my sports, my tennis, my work which aided me financially,
my studies, and my spiritual life. But I am afraid the first four
occupied my chief concerns and my Lord was not first, alas,
and rather interest of youth and ambition found the other four
before Him. Jesus said, “Seek ye first. . . ” Matthew 6:33. And
great pain, struggle and spiritual darkness became ultimately
my lot because of it, and spoiled what should have been an
unspoiled and bright first year in an ordained ministry.

Now, I will digress at this point to tell of ordination in Miles
City, Montana. This was before the darkness began to settle.
Mid-summer, 1929, there were three of us before our Pres-
bytery. Miles City is a great town in the heart of rugged coun-
try. Up the Yellowstone River, 130 miles southwest of Fairview,
it was named after the great U.S. Army General, Nelson Miles,
of the Plains who pursued Sitting Bull and the Sioux after the
Battle of the Little Big Horn when General Custer and his
command were annihilated in 1876. Old Fort Keogh was still
standing, though in ruins outside the city.

I recall with pleasure our ordination examination. If we had
thought that by severe studies and graduation from the oldest,
largest and most prestigious Seminary of the denomination, we
would not have a rigorous and thorough going over, we were
mistaken. Hours of intensive examinations were ours. How-
ever, the “examination was sustained.” The decision was to
proceed at once to the ordination. I will never forget the time
of the ordination prayer by the Rev. Johnson, an elderly, white
haired minister. With the hands of all members of Presbytery
on my head, as I kneeled down, how that man made a long
and moving prayer! At its end I arose and looked up and as
I did so, tears were streaming down his face. And no man
seemed more severe than he at Presbytery meetings. At this
time I do not remember the exact date, but it was in July or
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August, 1929. Three years ago, when I announced my resig-
nation and retirement at fifty years in the ministry, a special
Sunday celebration was held in the Bible Presbyterian Church
in Muskegon, Michigan, my last pastorate, for the anniversary
Sunday. I thank our God He permitted me these years. I feel
it is little deserved.

Returning to the period of darkness, it was a good way
through my first year of ministry when the point was reached
that I could hardly continue. It was terrible to enter the pulpit
and try to lead a service when one felt entirely in the dark. I
felt as dead as can be in the pulpit when one should be able
to encourage others in the faith! I finally came to the point
that I would leave the ministry. Mine, however, was the hope
to finish the first year while the church was in building and
then my plan was to resign and demit the ministry. I would
then tell the people frankly how I felt, ask their forgiveness and
pardon, and leave. As the church was in the building stage, I
felt it not right to leave in the course of its construction.

By the unmerited grace and mercy of God, things happened
before that first year was over. I had arranged for Henry Atkin-
son, of my own age and pastor at Hysham, Montana, to come to
one of my churches, Watford City, North Dakota, for a series of
evangelistic meetings. The following week, another older man
from Princeton Seminary, Rev. Walter J. Feeley, from Man-
hattan, also come to the Fairview church. Rev. Atkinson did
come to Watford City and revival came to the church. I recall
his opening sentence in the first sermon on the Second Coming
of Christ. It was, “The world is going to hell!” Before the end
of the week, ladies of the church rose up one by one with tears
streaming from their faces, indicating a decision on their part
to turn from worldliness to the Lord and surrender to Him. I
was glad of it, but my heart was as dead as ever. The follow-
ing week, Rev. Feeley came to Fairview. My sense of need, if
it were possible, deepened but while the people of the church
seemed impressed, the most visible results to me were in my
own heart. It happened upon a hill back of the lignite mine
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in town. We were there for meditation, the evangelist and I.
He turned my attention to John Chapter 15. I read, “I am
the vine, ye are the branches,” then, “apart from me ye can do
nothing.” I said to myself, ‘that is true, I can do nothing.’ And
later I read that Jesus said, “They have hated me, they will
hate you also.” That was just what I had been doing, trying
in my ministry NOT to be hated, but be a great backslapper,
and have all men speak well of me. Trusting in the Lord for
all, regardless of what men would think, and depending upon
Him, not myself, I found again the joy and peace I had lost. I
was so happy, I rushed downhill to Mr. Woodfill’s cobbler shop
and told him what had happened to me with great joy. Mr.
Woodfill put down his hammer and listened. A courteous but
busy man, he would have, on other occasions, kept on working.
It had been a long, hard journey the past seven or eight months
when God made me realize my great need. I began to preach
then, and God chose to accompany this feeble and unworthy
soul with results. The next Sunday morning service, I told the
people how it had been with me and gave the invitation at the
end of the service. I answered the invitation myself, kneeling at
the altar before the pulpit. Before hardly a moment, the young
elder, Kenneth Gardner and his wife Mildred were beside me
at the altar. I began to preach with confidence and regularly
to ask church folk and others whether they were saved, and if
not, to invite them to come to Christ. In Watford City, the
most numerous results seemed to come. Church attendance
increased. In Fairview, our 80 to 90 young people decreased
to only 6 attending Young People’s meeting. But those six all
became saved. Before that, all they seemed interested in was
‘parties.’ Now with one mind, the little group of young people
met together looking earnestly to the Bible for their study week
after week for serious designs for their Christian life. Thanks
be to God, I began to lose the fear of ‘man’ and trusted in the
Lord for His grace. Before this happened, I had tried to lean
on personality and persuasion of my own. Now I knew it was
the Lord alone to be looked to for the winning of souls. This
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was a great relief! The entire burden had previously been on
myself. Now it was on the Lord. Interestingly, too, it was just
at that time I was converted to the pre-millenial view of the
coming of the Lord. This, too, was a relief. God has a sure
program for the election of souls and for events to come.
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Chapter 13

New duties as a pastor; Young People’s

Bible Camp; Elim Camp and Lower Yellow-

stone Bible Conference; the ‘Big Opening’;

a clean sweep

Take heed therefore unto yourselves, and to all the
flock, over which the Holy Ghost hath made you
overseers, to feed the church of God, which he hath
purchased with his blood. Acts 20:28

While I have spoken much thus far of the qualities, the
labors, excellencies and victories of other preachers on the
Plains, and somewhat of my own experiences, I must interject
that the lesson I learned from John Chapter 15 in the preceding
chapter, that, apart from Christ, we can do nothing, and indeed
are nothing, must be emphasized! It is the work of the Holy
Spirit, the third Person of the Trinity, to enable His preachers,
anywhere on earth, to bear witness to Christ. A mighty E.E.
Matteson, evangelist, a courageous Samuel J. Allen, an amaz-
ing Frank B. Gigliotti, a gentle and effective Chester Diehl, a
most interesting and colorful James L. Rohrbaugh and Henry
Atkinson were used of God, because the Spirit of God made
them so. The same is true of anyone else. We can echo the
great gospel song, “. . . To God be the glory,”. . . and, “Only a
sinner, saved by Grace.”

Rev. E.E. Matteson spoke of the absolute need of the power
of the Spirit when he declared, “Sometimes I am bold as a
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lion,. . . but then, sometimes I am weak as a kitten.” (From a
private conversation.) This absolute need of the Spirit of God
is expressed in Scripture:

And I will pray the Father, and he shall give you
another Comforter, (advocate) that he may abide
with you forever. He dwelleth with you and shall be
in you. John 14:16, 17

But when the Spirit of truth is come, he shall glorify
me. (Christ) John 16:13, 14.

But when the Comforter is come, who I will send
unto you from the Father, he shall testify of me.
John 15:26.

. . . he shall not speak of himself. John 16:1

The above lines tell of the Holy Spirit, who is to be with the
Christian both in and with him forever, guiding in all truth
speaking the things of God and of Christ, John 14:16, 16:13,
and is the Power, Director, Revealer of Christ and of God and
His Word. Is it not a comfort that this is so always, not only
for the pastor/evangelist, but indeed every yielded Christian?
So let us keep this in mind if it may be we are tempted to
over-glorify men, and if it so appear any time in this writing.
But praises be to the Lord for His ministry in and through
His ministers, be that witness in any layman, woman, child or
church official. Paul puts it well in Romans 1:1. “Paul, a ser-
vant. . . (bond slave). . . of Jesus Christ, called to be an apostle,
separated unto the gospel of God.”

Before turning now to specific incidents of my first pastorates
at Fairview, Montana, and Watford City, North Dakota, I turn
to tell of some mundane arrangements, the type of living quar-
ters, and such matters and then to more important spiritual
aspects.
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The church manse was a nice house in Fairview, not large
but certainly adequate and convenient across the street from
the church edifice. My father and mother from Glen Ellyn,
Illinois, gave me their presence the first year of my ministry
as a gift to me for I was still single. A visitation to homes, a
getting around to church members and others, was to be my
lot for pastoring. The preaching as well as visitation in two
pastorates forty-three miles apart meant a great deal of driving
and a strenuous ministry. About half of the road was ‘dirt.’
The rest of the way east was a gravel road. I found it could
be driven in an hour and a half or more. The state speed limit
was forty miles per hour and I endeavored conscientiously to
keep to that limit my years in that area. However, visiting and
preaching in both towns and their country areas, I tried to keep
close under that limit. This meant that, even at forty miles
per hour on a dirt highway, a trail of dust would follow the car.
The road was well graded, except after inclement weather. One
could have places where ruts or quagmires would be a problem.
Half the week would be spent at one city, the rest of the week at
the other. I sought to have a midweek prayer meeting in each
city. Thursday prayer meeting and a Sunday morning service
at one, and a Wednesday prayer meeting and Sunday evening
service at the other. One felt a bit on the run, and personal
affairs were in upheaval. But it had more a semblance of a
full-time pastorate in each city and area. In Watford City I
rented a small lean-to kind of building, hardly a room, a tiny
kitchenette and front steps, a step or two from dirt to floor
level. I called it my ‘shack manse.’ It was owned by the Frazee
sisters who lived next door. They were good, elderly women,
members of the church. Alice Frazee was most able, a real
student of God’s Word, and a credit to the church. I had
procured a Model-T Coupe, a solid covered car 1926 Sedan
model, a gift from my father to me.

The attendance in the Watford City church was always good.
It was not a large building but it was filled. One always found
a welcome in the homes of the people. The attendance was
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good in the Fairview church, too. Dr. and Mrs. Treat were
always kind and steadfast friends. Their son, George, was one
of the young people who remained faithful when the young
people’s attendance dropped way down, an earnest Christian
lad. The Blanchards, whose father was the carpenter in charge
of building the new church, were all godly people. They were
a large family.

During my second year, I sought to have the young people
take their interests in the study of the Westminster Confession
of Faith and its Shorter Catechism. In Watford City a group
of perhaps a dozen or more, mostly High School youngsters,
joined in the study weekly. In fact, real faith seemed to be
present and a number of them united with the church. But
I later had to learn that old time evangelistic methods were
the best way to insure real spiritual growth. The ‘teacher’ and
‘pastor’ indeed are from God. But the gift of the ‘evangelist’ is
mentioned first in Ephesians Chapter 4. This method, or route,
of using the evangelist was a natural one for me to follow, for
I myself had first come to Christ through this gift at the age
of 15.

The use of evangelistic methods took two routes in the first
four years of my ministry, and for that matter, a good deal of
the fifty years I have been a pastor. The first was evangelism in
the Young People’s Bible Camps and Conferences. The second
was the evangelism method by a series of nightly meetings in
a church by carefully chosen visiting evangelists. Also, the
evangelistic method in regular church services led by myself,
the Sunday services, could be included with the second route.
I will recount the Young People’s Conferences at camps first.

The first summer after ordination and a first year of ministry,
I attended the regular Montana State Synod Camp near Yel-
lowstone Park. Four young people from Fairview accompanied
me in my car. It was a 1930 Ford, Model A, five passenger
sedan. I had purchased it new. The Camp at West Yellow-
stone had some good points and was superintended by a very
fine Presbyterian older pastor from Great Falls. But I soon
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found out we were a mixed company.
One young pastor told me in personal conversation he did

not accept any of the Old Testament, and only such parts of
the New Testament as he chose. Also, he did not believe in
hell. “We all go from zero to A-plus,” he said. This was
disconcerting. Walter J. Feeley and Henry Atkinson were fine
men and there were others. Because of the Fundamentalists,
and the grace of God, I believe we were blessed at the camp,
but I decided I would not return there.

Events occurred which hastened that decision. When we
returned from Yellowstone, the young people in Watford City,
hearing I had taken the young people from Fairview to a camp,
set up a clamor for a Bible camp for them also. So I had to
produce!

Providentially, a new ‘opening,’ or confluence with the Yel-
lowstone River into the Missouri River developed. Heretofore,
the Yellowstone ran roughly at the Montana-North Dakota
border north to a point almost at the Missouri, but then, leav-
ing but a narrow neck of land, flowed west perhaps fifteen miles
where it finally turned right (north) and the two rivers joined.
Only that narrow neck of land, low and sandy, had kept it from
joining earlier. No doubt because of previous years of flow and
wear at the narrow point, finally that summer of 1930, it broke
through to its new opening. At its left, the ‘old channel,’ a nice
sandy beach and slow current was available, ideal for swim-
ming and camping. I believe such developments caused the
Ox Bow lakes which parallel newer channels of even mightier
rivers like the Mississippi. This made such a good spot for our
new camp that very summer. Overnight, the site became a
popular place. The ‘Big Opening’ was a dense woods area, for
miles up the Yellowstone — rare in that country. As a pastor,
I often heard the plaint from housewives, after their settlement
on the Plains, “I miss the trees.” Dr. Treat told, with humor,
of the “Third Grove” near Fairview. They went to it, at first
looking for woods and found but three trees! Out in the ‘Big
Opening,’ for some reason, whether higher ground due to the
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confluence of the great rivers, or some other reason, the river
valley was broad and filled with trees to density. Incidentally,
deer abounded.

So I found some land right at the confluence, made arrange-
ments with the owner and laid our plans. Young people were
to bring cots, spring beds (though more than one or two of the
latter were not very welcome,) and mattresses. Two tents were
found available. There were no buildings or cooking facilities.
Those who came were to bring their own food and plan to cook
over open fires in the sand. Miss Frazee, the elderly woman,
chose to teach a course on “Stewardship.” I chose the Book
of Romans. A third teacher was Flora Noteboom, who lived
in the river valley near Fairview and was home on vacation
from her studies in a Minnesota Bible School. Her choice was
another Bible book for a class. Arranging the three classes in
order in the morning, planning the afternoon for swimming,
games, or free time, and evenings for preaching services - this
was the schedule. With an open trailer behind my auto I man-
aged to bring ten girls from Watford City along with Miss
Alice Frazee, one High School girl from Sidney, Montana, and
one boy from Fairview, made an even dozen students. But
when traveling west through the hills and then over the com-
bined Highway-Railroad bridge with its dizzying heights above
the Yellowstone River, with the girls bouncing and singing on
their mattress-cot-laden trailer, seeing the waters far below —
for all their hilarious spirits, I doubt now, as I did then, the
wisdom of so conveying them. These, with the three teach-
ers, comprised the ‘Elim Camp and Lower Yellowstone Bible
Conference,’ quite a name for so quickly arranged and rather
bare camp. There they found ‘waters’ as was the name of the
stop for the Children of Israel after they came out of Egypt,
journeying toward Sinai, Exodus 15:27. In spite of the lack
of normal, well-built appurtenances, nevertheless, that camp
was to result in a great work for souls. Toward the end of the
week the teachers agreed with me that we should have some-
one else, not in camp, to give the final message in the evening
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service. The question was — who? Providentially, during a
day trip to Fairview, I met a young preacher of the Holiness
church that was far removed from my own Calvinist and Pres-
byterian faith. I saw that he truly loved the Lord and desired
to see souls saved, so I asked him to come out and preach that
night. He came. But God had further plans I did not know
of. That night, before we could go to the open-air meeting
place, there came a terrible rain storm. It was like one which
Lewis F. Crawford, the North Dakota State historian described
in his historic book, Rekindling Camp Fires, which had taken
place at this very spot. Of course, it was impossible to hold a
meeting that night. In a raging storm the girls found shelter
in one tent with Miss Frazee, Miss Noteboom, - the evangelist,
the one boy and I in the other. They were not large tents and
one sought to keep away from the walls or it would be very
wet. The rains came in “sheets” as they say. While we were
visiting, Miss Noteboom came from the girls’ tent and asked
if they could come into our tent to be spoken to about being
saved! The young evangelist said, “By all means, bring them
in to us in turn one at a time.” And praise God, they came
in and wept their way to Christ and salvation, every one of
them! There were ten of them, for the one from Sidney had
gone home early to be with her parents. And the boy who was
with us came also. This was a “clean sweep.” I have called
it a revival without a meeting and without preaching. And
to my knowledge, all ten of the girls from Watford City and
the boy from Fairview remained consistent Christians the fol-
lowing years I was pastor in the two fields. The young ladies,
all but one High School age, became a spiritual youth center
under God and the elders of the Watford City church. Stead-
fast at weekly prayer meetings and Sunday School and services,
they were really witnesses to Christ. Their spiritual leader was
Marjory Scollard, a High School senior. Let me give a contrast.
One of the years I made a trip to Pittsburgh to our General
Assembly. Somehow, perhaps by letter, I heard that a gentle-
man with his son was going to be in New York on a Sunday.
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The son had been a childhood chum of mine in Chicago. They
were tenants, then, of my parents. But now, the gentleman
lived in Connecticut where he had a textile factory. I planned
that Sunday to hear a noted Baptist, an aged preacher of the
Broadway Baptist Church and they consented, the father and
son, to go with me to hear him. After the service, we came
back to the hotel and visited. The son, who had just graduated
from Cornell University, was very, very critical of the sermon
he had heard. I defended it and in the course of the conver-
sation quoted a passage from the Apostle Paul. The young
man responded heatedly, “Oh, Paul is just a jumble of words!”
I recounted this statement and encounter in Watford City on
return to the Young People in a meeting. Marjorie Scollard, in
surprise, said, “Why, I like Paul. He makes things so plain!”
A University graduate in New York City testily declares, ‘Paul
is only a jumble of words,’ and a humble Christian girl in High
School says she likes Paul because he makes things so plain.
This shows us that the Wisdom of God comes not by being a
university student and graduate, or necessarily holding a de-
gree, or any wisdom of this world. Not from the high and wise
of this world, but true wisdom comes only from God through
the Gospel. Jesus Christ is unto us both wisdom and righ-
teousness, sanctification and redemption (I Corinthians 1:30).
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Chapter 14

The ‘gift’ of the Evangelist; its use in re-

vivals of the early 1930s; first evangelis-

tic meetings with E.E. Matteson, Watford

City, North Dakota, and Fairview, Mon-

tana

But unto every one of us is given grace, according
to the measure of the gift of Christ. Wherefore he
saith, when he ascended up on high, he led captivity
captive, and gave gifts to men. . . And he gave some
apostles; and some, prophets; and some evangelists;
and some pastors and teachers. . . Ephesians 4:7, 8,
11

When one reads the above passage and with it the end of
the sentence, Ephesians 4:12-16, one realizes the great place
Christ provided for the Church on earth when he ascended into
heaven. The ‘gifts’ are various callings and offices for dispens-
ing the Word and Gospel to men. The first ‘gifts’ mentioned
were ‘apostles’ and ‘prophets.’ These were both given in the
New Testament times. They gave the Word both orally and
written from the mouth of God. Jude Verse 3 makes clear that
the ‘faith is once for all given to the saints.’ And Ephesians
2:20 shows us we are built upon the foundation of the apostles
and prophets, Jesus Christ Himself being the chief corner stone.
Now the apostles and prophets are no longer with us. But we
have evangelists, pastors and teachers to declare unto us the
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Gospel which was first given in the inerrant Word through the
first two gifts. It is to be noted that the evangelist is men-
tioned in order before the pastors and teachers. We can only
conclude that if an individual ignores the use of hearing of any
of these last three gifts, he does so in peril of losing the most
necessary blessings mentioned in Verses 12-16 of Ephesians 4.
Or if a church does not include in its program the use of an
evangelist, pastor and teacher, then it fails and impoverishes
its growth, blessing and membership. Likewise, if a pastor fails
to encourage his church and does not plan to have men who are
evangelists to have their place in the ministry, he is turning his
back on the Word of God. I believe that missing this gift of the
evangelist is the most common. While many in our time bewail
the lack of growth, effective witness, and soul saving power in
many of our local churches, it is quite often due in part to
failure to entertain the evangelists in their God-provided gifts.
Submission to the Word of God spoken by these fearless men
can bring the ‘perfection of the saints,’ etc., Ephesians Chapter
4, correcting also any situation as may be needed in the local
church. Oft times the ministry of an evangelist to a church
will be largely concerned with Christians already members of
a church. See I Peter 4:17, “Judgment must begin at the house
of God. . . ” This view of the work of an evangelist runs counter
to any who think the evangelist is limited only to the reaching
of the unsaved. Of course, it can be said that evangelists, as
well as other Christian leaders, should be used in the program
of winning souls to Christ, and indeed many are so won. But
even as a good physician is needed with gentle healing arts, so
the surgeon is oft needed too. The Word is a two-edged sword
and can bring conviction to saints and sinners alike.

In all this it is well to say that the gift of the pastor cannot
be dispensed with either. It takes a lot of grace to stay with
the flock and minister, endeavoring to meet the needs of people
from day to day and week to week. Indeed, if a pastor does
his work well, the work is more effective when an evangelist
comes to do his part. Some think that the words ‘pastors and
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teachers’ in Ephesians 4:11 indicate that the teacher’s gift is
part of the pastor’s ministry. However, it is to be noted in Acts
13:1 that at Antioch it is said there were certain ‘prophets and
teachers’ and they are named. They either had both gifts in
the same men, or some were one and some were the other. It is
not impossible that men might be given, at least in some cases,
both ‘gifts.’ Or that some men have the use of both, or either,
at times. This is God’s decision. Peter, the Apostle, speaks
of himself as having the gift and office also of ‘an elder’. “The
elders which are among you I exhort, who am also an elder.”
I Peter 5:1.

When a pastor, which was my calling in life, I sought to use
the ‘evangelist’ in men other than myself, both in churches I
served, and also when a chaplain in the Army. In the later work
in the Army, I sought at every post I served to have at least
one series of evangelistic services, and also in every church. An
effort to gird a church in a revival, seeking this through evange-
listic meetings in a continuous series, does several things for a
church. (1) It girds the members and Christians attending with
expectancy and prayer and encourages them to make contacts
personally for souls. It has been said that an evangelistic se-
ries can produce a ‘climate’ which helps Christians personally
to engage in a united work to win souls. (2) It brings Chris-
tians to a heightened facing of themselves and their souls before
God. (3) It further challenges the unsaved. For example, in
my pastorate in Lemmon, South Dakota, the first additions in
the tiny, newly organized Bible Presbyterian Church, I learned
to wait on the Lord as to when the next evangelistic series
should be held, meanwhile pastoring the newly added people.
By this means, in less than ten years after beginning the work
in Lemmon with but three or four adult members, God gave
us 100 attending Sunday morning services and a very good
crowd Sunday evenings, and a large ‘tabernacle’ church edi-
fice. I have seen ‘revivals’ in which few, if any, ‘unsaved’ would
appear won. I say these things, not to insist we should always
look for the same kinds of results, but even when such seeming
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lack of winning the unsaved was experienced in such meetings.
Christians and members were themselves ‘revived.’ This kind
of revival can give a situation in the church which produces
further blessings at a future time.

In my work assisting the evangelist, Rev. E.E. Matteson,
when I was a younger man as a song leader, singer and general
assistant, I found Mr. Matteson’s work more readily produced
results in churches where prayer meetings were assiduously con-
ducted by the pastor previously in his church, and where the
pastor and members were devoted people. I have found, too,
that as a pastor, he can be alert to evangelistic opportunities
in his regular preaching and visitation. The winning of souls
need not be limited to just one kind of evangelism. We note
Paul calls on Timothy, the young pastor, “But watch thou in
all things, endure afflictions, do the work of an evangelist, make
full proof of thy ministry.” II Timothy 4:5.

I have mentioned the second route we recall in our first pas-
torate. However, there are many others: personal evangelism,
industrial evangelism, the work of laymen at their daily labors,
witnessing to fellow workers, even pastors who have access.
There is work among students in schools and colleges. In
fact, there seems no limit to the kinds of avenues of evange-
listic witness. These two, however, the Bible Conferences and
Youth Camps, and the consecutive meetings in a church in the
evenings and on Sundays, seemed singularly blessed in my pas-
torates. I ought to add two factors: that just holding meetings
without personal contacts does not seem to meet with the same
results. Thus, personal evangelism and public evangelism work
together.

One of the greatest revivals I have ever seen, and which re-
sulted in thirty converts, started in homes in a tiny village while
the evening meetings were begun. In one home after the other,
when the evangelist met face to face with families during the
day, it seemed no time at all that all the people were on their
knees. They then gave testimony in the next public meeting
and many others were saved. But I will stay by the remark
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that the holding of public and announced series of meetings
with a well chosen evangelist, and with the girding of the en-
tire church in prayer and working together, provides ‘climate,’
encouraging personal efforts. Before ending the chapter, I will
list historical data of using the public meetings in series in a
church with an evangelist.

The year 1929 was to show the beginning of the terrible
drought years in the 1930’s to affect us in that country. Con-
current with them, about 1930-35, was to be a period of re-
vival which swept that area, the northern Plains, the ‘short
grass country,’ as part of it was called. But in the midst of the
terrible judgment of the drought, many were to find mercy. A
man came to Watford City in the late fall or winter of 1931
looking for me. He was the aforementioned Rev. E.E. Matte-
son. He was made for the time; a preacher of righteousness,
pastor-evangelist of Wilton, North Dakota. He would preach
the law of God until sinners trembled. Then they were ready
for the message of God’s mercy and grace that they might be
saved. Neither saints nor sinners were spared in his preaching,
whether church members or un-churched. They came in large
crowds to hear him. I was ill with mumps in Fairview, Mon-
tana, forty three miles west, when he came. He came desiring
and believing he was led to come and hold meetings in Wat-
ford City, and yet he had no song leader and could not carry
a tune himself. The church leaders agreed to have him come if
I agreed. So he came over to Fairview finding me abed in the
last stages of recovery from the illness. I saw this tall, dark
stranger, grave of aspect and countenance. He told the reason
why he came. In the course of our conversation, I found he
was the father of Mildred Matteson who had graduated from
Wheaton College a year or so before my class. She was a very
fine young woman. I believe she graduated from college in
but two and a half or three years. I agreed to his holding the
meetings in Watford City quickly. He then asked me if I could
come the next Saturday night to lead the singing. He was an-
nouncing his crowd-getter as the “Crime Wave.” It spoke on a
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live topic at the time in the U.S.A. I led with the music in his
meeting as 500 people crowded out the Christiansen Hall, the
largest auditorium available. He preached a sermon on righ-
teousness with three points. He had most pastors in town on
the platform. His first point was, he blamed preachers for the
crime wave. With modernism and unfaithfulness in pulpits,
he had a large target. He turned around from the audience
and preached to the preachers on that point. (I was glad I
had gotten right with God the year before!) His second point
was, he blamed the church members for the crime wave. He
had plenty of targets as he addressed the audience. And in
his third point, he blamed the general public. It was a ser-
mon! He faced them with the Gospel throughout. It insured
him the great crowds in the following series the evangelist held
afterward in my church. A mighty revival was to follow. In
the meetings in the church, so many came, the elders in the
church, led by John Bruins, cut down the posts of the back-
stops of my tennis court I had built for the young people next
to the church. They used these posts to shore up the timbers of
the ceiling of the basement and floor of the auditorium above.
So many came to the meetings there was not room for all to
sit down in pews or extra chairs and men would stand densely,
shoulder to shoulder, behind the pews, a great weight. The
elders feared that the floor would give way. One night, when a
duty made me late, I arrived just in time to start the meeting.
But such a crowd packed the church that I had a hard time
squeezing into the front door and its crowd in my own church!
Many confessed to become saved in those meetings. Afterward,
Matteson held another series in Fairview. Results were not so
many confessing, but some did say they were saved. The lit-
tle city was shaken. I noticed something in those revivals and
later, in 1934-35, when Mr. Matteson and I traveled together
all of one winter. I noticed that when we would walk down the
street, as people approached us, they would drop their heads as
though afraid, or in deep contrition. The Spirit of God seemed
to bring conviction even in their attitude or conduct. What a
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blessing!
After the meetings in the winter of ‘31, neither of the churches

were the same. And it was easy to continue the revival Sunday
after Sunday. I learned the price of being identified as a com-
panion of an out-and-out preacher of the Gospel. One finds
new friends and brethren in Christ. But one finds also those
who appear not to repent, and they are not at all as friendly.
The Gospel brings a uniting by the spirit of God, but it also
brings a dividing.
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Chapter 15

The Bannon-Haven murder case; conver-

sion of Charles Bannon; a lynching; was

Charles Bannon saved?

For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is
eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord. Romans
8:23

I come now to a most trying time and experience in my min-
istry. I approach this chapter in serious consideration of its
solemn subject and a great desire to use care in its treatment.
It has to do with the Haven-Brannon murder case. At some
time, prior to the winter of 1930-31, a family with a number
of children disappeared from their farm which was just over
the hill north about a half mile from the county seat of Shafer,
North Dakota. I shall try to take care not to mention any-
thing that might do injustice to anyone, or reveal anything
that would betray a pastor’s confidence. I will try in these
matters to be silent for the living or the dead. Therefore, I
plan to mention only those things which were made a matter
of public knowledge either in the newspapers of the time or
some other revelation of public matters, or further instances
pertaining to the faith in Christ of parties involved. I list the
last as the right and fact of the Faith.

A 19 year old lad, Charles Bannon, stopped at the Haven
farm seeking employment, and once in its employ, claimed after
some time to have been asked by Mr. Haven to drive the family
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to the train station en route to having Mrs. Haven hospitalized
in a mental institution. The Bannon lad was staying on at the
farm after the purported event, taking care of the stock. His
claim was supported by some, who wrote on the back of an
envelope presented at his trial to the effect that the Haven
family made a deal with him to take a portion of the stock
as his to pay for his care of the place in their absence. I was
at the place visiting him when County Officers came to make
inquiry. His mother had asked me to visit him, and it was at
that time Sheriff Jacobsen called with another law enforcement
officer to ask him some questions. Mrs. Bannon, his mother,
attended my church in Fairview, Montana, forty three miles
from Watford City. She was a teacher in a country school near
Fairview.

I made two calls on Charles Bannon and was surprised af-
ter, the second call, to note in the local newspaper an item
concerning the Haven’s disappearance. News articles contin-
ued to fill up with unanswered questions. The second time
I visited him was in the evening after dark had settled, and
he was alone on the place. Then, soon afterward, the papers
stated he was arrested on a charge of stealing four hogs. It
was a ploy to hold him. Some things pointed to possible foul
play to the Havens. Mail for them at the local post office had
piled up for nearly a year. I visited him then in the small jail
in Shafer, and there followed a public hearing in Christiansen
Hall, Watford City, which lasted well into the second week.
Watford City was at the end of the branch line railroad and
four miles west of Shafer, the county seat. Finally, the State
Attorney, Mr. Taylor, began closely questioning Charles about
what kind of clothes various members of the family had when
taken away by him on the trip. At this point, it did seem as if
he knew too much about the garments, colors, etc. After the
Wednesday grilling, I was getting ready at my ‘shack manse’
for my mid-week trip to Fairview. But I was met by Mrs. Ban-
non who hurried to me and asked if I would join her and his
Defense Attorney for a visit to Charles in a downtown office
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fronting Main Street. She said, “We feel Charles has not been
telling us everything.” At that meeting, after an appeal by his
attorney, the boy stated tersely, “Mrs. Haven killed the baby.”
He stated on the attorney’s request he could tell them where
the baby of the family was buried. As I recall his statements,
a Haven family argument had taken place. Mrs. Haven was
known to be a very nervous woman. In the argument, she had
stumbled and the baby was injured, resulting in its death. At
this word, all the authorities, including some volunteer work-
ers, repaired quickly to the Haven farm four and a half miles
away and there the young man appeared to try to indicate
where the body was buried. At last, after some leads were un-
availing, he corrected his directions to the volunteer diggers,
and the body was found. He purported to be at the house
while the baby had been buried. Quickly, young Bannon was
moved from the relatively weak jailhouse in Shafer to the much
larger and stronger one in Williston, North Dakota, fifty miles
northwest and across the Missouri River. While there he may
have been given steady interrogation, for a statement from him
revealed where the rest of the family of six was buried. Then
the papers revealed all of this, a “third confession,” which was
to the effect that a “dark, mysterious stranger” had killed the
family and forced Charles to stay there, threatening him and
his parents with dire consequences if he would reveal it all. I
believe Mrs. Bannon always and ever after believed this con-
fession was the true account and that Charles was protecting
his parents.

Soon, at her request, I took Mrs. Bannon to the Williston
jail to see her son. I will not reveal all that happened, but
he stated in short to us and his defense attorney that it was
he who had killed the family, stating it happened when he
came to the place to be a hired hand one evening. It was
just at the time of milking the cows, and as he dismounted,
an older son asked Charles to milk a certain cow which was
known to be a “kicker.” It was said that new ‘hands’ oft are
not expected to work in the evening when they come, but the
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custom was for them to get themselves settled and start work
the next morning. At any rate, he said he refused to milk the
cow and bad feeling developed between them and Bannon said
he was called a bad name. He was known to have a temper,
and he went to his horse, took his gun and shot the Haven
boy. At the shot, the family arose from their milking to take
after him, but he had the gun and kept on shooting. Soon, all
were dead. Mrs. Haven, hearing the shots, came out toward
the barn, went back, perhaps to get a gun, and he shot her in
the back. Then Charles said that he sat down to think. The
baby alone lived, and I suppose, probably to keep it all from
becoming known, he shot the baby. The papers came out with
further ‘confessions’ after this fourth one, but with no essential
differences. Additional details, not thought of before, or minor
features were added. Now, the danger that men would take
the law into their own hands as ‘vigilantes’ became real and
I think were feared by the authorities. Charles was moved
from Williston Country Jail to that of Stanley, North Dako-
ta, quite a distance east and out of the area. I visited him
with his mother later at Stanley. His mother offered him some
cigarettes. To my surprise, he declined. He pointed to an
unused pack formerly given him. Yet his fingers had always
been stained with cigarette use to his knuckles! He later said
that during his long winter months at the Haven place, he
would see the faces of the Haven family who he had killed
through the windows in the darkness at night. It must have
been great torment, indeed, if he was guilty. This I do not
say. He never had a trial as we shall see. About the cigarettes,
though, at our visit he said he had quit their use. “I do not
need them anymore,” he said. I noticed something else. He
began to talk about Old Testament prophecies being fulfilled.
He seemed filled with the subject. Now, I had given him a New
Testament, spoken to him of the Lord and salvation, and sang
hymns for him, playing on an organ at that second visit to the
Haven place. It was in the evening. I did not know at that
time that the bodies of the missing family were then buried
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on the place. I did not suspect Charles Bannon even later
when the inquiry was held. It was said, or reported, that even
the State Attorney conducting the inquiry did not believe him
guilty at first and made a public appeal to the audience asking
for anyone with information to come forward and communicate
the same.

A third change I noticed in the Stanley jail. He had lost
his fear of death by lynching. Indeed, before when we visited
him in the Williston jail, he did have fear. But at Stanley, he
spoke of having received a letter from a well known ‘lifer,’ a
convict at the Idaho penitentiary who had committed murders
with dynamite during the labor troubles in Colorado. This el-
derly prisoner had read of Charles Bannon in the newspapers.
It was all over the west and northwest, if not the nation as
well. The old prisoner had been converted in prison and in his
letter advised Bannon to turn to Christ. I believe it is possible
Charles did just that. In his cell Charles spoke of getting the
letter and remarked of the old man’s turning to Christ. Ban-
non then added, “And he was worse than I was because he
meant to do it.” From his statement I suppose Bannon had
begun the fight in sudden anger as he had related. But he
spoke of surprise that one like the elderly convict could find
mercy and peace through faith in Christ. If Bannon himself
turned to Christ, it would explain the changes I have noted. I
must say I left the cell in wonder. Passing the Sheriff outside,
I said, “Who is it that has been seeing young Bannon?” He
replied, “Oh, it’s —. He was once in the State Penitentiary
at Bismarck.” Well, that was indeed revealing. A man who
was a converted ex-convict and once imprisoned, had been vis-
iting Bannon, explaining fulfilled Old Testament prophecies to
him. To my knowledge he had never been to church or Sunday
School. His parents were not of the same faith; the father was
Roman Catholic, the mother had attended the Presbyterian
Church in Fairview. When she was a student at Eugene, Ore-
gon, she had become interested in the Presbyterian Church in
that city. Bannon was asked a question at the inquiry if he had
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attended church or Sunday School. His answer was affirmative.
However, I recall it is true that some Adventists had held some
services in the country school near them. It may be some at-
tendance occurred at those meetings. Otherwise, I met no one
in Shafer or Watford City who remembered his attendance at
either church or Sunday School. But now, he loses fear in a
Stanley jail and says after the visits of a Christian ex-convict
and a letter from an Idaho life prisoner, “They can take away
my life, but they cannot take away my soul.”

Something peculiar came to me in the form of a letter when
I arrived home in Fairview. I had much driving from Watford
to Williston to Stanley and return, perhaps 250-300 miles or
more. A letter was waiting for me from a man I had never met.
I believe, from his letter, he partly worked as a farmer and
part time sold merchandise like Watkins Products. He asked
two startling questions in his letter. He and his family were
evidently Christian people. His area was a farm near Williston.
One of his questions was whether I could tell if Bannon was
“saved or not.” The other was whether a murderer can be
saved. He referred to some Bible verses, I John 3:15, “No
murderer hath eternal life abiding in him,” and also, Galations
5:21, “. . . of the which I tell you before, as I have also told you
in time past, that they which do such things shall not inherit
the kingdom of God.” In his letter the man went on to say that
one of his daughters came under a great “burden” for Charles
Bannon, about whom they had read in the newspapers. He
sent the letter to me, having read my name in the newspaper
as a clergyman who had attended Bannon. Hence, also the two
questions in the letter. He said they had all gotten under the
burden for Bannon. Then he said, “. . . the burden has passed.”
That was all.

I answered the letter at once and, in short, said to him I
could not declare for sure whether Charles had become saved,
that I felt God alone knew; yet I pointed out the changes that
he had gone through as I have listed: 1) His losing his fear of
death; 2) the stopping of the use of cigarettes; and 3) his love of
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talking about the Bible evidences of the fulfilling of prophecy
and entertaining the idea of forgiveness from the experience
of the old converted convict who wrote to him. In my letter
I stated that, while I did not say for sure Charles was saved,
yet as to the question whether a murderer could be saved,
I cited Moses who “looked this way and that way and slew
the Egyptian and hid him in the sand,” and also David, who
committed the crimes of murder and adultery in the affair with
the wife of Uriah, his Captain. Yet David was forgiven on
repentance as recorded in Psalms 32 and 51. Also, I wrote
that while, indeed, the Bible says no murderer shall inherit
eternal life, yet when one is saved, he is “born again,” and
he is a new creature, no longer a murderer but a new man
in Christ, II Corinthians 5:17. “Old things are passed away,
all things become new.” I received in return a fine letter from
him. He evidently believed that God had answered the prayers
of his family.

To my surprise, Charles was brought back to the small jail in
Shafer. I believe the authorities thought that he had still not
told them everything. Some people thought that his father,
James Bannon, had been in on the crime with his son. A
letter was intercepted by them to his son in jail, and read by
authorities. It said, “Now, Charles, watch your step.” Another
argument for this view was that some people did not think it
possible for the son to bury all six bodies during the night when
it was known someone else had come to the Haven place very
early the next morning. My own guess is that, in spite of these
points, the father was not a partner in the deeds, though I
believe it is possible the son told his father about what he had
done after the fact. The father was indeed convicted in a trial
afterward and sentenced to life in prison. I saw Charles in jail
in Shafer the evening before it all happened. Hearing he was
there, I desired to visit him, though my time was limited, for I
was scheduled to begin the song service in the revival meeting
taking place in our church in Watford City in less than an hour.
I was in Shafer to ask of an employee in the county seat office,
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who was a singer, to take part in the service that night. It was
then I heard Bannon was in jail across the street so I went to
see him. I felt some suppressed sort of excitement in the cell
block. Charles was in a small cell within larger cell spaces for
prisoners. Another man, a prisoner accused of stealing wheat,
was in the general detention area. I stepped in to see Charles
and asked him if he was still praying. He smiled and said,
“Yes.” I then asked him if he was still reading his Bible and
he said, “Yes.” Then I explained that I had to run quickly to
begin the meeting, and prayed with him briefly. Then I told
him I planned to come again the next morning after spending
the night with the Fishers north of Watford City. But it never
came to pass. I noted his father was held in another small cell.

On the way back to Watford City the next morning, some
people of my church told me that Charles Bannon had been
lynched the night before! I also learned how it happened. A
crowd of men came during the night and overpowered the Sher-
iff who came from his home without any keys to try to talk
them out of it. They broke into the jail and took Charles out
to the office area. They broke in using a large log or rail-
road tie, I forget which. Now, what happened then, all that
was known, came from the suspected wheat thief I referred
to above. Later, when assisting Mr. Matteson in evangelistic
meetings in Parshall, North Dakota, I visited the suspected
wheat thief (perhaps he was innocent of the charge.) The man
substantiated what he had told the news people. He was then
out of jail living in Parshall. I checked what I relate here, which
had been recorded by a local newspaper, what he had viewed
and heard when he was in jail. It was recorded in the Wat-
ford City newspaper of that week. The crowd, breaking into
the jail, broke into Charles’ cell and took him into the office
space. They put a rope around his neck and demanded, “Who
did it with you?” Charles answered, “I did it alone.” They
said, “You’re a liar.” He answered, “No, I done it alone, boys,
save my father.” So they took their captive and left his father
alone. Then they took him to the Haven place. But the renter

110



The Bannon-Haven murder case

there warned them away with a shotgun. So they then took
Charles to a highway bridge east of Shafer, fastened a rope to
the bridge rail and pushed him off.

On my hearing of it the next morning, I called his mother
in Fairview. Of course, she was sobbing in deep emotion, but
begged me to take her to his body in Watford City. This I
did. And God, I believe, blessed elder John Bruins for he
volunteered to go with us. Having lost a son in death, he felt
he could comfort the mother. And so, indeed, I believe he did.
It was a sad journey back to Watford City. She saw a horse
some distance from the road standing by its colt which was
lying down. She sat straight up and said, “Is that colt dead?”
She remarked that she had known of them standing by a dead
colt for days after it died.

We entered Christianson Hall. The body lay in a room
used temporarily by funeral directors. Mrs. Bannon was much
moved and overcome with sorrow and bitterness. Reporters
stood around the room against the walls. She was voluble in
her emotions, of course. Afterward, a newspaper reported that
Mrs. Bannon had made extreme statements, or threats, and
quoted her. As I remember, it seemed most unfair to her, for
I had not heard her make any such statements. I went to the
editor of the paper and protested vigorously. He answered by
saying the reporters right there in the room were taking steno-
graphic notes. I said to him, “They could hardly have been
taking stenographic notes with their hands behind their backs,
could they?” I have since tended to mistrusts most newspaper
reports.

The funeral for Charles was conducted by me in the funeral
home in Williston. But may I make note of this? As far as the
law was concerned, Charles Bannon is still innocent. He never
had a trial.

It is true that North Dakota did not have the death penalty.
No doubt people may have felt that the enormity of the crime
should have a greater penalty than life imprisonment. It may
be said that many farm housewives may have been very ner-
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vous. Many had hired hands. Emotions ran high. However, I
am loath to assert with any degree of certainty that the lynch-
ing was done by local hands. Some people felt that it was done
by people outside the area or even outside the state. The Gov-
ernor of North Dakota declared that they would seek by every
means possible to bring those responsible for the lynching to
justice. But none were ever found or apprehended. The only
voice was that of the man held on the charge of stealing wheat
and reported what he saw from within the detention area. I
myself believe in the death penalty for premeditated murder
on scriptural grounds. But executions should take place only
after convictions in fair trials by fully legal justice procedures.

When I was temporarily ill in a Williston Hospital some
weeks before the end of Charles Bannon, a physician, leader of
a Public Forum in Williston, came to me in the hospital and
asked me if I would be willing to come that week to their next
meeting to discuss the subject, Capital Punishment. It seems
that the Congregational Church pastor was going to speak
against the death penalty. I went. The other minister gave
his views first. In short, he took the position that Jesus said
in the Sermon on the Mount that they of old said, “. . . an eye
for an eye and a tooth for a tooth. But I say unto you. . . ”
Matthew 5:38. His inference here was that such a view from
the Old Testament, Christ does here abrogate. My view is
that here Christ is speaking of our personal attitudes to those
who mistreat us personally and our responses to them. See
Verses 39 and 40. I replied to the Congregational minister by
saying that Jesus also said in the Sermon on the Mount, “I
came not to destroy the law; I am not come to destroy but to
fulfill. For verily I say unto you, ‘till heaven and earth pass,
one jot or one tittle shall in no wise pass from the law, till all
be fulfilled. Whoever therefore shall break one of these least
commandments, and shall teach men so, he shall be called least
in the kingdom of heaven. . . ” Matthew 5:17-19a. Also, I re-
ferred to the Old Testament passage, “Whoso sheddeth man’s
blood, by man shall his blood be shed.” Genesis 9:6. An An-
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glican minister was present and after the debate, he came up
to me, warmly commending what I had said, and added, “You
answered him at every point.” But in my public presentation I
emphasized most heavily that a fair trial must take place, and
an execution must not be a matter of vigilante action.

Many a person who reads this, my account, may object and
say that surely a man like Charles Bannon has sinned beyond
redemption point. But we remember that Moses was a mur-
derer when a young man.

A fight on a western farm, a name is called, and a gunshot
is sounded in anger. A baby is still living, and without doubt,
one should judge its death was so, so bad. The man pauses to
think and the baby is killed. “Self preservation is the first law
of life,” to an unsaved man. All are gone, buried in shallow
graves; a story is concocted, a nervous farm wife is purported to
have gone mental, and they all go away. It was at a time when
mental illness was considered a disgrace. A plausible story, a
lad of 19 is asked (according to his own say so,) to take care
of the place while they are away and the family seeks relief for
one of their family. This is how things seemed to be presented
at the time of the second and third confession. Finally, it was
a dark, mysterious stranger; then himself.

Some may think I am overly one-sided to hope or think that
salvation came to such a man. This may seem incongruous
to my readers, and yet I say, regardless of what happened, I
expect to meet Charles Bannon in heaven. I believe, even if
he did commit the crime, and many in that area doubted that
he did it alone, if any would say, “Surely such a man could
never be saved,” may I point to the great John G. Paton of
Scotland, missionary to the cannibals of the New Hebrides. In
his autobiography, Paton tells of the conversion of a cannibal
chief. The chief was on his way to or from a fight with his
tribal enemies. A rainstorm came and he found refuge in a hut
where Dr. Paton was. Dr. Paton was reading the Bible aloud.
The chief rolled over on his side in a bed, pretending to snore.
J.B. Paton was reading in the gospel the account of the cru-
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cifixion of Christ. At or near its end, the chief, Thankebourg,
sat up and said, “Is that true?” Dr. Paton said, “Yes, it is
true, here it is in God’s Word.” The chief replied, “Then I
will serve Jesus until I die!” If, then, a heathen whose hands
were red with the blood of cannibalism could be saved, then
a 19 year old young man can be saved in North Dakota. The
first night after the lynching, in an evangelistic meeting before
a packed church, E.E. Matteson stamped his feet and declared
from the pulpit that God would yet judge those who did “this
deed.” (The lynching.) I thought at the time, in the light of
Revelation 21:8 and 22:15 that “. . . the fearful, and unbeliev-
ing, and whoremongers and sorcerers, and idolaters, and all
liars shall have their part in the lake which burneth with fire
and brimstone.” Their only hope, like Bannon’s, will be by re-
pentance and a turning in faith to the mercy of God in Christ.
If we rejoice in a converted cannibal islander of the islands,
and then this one, when he had opportunity to turn to Christ
would find salvation also. And he met his end like a man, tak-
ing all the blame himself. In all I had to do with the matter,
it was but the follow-up of a pastor trying to take care of one
of his church attendees and her son in trouble. I heard some
give me credit I did not deserve, concerning my presence when
confessions began and at the fourth confession. Any minister,
like any public figure, can be credited with things they do not
deserve, as also they may sometimes be blamed for things they
do not deserve. But God’s hand in human affairs to the saving
of souls for eternity is what matters.
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Drought years; Frank B. Gigliotti, the ‘In-

jun Kid’; rodeos

For I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ for it
is the power of God unto salvation to everyone that
believeth. . . Romans 1:16

For the weapons of our warfare are not carnal, but
mighty through God to the pulling down of strongholds.
II Corinthians 10:4

As the fall of 1931 approached and two years ended in the
ordained ministry in the dual fields of Fairview and Watford
City, a trip to Edinburgh, Scotland, developed, most unex-
pected by me. The Fellowship from Princeton Seminary had
been mine for study abroad. It had not been used, though
it was still good for up to the third year. $600.00 for study
abroad would not go far today. But it was a good deal in those
days. A conversion to the Pre-millenial doctrine of the com-
ing of the Lord brought me into association with spiritual men
of the west. This deterred me from much thought of taking
the study abroad. It had not been used because of busy times
with evangelistic meetings and blessings on my fields. These
had taken my attention and interest. Among spiritual acquain-
tances, a brief meeting with one of them, a popular surgeon in
Bozeman, Montana, was impressive to me. It led me to be-
lieve the summer of 1930 that I ought not to use the award at
all. He was Dr. Heetderks, formerly of the Christian Reformed
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Church, now independent, and founder of a gospel mission in
Bozeman. A few remarks to me in company with other young
men in the West made me feel that when souls were in need of
salvation, with similar blessings all around us, (the imminent
coming of the Lord,) other things were of more importance.

Meanwhile, the drought years were beginning to descend
upon the northern Plains area with fury. Loss of rain brought a
sense of need with the dearth, a sense of spiritual urgency and
need of the Gospel came to many in that upper “short grass
country.” Revival was to come to the land with the doleful
experience of the “Depression.” A sort of picture of it came in
my ministry. For example, my continual invitations to “come
to Christ,” with evangelistic preaching, found some results. An
example can be given in my regular ministry or services, for
after giving the invitation regularly, a young woman, one of our
church members, responded. When she came she stated that
young people said that, “Myers really got happy when some-
one came to the altar.” And in tears after responding, and
happy herself, she then said, “You know what, Mr. Myers?
Every time you would give the altar call to come to Christ, I
would just feel awful.” This gave me a heart to continue the
‘invitation’ in my regular services.

An interesting thing happened in 1930 and ’31. I came
to know a very colorful older man, the Reverend Frank B.
Gigliotti of Terry, Montana. I learned his life story and it was
most exciting! He had been a waif, not knowing his father
or mother, and was ‘owned’ so to speak by the promoter of a
traveling ‘pin cushion show.’ And the lad himself was the pin
cushion. Coming to eastern Montana and working west, he was
abandoned by the show owner somewhere around 1911. It was
a year of dearth and the show made no money. He was left at
Terry, Montana, some miles east of Miles City. Alone, he made
his way to a ranch in the Sheep Mountains north of Terry. But
evidently he did not please the ranch owner, a woman who
horsewhipped him for some childish prank. He went away bit-
terly vowing that he would come back and buy the ranch some
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day. He wandered into Miles City and was adopted by an In-
dian tribe, who may have noted his dark complexion (Italian)
being like theirs. For that matter, they may have taken him out
of compassion and concern for his lonely estate. At any rate,
he went with them over winter to their lodges in Wyoming. He
must have learned to ride better with them, for in 1912, the
tribe returned to Miles City and young Frank B. won the wild
horse race in the 4th of July annual rodeo.

May I interject here a personal experience? About the year
1930 or ’31, Kenneth Gardner, who was an elder of my Fairview
church, with his wife Mildred, traveled with me to Miles City
on the 4th of July to see that same annual rodeo. After the 150
mile drive, we found ourselves in a large crowd in the stands
at the Fair Grounds. It was to be my first viewing of a rodeo
and my last. It did seem to me to be a cruel and dangerous
sport. Perhaps rodeo and western fans more knowledgeable
and more informed participants than I could give me some
information otherwise. One horse ran into a post and broke
its neck. The wild horse race proved to be most interesting,
though some blood was spilt in it. If I make no mistake, a hoof
hit the cheek of one participant when trying to gain control.
Horses were held by some means while the rider in each case
approached his horse with a halter, or rope, or whatever it
was. I believe the horses were absolutely unbroken. They
would lash out with hoofs, jerk men away and I suppose could
trample on them. It was at the same time fearful, yet amusing.
I believe by some means one expectant rider had the side of
his face bloodied. One scene was that a rider, who was one of
the first to ride and rope his horse, was approaching the finish
line in front of the stands. But the cheers of the crowd, as he
circled the entire track nearly completely, alarmed the horse,
even as he proceeded nearly successfully by dint of turnings
and urgings. And the horse, alarmed by the cheers, turned
back. Subdued, it headed again and again to the finish line,
two or three times. But its rider did not win the race. The
horse succeeded in running in the opposite direction, or off
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the track and another rider won. This experience caused me
to appreciate Reverend Gigliottti’s accomplishment when he
was a lad in winning the wild horse race in 1912. I may not
rcall some of the things I describe here correctly. I am not sure
whether they used simple rope or halter, or maybe something in
between. Good rodeo enthusiasts today should know. I recall
long lines of cars leaving the grounds as we drove away. We
then heard a courageous man at the gate preaching and crying
out against the rodeo and its attendants, which included us. He
was crying that the horse broke its neck and was preaching fire
and brimstone against us and our need to repent. I remember
remarking to the Gardners, as I drove out, “The man may
be right,” referring to his view of the rodeo. But, indeed,
if I am wrong, I am very open to any in my beloved west
and the northern Plains to correct me, or seek to convince me
otherwise. I just know that from that time on I have not been
to a rodeo. But it has helped my appreciation for the feat of
Frank B. Gigliotti.

Following the winning of the wild horse race, young Gigliotti
became a professional racer of horses. He claimed at one time
to have been the second highest paid jockey in the nation. He
was in a Canadian town for racing, and in an evening there,
he listened to an unlearned Gospel preacher in a street meet-
ing and was converted to Christ. Returning to Miles City, he
evidently began witnessing, for the Miles City Star came out
with an article on its sporting page entitled, “Injun Kid’s Got
Religion.” He had raced as ‘The Injun Kid.’ He believed at the
time he was to become a preacher. Someone said he went first
to see the pastor of the Presbyterian Church. I heard a report
(perhaps it was not true) that the minister, noting his dark
skin, suggested he go to the Roman Catholic Church. But the
daughters of General Miles of the U.S. Cavalry who pursued
Sitting Bull into Canada and later received his surrender, took
an interest in young Gigliotti, encouraging him in the Pres-
byterian Church, the Christian Endeavor, etc., and may have
been the ones who encouraged him to the trip and entrance
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to Bible College in New York City. Then World War I came
and when the U.S.A. became involved, he enlisted as a Pri-
vate. After battles in France, being gassed and wounded, with
battlefield promotions, he rose to the rank of Captain. After
the war, he attended the American College of Rome, finishing
his college degree. He had interesting contacts and later in his
pastor’s study, Gigliotti had a room and section which looked
like a war trophy room, including an autographed photo of
Mussolini, the dictator of Italy.

Returning to the States, Mr. Gigliotti served a church in
upper New York State for a time, but still carried the shrapnel
from the battles inside his head. This and the effect of being
exposed to poison gas in battle, began to get on his nerves. He
consulted a physician and mentioned his being in Montana as
a lad. The doctor suggested he might return to Montana and
perhaps the climate there would help. He went. He walked into
the First National Bank of Miles City and enquired concerning
the ranch near Terry whence he had been expelled as a child.
He learned it was for sale and laid down cash money for its
purchase which he had vowed he would do some day when a
child.

While Frank was living at the ranch he had purchased, the
leaders of a Union Protestant church in Terry came out to see
him. They were probably having a hard time making things
coherent in this early ecumenical church. They asked him if
he would pastor the church. He said he would do so if the
church would affiliate with the Yellowstone Presbytery of the
Presbyterian Church in the USA. They agreed. When I knew
him he already had a colorful career as pastor in Terry. We
heard that the town had been a colorful town of the old West.
Its cowboy band was famed and when on its trips was said to
have had ‘high jinks’ indeed. However, the ministry of this
preacher was of some note. We learned that, on a Sunday
night, many would attend his services, while only a few would
be at the movie house in town. Terry had a population of more
than 900. There were many churches in Fairview for a town
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of its size. Numbers attending there I would estimate to be:
Presbyterian, 50 or more; Methodist, 45; Lutheran, 50; Church
of Christ, 30; Pentecostal, 35; Episcopalian, 35; Nazarene, 30
or more. In the large town of Terry we heard Gigliotti had 200
out in the one church. I hazard a guess on some of my figures
above. Some may be estimated too high, some too low. Yet if
one totals all the church estimates for Fairview, one finds they
total well over the total estimate for Terry. Terry was a town
twice as large as Fairview.

I decided to try to have Gigliotti and I change pulpits for
a Sunday. I wanted my people to hear him. He was worth
hearing! So we agreed. I went to Terry and found the summer
Sunday crowd was a hundred or less. Mrs. Gigliotti was regret-
ful that attendance had been lower in the summer months. So
the comparison we have made above was heightened. I have
never been ashamed of separate denominations since. When I
got right with God, I began to be glad when God prospered
truly Christian churches other than my own.

Rev. Gigliotti stayed over the weekend in Fairview. When I
returned we had a good visit and fellowship together. In the
course of our conversation, he said, “Dave, I was down on State
Street in your town Saturday night.” He then spoke of the wide
open situation re: liquor, drunkenness, etc., and mentioned
much evidence he had seen. I said, “Brother Gigliotti, I am
just a man who has had a sheltered life since childhood. I
am simply not able to be ‘on’ to such things as the seamy
side of life. I heard them say that such and such bootleggers
ply their trade. I hear that when the Federals (alcohol law
enforcement agents) come down from Miles City, the word is
that someone has already tipped them off and the bootleggers
just lay low until the Feds leave town.” Those were the days
in 1930-’32 when prohibition was shortly to be repealed in the
U.S.A. It was reported that when President Roosevelt visited
North Dakota, they said to him at the train, “You have given us
beer, now give us rain.” He answered that the Almighty would
have to have the say on that. Speakeasies (public places where
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liquor could be obtained) were rife in New York City, yes, and
in most large cities. Generally over the country, the tide was
running against prohibition. The press urged the repeal of the
19th Amendment to the Constitution. The argument was oft
used that the bootleg liquor was dangerous, causing deaths and
if only the Amendment was done away with, and low content
beer was to be made legal, then it would be better. Arguments
were like those favoring legalizing marijuana and other drugs
of today. May I interject my view of the situation regarding
liquor in the 1930’s?

I left for Edinburgh in the early ‘30’s when the 19th Amend-
ment was shortly to be repealed. In Edinburgh I saw sights
I never saw in the U.S.A. during ‘Prohibition.’ When I at-
tended the Mission there and was keeping company with Anne
Sneddon, who is now my wife, our Mission had a meeting on
“Hogmaney Night.” This was New Year’s Eve, 1931. Conduct-
ing Anne back to her home after the meeting, a watch night
service, we saw people, men and women, in various stages of
intoxication, some almost passed out. I had never seen such
sights in the U.S.A. during Prohibition. A man was found dead
at the electric track the next morning. Yet the ‘wet’ press in
the U.S.A. did claim that Prohibition caused more drinking.
And after return to Fairview after our wedding May 7, 1932, we
traveled through the U.S.A. from New York City to the west,
but saw nary a ‘drunk’ man or woman. Yet, I do not here claim
that Scotland was less sober by nature than America. I think
people in the U.S.A. were benefitted from the years of Prohibi-
tion and even after it. As a pastor I knew men who, although
not for religious reasons, quit drinking when Prohibition was
made the law of the land. They did so because they were law
abiding men. Now, however, even school children are becom-
ing alcoholics, and it is said sometimes it is a greater problem
than drugs. I looked upon America during and after Prohibi-
tion like the man in scripture whose house was swept, cleansed
and garnished of the devil or devils. But after it, seven other
devils more wicked than the first came into the house of the
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original unclean spirit, and “the last state of the man is worse
than the first. . . ,” Matthew 12:43-45. It is to be admitted that
Reformation to the human spirit is not enough. Regeneration
alone will change sinful men. John chapter 3. Yet America
has been and will be judged terrible for turning its back on
Prohibition.

Now, back to 1932 and Gigliotti. Someone told us in Fairview
that the Lutheran Pastor told the city council that there were
more than forty five bootleggers active in the town of less than
a thousand. I doubt if any one was surprised. They did have
an active WCTU in town. I had heard Rev. Gigliotti was very
successful in seeing the liquor crowd hindered in Terry. I hoped
he could help us in Fairview and I was not disappointed. My
guess is he was effective because, as a lad before his conversion,
he had been acquainted with the ‘underworld.’ When I told
him of the wet crowd thumbing their noses at the ineffectual
Federal agents and the tipping off, he said, “I’ll tell you what
I will do, Dave. I will see — when I get to Miles City.” Here
he mentioned a name. It was hardly two weeks when Federal
agents came suddenly to Fairview, and they were not ‘tipped
off.’ One bootlegger, it was alleged, was caught, convicted and
‘sent up’ for one year to Deer Lodge, Montana, the State Pen-
itentiary. Another bootlegger hid ignominiously under a pile
of lumber. It became a town joke. There were no laughing
behind the hands at the Feds after that raid.

It is a pleasure to recall reminiscences of this colorful man.
He did not stay many years after that time in Terry. He had
a long and faithful ministry. He was a most fitting, colorful
person for this cattle town on the old Bismarck, Bozeman Trail
and later, on the line of the Milwaukee Rail Road. He had
suffered war wounds. Reportedly, the shrapnel in his head
still affected him. Perhaps modern surgery could have helped
him, as it helped President Reagan’s Press Secretary, James
Brady, in the recent assassination attempt on the President.
He probably would not have suffered so much, even may have
recovered completely. But he was a pleasure to meet and know.
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Quite a number of years later a news article came out in the
daily newspapers concerning him. He was, it seems, in Italy
and on the firing line for a good cause, some international
concern; it may have been religious liberty for Protestants in
that land. He was a trophy of God’s grace. We missed listing
him so late in this writing. He came to mind just after I began
to write this chapter. An unusual man of the cloth, he was
colorful and effective, but always dignified in it all. He was
noticed when visiting in any large city of our land where our
General Assembly was having its annual gathering. Before a
day or two, the Assembly getting under way, his name and life
story would be in print in the large city’s Daily Newspaper,
often on the front page! He was ‘The Injun Kid’ who ‘got
religion.’
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Chapter 17

Overseas to Edinburgh; a short Thesis on

Verbal Inspiration; full Thesis assigned in

the Ph.D. program; open air meetings; mar-

riage

All scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is
profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction,
for instruction in righteousness. That the man of
God may be perfect, thoroughly furnished unto all
good works. II Timothy 3:15, 17

Whoso findeth a wife, findeth a good thing and ob-
taineth favor of the Lord. Proverbs 18:22

A series of providences turned my mind to reconsider the
matter of using the Princeton Seminary Fellowship award. First,
something happened to me. Ambition to study abroad was no
longer with me to my knowledge, but only satisfaction to con-
tinue with deep interest in the work ‘out west.’ Unexpectedly,
though, in late summer, 1931, there was a ‘running out of
steam’ in me as to preaching. I began to feel dead and luster-
less within when walking into the pulpit. It was not the deep
despair described in the first year of ministry. But one Sunday
morning before church, heavily burdened, I began to pray and
asked the Lord if there was any erring way in myself that caused
the condition. No definite fault came to my mind causing it,
though, of course, none of us is perfect. I John 1:8, 10. Then
I asked the Lord if there was something that should be done
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that I was not doing. Just then a sudden idea of going abroad
came to my mind. It came as a surprise, for there was no cov-
eting of it to my knowledge. The burden seemed to lift when I
permitted my mind to be open to the thought, ‘Perhaps after
all, you ought to go on with that study.’ I came to the point
where I said to myself, ‘Though it is two months late already
to matriculate in Edinburgh University for the fall term, if my
two churches would let me go on leave of absence, and make
adequate plans for their care over winter, and if the Fellowship
will still be good for study this fall, I will take it as the Lord’s
provision to go.’ So the Registrar at Princeton Seminary was
contacted by phone. He said that if the Edinburgh University
Graduate School would receive me, the award would still be
good, though it would be over by that fall. They cabled Edin-
burgh and found that if I could be there by October 15, they’d
accept me. Well, this meant a task was ahead! I learned that
sometimes passports took 3-6 months to process. That would
have been too late. Then, from Chicago government offices,
it was learned that sometimes men have gone to New York
City, visited passport and visa offices there and thence, by ca-
ble and telephone service, made connection with Washington
and got passport clearance in a day! I went to New York City,
went through the procedure, meanwhile purchasing a ticket on
the German Hamburg-Amerika liner, MS St. Louis, leaving the
next day. It would be the last ship to make it to Southhamp-
ton, England, in time to reach Edinburgh by rail the October
15 deadline. The going by faith worked. The passport and visa
were received in time to board!

What an interesting passage overseas! It was my first. For
several days I was not very top notch. The MS St. Louis was
15,000 tons displacement and the seas were very rough. For
some days it was not enjoyable, but after some time I felt
better, though seas continued high even when the ship went
far north en route to avoid the worst weather. I remember
going up on deck and standing at the prow of the ship. The
prow would dip deep before each giant wave. Each such roller
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would tower over the ship and approach it looking as if it would
inundate the vessel, and of a certainty, engulf it. I was indeed
feeling better. A middle aged Irish lady had just came up on
the deck. Realizing that, however alarming, the ship would
always rise, I said to the lady, “Isn’t it great!?” She looked
fearfully at the roller and then at me in surprise, saying, “Sur-
r-r-r, and are ye enjoyin’ it?” She went quickly down below
again.

How interesting were the fellow passengers. Many of them
were Irish men returning to their native Ireland for their first
furlough from the States. Their brogues were rich and thick,
“Sur-r-r-r,” and suchlike. Sailing into Cobh Cork just at the
time of the new Republic, they saw an old prison flanking the
harbor entrance. It was like a ‘red flag to a bull’ to them.
“Many a mon died there.” “Aye, and a guid mon too.” It
seemed like I had lost old friends when they left the ship. How
beautiful and green were the fields of the Emerald Isle. The
next day, Sunday, the ship departed to cross the channel and
let more passengers get off at Cherbourg, France, but not be-
fore a Sunday service which I was invited to conduct. Most of
my audience consisted of European folk who knew little En-
glish. My sermon consisted of many gestures and an effort to
use simple speech. It was a question whether they understood
much, but how gracious they all were! I found it a blessing
anyhow. Disembarking to a ‘Lighter’ for an over the water
trip near the Isle of Wight for Southhampton, I waved to for-
mer fellow passengers still bound for Germany, but felt a great
lightness of heart and almost felt as important as a Prince of
Wales! A fellow traveler from the St. Louis, an elderly German
lady who knew London well, kindly offered to show me my way
around the city. Then I was aboard the famed Scottish Express
overnight to Edinburgh. I must say there seemed a contrast
between public servants in London and those in Edinburgh.
There was a kind of loftiness, reserve, coldness or distance,
even at the very train or ticket office in London in contrast to
like public servants in similar places in Edinburgh. I wondered
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if it was because of the place England had over much of the
world prior to that time — Britainnia Rules the Waves. On
the other hand, I suppose if any of the rest of us had the weary
business of meeting endless lines or numbers of people in daily
work, we might develop insulation ourselves in time. However,
once in Scotland after the overnight rail trip, suddenly I felt
‘at home’ again. People were outgoing and painstaking on the
very streets to give directions. To an alien they would give
instant attention at a query, though sometimes I noted they
would politely try to hide a smile when I came out with my
broad mid-western American use of vowels. Actually, I am told
Edinburgh uses the best ‘English’ pronunciation in the world.
It was not as far from our American expressions as was the
‘Broad Scotch’ or speech in Glasgow or the Highlands. How-
ever, a Scot in Edinburgh from outside the city could relapse
into the broad Scottish dialect and expressions. This I learned
from my Scottish wife, who at first, when in America, would
do so when excited. However, after 50 years in this land it has
just about entirely left her. Edinburgh people had a sort of
sing-song quality in their speech, very musical like, and were
very precise. In Edinburgh that morning I became well aware
for the first time that they were not foreigners to me, but that
I was the alien!

In trying to avoid making this too extended, I soon arranged
for ‘digs’, a student’s boarding room. I found a house on Strat-
hearn Road, perhaps a mile or more to the University, or Free
College, either one. It could be reached by walking through
the famous park along Princes Street. Or one could catch a
tram almost by the minute, intriguing double decked cable cars
then in use in the city. A ‘pence’, a huge copper coin worth two
and a half cents in our U.S. currency, would take one quite far
in Edinburgh, a ‘tuppence’, or two pennies, still much farther.
Not much harm if you missed one tram for another would come
along in a short time. Also applying at the ‘Free College’ and
the University of Edinburgh, I was accepted for classes in the
Ph.D. program. It was a course adopted for graduate theolog-

128



Overseas to Edinburgh

ical studies, and almost all the students were American. Many
men were just out of seminary, or pastors and teachers on a
furlough over winter like myself. One could complete a year’s
three terms, ending in mid-June after arrival in September the
previous fall. Then the student could go back to the U.S.A.,
spend a limited number of years at one’s duties in the States,
meanwhile studying further on his Thesis and writing it under
supervision from Edinburgh. After it, the student might return
for the fourth and final term, even the short summer term of
a month in May-June, and conceivably, if successful, receive
the Ph.D. in Theology. In my case, arriving a month to a
month and a half late for the two and one half fall term, I was
asked to present a paper on ‘The Verbal Inspiration of Holy
Scripture,’ based on the Protestant Confessions of Faith and
an examination on the writings of Turretin, a Dutch Theolo-
gian of the 17th Century (1600’s). Dr. Paterson, an elderly and
eminent Professor, who later was appointed my advisor, gave
me the assignment before he left for a Mediterranean cruise
during the interim vacation, two or three weeks, and asked me
to have it completed at the beginning of the winter term on
his return! (This topic assigned me was timely at this decade
of the ‘30’s, when the Fundamentalist-Modernist controversies
were going on in the U.S.A. and also in my denomination, the
Presbyterian Church in the U.S.A., as well as other mainline
denominations.)

In preparing or gathering materials, there was a problem to
me in the limited time given for completing the thesis. The
Confessions were not a problem, for copies were available in
the English language. But Turretin had his writings only in
Latin. When the last Latin studies were mine in 1918, my
Freshman year in High School, with thirteen years between
and only exposure to Latin words in Seminary at Princeton
when I did not bother much with it, this indeed was some-
thing to face! The author even used Latin words which I could
not find in a Latin-English theological dictionary! (Someone
called it “monkish” or outworn Latin.) However, noticing the
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Latin word for ‘Inspiration’ in the chapter index, or headings
listed at the beginning of volumes, it was possible to pick out
the passages, and some of them involved seemed quite certainly
to show that Turretin was an advocate of the strict interpreta-
tion of Verbal Inspiration of Holy Scripture, and in the simpler
perusing of the Protestant Confessions of Faith, it meant a
wide assignment, yet here, too, Chapter Headings were a help.
The matters were incorporated in my paper, with a listing of
footnote references, and then a cover put on it all and given
to Dr. Paterson in time on his return. After a time between
terms, Dr. Paterson called me to his office saying he had read
the paper, had met with the Senatus, and told them the pa-
per showed some ability on my part “to get at the sources”
and on that basis, recommended that credit be given me for
the entire two and a half month first term, and be admitted
to the “Candidacy” for the Ph.D. degree with the topic of my
Thesis to be “The Verbal Inspiration of the Holy Scriptures, as
Viewed in the Reformed Confessions of Faith and the Writings
of John Calvin.” I give a free memory of the topic as assigned.
Sometime after this meeting with Dr. Paterson, Reverent Dilts,
former Princeton Seminary graduate, who stayed with his wife
at my boarding house, told me Dr. Paterson showed him my
paper, and evidently, according to Mr. Dilts, was pleased with
it as a pattern of the work he wished Mr. Dilts to follow in
presenting his own field of study.

Thence, the kind of work until the ending of the next two
terms that year in Edinburgh, was to attend further classes
and do all the reading possible in the School’s fine libraries
along lines of my thesis subject. This involved the Reformed
Confessions and Calvin. Did Calvin believe in Verbal Inspi-
ration? I had no doubt in my own mind, and this view was
reinforced as I read his many Commentaries, his Institutes,
Treatises and Tracts. Here would appear in time a difference
between my views and my Professor, Dr. Paterson, who later
evidently wrote a book on that subject. I thought a good deal
of Dr. Paterson. His views of other doctrines of the Christian
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Faith were correct, and if in this one doctrine he failed, I regret
it. I have never read his book as it was not published at that
time. He did give me every liberty to pursue my views on the
subject. I recall an example of his fairness. Later in the winter
term, he asked me to present my views in Inspiration to the
entire class. I felt a great responsibility in this, for in speaking
personally to others in the class, I found none but one of the
forty odd students I spoke to seemed to believe in the doctrine
of Verbal Inspiration. The one was Alfred E. Eppard, a fellow
Princeton man following me there in a later class. In my talk
I determined to make my message as strong as possible. After
listing the many texts, such as II Timothy 3:16, l7; II Peter
1:19, 20 and David saying, “The Spirit of the Lord spake by
me and his word was in my tongue,” II Samuel 23:1, 2, and
Jesus’ words, “The Scripture cannot be broken,” Quoting John
10:35, I made the following statement:

If any of us state otherwise of the Scripture, even
that it is not entirely written in Verbal Inspiration
from the mouth of God, then we make God a liar,
and/or we are all liars.

Well, I looked over the class as I said this from the platform
and I did not find a friendly face before me but one, and that
one, of course, was Alfred E. Eppard. His face did shine as a
glow and light in a dark place. This, by the way, was a measure
of the declension of the times. Most all of the students, as I
have said, came from American Universities or Seminaries, as
pastors or leaders of various denominations. But only two of
us out of over forty to my knowledge proved to be believers in
the entire Word of God. At the end of my talk, Dr. Paterson
showed himself a gentleman. He turned to me on the platform
as I started to walk down and said to me, “Thank you for your
vigorous presentation.”

In this visit in the early ‘30’s to Edinburgh I found that
near the Free College was the college and seminary of the ‘Wee
Free’s’, a small, conservative remnant of the old and celebrated
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Free Church of Scotland begun in the days of Thomas Chalmers
in the early 1800’s. This smaller Free Church refused to go into
the union when more liberal members rejoined the Church of
Scotland in our recent times. The ‘Wee Free’s were more in ac-
cord with Fundamentalists, as we are in America. I enjoyed the
fellowship entirely and was permitted to attend classes freely
under Dr. MacLean, the noted professor of Church History. I
cherished also the memory of kind hospitality and kindness of
Dr. MacLeod, former Principal and Professor, then retired. We
were entertained in his home, Mr. Eppard and I, which visit
was memorable to us both. Mr. Eppard proved in time to be
a Dr. Professor with long and distinguished service at Faith
Theological Seminary. It was newly established, being at first
in Wilmington, Delaware. We rejoiced in its organization when
we were students together in Edinburgh.

Returning to Dr. Paterson, my supervisor when in Edin-
burgh, he showed kindness in giving me some hints concerning
the thesis I was assigned. He said that there were two issues
concerning the Doctrine of Verbal Inspiration. One was the
question of the “Mode” of Inspiration, and the other was the
“Extent” of it. This, I felt, put to flight the lightness of many
of the enemies of Verbal Inspiration who liked to call our view
“Mechanical” Inspiration, as if God made mere robots of men,
or that they spoke words which appeared, so to speak, in the
sky when they spoke or wrote Holy Writ. Immediate words
were given at times indeed. But rather, it was as Dr. Gaussen,
the great Swiss theologian put it, that as a player on a great
organ, God inspired men so to write. And that one must re-
member it was not on men as upon mere pipes of metal, wood
or fiber, but upon flesh and blood and the human spirit God
Himself had created — God did, by the many means at His
disposal, bring His Word to and through men He inspired. So,
indeed, as God did ‘move’ by the Holy Spirit, as Peter said in
II Peter 1:19-21, did they speak as prophets. As so ‘moved’
did they speak or write and the important thing is that this
verbal inspiration was given for the entire extent of Holy Scrip-
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ture. This was not just to ideas but to the very words. Sacred
writers were most humble, oft not proclaiming their own per-
sonal goodness or perfection; but when it came to the Words
God inspired them to speak or write, all their uncertainly van-
ished and it was the clarion, “Thus saith the Lord. . . ” Dr.
Paterson gave me every liberty to pursue my views on the sub-
ject. Seven years later on my arrival in Edinburgh to finish
residency, I was sorry when I was told by Dr. Watt that Dr.
Paterson had passed away almost the day of my arrival, and a
new supervisor was mine.

Here I digress and return to my first stay in Scotland. I be-
lieve there was another reason, a greater reason, in God’s kind
providence in bringing me to Scotland. In an earlier writing,
I wrote, “What an opportunity was given me to witness in a
foreign city!”

This proved even greater when we returned with my family
to Edinburgh so that my studies might be finished. In 1931,
late November, by a seeming ‘accident,’ I found an open air
meeting holding gospel services in the center of Edinburgh.
This was the most favorable thing for me that I found that
meeting by God’s providence. One Saturday night I was about
to pass by the open air meeting. It was a very rainy night.
The duty was mine to seek a Salvation Army center, attend
its service and find out if ‘conversions’ were happening at their
mission, and if so claimed, if they bore evidence of the ‘su-
pernatural.’ And it was my duty to get the evidences for a
paper, for it was for Dr. Paterson’s class on “Religious Conver-
sions.” That night I was frustrated by the rain. Edinburgh has
many streets, sometimes slanting different levels and directions.
Some streets are grouped at the foot of the famed Edinburgh
Castle. Finally, giving up on the effort to find the first place I
sought, I made enquiry at this second open air meeting about
evidence of conversion. The ones in charge of the meeting, just
closing, kindly responded to my questions and told me of a
lad who had just left and had had a marvelous change in his
life in a recent conversion. It was while walking back toward
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Princes Street on Leith Walk where I happened on this open
air meeting.

The meeting immediately caught my attention. It was con-
ducted between a ‘Public House’ and ‘the Pictures.’ These are
a saloon and movies in American lingo. After walking so much
in the rain, I felt a cold coming on me. My main thought at
the time was to get back to my ‘digs’ as soon as possible. My
American shoes were ‘leaking’ and felt like cold running wa-
ter. Back at my room I could put a shilling (worth less than
a quarter) into a paid electric foot warmer, warm up feet and
person, and perhaps forestall a cold. I was struck momentarily
at first by the meeting. A man in uniform, like “Volunteers
of America,” was playing a concertina with the singing, and
his face was wreathed in smiles. I was already on my feet to
move on, and this plan was reinforced by the way I felt and the
man’s radiant smile. It all made me think this group was not
bona-fide. They seemed to me to be having too good a time
on a rainy night. My thought was swiftly negative. ‘It must
be some cult — perhaps Pentecostal!’ But just then the music
and singing stopped and a young man with a most serious and
sober look stepped forward with a brief testimony. He said
that for two Saturday nights previously, he had come out of
that Public House after two or three drinks, and that when he
heard the singing and the testimonies, he suddenly realized he
had a friend and that Friend was Jesus. This sounded like the
real thing! Instead of going on, I drew near and to keep me
there, another young man under the influence of drink began
to shout remarks deriding the meeting from outside the circle
of young workers. He was near me and my American ire was
raised. Thinking perhaps he might be kept quiet, I went next
to him and began speaking quietly to him. One of the young
men of the mission began to whisper texts of the Bible I might
use as I spoke softly to the inebriate. Whether it really would
do him good or not, it did good if only to keep him silent!

Then the meeting time came to a close and the worker who
had spoken to me asked me to remain behind to meet the Mis-
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sion’s Superintendent, Mr. Nichol Whitley. On learning I was
a clergyman from the U.S.A., Mr. Whitley asked me if I was
engaged the following January 2nd, a Sunday evening. Learn-
ing from me there was no engagement, he asked me to give the
message at the 6:30 P.M. indoor service at the Mission in the
Soldier’s, Sailor’s, Airmen’s Institute on Princes Street where
they held their Sunday Evening indoor services. I accepted. In
time all this led to my meeting Miss Johanna Brinsin Sneddon,
Secretary and Treasurer of the Mission. How fortunate for me
I did not go on that rainy night but was drawn to that open air
gospel meeting! “Anne” has been a faithful soldier of the Cross
and of God, and to her I have been most grateful all these years
of my life. We were married on May 7, 1931. We are both 78
years of age now. She is just five days older than I, and I’ll
never be able to catch up! How ill has been my treatment of
her, for drought, poverty, and trials were to face us on our re-
turn to the prairies of North America. She has, however, been
brave and uncomplaining. We have four fine children, besides
another, a little infant of 19 days, Helen Naomi Sinclair, who
died in 1947. Two of our boys, the younger of the four, are
ministers of the Gospel. John is pastor of a large Independent
Presbyterian Church in Bristol, Tennessee. David is pastor of
a newly organizied church in Omaha, Nebraska. (1989, John is
now pastor in Johnson City, Tennessee and David is pastor in
Pitcairn, a suburb of Pittsburg, Pennsylvania.) The two girls,
Ruth and Mary, are Bible believers also. Ruth Melton is in
Canoga Park, California, and Mary Peterman is in San Diego,
California. All were converted at tender ages.
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Chapter 18

Adventures; trips by auto in the dry years;

former Texas trail herdsman’s conversion;

“Why don’t we get rain?”; grasshoppers

. . . and I will make your heaven as iron, and your
earth as brass. . . Leviticus 26:19

Anne and I, bride and groom, came back to the west and
found that the drought had deepened. Many of the pastors
were not getting their stated salaries. I had received a salary
of $2000.00 per annum before going to Scotland. This was quite
good for those times which were before the present inflation.
After the depression struck us, we saw, due to drought, all the
farmers going thousands of dollars into debt. It had not rained
one full year in Fairview, Montana, 1931-32. Collections came
in a little cash on Sunday from the church and this was about
all the support together with some food sharing on the part
of those who could spare some portions of meat at butchering
times. Grasshoppers came one year and took all the verdure,
grass, leaves of trees, crops, and gardens. Sides of the roads
were filled with powdery dust. Storms of dust would come
so that, at times, vision would be obscured against the sun,
or blowing across roads from the fields. Though God judged
that land, yet for those who looked to Him, the Water of Life
(Christ), God gave to them abundantly upon the earth.

I recall two incidents of those days. It was early in the thir-
ties, before I had gone to Scotland, and was still single. A godly
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elder’s widow, Mrs. A.D. Morrill, told me she would have din-
ner waiting for me in the Fairview manse if I’d return in time
“for supper” from Watford City, North Dakota, the following
Thursday, a week night. The first of the two incidents tells of
that trip. There were almost invisible remains of an early post
office ‘village’ along the road on the way back to Fairview. Its
name was “Nameless” (typical western color in a name.) There
were only two nearby farm houses, and these, with the unoccu-
pied post office, were all that remained. On this trip my 1930
Model A Ford, beginning to show wear and tear from the hard
travel of the times, found me drawing near this “Nameless,”
or what was left of it. With the supper promised, I was going
the full legal speed of 40 miles per hour, then the legal limit
for North Dakota. Even at that rate a cloud of dust trailed in
the air behind the auto. About a mile or two from Nameless,
and passing a farm by the road, a man could be seen walking
toward his windmill tank. He did not look particularly happy
and this made me wonder how he was as to Salvation. After
passing, I had to stop and turn around, thinking he ought to
be spoken to about it. Then, remembering the supper date,
and my promise to be in Fairview for it, we (car and I) turned
around west again. As the turn was made, the car got stuck in
the deep dust at the edge of the narrow dirt road. Feeling this
was a sign the turn should not have been made, ‘we’ turned
west again. But we could not. Was I putting a supper before a
soul? So again, we made a turn back to the farm. I found the
man and his wife and enquired of their soul state. Evidently
they were saved, for they gave the right answers. But then the
man told me of a neighbor at Nameless, an old cowboy of the
trail herds from Texas, who was very ill and expected to die.
The old trail herdsman’s name was Stroud. At once, it seemed
to me, it appeared why the necessity to stop at the farm was so
insistent to my mind. I had lost considerable amount of time in
the turns and digging out of the ditch. So I said “goodbye” and
hastened west and, in a mile or two, came to the farmhouse.
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A Christian nurse met me at the door but said she thought
Mr. Stroud would not be able to recognize or hear me, for he
had been in a continual state of delirium. Hardly stopping but
to get her permission, I went to his room. And of a wonder, he
was perfectly in possession of his senses. “Mr. Stroud,” I said,
“Are you saved?” “No, I am not,” he replied. Then I said,
“Are you willing now to trust only in the blood of Christ for
your soul’s salvation, forgiveness of your sins and the promise
of God to all that believe?” He answered simply, “I am.” I
then prayed for him and left the room, explaining that I had an
appointment in Fairview but would return back on the same
road the next day and would stop by to see him. I did stop the
next day on the way back to Watford City, but learned from
the nurse that the man had died. The Christian nurse rejoiced
for she thought it was just wonderful, that while he had been
in continued delirium for some days before I had come, and
that he had relapsed into it after I had left, she had seen him
fully conscious when I was there. That made me glad also
for I could see how strong an impression came to me to stop
at the farm, to then lose time turning around a narrow road,
even getting ‘stuck.’ For it seemed in God’s providence that
a young pastor, traveling barely below the speed limit on a
dust filled road, would be held up till just the right minutes
when this old-time trail herdsman could be spoken to about
his soul. They asked me to conduct his funeral which was held
at his place. Weeping relatives came to his graveside. A driver
of Texas Longhorns, he was deep in yellow jaundice and near
death at our first and last meeting. This seemed to me to be
as providential a matter as it was to see a master of old time
‘clipper’ days 90 years of age in Nova Scotia. I also met a
historic person of the old time cattle drives from Texas to Da-
kota who came to salvation. It meant more to me, much more,
for here was a precious soul who heard the gospel invitation
to receive Christ as his personal Savior in his last moments, so
propitiously, for his eternal salvation!
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The second event took place in 1933. My wife was waiting
in Fairview and I was leaving this time after mid-week prayer
meeting in Watford City, so it was to be expected it would be
late before reaching Fairview. However, we did not realize how
late. The radiator of my ’30 Model A had ‘settled.’ It would
not be possible to ‘crank’ the car. And if the ‘starter’ failed
to act, it would be almost impossible to start the car. My car
repair work was done in Fairview. Driving nearly 20,000 miles
per year was normal in my far-flung parishes. Visitation trips
in inclement weather, and poorer roads in winters, had taken
their toll. The car was getting well worn. But we (the car and
I) took off. Alas, to my consternation, the car radiator sprang
a leak. I was reduced to driving as quickly as possible with a
draining radiator to the nearest farm along the road from time
to time, stopping at the usual windmill tank to replenish the
radiator. This meant that somehow I had to get the car started
without means of a crank or starter for the ‘starter’ had also
decided not to act! Fortunately, most farm yards near a tank
in that rolling country had a bit of a hill near the tank. One
could just release the brake and the car would begin to roll.
Then one could put the car in gear and it would start! That
worked at every stop except once on the road at the bottom
of the hills ‘fore and aft.’ I let the Ford cool off, and then, by
shoulder in front, pushed the car up the hill backwards until I
made a quick jump into the driver’s seat to put the car in gear,
ignite it and drive to the next windmill tank along the road.

It all worked until I came to Alexander, North Dakota, where
I knew was a free flowing spring at the town square. I filled
the radiator and noted that the town, ordinarily not a busy
one late at night, was teaming with life. The Legion Hall was
ablaze with light! It was Dance Night. I was ready to go
on but the town center dirt road near the spring found my
car in a ‘rut’ and it could not be pushed out by my strength
alone. A group of young men came by. Usually people go out
of their way to help a hapless traveler in the West. But my
experience this one time was different. I fear some bootlegged
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liquor may have been in them. Several young men stopped
and I asked them kindly to give me a push. They made no
move and one said, “Who are yuh?” I said, “I am Myers, a
clergyman from Watford City. I am trying to get home to
Fairview with an ailing car.” The young man answered, “Oh,
you are the one who helped Bannon.” Surprised, I told the
nature of my relation to the case in a sentence or two and said,
“Please help me to get out of this rut.” Just then a voice of the
feminine gender sounded from the hall and all the boys took
off. And there I was still in the rut! Mine, it is to be feared,
were bitter thoughts. How the situation was finally resolved, I
do not recall, but it must have been very much past midnight
when the Ford and I got to Fairview. Perhaps someone else
came along in Alexander. I know there were fine people in
that town. It must have been, at most, a year or two after this
occasion when Rev. E.E. Matteson held an evangelistic series
of meetings with me as his assistant in the little city in that
very Legion Hall. We had good fellowship at the home of the
law enforcement officer who helped Sheriff Jacobsen inquire of
Charles Bannon at the Haven place when I first came to visit
Charles. The man was a Christian and we traded ideas about
the Bannon case. The officer also attended our meetings.

I used that trip to Fairview I have just related in a sermon ti-
tled, “Why We don’t Get Rain.” In it, I used many scriptures,
especially those which warned Israel that if they served not the
LORD, and kept not the first two Commandments, it would
result in dire consequences. Interestingly enough, quite often
after advertizing this sermon subject, it would rain a modestly
fair amount. In my sermon I would state that the overall pic-
ture of lack of rainfall causing great losses in wheat and other
gainful crops, would not be changed by little or even a fair
amount of rain. And indeed, it did not. That country raised
little grain or other paying farm products from 1930 to about
1940. A little milk and cream for family use were sometimes
the only income if there was enough to sell. A few cows were
kept alive by cutting ‘Russian thistles’ while still green. These
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grew even in the drought and when not cut, turned dry and
were the ‘tumbleweeds’ of story and song. The government
shipped in ‘cotton seed cakes,’ and these, with the cut Russian
Thistles were a good bit, if not entirely, all their feed. Farmers
said some cattle died, for some hard dried thistles were mixed
with the green when they were cut. Some of the cattlemen
turned to raising sheep during those years, for sheep could live
on less verdure.

It is true that there was little cash available. A measure of
this can be told by an incident. In the late ‘30’s our youngest
son then, John, was a little boy. He asked me for an ice cream
cone one hot day. I happened to have a nickel. I bought him
one and hugely enjoyed seeing him eat it. Then the day after,
it was just as hot and he asked for another cone. But I did
not have a nickel. I felt badly and then had a bright idea and
said to him, “Oh John, I’m sorry, I just do not have another
nickel,” and added cheerily, “But wasn’t that a nice one you
had yesterday?” He replied after a moment, “Yes, but I don’t
seem to taste it now.” I sure flunked that one!

But, to return to seeking God. Many did so in the revivals
of the early 1930’s. But about mid-point of the decade they
seemed to stop seeking Him. It was almost as if the ‘Logging
Days’ were over, so far as seeing many get saved. The good
timber had been cut. Souls would come in two’s and three’s,
if that; that is, all but children. Many seemed to be won to
Christ in the Daily Vacation Bible Schools for the young in the
summer. God seemed to be giving them the opportunity after
1936. But older mankind seemed to put their trust in Wash-
ington and FDR, the President, for their material deliverance,
than to seek God’s Kingdom. But God’s way and the only way
is Matthew 6:33:

Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his righteous-
ness, and all these things (what we shall eat, wear
or how sheltered,) shall be added unto you.
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Some men seek the latter material things first and go their own
way. One time the grasshoppers came — the ‘Grasshopper
Year.’ I saw my onions in the garden standing so straight,
tall and beautiful. But one day the grasshoppers came and
those onions were cut off as if a scythe was cutting them just
below the surface of the ground. Grasshoppers were against
sides of fences and on the ground, covering all. All verdure
was quickly gone. The same year, a month or two later, I was
up north helping in evangelistic meetings. I saw a man in his
garden and invited him to attend. He said, “No, I cannot, I
am too busy trying to save my garden.” (The grasshoppers
had just flown in as they had in South Dakota in my garden.)
Remembering my own helplessness and noting him walking up
and down in his garden, dejectedly flailing with a gunny sack
at the grasshoppers, I realized his plight. Perhaps I could have
worded it more gently, but felt it was the truth to say, “You
might as well come to the meeting for it will do no good.” And
it did not. One Baptist preacher was a colporteur (book seller.)
I liked the man. He would come to that country once or twice a
year to minister to the Baptists who were fewer in that strong
Lutheran country. He said one day as he drove into Watford
City, “You know, I saw a terrible thing. A numberless cloud of
grasshoppers were coming as I drove into town. And each one
of them were coming right at me!” Yes, it was terrible. They
came like an enormous cloud blotting out the sun, dimming
it. Was I not glad I had gotten right with God several years
before this?
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Chapter 19

Revival with E.E. Matteson; six weeks of

meetings in Beulah, North Dakota; first

convert in DVBS; a child’s dying testi-

mony; preaching to children

. . . do the work of the evangelist. . . II Timothy 4:5

In the spring of 1934 and into the fall and winter, and to
June of 1935, Rev. E.E. Matteson asked me to help him in his
evangelistic traveling ministry as a helper by way of a song
leader. Later, it proved to be singing solos also, and generally
assisting in what help might be given him. Given leave by
the church in Watford City which I was then serving (being
freed from Fairview,) we traveled to Beulah, North Dakota,
where there was the largest underground mine for lignite, a
very soft coal. It was an interesting town — large and bustling,
inhabited for the most part by German and Russian people.
Mr. Matteson had a close friend who was the owner of the
Gamble Store, a hardware merchant. He and others desired
Mr. Matteson’s evangelistic services.

So he planned the meetings which proved to become of six
week’s duration, longest I have seen him conduct. He rented
a long, low frame building which had been used by the Pente-
costal Church of God. They owned it but were not then holding
services in it. It was still very cold weather in North Dakota,
and his problem was to heat it for the meetings. Being able
in this, he secured three old fashioned round stoves, and with
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pipes attached to each, connected with an overhead single line
of pipe in the long low building, to the chimney. The smoke
had to find an outlet drawn to the end of the building. It took
an expert to fire such a series of stoves. Mr. Matteson was an
expert with experience at it. All the churches in town were
German-speaking but one, and that was the Congregational
Church, not a fundamentalist church.

The attendance was high throughout the six weeks, perhaps
100 or more every week night, 200 on Sunday A.M., and al-
most as many Sunday P.M. A German Baptist minister as-
sisted. But there was a divided audience. The Church of
Christ people mostly believe in Baptismal (water) Regener-
ation. Pentecostals (there were two or three kinds) believed in
the Baptism of the Holy Ghost, tongues being the evidence of
such a baptism. There were other religious views. I am sure
that Pentecostals felt that if only Rev. Matteson and I spoke
with tongues, then revival would come.

Matteson made me the ‘front’ for the meeting for being a
supposed ‘scholar.’ He had asked me to set up a “Question
Box” for the first part of each meeting. People could send
written questions and I was to answer the questions. I called it
privately a “Hot Box.” Religious opinions varied with the peo-
ple of so many viewpoints attending. Questions were handed
in all the way from one by a High School girl who asked, “Is
it right for a Christian to use cosmetics?” The answer seemed
most fitting to give of Jezebel, who, scripture said, “Painted
her face. . . and Jehu said, ‘Throw her down. . . ”’ and after dogs
consumed her, Jehu wiped out Ahab’s family. II Kings 9:30-
37. My answer was that this was the only place I could see in
Scripture about direct use of cosmetics and the results seemed
to be lurid to say the least. And there were questions by Camp-
bellites and Pentecostals on water baptism. One question by
a Pentecostal was one more in the form of informing me than
asking a question. So it seemed right to take 20 minutes to
answer it point by point. I am sure the matter began to be an
issue in the meetings, for there were people of three different
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Pentecostal denominations attending! The questions were also
answered by the evangelist later in the meetings.

At the end of the fifth week of meetings, a Sunday, Mr.
Matteson promoted a third meeting held in the afternoon. He
planned to preach his great sermon on Romans 12:1 and 2. Be-
fore the service he asked my wife Anne to sing a solo, when he
called for it, just after the sermon. He preached that mighty
sermon. But when my wife got to the platform to sing, a Pen-
tacostal woman got up at the rear of the church and began
speaking in tongues. It was of short duration. Then she inter-
preted her own message on what the tongues ‘meant.’ It was,
or at least began with, “Little children, I am coming soon. . . ”
It was hardly more than a short paragraph of several sentences.
When she had finished, Mr. Matteson waved to my wife to be-
gin singing. One could feel the high tension in the meeting, for
it had become an issue. After Anne had finished the solo, Mr.
Matteson stepped to the left of the pulpit. I think it is a good
thing I was not the one on the platform with the necessity of
giving a reply to the utterance; for my reply might have been
that in the era of Bible times, when charismatic gifts as those
of I Corinthians chapter 12 were given to the church, it is clear
that women are to keep silence as to the use of gifts. It was
such a gift as this that they were to be silent in the church.
But Mr. Matteson began to speak, “Much as I dislike to say
this, I wish to let you know I like Mrs. — very much (naming
the woman.”) At this point, a further interruption came when
an elderly couple, who were Pentecostals, rose to their feet to
speak. Mr. Matteson waved them down saying firmly, “Now, I
am in charge of this meeting,” adding, “When the meeting is
over if anyone wishes to speak to us we, will be here.” Then he
continued where he had left off, “I must say that the utterance
you have just heard is not of God, because she interpreted her
own message.” And he closed by citing I Corinthians 14:27:

If any man speak in an unknown tongue, let it be
by two, or at the most by three, and that by course
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(in turn,) and let one interpret.

Well, after the meeting, to use a basketball analogy, there
were ‘man for man’ defenses all over the building. The High
School principal, a Baptist clergyman, was outstanding in speak-
ing out in defense of Mr. Matteson’s statement and position.
However, the evangelist sent me over to the home of the Chris-
tian sister who spoke. She was actually a fine woman and
supporter of the meetings. As I remember, looking back at
her as she gave the utterance, her face was rather white and
strained. This did not seem to agree to me with the state-
ment of II Corinthians 3:17, “. . . and where the Spirit of the
Lord is, there is liberty.” The Christian woman said as to this,
“I felt there would be criticism and that is why I looked so
strained.” The first day I went to see the lady, the elderly
couple who arose in the meeting and were waved down were
present and in our discussion, we did not get anywhere. How-
ever, I was invited to return another day by the woman, and
there was real fellowship, even as we each did give our views.
I went through the matter point by point from the Scripture
and without offense, she heard me out. The following summer,
God gave a mighty revival that sixth week in Beulah after this
matter between believers was aired. I was asked to serve in
the tabernacle that summer, pastoring the new converts. The
lady referred to and her husband supported my wife’s and my
stay. They treated us as Christian brother and sister, and were
tithers. I put a box at the entrance of the building as the man-
ner of giving, and somehow we got through the summer. A
doctor’s wife was restored in her faith, and a good number of
others, including at least two miners. I do not remember all of
them, but a revival it was, and further fruit was to follow. May
I emphasize the value of evangelism in two fields of endeavor.
First is Daily Vacation Bible Schools for children; the second
is in Bible Camps or Conferences.

I learned the very first summer of my ordained ministry that
children were open to Salvation. At the first Vacation Bible
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School for children, I was teaching outside on the front lawn
of the Watford City church. The class was comprised of young
boys perhaps 8-10 years of age. Chairs were in a circle. It
was coming to the end of the week, and we were holding a
scripture ‘memory period.’ All at once, looking at the boys, I
remembered that I was but a boy when I was converted. And
the question came to me, would these boys be given the same
opportunity? So, at once, the memory period was interrupted
and I gave them a quick setting forth of the coming of Christ
to die for our sins, and of His power to save. Then, I invited
them to indicate with an uplifted hand if they would receive
Jesus Christ as their Savior, after having them bow their head
while I prayed for them. Not all did so at first, but slowly
and surely, one after another, they raised their hands. Then I
prayed again for them, and told them they should tell others
about it. Bob Staley, age 8 or 9, was the first I heard who did
so. His mother told me he came running into the front yard and
said, “Mother, I’m saved!” Another was Keith Nelson. Both
became consistent Christians. Years later Bob was traveling
through Lincoln, Nebraska. Our son, David, was the pastor of
the Bible Presbyterian Church there. He wrote me that a man,
Robert Staley, had visited the city looking for another church,
but happened to drive past the BPC and noticed David’s name
(David T. Myers) on the church outdoor sign. At this, he
wondered if he was a relative of mine. So he turned in to
attend the service, and following the service asked Dave if he
was the son of David K. Myers under whose ministry he first
came to the knowledge of the Lord. David said, “Yes, he is my
father.” Bob later became President of a college in Kansas, and
after that entered work with King’s Garden in Seattle working
with young boys.

But it is of the other lad, Keith Nelson, I wish to speak. He,
too, was a real boy. Very active physically, I recall how I was
sledding down the tower hill in Watford City one winter when
Keith was 10 or 11. We wanted to see who could go the farthest.
Young Nelson beat us all. When he was a year or two older, the
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dread disease of tubercular spinal meningitis struck Watford
City. First it struck little Peter, Wes Williams’ son. It brought
his father back to the Lord. He was the elder I mentioned
earlier who we ordained as pastor and who organized the Bible
Presbyterian Church in Watford City. Wes said he told the
Lord when his son took ill, “Lord, if you will give us little
Peter, I will serve you.” And then he said when driving his son
to Williston seeking further medical help, “Lord, if you don’t
choose to give us Peter, I will serve you anyhow.” Well, God
did not choose to give him Peter, his only son. Sometime after
Peter’s funeral, I left for the East and General Assembly, but
did not know in my absence the disease was to go across town
to its southern limits and strike the home of Elder Nelson,
and take no less than Keith, his son I described above. He
died and was buried in my absence. I saw the local weekly
on my return with an article of his illness and death. It said
the boy had been converted in the Daily Vacation Bible School
at the Presbyterian Church the summer of 1930. I went at
once to the home of his parents. The mother had been ill
quite some time herself and would die of cancer in six months.
When I came to the house, she cried at first, of course, and
then said, “When Keith became converted he would often ask
us concerning doubtful worldly practices, saying, “Is it right?”
She said she would say, “Well, whatever you believe to be right,
Keith.” And then he would think and say, “Well, I do not think
it is right because. . . ..” Then he would give a thoughtful and
reasonable answer. Then she told of his illness after it struck.
No hope was known for tubercular meningitis those days. She
said he cried at first when ill with pain. It distressed her and
she said, “Keith, why don’t you pray and ask Jesus to help
you?” She said he bowed his little head, then raised it and
did not cry once the entire two weeks before he died, though
he must have been in great pain. Then she added, “Before
he died, I read the 23rd Psalm and prayed the Lord’s Prayer.
Just before he died, after the reading of the Psalm, he said,
“I go to dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” You may
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be sure I was glad to remember that an invitation to come
to Christ was given to that dear lad, and the other lad two
or three years before! And often since, I have repeated this
story to children in Daily Vacation Bible Schools when giving
an invitation to come to Christ. Many, many have responded
and come to the Lord. Keith Nelson was not probably able to
know it at the time, but he was, I believe, one of the mightiest
Preachers on the Plains I know of, and his testimony at the
time of his death resulted in many turning to the Lord. I have
witnessed many children drawn to the story as if by a mighty
magnet, rise as one to turn to Christ. It may have been a time
when adults ceased coming to Christ by and large, but there
was still a field wide open for the testimony of Jesus among
children in the later ‘30’s. Years later, I was in Korea with
the Armed Forces as a chaplain. One day I was feeling rather
low, and a letter came from a young woman in Arkansas. Her
name was June Hall and she was from Chance, South Dako-
ta. She was just a little girl of about six years of age in a
large family and came to the Lord in a DVBS there. Perhaps
it was the same summer we held another DVBS in Thunder
Hawk, South Dakota. A fine young man, son of the hardware
merchant of that village, Mr. Lyman Shortridge, who was a
member of the State House of Representatives, came to Christ.
The two communities are over 50 miles apart. I would not
have supposed the two would have met. Perhaps it was in
Lemmon, South Dakota near these two point, and in High
School, that they met. At any rate, I learned from June in
the letter that arrived in Korea that the two were married,
and she had seen a picture of me in uniform and a letter from
Korea in the Lemmon Leader newspaper, in which I spoke of
missing the fellowship of the Lemmon congregation. What a
heartwarming letter! She spoke of what it meant to them in
the work there, going over the country teaching the Bible to
children. It was like a letter from one’s own home and made
me considerably encouraged. So we held Daily Vacation Bible
Schools continually. Evangelistic appeals were also effective.
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The giving of the entire Gospel message, including the doctrine
of hell which had figured in my own conversion, does not hurt
children! Not only in the pastorate at Watford City, but later
in Lemmon, South Dakota, opportunities were great in that
wide, wide country. My parish extended over parts of three
or four Dakota counties and may have been larger than the
state of Rhode Island. At one time God gave some 15 -16
churches or preaching points altogether. On most of them we
sought to have children’s Bible Schools. We would engage Faith
Seminary students during the summer to help in the work. A
school in Ada, southwest of Chance, South Dakota, found me
staying at the home of Virgil Veal, son of T.B. Veal. I could
go far and wide in that country seeking prospective pupils;
then pack those enlisted in my car, and perhaps with two or
three trips, bring them to the school house for DVBS. The son
(Beryl) and daughter (Shirley) of Virgil Veal were converted
at the Ada school. The son was later stricken with polio and
became lame, but is strong enough to run the family farm
to this day. He told me after his father died, that he knew
his father believed “with Mr. Myers” as to the faith, and said
so. Mrs. Virgil Veal is a fine woman, and took the trouble,
with her sister-in-law, Mrs. Herb Veal, from Chance area, to
stop at the church in Lemmon to greet us. At this later time
in Lemmon, the Presbytery of Great Plains was meeting. New
men were in charge. It was with new and younger pastors from
the East leading (1955) and the movement of a division in our
church took place of which I expect to write in a later chapter.
Rev. E.E. Matteson and I found we were outvoted, for our first
experience since the organization in the 1930’s. Needless to say,
the kind visit of the Veal sisters-in-law was a blessing at the
time. I had just returned from Korea, and was yet in uniform.
In the earlier time I have spoken of above, when pastoring in
the Lemmon area and when holding DVBS work for children at
country schools, wherever possible, we did endeavor to conduct
evangelistic meetings at night. Ada and Boehr schools, south
of Chance on the Rabbit Creek were adjacent fields. I used to
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call some of the south country “rabbit hole” country, though
to tell the truth, I do not know whether rabbits have holes!
They were there, however, as they were all over the West in
the ‘30’s bounding about with great speed.
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Chapter 20

Enlarged ministry at Bible Presbyterian

Church, organized November, 1936; why

Fundamentalists separated; Dr. A. B. Dodd

And Jabez called upon the God of Israel, saying,
Oh, that thou wouldst bless me indeed and enlarge
my coast, and that thine hand might be with me,
and that thou wouldst keep me from evil that it may
not grieve me. And God granted him that which he
requested. I Chronicles 4:12

The above prayer of Jabez came to me in daily scripture
reading just before my ministry began at Thunder Hawk, near
Lemmon, South Dakota, in the summer of 1935. I had moved
to the Athboy Circuit of churches. I thought it good to make
this a prayer for myself, and soon it became a continual prayer
for me. I found, then, God did ‘enlarge my coast.’ The min-
istry at Lemmon and its area proved to be the longest pastorate
of my 50 years in ministry and also, in all probability, the
most fruitful in numbers of individuals who attended church
and the number of places where regular preaching took place.
From 1935 to 1948, my pastorate centered at this point on the
state line in the western part of the Dakotas. Great revivals
were given us by the gracious mercies of God. Early in our
ministry, the divisions between liberals and fundamentalists
became final in the separation of them into separate denomi-
nations. The Fundamentalists left the Presbyterian Church in
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the U.S.A. (PCUSA.) After three final years of deep contro-
versy, 1934-36, division became unavoidable. I belonged to the
Yellowstone Presbytery (PCUSA,) a minister delegate to the
General Assembly of my church meeting at Columbus, Ohio,
summer of 1933. It was terrible to be there and see the di-
rection the church was taking. The official Board of Foreign
Missions of the church was controlled by modernists or indiffer-
entists (doctrinally.) Dr. J. Gresham Machen had correspon-
dence with Chancellor Arie Kok, head of the Netherland lega-
tion in Peking. In the correspondence Dr. Kok had sent to Dr.
Machen, there was much evidence of modernistic teaching by
missionaries from our Mission Board in China, and also teach-
ers from the Board at Yenching University. It was clear that
historic Christian doctrine was not taught but was oft denied.
Also, Pearl S. buck, the well known author, had written The
Good Earth. She was an unpaid representative of the Board,
as was her husband. Her views were well known. Dr. Machen
wrote a careful brochure on the material seen by Dr. Kok, and
every voting member of the General Assembly received a copy.
It cried for a careful review by the Assembly concerning the
official Board of Foreign Missions and a correction of doctrinal
unfaithfulness concerning representatives of the Board.

At the Assembly the “standing” Committee of Foreign Mis-
sions met, and all but two submitted a ‘majority report’ which
rubber-stamped the Board as it was. The two gave a minor-
ity report to the Assembly calling for reform to assure doctri-
nal faithfulness of missionary representatives overseas, and the
stand of the Board itself. The two were (1) Dr. Peter Stam,
a faithful elder, living then in Wheaton, Illinois. Dr. Stam
courteously, but firmly, called for reform in a speech before
the Assembly, and (2) a young Philadelphia pastor, a Bible
believer, who pled the blood of Christ earnestly before the
Commissioners. The few of us who cried out for reform votes
for the Bible faith were snowed under. The ‘machine’ people in
charge of the Assembly were in high gear! Ten years since the
1923 General Assembly, when W. J. Bryan was still alive and
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Dr. Clarence Edward Macartney was Moderator, had taken
their toll. These men had led a great Assembly. It had passed
resolutions declaring such views as known by Harry Emerson
Fosdick were not to be held by a minister in the denomination.
But in the meantime, within hardly a year after 1923, the sign-
ers of the ‘Auburn Affirmation’ rebelled against the action of
the 1923 General Assembly. In my thinking, the 1923 Assem-
bly was the last ‘sound Assembly.’ Signers and their allies,
the doctrinally indifferent, were victors by 1933! Therefore,
the Church seemed lost to the call back to the Bible and re-
pentance. I recall how miserable I felt as I left the Assembly
Hall. The day seemed dark, the end of the world. But oh,
so quickly, I had great cheer. Someone was taking a stand. In
huge black type were headlines being hawked on the front page
of city dailies outside the hall: ‘FUNDAMENTALISTS BOLT.
FORM NEW BOARD.” There would be a home for us after
all. It was the announcement of the formation of “The Inde-
pendent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions.” (IBPFM)

Between 1933 and the final division of 1936, the denomina-
tion continued its efforts to force compliance with the ‘official’
Board of Foreign Missions as it was. The Assembly tried to
force men off the Independent Board, or failing, to force them
out of the church. The 1934 General Assembly did just that.
The Independent Board’s members were to be put on trial
by their Presbyteries, Synods, and if necessary, at last by the
General Assembly. Almost to a man, they refused to yield.
By 1935 staunch men such as Drs. Buswell, Machen, McIntire
and many others were tried by their Presbyteries, and appeal-
ing their cases, went to Synods, and by 1936 to the General
Assembly, the final court of appeal. In the decisive 1936 As-
sembly, I was not present. I was newly arrived in 1935 at my
new pastorate at Lemmon and a new Presbytery at Aberdeen,
South Dakota.

Family problems in Thunder Hawk, South Dakota took most
all of my attention with our expecting a third child, and enter-
ing a new field. The newborn, our son John, was not expected
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to live when born. I was at our Bible Camp for young people
at Washburn, North Dakota, but was summoned home and
found my wife and son John in serious condition. Dr. A.B.
Dodd, Presbyterian missionary at the time with over 40 years
in China, and Rev. Kasper Benson were speakers at the Camp.
The action at the General Assembly against members of the
Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions had just
been taken. Rev. Matteson said to me at Camp, “I am going
out,” (i.e., leaving the denomination.) Spiritedly, I said, “Well
I am not. I am going to stay in and fight and let them do
it to me, too.” (I had been filled with family needs and was
not, I fear, ‘up’ as much as I should have been on nation-wide
problems in the denomination.) So I said to myself, ‘Let the
church put me out too.’

An accident occurred to my Model V8 ’36 Ford as the young
man driving it with the young people from Bible Camp was
returning. Turning a corner off Highway U.S. 13 at the road
to Athboy east of Thunder Hawk, South Dakota, the car fell
down a steep incline. I was not with them as it had been
necessary for me to be with my family. The accident amounted
to perhaps $300.00 damages to the car. Thankfully, no young
people were injured. I owed $49.95 monthly payments still
on the car purchase and to pay this depended on $50.00 per
month coming from the official Home Missions Board of the
denomination. It was a very bad drought year with no definite
expectations but Sunday collections for our support. I mention
these things because of the situation facing many of us when
we all decided to leave the denomination in 1936. I have always
regarded this as one of the most decisive decisions of my life.

I had asked Rev. Samuel J. Allen and Dr. A.B. Dodd to
come to Thunder Hawk, South Dakota, and other points on
my circuit after camp was over. While my decision was not
as yet made to leave the denomination, I wanted my people
to know what was going on and to hear their side of it. They
told it! Some improvement was found in my wife Anne and
son John, and I was able to go to the church next door to
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hear them speak. Near the end of Sam Allen’s talk, he pointed
down at me from the platform and said, “Dave Myers, you sin
every day you stay in the Presbyterian Church in the U.S.A.!”
I must admit that at first I got a little hot under the collar.
But I thought, ‘I asked them to come down and tell their side
of it. Now the question is not whether Sam had the right to say
it, but whether he is right in what he said.’ After the meeting
I had to let them go to the other churches in the circuit. My
wife and child were not well enough to travel. But the good
Lord let me see something while they were away. The next
morning the mail brought a copy of the Minutes of the very
General Assembly when division had occurred in 1936. In it,
the debates of both sides were included. Some seven or eight
protests were in, which were brought by my friend, Rev. Sam
Allen, and also on the other side, the arguments for the Assem-
bly which carried. I got down on my knees in the church alone,
and said, “Lord, this must be seen by me as the only thing a
believer in the Bible can do if I leave the church.” I then noted
carefully the protests and also the vapid position of the As-
sembly in putting out, excommunicating, directing them to be
cut off from the communion table and ‘defrocking’ or denying
further validity to the ordination of minister-members of the
Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions. All this
was done by the General Assembly in the name of, and claim-
ing to be, the court of Jesus Christ! It was the highest court of
appeal after the two years and more of trials in their Presbytery
courts and their Synodical ones. Now, in short, the arguments
were these. Provable it was that the personnel and work of
the official Board of the church were untrue to the Word and
doctrines of the Gospel. When they were accused of disorder,
our men claimed the issues were doctrinal in their defense. But
the Assembly said it was just a matter of church order (polity.)
But it was doctrinal throughout. So the accusers of the Fun-
damentalists proved to be their judges and would not hear the
doctrinal evidence and proof of our position. In short, our men
were condemned as trouble makers. It was the old argument of
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the idolater King Ahab in his accusation against Elijah, “Art
thou he that troubleth Israel?” And Elijah answered saying,
“It is thou.” I Kings 18:17ff.

Thus, the church went legally modernistic. There was no
way out for a Bible believer. I had my answer. I had plenty of
reason financially to stay in the church: a new car, turned over
twice (thank God none were injured,) $300.00 damages, the
depression years, a $50.00 Mission check each month to meet
our payments still owed on the purchase of it for another year
and no foreseeable income for it. But I knew one must stand
by the Word of God.

When Sam Allen and Dr. Dodd were seen that morning I told
them I was going out. Then Sam told me something I had not
known. Dr. Machen offered the newly formed Committee on
Home Missions of the new church $100.00 per month to a new
church formed of those leaving the PCUSA, for those needing
help on Home Missions fields. The church could return what
it could to the Committee. This was exactly twice what I had
been receiving from the old church. In addition, the old church
held the threat that if their men on home fields did not use
what we would view as modernistic Sunday School literature
sent out by their Board of Education, their aid would be cut
off. Somehow I never had received such notice myself, but my
predecessor had. Now, I did not dare to tell my wife of my
decision. She was still too ill to face such questions. When
I told Dr. Dodd and Sam Allen, Dr. Dodd immediately wrote
out a check for $100.00 toward my car damage. Sam Allen said,
“I have another hundred.” On his return from the circuit, Dr.
Dodd again took out his checkbook and said, “I am not satisfied
with the amount I wrote the other day.” I began to demure.
After all, we support overseas missionaries, not the other way
around. But he said, “Now, I am determined that I will not
let anyone pamper me because I am a foreign missionary.” He
wrote another $100.00 check, and thus our car damages were
met! I pause to remark that I am sure the new Committee aid
was not meant to lure men out of the denomination. It was
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not so in my case either. I knew of it only after I had decided
to leave.

As I have indicated, this decision was one of the greatest I
have ever made, including my conversion and my proposal of
marriage in Edinburgh to my beloved Anne. Bible believers
were those who believed in selling out all for the cause of the
Word of God and the testimony of Jesus Christ in those great
days. One young man, Charles Woodbridge, the first General
Secretary of the IBPFM had said to a group of men in our Pres-
bytery in Bismarck, “You will lose 90 percent of your church
buildings.” Many believers were forced to give up their church
buildings, some that were built by their own hands. Groups
of separated believers were to worship sometimes, thereafter,
in houses, storefronts and other humble places. It was ‘going
without the camp bearing Christ’s reproach.’ I expect to re-
late later what happened to Sam Allen’s field in Grant County,
North Dakota. But of far greater gain than the losses, was the
righteousness of our cause, the greater liberty and power in
witness, results and the joy of standing true to the Word of
God.

In the East, my friend Henry Coray, the lead man on the ten-
nis team of Wheaton College when I was there and had grad-
uated from Seminary a year after I did, decided not to apply
to the official Board of Foreign Missions in the old church. He
applied and was accepted by the newly formed IBPFM, and
was to go to Manchuria. His Presbytery in Scranton, Penn-
sylvania, put him on trial about 1933-34. His defense was
the words of the Apostles before the Sanhedrin, “We ought to
obey God rather than men,” Acts 5:29. He was excommuni-
cated. All over the land, by 1936-37, trials went on. Every
time it happened, it confirmed to the rest of us that we were
right, though we did not need the confirmation. I was imme-
diately received into the newly organized Presbyterian Church
of America that summer of 1936. In the winter following I
received from the Presbytery of Aberdeen, to which I had be-
longed in the PCUSA, a citation and notice that I would be
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tried and charges were listed. Presbyterian by-laws of the old
church said that if a minister not otherwise chargeable with an
offence were to renounce jurisdiction of his church by joining
another church not deemed heretical, or by going independent,
Presbytery shall take no other action against him, except to
erase his name for the roll of Presbytery. Dr. D.M. Butt, a
godly and quite elderly man of Huron, South Dakota, Trustee
of a Presbyterian College there, sympathized with us who left
and kept writing to us, and did succeed in getting Presbytery
of Aberdeen, in my case, to just erase my name from the roll.
However, the same Presbytery, adjourned to meet ‘on the floor
of Synod’ in its following meeting. This was done the follow-
ing summer to me and the Presbytery voted to ‘defrock’ me,
excommunicate me and forbid the communion table as they
had done in the General Assembly to the Independent Board
members. In other words, they put me out of the church a full
year after I was already out of it! Dr. Butt was a man of God.
In letters to me he said that if he were a younger man he would
do as we had done and protest, but being a retired man and on
a pension, he felt we needed our money in the new movement.
He kept writing and encouraging and advising us. One time
he wrote and said if they could take their salaries and pensions
and churches and manses along with them, many others would
leave also.

The division was not caused by us, but by the modernists
who had taken control of the denomination. In my years as
a student at Princeton Seminary, the liberals in the student
body were a distinct minority. They would plead with us for
‘tolerance,’ indicating we should give them a chance to ‘find
themselves.’ But after the modernists got control of the church,
all that ‘tolerance’ vanished on their part. The words of Jesus,
“They shall put you out of their synagogues. . . ” became real
to us. John 16:2. But we felt a clear parallel in 1936-37 - a
likeness to the action of the Roman Catholic Church in the
days of the Council of Trent, 1648-53. Then, their assertion
pronounced judgment as a council upon all who would not
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receive the doctrine of the Mass (the elements of communion
was said to become the actual body and blood of Christ by
the claimed miracle of Transubstantiation.) The Church made
it legally impossible to remain in the Church if you disagreed
with the Church. Those who followed the simple gospel of
grace and salvation through faith in the offering of Christ on
Calvary — not in the Mass — could not possibly remain in
the church. From that moment, the Roman Catholic Church
became fallen away from freedom to dissent. Before it, while
the view of the Mass grew more and more popular to individual
theologians, it was not stated so finally for all till the Council
of Trent. Likewise, while modernism grew among individuals
in the PCUSA, now renamed the United Presbyterian Church
(UPC,) it did not become final until the action of the General
Assembly of the church in 1936. At that time, we who are now
Bible Presbyterians (BPC,) contended it also refused freedom
to us to remain members. It had first become the overall drift
of the church by preceding weight of theological views in the
church. By action of its chief assembly sitting as a court, it
became ‘legally’ so - a lockout. The drift of its schools prior
to 1936, the turns of the Seminaries, the downward spiral -
all tended to that direction. The Westminster Confession of
Faith was left as window dressing for awhile. But the “New
Confession” of 1967 showed the real position of its assemblies
from the ‘30’s.

Though all this, God spared our son John. The night after
the physician replied to my query, “Do you think the child
will live?,” by saying, “I don’t think so,” I got down on my
knees to pray. I prayed that God would spare the child. But
then I realized it might not be our Father’s will he should live.
And it was a real break up for me to realize, that other things
being equal, it would be the most blessed thing for the child
to go immediately to Heaven with God. So all I could do was
pray, “Thy will be done.” I prayed, that unless there was some
reason for the gospel, God willed the child to live, that I would
yield to God’s will to take the little one to Himself. I believe in
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infant baptism, and as time would not suffice to secure another
to perform the baptism, I did so myself. However, in God’s
great mercy, He did spare the child. Mrs. Eugene Maxson of
Athboy nursed the child day and night, for Anne was seriously
ill. God blessed her for the excellent care and John grew up to
be our third child and the first of two in the Gospel ministry.
Thank God!

Concerning the matters of our withdrawal from the PCUSA,
the excellent library of books written by Dr. Carl McIntire, of
Collingswood, New Jersey, the thundering of his voice in the
weekly “Christian Beacon,” the formation of the Bible Presby-
terian Church with the help of his leadership - all contributed
to a strong presentation over the land and to the strength and
information for all of us through the years. In what I say here
on the same lines, it is all a statement of one out west, a Plains
preacher, who from the beginning noted the drift in his early
life. In our Bible Presbyterian Church we are all thankful for
the help of Dr. McIntire’s great leadership, in the forcefulness
from the beginning, even experienced in my seminary days.
We have found in it inspiration, information and leadership all
the way in the battles for the Faith. Mine is just an odyssey
of a single individual in the west whose bent was made in the
early ‘30’s for the separated movement, while the main action
was in the organization of the Independent Board for Presby-
terian Foreign Missions in 1933, the establishment of separated
churches in inception in 1936, and in 1937, the organization of
the Bible Presbyterian Church (BPC.) Dr. McIntire, with his
great 20th Century Reformation radio broadcast and his unre-
lenting public witness, has been responsible in good measure
for the endurance of the witness for separation and Gospel pu-
rity. This witness or stand does not water down the Word and
Gospel and is promoted in America with the American Chris-
tian Action Council, the new “American Council for Bible Be-
lieving Churches.” (ACBBC). It is witnessed all over the world
with over 400 denominations in the International Council of
Christian Churches (ICCC).
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Chapter 21

Growth in Lemmon field; Herb Sandgren’s

conversion; near tragedy on an unfamiliar

road in storm; children’s prayer meeting

And believers were the more added to the Lord.
Acts 5:14

In this chapter I return again to recount the work in Lem-
mon, South Dakota. The year 1936, and the following ’37,
found the two churches of Athboy and Meadow, South Dako-
ta, alone on the rural circuit of more that were originally in
my parish when I first came. One church, a small country
church on the Grand River south of Morristown, I had given
over to the hand of a brother who I helped come to the field
east of mine when we remained in the old denomination. I did
not know at the time the division was near, nor that he would
choose to remain in the denomination. He had been with us in
our Presbytery and Camp in the Bismarck Presbytery, a con-
servative who ‘stayed in’ after the separation occurred. And
the Thunder Hawk church did not elect to go out with me
in 1936. It was the smallest church of my circuit, but had a
fine building. If the few people in Thunder Hawk were afraid
they would lose their building, God in time was to give us many
more ‘than these.’ And praying the prayer of Jabez “to enlarge
my coast,” this was soon to happen. We moved to Lemmon,
the largest town in the area. Some of the young people of my
field were to come to High School at Lemmon. Some were new
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Christians and there was a responsibility on my part to them.
So, finally, in the fall of 1936 in our home on the west side
of town which we rented, we organized the “Bible Presbyte-
rian Church of Lemmon, South Dakota.” I almost fell out of
bed, early one Sunday morning when I thought of the name.
I suppose my studies on Verbal Inspiration of Holy Scripture
had some weight in it. We had but one family, Mrs. Myers,
and our three children, an old sheep herder from Athboy, Mr.
Edward Workman, a truly saved man, and two non-resident
elders who were willing to serve. However, in ten years time
we were to have a 72’ by 36’ tabernacle built; it was to be
packed in evangelistic meetings on several occasions, and grow
steadily in Sunday services. In fact, there was an attendance
of 100 the winter following my return from Army chaplaincy in
1946. I can say its growth, by and large can be attributed only
to the grace of God. Using the gift of evangelists helped, and
having Faith Seminary students to help on the circuit preach-
ing, and with DVBS work, helped our little band to grow. I
think it was because we avoided worldliness and modernism,
God honored his Word!

I felt at the beginning it was necessary to make a striking
public impression in Lemmon and show that ours was a Bible
church with a difference. I announced in the Lemmon pa-
pers (two local weeklies,) two series of sermons. The first was
four successive sermons, one every Sunday, on “Debilitating
Practices of Supposed Christians,” with such themes as “Card
Playing,” “Dancing,” Theater Going,” and “Smoking.” And
do you know, an elderly German brother who was a Methodist
came out with his wife to hear that last sermon, and kept com-
ing thereafter. He was a user of tobacco. He was, in time, to
be a strong right arm for us and Chairman of our building
committee when we built the tabernacle. The other series was
entitled, with some catch language, concerning the Practices of
the Unsaved. One topic was “Drinking;” another “Swearing.”
In it all, I tried to show the differences between the ‘clean’ and
the ‘unclean.’
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Another church was begun in the rural Cole, South Dakota
community. Cole consisted of only a Post Office, with ranches
round about. I suppose it was 45-50 miles southwest of Lem-
mon. However, in this area was a sister of Mrs. Herb Veal of
Chance. After a great revival in Meadow, one of the Veal boys
told me she wanted me to come and hold some evangelistic
meetings in their Cole schoolhouse nearby. She was Mrs. Herb
Sandgren. I was to stay at their home. So, going there, the
first thing I felt moved to say to her husband was, “Herb, are
you born again?” He dropped his head as if he had been shot.
It was for this cause his wife wanted the meetings held there.
Then we started a DVBS during the days for the children. His
family was large and they were all there, and others came as
well. It was a nice building near a dam the men were build-
ing. Herb Sandgren became a trophy of God’s grace in those
meetings. I saw he was in deep conviction. He had been a
hard drinker, some had said. On Saturday night, noting the
conviction, I did not know what else to do, so I knelt at the
teacher’s desk and said, “I am going to kneel here and if anyone
wants to come to Christ, just come up and kneel with me.” It
seemed no time at all that Herb Sandgren was beside me. And
also two others, a middle aged married woman and a younger
woman. The latter two felt they had been backsliders and were
coming back to God. They came back. Herb Sandgren was so
happy. He said that night at home, “Well, I looked over and
saw my wife a-prayin’. My heart got to pounding, and the first
thing I knew, I was up there.” It was the Lord who made the
difference. He had some struggles. His smoking bothered him.
But after a long and hard time of discouragement, he got the
victory over that too. He also saw his father, who had always
been a heavy drinker, turn to Christ before his death at a later
time. A non-resident elder, Mr. Ogren from Athboy, helped
me for the little church at Cole. It served a continual witness,
though organized on a shoestring, it seemed at the time. It
was a force to establish a few in the Faith.
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There was a real adventure one stormy winter Sunday, get-
ting back to Lemmon for the evening service. Tracks I was
following in late afternoon made the preceding day by the mail
car, ran out. The growing blizzard covered them and when I
would have followed them into a field, I found my car hung over
a precarious, ice and snow packed mound still on the curving
road. Stopping, I tried to back out, for forward was the heavily
encrusted and iced snow. It was getting dark and much colder.
I began to feel frantic. It was in strange country, and I did
not know of any dwelling near, nor could see any. I thought
perhaps there was not one for miles. It was the first time I had
been directed that mail route way. Other roads, I was told,
were closed with winter’s snow. After trying futilely for fifteen
minutes to dig out and back up, in desperation I drove ahead
on the high encrusted drift in front. And wonder of wonders,
the icy-snow held! The car went over and got through to the
turn of the road. What a glad sight was just ahead. It was a
fine ranch house visible at the turn of the road. The telephone
line for Hettinger, North Dakota, west of Lemmon, stopped at
that house. Its owner graciously let me stay for the night, and I
was able to phone my wife. We compared notes and estimated
that it was just at the time I was caught in the drift when our
two little daughters, Ruth and Mary, were playing ‘church.’
Ruth was ‘running’ the service and she said, “Now, let us pray
for Daddy if he be stuck!” By estimating the time it took to
drive and make the phone call, we both came to the conclusion
that the little girls were in prayer just when I was in difficulty
in the drift. Thank you, Ruth and Mary! Our daughter, Ruth
(Melton) is a trophy of Gods grace. I estimate she was a girl of
about four or five years of age when she was saved. She claimed
to know the Lord then, and truly could talk heaven’s language
with understanding. Mary (Peterman), now an elder’s wife in
San Diego, is a sweet girl in the love of God in Christ’s gospel.
She too made an early profession of faith at a Bible Camp at
five years of age. And thank God for my wife, Anne. Were it
not for her determination, steadfast support, unfailing labors
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in the church and home with her prayers, I never would have
been able to go far in ‘them thar’ hills for the gold of precious
souls who turned to Christ by evangelistic means to receive the
Gospel. Her sympathy, interest, and support for those means
were of such value! She had known of them from her early
Edinburgh experiences.

So our preaching points and churches increased. I estimated
perhaps 250-300 different individuals would come to services
at one point or another of the multiple point circuit in a given
month’s time. It was not possible, of course, to get to every
point each Sunday. For 15-16 preaching points are too many.
But preaching an average of five times, at least, a Sunday was
ordinary. On some occasions, it was six times. One place,
Lemmon, in the largest town, we had two services a Sunday
each week. Meadow usually had one service a Sunday, Athboy,
twice a month, and others, once or twice a month. I have held
an early morning service before the first service at Lemmon.

169



170



Chapter 22

Tabernacle built in Lemmon; revivals; con-

tinued growth

. . . and the tabernacle shall be sanctified by my glory.
Exodus 29:43

Rev. Robert Kutz, a Faith Seminary graduate, served when
I enlisted in the Army chaplaincy, 1943-46, a period of two
and one half years, at the field in Lemmon. And we served
together when I returned in 1946. Then he moved to the far
west to Butte, Montana. He was an earnest young man. The
attendance continued to grow in Lemmon under his ministry.
Attendance in Lemmon was in the 6o’s in the morning, and
perhaps 30-40 in the evening services in 1943 before I left for
the Army. In 1946 when we served together, the attendance
was 100 in the morning, and perhaps in the 60’s in the evening.

Our tabernacle was built from 1942 to 1947. During war
years, however, the complete finishing of the building had to
wait. It was two thirds completed when I left for Army service
in August, 1943. The tabernacle was built on a model, in our
mind’s eye, of the Tabernacle in Collingswood, New Jersey,
where Dr. Carl McIntire had pastored. His was built after the
time of separation from the PCUSA, and after the Presbytery
of that denomination took over the fine brick building that had
been built by the congregation. The Presbytery of South Jer-
sey (PCUSA) went ahead to claim the property, even though
a monumental majority of the congregation decided to leave
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the denomination. The historic doctrinal position of the de-
nomination would seem to favor the notion of the local church
in its leaving the PCUSA, but retaining its property, for the
local congregation was true to the doctrine as known when
it entered. But when an action is taken in a secular court,
perhaps by a judge who does not enter the doctrinal issues,
the tendency then is to leave the property with the continuing
denomination. So one Sunday morning the great mass of the
Collingswood church left their fine brick building and walked to
the corner of Haddam Avenue and Cuthbert Boulevard where
they had a large tent pitched. It was still a cold spring day,
and foot warmers were used. It was a stirring time. They
went “without the camp, bearing Christ’s reproach.” Hebrews
13:13. A beautiful drawing of sheep following their shepherd
was made after that by an artistic member to commemorate
the event. Actions were being taken by the General Assem-
blies of the PCUSA. Such actions meant that if a local church
is organized, builds its own edifice, and after a move into le-
gal modernism is made, the local church cannot withdraw, in
order to maintain its doctrinal purity which was there when it
originally joined the denomination, and still own the property
which they erected with their own hands! This was the situ-
ation in the PCUSA (now UPC) since 1936. But its rules in
this area are so contrary to the liberty and right which Pres-
byterianism has had since its inception that it seems to us
contrary to all good sense let alone church law and order. To
take over property, I believe, is contrary to true liberty for all
Christians. However, so far down the line this has prevailed,
that Dr. Charles Woodbridge, the first General Secretary of
the newly organized IBPFM, addressing our group of funda-
mentalist Presbyterian ministers in the Dakotas at Bismarck,
in 1936, said, “If you leave this denomination, you will lose 90
percent of your church properties.” However, he told of the joy
of bearing witness as he and other members of the Independent
Board had done. In going through their trials, he said such an
experience can ‘burn out’ elements of the ‘flesh’ in one. But
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when, once out, as they were, he said, “We felt free! We felt
we had just come up out of Egypt!” Truly, we and all sepa-
rated brethren can be thankful for these men, including Dr. J.
Gresham Machen and Dr. Carl McIntire and others who stood
so firm, drawing clearly the issues and leading the way for us
all! And above all, to our Lord who preserved this liberty for
the Faith. Dr. Woodbridge, I am sure, meant to say, “It will
come to Law, and you can expect to save only that much, if
indeed you are serious and are planning to join our separated
movement.” In time we found that to be the case. Of all the
church buildings of our congregations which withdrew, only
one building was saved. It came to a court case. It was the
Alexander Church, west of Underwood, North Dakota. It was
retained by the congregation. There was a peculiar situation
in it. In the erection of the local church and its organization,
a local provision had been made that any religious group in
the area could use the property (even, I suppose, a false cult,)
therefore, a fair judge awarded the custodianship to the local
congregation.

Following the earlier remarks above, and following the ref-
erences to the building in Collingswood, New Jersey, the tent
and then a tabernacle being built there, let us return to the
West, only pausing to remark that today a tremendous set
of buildings make up the property of the Collingswood Bible
Presbyterian Church. There are three in number, an impres-
sive, attractive, large brick church, the Sunday School building,
and a Fellowship and Young People’s center. Also, there is the
20th Century Reformation building at Haddam and Irwin Av-
enues, which was a former public school building. Here are the
radio and TV studio, the church offices, the “Christian Bea-
con” publishing offices as well as the offices of the ICC and
ICY, and the Home Missions office.

God gave us a fine building in Lemmon — a Tabernacle. It
was not as large as the one in Collingswood, but we followed
the model, at least in our mind’s memory, as we planned and
built it. It took us seven years to build. During the two and
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a half year period, from 1943-46, when I was in the Army, the
building was occupied and holding services. In 1942 I took
$500.00 which my father had given me before he died in 1939.
We purchased two aged buildings at a corner on Main Street in
Lemmon for $300.00. Just across an alley from Main Street, we
purchased a corner lot for $80.00 down payment on a county
delinquent tax deed. The lot was well located only a block
south of the city Post Office. The owner of the old buildings
wanted the buildings torn down so he could build a better
business property. But old as the buildings were, they had
‘oceans’ of lumber in them. The main building was perhaps
the first lumber yard building when the town began at the head
of the Milwaukee Railroad in 1906-07. The construction of the
transcontinental railroad reached Lemmon area in those years
from the east toward the Pacific Ocean. We began by dis-
mantling the main building, removing the shingles and rafters
with donated volunteer labor. We even saved the shingles and
better nails, for it was still drought-depression times. It had
two floors with good flooring. The carpenters told us that
the lumber was of a kind that was worth much and could not
be purchased. We hauled the lumber over to our lot area on
dry sleds and placed it in piles. The flooring from the wrecked
building was so good and plentiful that in addition to the ‘new’
floor of the tabernacle, we were able to sheet the walls of the
first two thirds section of the tabernacle and have lumber left
over. In addition, there was ‘heavy stuff’ in the second building
to be dismantled which had been, for a time, a ‘livery barn’ in
early days. We found much more lumber. Then down to the
ground level of the first building, Mr. Milton Crow, an elderly
friend who helped much, said to me, “Come down here!” He
was in the cellar area. “You’ve got an oil well here!” He meant
there was much more valuable lumber! The two by fours of
the old roof were bent by weather and age, inward and down-
ward. When dismantled, they remained bent. They were so
hard that in order to get them down and nailed to the inner
‘stringers’ (new two by sixes running lengthwise fore and aft in

174



Tabernacle built in Lemmon

the tabernacle construction,) I had to hang on a constructed
piece of lumber hooked over it, thus using my weight so that
another could nail the long “18 penny” nails to put the bowed
pieces on a straight line from middle peak to the top of the
side walls of the tabernacle. The building thus had some inner
pillars supporting the ‘stringers.’ There is a story behind the
stringers and use of the bent two by fours.

The building committee had hired a gentleman to head the
construction. In fact, it was little ‘hiring,’ for he was likely
those years to expect little. He was, indeed, a good and knowl-
edgeable carpenter. However, he insisted that we buy new two
by sixes for the tabernacle roof. Money was still very scarce.
I had $120.00 left of the $500.00 of my father’s gift and the
people were still struggling in the drought years. I felt if we
could use the ‘stringer’ idea with the two by fours it would save
money and we had plenty of time. The carpenter did not have
the vision of such tabernacles as the Billy Sunday days had,
with pillars within the building. He honestly thought it would
look like a barn. It worked well, and when the building was
finished, the pillars — nicely faced and finished — were hardly
noticed, being at the ends of the three-tiered congregational
seating system (a central wide section and two side ones,) the
pillars coming at the end of the side sections (four aisles.)

The tabernacle had gable ends, the slope being gradual, 6-
8 feet, in the 18 foot span. The resigning carpenter said in
real concern to Mr. Priebe, the building committee chairman,
“The building will blow down!” Mr. Priebe said he looked at
the gentleman and said, “That church will be there when you
and I are gone.” They were both elderly men. Mr. Priebe was
right. It still stands after forty years. Both men have passed
to their reward. When I left for Army chaplaincy in 1943
when my wife was still in Lemmon, a tornado went through the
town and did quite a bit of damage. The Spencer Memorial
Presbyterian Church (UPC) sustained some, and the National
Bank stone building had considerable damage on Main Street.
“Our” tabernacle, perhaps four or five blocks south of the bank,
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was saved. Anne wrote me, “Ours still stands!” Indeed, we
must be quick to say that certainly God’s overall Providence
was responsible for this!

But I like to think perhaps His overall care for us in the plans
for the shape of the building construction was of help. An
older, yielding wood, the cross ties which were at the ceiling-
roof, with strength in holding of it, the very gradually sloping
roof, and very sturdy walls with new two by sixes studs, and
the strong flooring to sheet the walls were storm resistant. For
this, as with all of the building of it, thanks and all glory are
due entirely to the Lord and there is no room for boasting.
The building was only two thirds completed in August 1943,
when I left for Army chaplaincy. We put up a wall to close the
west end of the section, 48’ by 36’, until later completion could
be expected after the war was ended. We made side rooms
at either side of the front pulpit platform. This left space for
a choir loft between the rooms. The loft ascended toward the
gable end. The pulpit platform projected 18 feet from the front
wall. The line of posts left the three-tiered sections of pews
with aisles at each side of the sections. Happy in my mind is
the memory of the building. Before World War II, we were
able to only enclose the building with strong building paper,
a heavy blue paper within and black paper without. But the
second winter, 1942-43, services were regularly held in it. How
wonderful to see a church and Sunday School growing.

Here, I wish to give a quick story of weather and the con-
struction. We were racing to see the building enclosed before
the cold weather struck. Usually, winter comes with all its fury
in November or earlier in Dakota. I would be working alone
at times, or with others, until late. I wrote to the Board of
Home Missions chairman to pray that winter’s fury would not
come until we could close the building. The IBPFM mem-
bers prayed! I never saw a winter like that one in Dakota.
It remained mild until early or mid-January. A man would
pass by and say, “Brother Myers, the Lord must be on your
side.” One late afternoon in January, when I could see the
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fury of the first approaching storm, I was frantically trying to
nail down a swaying last strip of heavy outside building paper
from top to bottom on the last uncovered strip and corner of
the tabernacle. It was finally nailed down, but the forewinds
were blowing hard. Then winter descended with all its fury.
But our building was enclosed, thank God. The prayers were
answered. Many young men had gone into the Armed Forces,
leaving fewer to tend home farms. However, what help I had
was willingly given. Most of our people then were in the far-off
ranch area churches and preaching points when our church was
just getting under way in Lemmon.

As I have indicated, attendance soon began growing. Young
people came to town to attend High School. Some of our church
leaders from rural churches who were older moved to the town.
Before the building was erected, the church met in various
homes I had rented for the family. God did give a good re-
vival under Rev. Kasper Benson in the sizeable home we had
on the east side of town. Also, we rented a meeting place one
summer. It was in the ‘customer’ area of a chicken hatchery.
It was not a ‘chicken coop’ as someone in the east mistakenly
thought. God gave a revival with souls, including one aged
backslider who remained with us thereafter. With these be-
ginnings of growth, and then when the tabernacle was built,
souls were won. Dr. A.B. Dodd was an early evangelist when
the tabernacle was unfinished before the war. Many came with
real results. I count our son John, who was but 11, was one.
In 1946 on return from the Army, 400 crowded into the two
thirds finished building in a revival meeting. It seems not pos-
sible in an unfinished auditorium of 48’ by 36’. They were all
around the platform, in the aisles, every available spot! Rev.
Harvey Springer, a colorful Baptist evangelist from Colorado,
had as many in a packed meeting when I was in still in the
Armed Forces. The growth from a very few from 1938 to ’43
was God’s work.

One winter before coming to Lemmon, I learned the Presby-
terian Church (PCUSA), had but 25 out one winter morning,
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around 25 in the Methodist Church, and 25 at the Baptist
Church. Growing under Rev. Kutz during the war years, there
were 100 in regular attendance. In January of 1948 a fire broke
out in the basement of the tabernacle which nearly destroyed
the entire building. The inside and the flooring was gutted,
but walls remained intact. We worshipped temporarily in the
City Hall auditorium after the fire. A “hole” of fire took a
small part of the roof. Insurance gave us $1,500.00. We rebuilt
the floor and finished the walls outside with cedar shingles,
still kept from the wrecking of the old building purchased in
1941 for its lumber. Two young men, Mr. Butler and Mr. Don
Willey, let us have flooring sufficient to finish the floor after
the fire. The interior walls and ceiling were finished with a
pleasing, very white plaster. A new series of conduits from the
furnace stove below in the basement were fireproofed and thus
there was a safe building with the last third of the taberna-
cle erected, providing a much larger auditorium and also an
apartment for use as a manse added. It became a center for
annual or semi-annual evangelistic meetings. Large gatherings
with evangelistic blessings gladdened us.

After the tabernacle was rebuilt and completed, God gave us
joyous years of further blessings in the late ‘40’s. I regret that
after 14 years there in the pastorate and leaving to re-enlist in
the chaplaincy, a division in our Synod occurred and most who
led in our Presbytery, some men who took the other side from
us in the division and became known as the Reformed Pres-
byterian Church, Evangelical synod (RPCES.) They took over
most of our Presbytery and most of the churches. Dr. Francis
E. Schaeffer was the speaker in our Bible Camp in Washburn,
North Dakota, by arrangement others than Rev. Matteson and
me. Dr. Robert Rayburn also came to the Bible Camp. He was
President of Highland College in Pasadena, California, and won
the hearts of some of our young people attending there and oth-
ers at Camp. He played a heroic part in the Korean Conflict
as a chaplain, parachuting into enemy territory with troops
voluntarily. He had been an eminent pastor in the Wheaton

178



Tabernacle built in Lemmon

College Church, Wheaton, Illinois. Young people admired his
courage before his death from cancer recently. He encouraged
my son David in his doctoral thesis. An educator the last part
of his life, he was the founder of Covenant College on Look-
out Mountain, Tennessee, and established Covenant Seminary
in St. Louis, Missouri, after 1955. He did win the hearts of
young people. Their parents followed their interest in him and
in Highland College where he was President. I was returned
to Army service and did not know any of this until I returned
to attend a Presbytery in Lemmon and found the situation
changed. Rev. Matteson and I stood for the Bible Presbyterian
Church, but the situation in the Synod was volatile, building
toward the 1955 division. So the RPCES eventually took over
my former field at Lemmon and its area. But no one can take
away the blessings there in the ‘30’s and ‘40’s - the souls that
found the Lord in the tabernacle and the joyous memory of the
saints who were growing in the Lord.

Ranchers who turned to Christ were a hardy lot. I recall that
early in my ministry on the Plains in ’32 in Fairview, Montana,
I had just purchased a black cutaway coat. My purpose was
to see to it that I kept one coat clean for Sunday services. But
down in ranch country, I found my first frank and volatile dis-
agreement over its use. I thought the black coat and striped
gray trousers looked quite dressy. That probably made it look
out of place in ranching country. Before that, it had served a
good purpose in the evangelistic tours of 1934-35. Rev. Mat-
teson wore his Prince Albert suit. Norwegian Lutherans in the
country of North Dakota, more ritualistic in denominational
history and customs, would more easily accept us, I thought.
But in the Montana and Lemmon area, those ranchers just did
not like it, so I quit wearing it. The fire of the tabernacle of
1948 may have brought it to its end where at least some of the
ranchers would have liked, doubtless, to have consigned it!

If sin and hypocrisy were exposed, they honored it, even if it
came close to home. One Sunday during a bad depression year
in the Meadow church, I noticed folks would go to the grocery
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store after the service. I brought the subject up a following
Sunday morning, condemning it as breaking the Sabbath day
to keep it holy. It is true these were hard drought years. Their
excuse was they could thus save a trip to shop when money was
scarce. Rev. Matteson, who was a hard preacher, noted this
practice, and though he was a man of courage, he said to me, “I
would not like to touch that thing!” But one Sunday morning
I hit it as hard as possible, and taking my Bible, turned to the
window at the side of the platform saying, “We are supposed
to be a Bible Presbyterian church. Now, if we are not going
to keep this Bible, let us just throw it out of the window.” (I
motioned as if to throw the Bible through the window.) An
elder in the congregation half rose in his seat and looked with
great alarm at that point as if he had really seen me in the act
of throwing the Bible through the window. He half rose, then
quietly sat down. But I never heard the slightest disagreement
with the point, or the preaching.

We invited a Faith Seminary student to come the previ-
ous summer. The Sunday following his departure to go back
to school, two elders of Meadow were visiting with me and
summed up the man’s earnest ministry. One said, “He hurt
us, but we loved him for it!” The other elder looked at me
saying, “You would not be able to preach that way, because
you are always here.” I did not at that time say anything,
but said to myself, ‘Brother, you do not know what’s com-
ing.’ The church had endured a change in the hour of services.
Some were ‘up tight’ about it and for a time, I did tread water
with them until the young man came. But after his ministry,
they were not only ready, but did take stronger “meat.” Some
of those converted in the great 1936 revival in Meadow had
been tempted to stray. I visited a school house where a young
woman was at a dance. At the beseeching of the mother, we
brought her daughter away.

I am not trying to evaluate my ministry, but only to say
that the kind of people who had had God’s Word brought
to them by Rev. Adam Hunter, my predecessor, could well

180



Tabernacle built in Lemmon

‘make’ a normally timid personality a more faithful preacher
of the Word and Gospel. I remember Rev. Matteson saying to
me when I first arrived, “Adam Hunter has preached grace to
them. You had better preach some law to them.” I followed
his advice and preached a series on the Ten Commandments
early in the ministry there. Two fine elders in Meadow and
one in Chance were the three elders of the Meadow Church.
Lars Laurene, a kind Swedish gentleman, and Charles Settle,
an old cowman had purchased an old saloon and changed it
to a church! It was the long, low building type of the western
saloon. One could almost imagine the old bar running along
its length! There is a story in this. The son of Charlie Settle
went to Lemmon High School. He took ill and died but not
until he called upon his father to turn to Christ. His father had
been a true cattleman. He was the adult Bible Class teacher
of the church when I was there. The third elder was T.B. Veal.
Converted in Oklahoma in a tabernacle, he made a replica of
the same tabernacle for a large building on his ranch at Chance.
He was a fine man.

In preaching on a Sunday with an average of four or five
different places, I would only preach one sermon, i.e., the same
sermon at every point. It would have proved mind-boggling
and strenuous to try to preach different sermons. Our third
child, John, now a pastor in Bristol, Tennessee, was a child of
about five or so one Sunday when my wife Anne decided to
take the children and go with me around the country circuit.
She sometimes did so as it gave her some change from the
tedious labors at home with four children. This Sunday as I
began to preach in Meadow in its early afternoon service, John
whispered, sotto voce, in a way that carried to the furthest
worshipper present, “Mama, do we have to listen to this sermon
again?!” One cannot beat that kind of competition! David,
our youngest, now a pastor in Omaha, Nebraska, developed a
habit in his early teens of holding up his two hands in a “T”
formation to indicate his opinion that he thought it was ‘time’
for his Dad to terminate the sermon. I must admit that I had
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ability for extended wind power. The people, however, afar on
the range seemed to ‘take it.’ It was only old age, however,
in my last pastorate when 12 o’clock was the time absolutely
to aim for. Westerners seemed to have good staying powers.
However, the Gospel of God does deserve to be given faithfully.
Times, circumstances, and the need of people often determine
the kind and the amount of spiritual food. The Word of God
was to be given and received.
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Chapter 23

Transportation for the preacher; horse

and buggy; “Billy G”; trains; auto driving;

becoming a pilot; adventures in flying

And we went before to the ship and sailed unto As-
sos, there intending to take in Paul; for so had he
appointed, minding himself to go afoot. Acts 20:13

It seems good to have a chapter at this point to tell about
means of transportation on the Plains. With apostolic preach-
ers in Bible times, there seemed to be two main methods.
Above, we see in the Apostle Paul’s time, as with our Lord,
there were the two. One was by ship, the other was by foot.
A third was known - by beast of burden or riding. However,
we find not much of any of the third method relative to the
preaching of the Gospel. Quite limited it is, as in the case of
the Baby Jesus being taken to Egypt, if we believe the picto-
rial representation in art. However, while Generals of Armies
on horses or chariots in warfare are seen in scripture, ordinary
citizens seemed to yield to the Emperors or heads of states. In
any case, in order to preach one must get to the place where
people can hear. In modern days of the west, two have de-
veloped — via road by auto, or the air. But before the later
1900’s, in the earlier days of the West, were the oxen drawing
loads and wagons, or the ‘prairie schooner,’ ox or horse drawn,
or by rider. The modern means of our times were largely pre-
ceded by the horse in the old west. The ‘circuit rider’ preacher
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of early American history left his indelible mark. It was my
privilege to be born just at the time the horse was beginning
to fade, and the gasoline combustion driven engine began. It
is no wonder that in my first summer pastorate, a horse and
buggy was still in use in Nova Scotia.

May I say that while I am not a connoisseur of horses, “Billy
G,” my elder’s retired race horse in Nova Scotia, once may have
been a fast equine. But he was in his retirement age when I
knew him, just about as slow a walker one would see, it seemed
to me! Perhaps he knew he had an easy mark and novice as a
driver. He would walk in a loiter and almost seemed to me to
be walking backward! Perhaps it was my anxiety to get to my
preaching destination on time. But if another horse and buggy
drew to go past him, as soon as it appeared at his side blinders,
Billy G would give a lunge forward just about to unseat me.
I figured that even at his age, his racing habits came to his
senses. Also, when I went several times weekday evenings to
preach to men at a lumbering center back in the hills, we would
likewise go slow, slow, slower; except when he was going up
hills. He would then run! There you have my initiation to my
first means of locomotion. It was soon outmoded everywhere.

Now, of course, the main kind of transportation in the West
became the gas powered auto. Indeed, travel by ‘train’ was
common in the West, but even the iron horse had it limits.
Mainly, the long hauls east and west on trans-continental lines
and some branch lines, and in these were the Dakotas and
northern Plains served in the ‘30’s. It is true that my first
five years on the Dakota-Montana border fields, a small ‘stub
line’ railroad existed between Watford City, North Dakota and
Fairview, Montana. It branched off the main Great North-
ern line at Snowden, north of Fairview. Daily passenger single
coach, or before that, a small sized freight and passenger ser-
vice was available. But it was not frequent and handy enough
for regular pastoral service, and my Model T, then Model A
Fords were my choice to use almost entirely. Thus, the gaso-
line powered automobile was the most common form of that
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generation. Now, since this is so commonplace, it may appear
unnecessary to include the following remarks about auto travel
for the Plains preacher. But because some of my readers may
be less acquainted with auto travel in the ‘30’s and ‘40’s, I shall
continue. In them I list some incidents in the earlier years.

Auto driving for a pastor was not much different from the
experiences of others at that time. Tires were repaired by hand
with tire kits. Inner tubes with tire casings were the custom.
If one had a tire leakage, one laboriously took the tire and the
tube off the wheel rim, and with his tire kit, mended the inner
tube which had been pierced. Often, this was done beside the
road while enroute to a destination. If the damage was greater,
a ‘patch’ was often necessary on the inner side of the casing.
Service stations or garages were equipped to put on special
patches, or ‘inner shoes,’ on a tire. In truth, in the earliest
days one could have an external or outer ‘shoe.’ It could be
laced outside the tire to the wheel. These were of much less
value, however, and later entirely discarded.

A driver would go along, ‘bump, bump, bump’ in a slow,
uncomfortable manner. About all they served was, as a last
resort, to finish the trip and in the process to hope that the con-
traption would not wear off until better help could be obtained.
Drought conditions, however, multiplied these problems. Cars
wore out and money was not always available to replace them.
A Model A Ford I purchased new in 1930 was well worn and
about done in three to four years. I have described earlier in
this narrative the trip one night from Watford City to Fairview.
Dry roads meant uneven roads, even with effort at maintaining
them, and the resultant jar in driving made them more easily
worn out in time. A terrible judgment came upon the land in
such a succession of dry years. They lasted through at least
half of my Lemmon area ministry, and from at least a half
dozen years before my coming to Lemmon. Often in the early
years, I have driven from twelve to twenty thousand miles per
year in pastoral service. In earlier years when driving Model
T Fords, I found them delightfully simple to operate. If one
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had trouble, one usually just fingered the spark coils in a box
under the dashboard, or if more was necessary, one stopped,
opened the hood, took a pen knife to turn out the spark plugs
and scraped them. Then one was in business again!

Auto Survival: It always seemed to me to be a wonder that
when my well worn cars would seem to be about to give up
the ghost, somehow my car would last out even if it would be
coughing like a human consumptive as it limped into town. I
can only assign this to the kind providence of the Lord. Anne,
my wife, would be kidded by the German Methodist gentleman,
Mr. Priebe. While she comes from the Plymouth Brethren sect
in Scotland where ‘women keep silent in the church,’ Mr. Priebe
would say, “Now, your husband is not here yet, Mrs. Myers.
You will have to preach the sermon.” Her heart would fail. She
would anxiously start the meeting with hymn singing. Then,
if not on time up to the very time for the sermon, the saving
sound of the horn of an auto limping by would remove, with a
most audible gasp from the wife of the preacher, from despair.

My wife adds that she has indeed spoken at meetings in the
home and abroad where only women were present.

Another method of travel just after the mid ‘40’s was the
light private plane. On return from Army chaplaincy, the
GI Bill of Rights would finance returning soldiers in educa-
tion needs. One education that seemed to me of benefit for a
Plains pastorate was in ‘learning to fly.’ For years I had great
difficulty traversing the dirt roads in western Dakota-Montana
areas, my fields. It was most trying, even if it was interesting
to get to the distant preaching points. Many a bad Monday re-
sulted in tension headaches from pounding on dirt and gravel
roads, traveling 200 or more miles a Sunday. In addition, it
was possible in that ranch area to get to more distant points
in an airplane. So a course of instruction was begun at the
local Lemmon airport. In time I secured a 1939 seven year old
‘Luscombe’ for $1,300.00. It was a beautiful plane with place
for two side by side seats, metal fuselage and silver wings. It
seemed just the thing. I recall the first time I managed to fly
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solo. Later when alone, endeavoring to go into the fearful stalls
and spins, I failed at first to do it due to timidity and came
back from the test defeated! Finally, it was done and I was
relieved and happy I had accomplished it. With the instructor
I had learned such acrobatics for future safety as power on and
power off landings, the swirling spins entered from stalls and
the pulling out of them after dropping, by means of the spins,
to a point near the ground. The ‘Private Pilot’s License’ was
mine. But happiest of all was the change in driving to far off
preaching points on Sundays.

It was off to the airport in Lemmon after a quick lunch fol-
lowing Sunday morning services. Leaving Lemmon about 12:40
p.m., it was possible to fly to Athboy 50 miles away by 1:10. It
would have been perhaps 40 miles by road and perhaps more
than an hour’s drive. The plane would land on a long grassy
plot beside the Athboy church. Then at 2:15 the plane could
take off for Meadow, 17 miles away, and arrive before 2:30
for services ending at 3:30. Then a service at a new point
like Ada or Boehr’s School south of Chance would be held at
5:00 p.m. At 6:00 p.m., one could return to Lemmon easily
for a 7:30 evening service, and the day would be complete.
It all seemed so effortless. One could have landing places or
‘strips’ in smooth pastures. And the tiring, bumpy roads, so
long driven by auto, were over. I recall a place at the Boehr
School area, where I could ‘land’ within walking distance to
the school. But it was in a defile between hills. In order to ‘get
down’ to the short ‘runway’ pasture area there was a method of
side-slipping the plane to get to the cramped ‘air space.’ The
congregation would be waiting and looking up as I entered the
area to ‘land.’ Sometimes entry would be too high and one
had to climb up and go around again. Some good Christians
must have been praying. I remember one engaged young cou-
ple would be holding on to each other as the plane descended
and landed.

Another advantage to the plane was that it gave an oppor-
tunity to get my services broadcast on radio at the Mandan,
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North Dakota, stations. The outlet served the entire western
North Dakota and some of the South Dakota western area.
A half hour broadcast for six months of Sundays was com-
pleted not long before I entered the Armed Service again in
1948. I would tape a 20 minute sermon, a prayer, a congrega-
tional hymn and a choir anthem of the Lemmon service. The
tape recorder I had was one of the first of the new type tape
recorders known in the country. An elderly friend of our family
in Glen Ellyn, Illinois came through the Dakota country as a
journeyman printer, and stayed awhile in Lemmon. The tapes
and recorder were his and he kindly loaned them to me. The
Mandan station did not have the new version of tape recorder,
only the older wire type. So it was necessary to take the tapes
of the services and the recorder to the Mandan station. This
I was able to do with my airplane. It was about 80 miles by
direct air and about 120 miles by road. I went through the
Book of Revelations in the 26 Sundays of air time. It was a
great opportunity to tell a radio audience the difference be-
tween a Bible believing church and the Babylon churches of
the Modernists. Our broadcast was at 11:00 a.m. Sundays,
the only time available at the station. I took great pleasure
telling my radio hearers that if they had a ‘Bible Church’ in
their communities, that they had no business listening to my
program at 11:00 a.m., but instead, ought to be in that Bible
Church in their community, attending services. God gave us
some good responses to the broadcasts. One man who was a
traveling salesman listened as he drove across Dakota’s high-
ways, wrote and thanked me for showing him the difference
between a modernist church and a Bible Church. I fear that
today some independent Bible Churches are lacking true sepa-
ration from modernistic churches in either their local denomi-
nations or faith missions overseas. If broadcasting in our times,
I would need to be more explicit still. Also, nowadays, 45 years
later, there are ‘Bible’ church whose leaders are friendly with
the ‘neo Evangelicals’ who do not insist on denominational sep-
aration from modernistic churches. The one position I know
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to be sound is with churches whose leaders are associated with
the American Christian Action Council (ACAC) and besides
these in our nation, with the International Council of Chris-
tian Churches (ICCC). I have yet to know any of these to have
‘bowed the knee to Baal’ by compromising or joining with those
who do so today, or do deny the Word of God and the Gospel
of Christ.

I now mention three adventure in flying when a Plains prea-
cher.

(1) The first was when still in training in Lemmon learning to
fly. I went out to my plane at the airport. There I found a tuft
of grass getting in the way of the left wheel as I was preparing
to taxi to the end of the runway for takeoff. I left the propeller
idling and got out of the plane as I had seen my instructor do
on another occasion. Backing toward the propeller, I began
hacking at the tuft of grass, trying to uproot it with my heel,
but did not realize I was getting so close to the propeller. First
came a slap, slap, slap of the propeller blades against my lower
back! I was in a panic. I expected at once to feel a broken
back. But I did not. Feeling my lower back, it seemed there.
But the fur coat was hanging down behind me in tatters! It
was an old, old coat and no great loss. Failing to feel any
broken bones, the next thought was there would be a bleeding
down to the ground. But there was not. Going back to the
airport building, there was a quick inspection, and while the
instructors laughed at my appearance, apart from the coat,
there seemed no damage. The coat looked ludicrous, wholly
chewed up. My instructor said it was the first time he had seen
anyone walk away after being struck by a moving propeller.

(2) Anne, my wife, said at one time about my flying that
it was a case of being ‘too heavenly minded for any earthly
good.’ She may have had a point. One good work was possible
with it, however. I served for awhile in a school house point
about 30 miles northeast of Lemmon on the North Dakota side
of the state line. A young couple who had attended the Thun-
der Hawk church lived nearby. Sadly, they had an infant who
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was incurably ill with elephantitis, and was in the Bismarck
hospital. The infant passed away when they were back at the
farm. I was visited by the young Mr. Evanson of the Lemmon
Evanson Funeral Home. Just at the time of the death of the
child, an intense storm came and roads were closed between
Bismarck and our area. Travel by road was impossible. Mr.
Evanson asked me if I’d take him by means of the plane to
Bismarck to bring back the body of the child to its parents
for burial. This was done and the tiny casket lay on a ledge
behind us in the fuselage area. I can say that even in so sad a
task, it was a matter of satisfaction that again the plane could
be of use and give help to the sorrowing parents. They were
of Lutheran background and had shown an interest in work in
Thunder Hawk.

(3) The last and most harrowing experience occurred when
in Army service at Beaumont General Hospital, El Paso, Texas
in 1949, having returned to active duty my final period as a
chaplain, 1948-’56. There, ‘on my own time,’ was a continuing
of flying training with my GI Bill of Rights. Having had my
basic private pilot’s license, I was working on a commercial pi-
lot’s license which would have included multiple engine planes,
etc. Half of this training was completed before orders came for
me to go to an overseas assignment in Dachau, Germany (near
Munich.) Being due for the ‘dual cross-country test,’ it seemed
good to take it on a trip back to Lemmon from El Paso and
return, for some leftover business remained in some possessions
from my last civilian pastorate.

My instructor and I started out just before night time, and
on a fine plane, a Stinson two-seater. After flying through
the night with lights, we were approaching by daylight a town
in Kansas with a small airport. We were getting quite low
in gas and decided to descend to ‘fuel up.’ But a heavy rain
was just saturating the airport surface, a small municipal field
with grass runway. Going north, then, toward Scott’s Bluffs,
Nebraska, on a dwindling gas supply, a fog came in and hovered
low over the line of hills our map showed which was athwart our
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path and just south of the Nebraska city. We noted the map
showed it had a large airfield which was once a military air base.
It served then as a County Airport, and a Civil Aeronautics
Administration (CAA) weather sub-station. My instructor,
who was then at the plane’s controls, wanted to try to go over
the hills even though they were fog covered. He probed closely
to them to find a way. I earnestly begged him not to do so,
but to go quite a bit west where the map showed the line
of hills ran out. Even though our gas supply gauge was fast
approaching zero, reluctantly he turned the plane westward. I
had the map and we did the end run. As we turned eastward
around at the west end of the range of hills, we headed (we
hoped) toward our air field. I saw on the map on my lap a
road going quite at a slant against the north side of the hills
and another easterly, but at an angle south of the other. As the
slant to the right seemed more closely adhering to the hills, my
advice was to follow that road. The reason for this judgment
was that the city of Scott’s Bluffs looked just north of the line
of the hills. I had some feeling of uncertainty after the direction
was given and our gas supply indicated zero. Any second, we
thought, the plane might stutter and stop firing, but, oh, what
a relief and thanksgiving when we saw the large military WWII
Air Base spreading before us, and we landed safely. What an
experience! The instructor said to me, “Well, I give you an ‘E’
for navigation.”

We had another experience that evening. We went to the
U.S. Weather Service building in the late afternoon to enquire
about the weather in the hope we might soon resume further
flight north. But we heard of a trying experience of another pi-
lot going aloft above the airport. The heavy clouds just about
covered the entire state of Nebraska. Above the low clouds, and
circling the airport’s signal, was a man in a two-engine private
plane. He was evidently a newly training pilot who had not
had any ‘blind flying’ training or experience and had entered
Nebraska from the east. He entered the heavy weather cloud
area and, thinking he could fly over them to clear weather, he
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found himself in the vast area above the clouds with a dwin-
dling fuel supply. We could hear the conversation of the pilot
and the local weather station people from the intercom sys-
tem: “Plane #— to Station —. . .Over,” and “Station — to
Plane #—. . .Over,” etc. The pilot above pled, “Please help
me get out of this soup!” It would have done no good then to
criticize the new pilot who had made the mistake of flying on
in bad weather with his limited flying experience. The men at
their headsets and desks were sweating with worry. I said to
them, “It is time to pray.” One answered, “It is time to act!”
But they seemed uncertain as to what action to take. Finally,
they decided to send up a local man in his own plane who had
blind flying experience. It was arranged that this local pilot,
when flying through the clouds to help, would give confidence
by his presence to the stranded pilot, and that he would fol-
low the local plane down through the clouds, but at a rate
of several miles per hour slower than the lead plane to avoid
a collision. We learned what happened. A little way west of
town the experienced pilot found a break or ‘hole’ in the clouds
to clear ground. The man in the twin engine craft went right
down through it, but the break then closed up and the local
man could not follow. So he returned to circling above the
airfield. However, in talking with the ranking CAA weather
service in Laramie, Wyoming, permission was refused the man
to return at that time from aloft to be sure there would be no
air collision. They knew what fuel reserve the ‘rescue’ pilot had
and could not permit the ‘rescuer’ plane to go down through
the clouds so as to be sure there would be no collision. More
elapsed time was needed until all the gas would be used up.
So he continued to circle and as he did, he complained over
the intercom: “Here I come up here to do a man a favor and
then I have this!” My instructor was a Christian and we had
been praying for him. It was getting dark and indeed looked
scary. Finally, they permitted the man to come down. We held
our breath during the descent as landing lights could barely be
seen. But he came in by being ‘talked in,’ though he himself

192



Transportation for the preacher

could not see. After we spent the night in a hotel, the instruc-
tor and I met a member of the weather team at the Post Office
and asked him if the inexperienced pilot had landed safely. He
said, “Yes, in a municipal field in a town 20 miles west.” I still
think it was a time to pray as well as to act, and for awhile
the men at their intercoms and charts were in a quandary as
to what to do, understandably so.

There comes to mind two more adventures in flying! One
was a trip from Lemmon to the Black Hills when ordered to
an Army air base for a physical when I returned to Army duty
in 1948. Leaving the Lemmon airport early Saturday morning,
it was a trip arranged by mail. The day was nice for flying
it seemed. The plane flew well to the Rapid City Municipal
Airport. I phoned to the nearby military air base and asked
permission to fly over. The answer was “Yes,” but to wait a
half hour and call again as a fleet of Air Force bombers was
taking off from the field just then. I called as directed, and the
way was clear for me to come. So I went up and was hardly
in the air and over a hill and there stretched before me the
most immense runway for landing I had ever seen! Landing
my tiny ‘light plane,’ I found myself flustered at the attention,
for a Jeep came out to escort me after the landing. It seemed
I would never finish taxiing the long runway to the turnoff.
But finally, it was accomplished, and it was a short distance
by walking to the medical facility. Bear in mind, it was still
morning. But oh, it seemed I had to wait so long! I was in
that room till late afternoon. It developed a doctor was not
on duty. I was quite perturbed as I had promised to get back
to the Lemmon airport by dark and did not have night flying
equipment, nor much money to stay overnight. Besides, there
were the duties of services the next day on my pastoral fields.
Finally, a doctor came and the tests were made. I dressed and
literally ran to my plane. It looked very stormy with dark,
angry clouds and a ‘front’ to the west near Bear Butte, an
elevation northwest of the city. Getting to the plane as soon as
possible and taking off, I headed in an effort to get ahead of the
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visible storm front. Lightening was beginning to appear. As
I approached the point of passing it, my plane began to pitch
and roll terribly. I was afraid of a ‘spiral.” If a light plane gets
in one, it is fatal. The plane will just spiral into the ground. At
one time, the turbulence was so severe, I despaired of my life.
But somehow, I got by the storm point, and the turbulence
ceased, thank God! In the gathering darkness I got into the
flying pattern to Lemmon and landed. I met the manager who
had anxiously been waiting for me. Testily, and with reason, he
complained at my late arrival. I told him what had happened
and also about the storm. He then said, “Oh, it would have
been well to advise you what to do in such a case, to fly more
slowly and thus decrease stress on the plane.” It is possible,
by throttling down and increasing the angle of a plane, such
as in the landing procedure seen when the Columbia space
ship landed in its landing angle. Such would have lessened the
stress.

The last adventure in flying does not reflect a lot on my
weather knowledge or ability. I was given good training at
Lemmon, sufficient for flying duties in the area, but doubt it
was expected that I would put to flight far out of the area. My
last summer before reentering the Army it seemed good to try
to get to a Synod meeting in Nashville, Tennessee. It was to
have been the second time to use the plane to get to a large
church gathering. The first was a trip of about 150 miles by
air to our Great Plains Presbytery meeting in Watford City,
North Dakota. It was an early winter. The plane managed
into North Dakota, past the historic Kildeer Mountains where
a battle had been fought with the Sioux Indians, and thence
to Watford City and those wonderful elders of Presbytery in
their meeting with several pastors. My friend E.E. Matteson
was there. But overnight, after Presbytery, a most heavy snow
storm fell and in the hotel, Mr. Matteson made quite a to-do,
saying in fun, “Now David, who is going to get out of town
first, you in the plane, or we in our autos.” I determined, if at
all possible, to get out first with the plane, or would never have

194



Transportation for the preacher

heard the end of it. I walked to the small airport and they were
just beginning to clear the snow outside the office. I needed
gas and slowly, by shovel, a way was made. Then a short way
down the runway the snow was cleared. However, it was not
long enough to clear the deeper snow beyond unless the plane
would begin to lift and become airborne in the short distance. I
backed the plane as far as possible and then put the throttle on
all I could and was thankful it did lift and clear. The hope was
that the lower hills beyond the creek valley would be cleared,
and this happened also. In some questionable exultation, I fear,
and a desire to let them know at the hotel, I could not resist
going over the town and gunning the plane’s engine over the
hotel. I wrote my friend Matteson afterward and he answered
in his return letter, “Yes, we heard you!”

Coming back to the trip to Synod, this did not end as pro-
pitiously. We had been asked by Presbytery to ask the Synod
about the question of church order. In our separated church,
though our denomination had grown, the Board Secretary of
Home Missions would try to fill the void and often act to help
local churches in such things as aid, etc. However, our Pres-
bytery had its own Home Missions Committee and felt that
good order required close working between Presbytery and
Synod’s Home Missions Committee. This had not been done
and the basic unit in the Reformed system was the Presbytery.
Matteson and I felt that the matter should be discussed at
Synod. Some denominations are Synodical in basic form; ours
was Presbytery based. Appeals go to Synod.

Our fine Lemmon church elder, Otto Meeuwsen, was with
me in the plane as we left Lemmon. One of the worst periods
of rainy days swept over South Dakota just before we left. This
was accentuated to us when we flew down from over the hills
of ‘west river’ (west of the Missouri River) country to the flat-
ter lands of eastern South Dakota. It seemed to me that more
water covered areas below us than land. The previous decade,
rain was seldom seen. We dropped down at an airport in an
island on the Mississippi River near LaCrosse, Wisconsin, and
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then traveled southeast across those continual wooded hills of
southwest Wisconsin. We lost our way on the map and had
to try to take a general compass heading. The hills seemed
endless and brought some worry to me until I noted a little
city with a water tower. Circling it, we noted the words “Sauk
City” and were greatly reassured. We were right on compass,
and came down to refuel at an airport south of Madison, Wis-
consin. Thence, we followed south on a railroad visual line to
Elgin, Illinois, and to a tiny airport at Lombard, which was the
next town to Glen Ellyn where my mother and eldest brother,
Ernest, lived. The tiny airport had a hill which made it easy to
land. A short stop was made at Mother’s home and the next
morning we went south to Nashville. But a foggy mist made
uncertain going. The cloud’s undersides were just barely legal
as to height for flying. I would have landed at the Kankakes
Airport, but the field was half under water. So it seemed there
was nothing to do but continue flying south in an effort to
reach Danville. The trouble came before we could reach it. At
the Iroquois River north of Watseka, Illinois, the fog barrier
reached right to the ground. It was illegal to try to fly through
it. Noticing a pasture below, we landed on it. We went over
to a nearby Highway shop to enquire and found there was a
city just to the south. However, I made a mistake. I should
have asked what city it was. Instead, I asked if it was a city
south of Watseka. The man hardly looked up from his work
and said, “Yes, just over the bridge ahead.” (I did not know it
was the Iroquois River.) We returned to the plane and the fog
was lifting. The question was how high the cloud layer was.
Visibility on the ground extended for a full mile. We thought
it would be OK to go up in the plane and look, and if it was
too low, we would return. But that soon became the problem.
We hardly rose above the trees and a worse fog was flowing in.
I tried to land but the first pattern around found us too high
to land in the field. Going around again, Otto pointed to the
right over the river (the Iroquois makes a turn south and west
below there,) and said, “It looks better beyond the river.” For
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the first time I tried a right-turn landing. I made the right,
losing height quickly and turned north for the hoped-for glide
in landing. It looked as if my estimation had been right. I was
doubtful at first we could clear the fence in the pasture looming
up and was ready to put on the throttle, but it cleared. But we
were the longest time, it seemed to me, slowing down after we
landed! We were going surprisingly fast. I believe now, after
the fact, the effort to get low enough to land caused us to be
going very fast in the final glide, a roller coaster effect when
one goes down a steep hill, and then on the level. I thought of
turning left while taxiing so fast after landing, but there were
logs there in the field and it would have risked a fiery crash.
So in the pasture, as we were running out of space, and decid-
ing we would not make it to a stop, I put on the throttle in
an effort to rise and try again. However, we were too short of
space to take off! Picking up speed for takeoff, the bed of an
old race track dropped us and this didn’t help. We began to
be airborne just before a fence, and did not quite make it over
the fence! The undercarriage caught and was torn away at the
top of a fence post. When we slid to a stop I said “Well, Otto,
at least we are ‘down.”’ I put my hand to my face and it came
away bloody. I said, “Why, Otto, I’m bleeding!” He said, “Oh,
you’ve just got a bloody nose.” With landing gear we landed
on the other side of the fence — landing gear, that is, half torn
off. Otto did not say anything, but I learned later a middle
finger of his right hand was at an angle, probably broken. But
at the time, he just pulled it straight with his other hand. Af-
ter this, they insisted we go to a hospital. I wondered ‘what
for?’, for we did not feel too badly. At the hospital they told
me my nose was broken but not displaced and gave me some
shots. I think one shot was for nerves, though I didn’t think
I needed it. Otto’s hand was taken care of. At the stop over
the fence, I guess my head hit the instrument panel, but I have
no memory of this. This tells me that many people who die in
horrendous crashes or accidence really are not aware they are
being hit or injured. I left business affairs, word of my plane
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insurance, etc., with the Watseka local airport manager. We
returned to Lemmon by bus from Nashville, after Synod. My
insurance on the plane took care of payment to the bank on
the purchase of the plane. I learned at the time I could have
used the insurance payment to pay for a fine 1948 Luscombe,
seven years newer than my 1939 model. The offer was made
to me from the Watseka Airport manager. But the other way
settled indebtedness with the bank. I had just received Army
orders for Germany from El Paso. I was glad to get out of it
financially and thankful that our lives were spared. It was a
shock to my wife when a false report of the crash reached her.
Perhaps she was right. . . ,”too heavenly minded for any earthly
good.”
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Chapter 24

Driving in blizzards; adventures in tithing

. . . so that from Jerusalem and round about Illyricum,
I have fully preached the gospel of Christ. Romans
15:19

The above reference to Paul to his preaching tells of the
extent of the preaching of the apostle and the intensity of it
for he could say that from the city of Jerusalem to the Adriatic
coast, he had fully preached the gospel of Christ. This is a large
order for the rest of us, even preachers of the Plains. However,
is it not an endeavor for our efforts, even if we dare not say
we have attained? In the present chapter we cease following
any necessary succession of time but shall glean over the past
with less references to time. Let us continue with adventures
in driving. I will look back at auto drives and to blizzards
encountered.

In the Lemmon ministry I found myself in my first bout
with a blizzard. Dakota blizzards can be horrendous. From
early days there are stories of men in early ranches who have
been caught, straying from their barns toward their houses and
frozen to death, failing to find the way back to their houses
sometimes by inches. In an early day two Seim sisters were
lost in a blizzard and froze to death, found days after the storm
was over. While I lived at Lemmon, in the Twin Butte area
south of Athboy, a ranch family ran out of coal. The rancher
left to get some coal. Taking several days to return due to the
blizzard, he found his wife frozen to death, but their baby was
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still living sheltered in the embrace of its mother. A Kentucky
man driving west lightly clad in a late model car did not take
the turn over the new road. It was in a blizzard. He evidently
got out to take stock of things from the car, started to walk
and froze to death. That was on Yellowstone Highway, U.S.
12. Both the events happened while we lived in Thunder Hawk
and Lemmon.

Now, I will relate several adventurous things. I had been
with Mr. Matteson helping him in a meeting I shall describe
later. But after this effort, I had arranged a meeting in the
same place, Rapid City, North Dakota, in an effort to seek to
organize a church. Just before I was to leave for Rapid City,
the owner of the store/post office in Thunder Hawk asked me
to take his wife as far as Spearfish where their daughter was
attending the State Normal College. I consented but did not
feel comfortable about it.

However, the wintry day, while cold, looked sunny and bright.
We got as far as Haynes, North Dakota, about 25 miles west
of Thunder Hawk, and the weather changed and began look-
ing nasty. The storm seemed to be brewing from the west and
snow began to fall. The postmaster at Haynes said there was a
heavy storm coming which he had heard about by phone and
that the storm was bad. Had I had experience in western bliz-
zards I was to have that day, I would have turned around at
once. Continuing west, hoping for better news at Hettinger,
there was a handy place to turn around five to seven miles
further on and it really began to look much worse. The road
was heavier with snow. It seemed a reluctant turn back was
the best and fleeing east to try to outdistance the storm, went
through Haynes and approached White Butte, a village five
miles on. Then it really got bad before we got that far. The
air was getting white giving us difficulty to even see the road. I
knew that a quarter mile before we reached White Butte there
were two sharp turns in the road. I began to make the first
turn. I must say the awful specter of feeling it would not be
made and we might be one of those blizzard victims came to
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mind. Nothing of the road was visible, and I endeavored to
make the turn ‘by feel!” Somehow the first turn was made but
I despaired of the second just ahead. But thanks be to God,
just as we uncertainly began to make the turn, a large, high-
cab coal truck appeared going just before us. The driver, on a
high seat, may have had more visibility of the road before the
swirling snow. With that back gate of the truck looming before
me, the turn was made in safety into White Butte. Leaving
the auto to be buried in the snow, we went to the village post
office. There we learned that the local train was due from the
west and struggling with difficulty, just made the station, a half
block’s distance, to be hauled on it by the conductor when the
train barely stopped. In a half hour we were back in Thunder
Hawk. Oh, what a close call! Again, I can only attribute this
close call and the deliverance to God’s grace and Providence!
When the storm was over a hitchhike was necessary to White
Butte and the car was ‘dug out’ of a huge snow drift which
had covered it. We never made it to organize a church as we
had hoped in Rapid City. Our money was running out. Mr.
Matteson wrote me saying, “Our lack of money is keeping us
close to home.”

I will tell of a previous trip made in winter not long before.
It was the first of three trips to Rapid City. We felt it would be
good to have a Bible Presbyterian witness there. Dr. Butt had
told us of ‘North Rapid’ across the creek from the main part
of the city. There was no church there so we arranged by mail
to hire the ballroom of the Alex Johnson Hotel for a meeting
the Sunday afternoon and advertized it in the city Daily. This
time, too, a storm came just before the trip on Friday. It was
so severe that the next morning the snowdrifts were up to and
against second story buildings in Lemmon. However, Mr. Mat-
teson had traveled by train from Bismarck area and I knew he
would be coming that morning into Rapid. In order to join
him the following Sunday afternoon it would be necessary to
travel that day by road from Lemmon. Determined to start
out, though it looked impossible, I left Lemmon. It was early
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morning and the going was rough, even in city streets. Strik-
ing the road west, I had the happy Providence to find I was
following a large oil truck. The driver was evidently used to
traveling in bad weather. He would go by road when possible
and when not, would drive off the graveled U.S. 12 highway
through the fields picking his way between the highest drifts.
I believe we traveled more off the highway than we did on it,
following in his broad tracks. Finally, we (car and I), came to
Bowman, North Dakota, where my path lay south on Highway
U.S. 85 toward the Black Hills. At this point 90 miles of the
way was traversed, but southward was still in deep snow. I
was alone, in fact, very lonely. The highway was a good one
and fairly high, but snow drifts were laid across it at regular
intervals by a previous snow fall. In fact, it became necessary
to make a run toward each drift at a high speed in order to
have any success in getting through them. With wheels still
chugging as the car slowed, one would slow from 65 miles per
hour to almost a stop in incredible seconds. Often drifts were
higher than the car. The hitting of drifts became regular and
tiresome. I thought what a terrible thing it would be if one
would be coming from the opposite direction and we’d collide.
But very few were traveling that day, as witness, my car would
be the only one through each drift. Finally, I went past Buf-
falo, South Dakota, and thankfully, some many weary miles
beyond, the drifts and the blizzard’s marks ran out. Compar-
atively calm and easy roads found me in Spearfish and thence
to Rapid City by late afternoon.

At the Alex Johnson Hotel, Rapid’s largest, I met Mr. Mat-
teson who had stayed at the hotel overnight. At the service the
following day, the weather was sub-zero, but God gave us 200
in the meeting in the afternoon. Rev. Matteson preached the
sermon he had preached in Wilton, “Why I left the Presbyte-
rian Church in the U.S.A. after nearly Twenty Five Years in its
Ministry.” We had advertized this sermon topic in the Rapid
City Daily. The response was good. At the afternoon meet-
ing, someone heard Mr. Matteson’s message from the Swedish
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Covenant Evangelical Church. Its pastor phoned and asked us
to give the message at his evening service. The church was
fundamentalist at that time and we enjoyed being with them.
Mr. Matteson preached and I sang a solo. The Presbyterian
pastor in Rapid City was not one in our Bible Presbyterian
tradition. Had we been able to have someone ready to serve
in the north Rapid community at the time, it is possible we
might have seen a permanent work there. However, we were
both happy to have given a testimony to the Gospel of Christ
and to separation from modern theology there in Rapid City.

An illustration comes to mind of this preacher’s travels three
years after my ordination in Fairview, Montana. It is closely
connected with what may be called an adventure in tithing.
After some time in Fairview, it seemed well to me to seek an-
other pastorate. It was in 1933 and the Depression was in full
swing all over the U.S., and especially hard in the northern
Plains area. This brought the severe action by President Roo-
sevelt in the closing of the banks in what was called the ‘Bank
Holiday.’ Our bank in Fairview did not reopen. It closed and,
in my case, with around $100.00 of my money, our entire sav-
ings up to that point. The situation is easy for me to remember
for I had just purchased a cutaway coat and striped trousers to
use in the pulpit. I paid a smaller amount for the trousers, but
still owed Mr. Maxon, the men’s wear merchant, $50.00 for the
coat. The coat was yet to be supplied me. People who lived in
the community lived on credit with I.O.U.’s on paper if they
had property, or other securities to back up such ‘paper.’ But
as a preacher, I had no such security. Others could buy gro-
ceries that way, but we could not. I had arranged to travel to
Wolf Point, Montana, two Sundays following to ‘candidate’ for
the pulpit of its Presbyterian Church. However, with the bank
holiday and all, I had no money left to make a return trip for
both me and my wife to Wolf Point. I planned to give a sermon
on ‘giving’ in Fairview the Sunday preceding the proposed trip
to Wolf Point. My feeling had been loath to preach on that
subject in the opening years of my pastorate, lest the people
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would feel they should give to me personally. In this, I am sure
I was weak. One should know that Christians should give to
the Lord for His work in the church. Then the officers in the
church should decide what part of the Lord’s money received
is to be assigned to Christian workers, pastors, missionaries,
etc. Perhaps, indeed, I had yet to learn some things about
tithing myself! My sermon text was from Malachi 3:8, “Will
a man rob God?” In preparing the sermon I began to think
of my father, and how he would take his wages each Saturday
night to a drawer, separating the ten percent tithe, and then
take the tithe Sunday morning to church as his offering. Now,
bank closing and all, and in a fix to buy gas to a distant city, I
realized I had been holding the tithe to the end of the month
instead of giving it at the beginning when paid my monthly
check. For the first time I realized I had been holding back the
tithe for a month, and when one does that, it’s like ‘pulling
teeth’ to find the tithe after spending for other necessities dur-
ing the month! I had been ‘robbing God’ all of a month before
paying tithe! Then I said to myself, ‘Well, if you give one tenth
of what is left of what little you have, there will not be enough
for the trip to Wolf Point.’ However, to withhold it would
further disobey Malachi 3:10 which commands, “Bring ye all
the tithe into the storehouse.” I had been delaying giving the
tithe for a full month from one payday to another. I believe the
reason why some people say it is impossible for them to tithe
is that they delay giving it. It should be given immediately.
I recalled my father’s custom, placing his tithe in a separate
drawer and taking it to the church the next morning as his
offering. This agrees perfectly with I Corinthians 16:2. It is all
too easy to spend when one withholds the tithe until there is
little left, and then it is difficult to take tithe out of what is
left. That I had been doing at the end of the month. To go
ahead and preach on Malachi 3:8-10, and then to do something
else myself would be little short of hypocrisy. So facing myself
with this, I found a little glass flowered vase. I put the tithe
into it. It didn’t leave enough to make the trip to Wolf Point
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and back. I said to myself ‘Suppose the Wolf Point church does
not give you the nominal stipend for the visit? You would not
have enough to get back to Fairview!’ Well, Malachi 3:10 does
say to those who tithe:

. . . and prove me now herewith, saith the Lord of
Hosts, if I will not open you the windows of heaven,
and pour you out a blessing that there shall not be
room enough to receive it. . .

I am afraid that, while I felt somewhat long on obedience to
Malachi 3 here, I was trembling with some anxiety and concern
as to the promise! However, the following Sunday morning I
preached the sermon on tithing in Fairview. As an illustration,
I held aloft the flowered vase with the tithe, saying, “Now,
there is my tithe. God forbid that I should touch it.”

The day came the following Saturday morning to travel to
Wolf Point. There was enough gas in the car to get there and
we made it all right. We had learned by correspondence that
we were to stay at the town’s hotel. Oh, what a place! It
was several stories high and we went to our room by means
of an elevator, a luxury few cities in eastern Montana had in
those days. Our quarters were a fine suite of corner rooms,
almost “presidential.” I remarked to Anne, “I hope we are not
expected to pay for these.” Out of our meager possessions left,
we had a little food left in the pantry in Fairview, and made up
sandwiches as we left for the church that morning. I preached.
They were a friendly people. But not a word was said to us
about a stipend! I had hoped we would be invited out to one
of the homes for dinner. But no invitation was offered either!
Disconsolately, we walked down the street toward our hotel. A
car honked, and we picked up hope. Perhaps someone pitied us
and decided to take us to their home for dinner. But, while it
was a pleasant gentleman and elder of the church, he stopped,
picked us up, and set us down in front of our hotel!

We went to our room and took stock of our resources. All
we had was something like twenty or twenty five cents! We
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decided to look for what looked like an inexpensive place to
eat. I intended that Anne would have a sandwich if I could
not. Some restaurants would sell a hot beef sandwich in those
days for fifteen cents. We picked one which looked as if it was
a Greek restaurant. These were usually places of good food,
but inexpensive. We went in, enquired the price and ordered
one hot beef sandwich. I insisted that Anne eat it all, for she
was expecting our first child and she needed it. But she would
not. As we spoke quietly to each other about our situation, she
said, “Now, if only they would take my English money.” She
had some coins she had brought from Scotland on our return
to the U.S. after our marriage in 1932. A voice sounded behind
us and, to our amazement, the manager of the restaurant near
our corner in the dimness behind us, had overheard Anne’s
statement. He said, “Do you have English money? I will accept
it!” He took me across the room and showed me his showcase
full of foreign money. We did exchange some of Anne’s money
and ordered a second sandwich and had a satisfying meal.

That night at the hotel, the lady at the desk told me, “By
the way, I forgot to tell you, the church is paying for your meals
in the dining room.” Here, all the time the church had made
such arrangements and we did not need to go hungry or worry!
We had a good meal that night and the next morning also.
Now, my only concern was whether the church planned to give
us a check or money for the trip. If so, OK, but if not, I would
have been in a quandary, for I did not want to ask for it.

Incidently, I preached that Sunday night beginning my ser-
mon with an illustration I have often used elsewhere. One day,
following a fine open air meeting with Christian young peo-
ple in Edinburgh, they were filled with joy afterward. I paused
with them to look at some young people coming out of a movie
theater. I said to myself, ‘These people have probably come
to this place of pleasure looking for rest for their spirits, or
a forgetting of trials. . . , now, I wonder if they will have the
peace and joy I had just seen in the young people of the Mis-
sion after their open air meeting?’ Do you know, I saw not
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one look of peace or contentment on one of them! They had, if
not a bitter look, rather that of one who left without the rest
or contentment they sought. If they had problems or troubles
when they came to the movie, they were still with them when
they came away. I often had used this illustration in preaching
a sermon I titled, “The Red Strand,” with a text in Hebrews
13:20, 21. The above introduced the first point, “The God of
Peace.” But this night in Wolf Point, I just spent the rest of
the sermon hitting the movie picture industry, with all I knew
about it, as Hollywood produced pictures placed in local movie
establishments around the country. It was a very ‘non-political’
presentation for one candidating in a church. Anne said after-
wards she could just see the fine manse disappearing before her
eyes. We had been shown the manse Saturday afternoon. It
had full plumbing and bathrooms, splendid laundry facilities in
the basement with handy ‘shoots’ to drop laundry items, even
from the second story. It was a large, fine manse. As I stood at
the door of the church, the congregation filed out. I fear there
were some limp handshakes, or perhaps I imagined it. But one
man, the elder who had picked us up,, was enthusiastic. An
old Army scout from earlier days, he paused, looked at me and
said, “Well, Sir, you’ve come very close to drawing a straight
line here tonight!” He seemed pleased. After the morning ser-
vice, I had seen red because a man of the church had said, not
unkindly, “I am afraid you have wronged Eddie Kantor.” I was
determined to let them know my position and not sail under
any false colors as a candidate. The way home to Fairview
went OK. Someone told me to stop the next morning at the
Treasurer’s home, a senior elder, who was not able to attend
for infirmity and he would write me out a check. I stopped and
he was most cordial. The check well covered expenses of travel
and more.

As we returned to Fairview, we were driving up the street
— Silk Stocking Avenue — a typical western name. Some of
the more influential people lived on it. I noticed with surprise
people were coming in and out of the manse carrying things
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as they went in. I wondered how they got in as I had the key.
It turns out they were giving us a shower of food! There were
hampers of food, dressed chickens, meats, canned goods, eggs,
and many other foods. After we got in the manse, they kept
coming and soon there was not room for people and things to
be placed. We had to pull up the trap door to the basement
and the cooled place there, to make room for all the people
and their food gifts coming in. I have said of this adventure in
tithing, that Malachi 3:10 was literally fulfilled:

Bring ye all the tithes, and prove me now herewith,
saith the Lord of Hosts, if I will not open you the
windows of heaven, and pour you out a blessing,
that there shall not be room enough to receive it.

Echoing this sentiment recently, I said this means a tithe for
all of our income - salaries, bank interest, business net prof-
its, everything! Sam Allen was right when he told his former
parishioners in Carson City, North Dakota, that though it was
a terrible drought, they ought to tithe every cream can!

I never got the call to Wolf Point. A committee came to
Fairview one prayer meeting night. I excused myself from the
meeting a short while and went out where I was invited into
their car. They kindly said that they found the other ministers
of Fairview liked me, and then the driver of the car said, “This
is the problem in Wolf Point, Rev. Myers. We have all the
elders there, but one, who are members of the Masonic Lodge
and we’ve had the reputation that every minister we have had
was either a Mason before he came, or he became one shortly
thereafter,” and he added, “even Rev. Johnson (the man who
prayed my ordination prayer at Miles City.) I excused myself
when I left the car to lead the prayer meeting, but when leaving
said, “Well, you would never get me to be a member of the
Lodge,” but added, “yet I wouldn’t be your enemy.”

The committee, I felt, was most courteous. In a week or so
the congregation had a split vote, the majority against calling
me. I was not greatly surprised or disappointed, though at
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the time felt it would have been an opportunity in a fair sized
city. I did not wish them ill will. Now, at the vantage of
a senior age and afterthought, I have felt it was not best to
be in a “seeing red” attitude at the time of preaching that
sermon. It is not that I wish to take back any point in my
preaching position or doctrines that I say this. However, it
may be that a reaction to what may have been a well intended
word of information, was not necessary. I mean no reflection
on the city of Wolf Point nor its members by this anecdote.
However, it may be that the witness and the sermon overall
did no harm that Sunday evening. As I was driving away that
night to the hotel, we passed a movie theater and the crowds
appeared very, very large. It may be that many Christians
were there. I have often noted that western cities would be
prone to one sin or another. Sometime in one, drunkenness
was most prevalent, in another, gambling, and so forth. It may
be that a witness on the theater for Christians was in order
in Wolf Point for Presbyterians that night, though it might
not have been delivered in the best of tempers. Years later,
I learned that a younger Seminary graduate, in a candidating
sermon in an eastern church where officers he had noted were
users of tobacco. The young man conscientiously went after
the tobacco habit in his sermon. Rev. Dana Chrisman, who
had arranged for the candidating minister chuckled a bit when
he told me the church did not ‘call’ the earnest young man, and
said, “Like the lady said, ‘Why did he not wait until he was
called to the pastorate of the church, and then preach to them
about the use of tobacco?”’ When I heard this, I thought of
my experience years before in Wolf Point. Perhaps the young
man felt as I had, that in candidating, he did not want to ‘sail
under false colors.’

Who can understand his errors? Cleanse thou me
from secret faults, O Lord. Psalm 19:12.
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Chapter 25

Traveling one winter with E.E. Matteson;

songleader-soloist in revival meetings

. . .O Lord, revive thy work in the midst of the years,
in the midst of the years make known; in wrath re-
member mercy. Habakkuk 3:2

At this point let us go back to the fall and winter of 1933-‘34,
and recount some further experiences in evangelistic meetings
assisting the Rev. E.E. Matteson in his endeavors. Listed al-
ready in this writing were the meetings in Beulah, North Dako-
ta, in the spring of 1934, at the Darling Presbyterian Church. I
was asked to sing a solo for the first time in my life. Never had
been the thought in my mind to sing solos, but a godly elderly
woman, Mrs. Sellon, of this country church had requested it
in company with Mr. Matteson in her home. Mr. Matteson
agreed it should be tried in the evening service. I found the
hymn “My Anchor Holds,” and thought, ‘It will be enough to
make a go of it this one time, then that will be it.”’ It was
a surprise to be asked to sing once. But it was a real sur-
prise to be asked a second time! In time I managed a kind of
repertoire, with some gospel songs like “Pearly White City,“
(my favorite,) “The Great Judgment Morning,” “I Want to
be a Christian in’a My Heart,” and similar ones that seemed
suitable for evangelistic work. In some churches where we had
a series of meetings sometimes people would be available for
a choir. Sometimes the young people would not know how
to read music. But, by much practice, results were tolerable,
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some even good. Mr. Matteson would remark, when making
an invitation for people to join in a choir, that “Dave Myers
would put young people through grade school, high school and
college in the short span of the meetings.” That may have been
laying it on a bit thick, but we can say the people sang with a
will and that is what counts.

From the Darling Presbyterian country church we went to
Coleharbor, North Dakota, for a full month of meetings. Ser-
vices would usually be either Monday to Friday nights, two
meetings on Sunday, or sometimes Monday would be missed
with a meeting Saturday night instead. This schedule was for
a longer series. If only a week or two, meetings usually were
every night of the week. In Coleharbor a great revival came
which really moved Christians and many others came to Christ.
The High School had an orchestra and they were on the plat-
form almost every night. Matteson preached for three weeks,
but one Sunday became ill with a recurring stomach ailment
and was forced to leave for a rest in his home at Wilton, North
Dakota. He asked me to preach in his place that Sunday and
announce that the meetings would be continued for a fourth
week and he would return Monday night. But, on returning,
he found a smaller crowd. The church had been filled every
night for the three previous weeks. We learned that there was
a dance held in Underwood, North Dakota, seven miles south
and that a number of young people that had been attending
the services were going to the dance resulting in a small crowd
at the meetings. Mr. Matteson spoke to me on the platform
as our meeting was opening and shocked me by saying he was
going to go to the dance that evening. I looked at him amazed,
and he said, “That’s right. I have threatened to go before this,
but I am really going tonight after the meeting.” He added, “I
want to see how many Baptists and Presbyterians are there.”
(These were the two churches in Coleharbor.) All this was spo-
ken quietly to me. He did go to the dance. I stayed outside
the hall in the car, for I doubted I ought to go in, though I
didn’t question his leading. Finally, it got awfully cold, and
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he seemed to delay coming out, so I went into the hall in self
defense for the cold. The place was packed! As I looked on the
floor, having been a long time since I’d been at a High School
dance, I must say it looked to me like a can of worms! Matteson
called to me, seeing me from the balcony, to come up to him.
He explained why he had not come out sooner. It seems that
a young man told him that another young man wanted to see
him just as he came into the dance hall. I believe the man was
the son of a deacon. But he had not shown up. Mr. Matteson
also said that when he came into the hall, he met a Christian
woman at the steps, and she said to him, “I didn’t expect to
see you here!” Matteson answered her, “I did not expect to
see you here either!” Finally, Matteson said, “Well, Dave, that
young fellow hasn’t come around yet, so I guess we had better
be going.” On the way out the young man who had informed
Matteson of the other man’s wish to see him was at the door.
Matteson said, “Where is —? I thought he wanted to see me.”
The young man sort of grinned and said, “Oh, I guess he didn’t
want to see you after all.” It was tempting to think that the
young man went into hiding, so that Mr. Matteson would not
discover him at the dance.

The next night after the dance, the Coleharbor church was
packed. All the young people at the dance had come back.
Following the song service, Matteson got up to the pulpit,
stretched himself way out, yawned and said, “My, this staying
up late at these dances is a tiring thing.” Everyone laughed.
Then Matteson preached with fire and brimstone, as usual, and
he had his crowd back, and then some, for the fourth and final
week.

Mr. Matteson did another thing in that month of meetings.
It seemed a business man went to a gambling place and it was
‘common knowledge’ that he was a gambler. A woman felt
moved to write anonymously to Mr. Matteson telling of this,
and other things, that went on in the town. Mr. Matteson read
her letters aloud in the services. It seems the accusation was
that the gambling men permitted High School young people
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to be present. One of the businessmen came to the meetings.
Before the meetings ended, he humbled himself and came to see
Mr. Matteson confessing the matter. It was good to know this
took place and to hope it brought correction to one heart. The
reading of the letters kept public interest at a fever pitch during
the meetings. A real revival was the result. The first came on a
final Sunday morning in the reconciliation of two ladies of the
church, one of whom had not been speaking to the other. They
confessed their faults one to another. Others also came in an
altar call following his great sermon in Romans 12:1. Before
the fourth week was ended, the ‘altar’ was filled many deep
from wall to wall in the broad space between the pews and
the platform. The entire orchestra, save the first violin, player
had come forward. The violinist seemed to hesitate, his violin
under his arm, sitting alone on the platform, but I felt that he,
too, desired to come forward. In a few moments he, too, found
a small space to kneel beside a young engaged couple who were
at the altar, arms around one another, praying.

We then went up on the Great Northern Railroad line to
Tioga, North Dakota, to a Presbyterian Church. It was a hard
meeting in the dead of winter one January. Temperatures went
down to forty before zero Fahrenheit. But thank God, a break
in the weather came. Some of the Christians decided to fast
and pray. A doctor’s wife and others were restored who had
strayed away from the Lord. After that we began meetings
in White Earth, North Dakota, to the east of Tioga and then
learned by phone at the end of the week that some more people
in Tioga wanted to be saved, and asked if we would come back
for a single meeting again that weekend. We did so on the
next Sunday afternoon. One who came to Christ was the wife
of the Superintendent of Schools who was a Christian. During
the meetings previously, she had ridiculed the meetings to a
Christian first grade teacher. But she had come under deep
conviction of her own spiritual need the evening after we left.
She went to the first grade teacher asking desperately for help.
Then the elder at Tioga called us to come back. At the Sunday
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afternoon meeting, when we returned, she made a humble and
credible confession of faith. A little school girl also came under
conviction. She came to Mr. Matteson and asked him, “If
someone did something wrong, would they have to tell their
parents?” She had purloined some things in a store and felt
guilty about it. This was after Mr. Matteson’s great sermon
on repentance and restitution. Mr. Matteson replied, “No, but
you need to go to the store, confess it and pay for it.” It had
been, in her mind, only a light sort of adventurous prank to
her before that. She went to the store and got right about it.

White Earth seemed more open and not as ‘up tight’ as
Tioga had been. Matteson said to me, “Do you want to know
why?” Then he told me to notice how many more children
were playing round about than in Tiogo. It was true. There
were families with good numbers of children. At the first meet-
ing, Mr. Matteson introduced himself, and said that with so
good a pastor as Rev. D. K. Ford, perhaps the people of the
church were better than those of other places. White Earth
was one of Mr. Ford’s charges from his main church at Stan-
ley, North Dakota. Rev. Ford spoke up from his seat at once,
saying, “They are not angels!” He was a native of Scotland
and still carried a strong accent with his own saltiness. Mr.
Matteson knew him from his days at Moody Bible Institute.
Privately, he told Mr. Matteson of his own ministry, and of the
need of his field for an evangelist, and remarked, “I can put
out the lines, but I can’t take them in.” By this he meant that
his gifts included preaching and bringing people to hear the
Gospel but did not have the gift of an evangelist to bring the
‘fish’ or souls in to Christ. I have often thought how wonderful
it was he recognized his work and also the work of an evange-
list. Paul could say he planted and Apollos watered, but God
“giveth the increase.” D. K. Ford was an excellent pastor, one
of the best overall pastors in shepherding a congregation that
I have known. We need pastors like D. K. Ford whose work
was invaluable. I can say that, with the faithful work of such
a pastor, the work of an evangelist is more readily effective or

215



Preaching on the Plains

beneficial.
We went to Parshall, North Dakota, where a little Congre-

gational Church had an Englishman for a pastor. The little
church found every meeting full! A small orchestra made up of
members from a single country family helped much with mu-
sic. One night during the meetings, Matteson announced his
sermon topic for the following night to be “The Dance.” He
had me putting up posters all around town. It would be yellow
‘second sheets’ and with the use of crayons I would write up a
poster. On some, at the evangelist’s suggestion, I would entitle
the subject, “The Octopus,” and draw a many-tentacled crea-
ture on the page. Other posters would say, “Free Dance at the
Congregational Church tonight.” (These were the days when
the denomination had not yet become as liberal as it is now.)
I placed one such sign in the Post Office, and heard a woman
who saw it was confused and said, “Is there really a dance
in the church tonight?” On another poster was a statement,
“Music by Dave Myers and his Hill Billies.” Well, these adver-
tising tactics worked. The church was packed for that meeting.
In the early part of the service, our orchestra was late due to
some farmer’s problems, so one of us would say, “Well, we can-
not have a dance without an orchestra!” I think Mr. Matteson
started this. Finally, the orchestra would come, and then Mr.
Matteson’s sermon on the Dance, with brimstone. He could
shame his hearers with his frank discussion. The following Sun-
day morning, the pianist, a fine young woman, came forward
to the altar with tears flowing down her face and knelt before
the pulpit. Mr. Matteson was an effective evangelist. He did
not even try to preach that morning. He just extended a call
to repentance and many came to Christ. After the meetings
were over, several months later, Mr. Wes Williams, an elder
in Watford City, North Dakota, who knew folks in Parshall,
his wife’s parents’ town, visited the city. Among converts of
our meeting was the father of a large family down at the creek
outside of town who had been a heavy drinker. He was a well
known man. Mr. Williams silenced critics of the evangelistic
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meetings by pointing them to this man. He was living a godly,
abstemious life, and all knew it.

Our next meetings were to be in Plaza, North Dakota, which
was served by the same Englishman pastor. He was good to be
with. He would staunchly stand by us before all foes. But in
any case, Plaza proved a hard place to ‘move.’ I do not recall
any outward results in the city of Plaza. Nevertheless, people
were cordial and the meetings were well attended. I remember
some fine folk. One family named Pond were descendents of
the famous Pond brothers, famed early day Congregational
missionaries to the Indians of the northern Plains. Perhaps
eternity will prove that more good was done in Plaza than we
knew.

The following spring found our denomination dividing from
the PCUSA. I went to New Salem, North Dakota, west of Bis-
marck on the Northern Pacific Railroad mainline. My place
was to begin preaching in meetings scheduled in the New Salem
Presbyterian Church, while Mr. Matteson went to conduct
meetings at the Zap ‘Strip’ mine, a coal mining community
west of Beulah, North Dakota. After two weeks he ended his
meetings faithfully and came to finish the meetings in New
Salem. The pastor was a fine man who had been District At-
torney of Mackensie County in an earlier time where Watford
City and Shafer, North Dakota are located. He was a Chris-
tian and turned to preaching. Truly a gentleman, he was under
trial with a very infirm wife.

Our winter’s meetings ended with a meeting in the Scottish
community of Stewartsdale, a farming community and a quick
stop on the ‘Soo’ Railroad line, just southeast of Bismarck, per-
haps 15 miles. After these meetings, I returned to Coleharbor,
for the summer, preaching in the church of that town, and in
the Darling church, a large building east of Coleharbor where
our series of meetings began the fall before.

Please let me tell you of three fine young women of the Dar-
ling church. One, Bernice Thompson, had been converted some
years before this time when she had come to Underwood High
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School. She came to Christ when alone in her hotel room. An-
other, Opal Beggs, was a sister to the youngest member of the
North Dakota House of Representatives. Twenty-two years of
age, he was then called the ‘Baby of the House.’ He was con-
verted in the Darling fall meetings. The third was Thelma
Nordquist, daughter of a fine Swedish couple, with whom we
stayed when Matteson and I were holding meetings in the Dar-
ling church. The previous winter, when holding meetings in
Tioga in freezing 40 below weather, one night at the hotel Mr.
Matteson did not sleep the entire night. He was deeply exer-
cised in prayer. When we arose he said shakily, “Dave, I believe
I have had a vision.” Then he stopped. He and I knew of the
Pentecostalists who had the idea they had direct ‘visions,’ and
we were wary of their doctrines. Then he said, “I believe that
God will call (naming the three young ladies) to the mission
field.” Then he added, “I know one thing, it is for you to go
to Coleharbor and the Darling country church for the summer
ahead.”

The following summer was the last and best of our three
Bible Camps to be held at Beaver Lake. This was an old
body of water, an ‘ox-bow,’ once part of the Missouri River
nearby. It was west of Wilton, North Dakota. Mr. Matteson
was the Camp speaker. There were many young people who
became converted. I may relate some outstanding ones later.
At the closing meetings, it was found the entire audience ap-
peared to convert or rededicate their lives. And of the many
who came forward were the three girls for whom Matteson
had prayed. They came in dedication to become missionaries.
Indeed, Thelma Nordquist ultimately went to India, Bernice
Thompson to Africa, and Opal Beggs to the southern moun-
tains of the United States. These were the three spiritual girls
who had begged Mr. Matteson to conduct the fall meetings in
the Darling country church. At that time he said, “David had
his three mighty men, but I believe God gave us these three
young women.” They were mighty in prayer and their prayers
proved to be heard.
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An amusing thing happened that summer in Coleharbor. It
was not in my presence, but Anne told me that as she was
taking our two little girls to prayer meeting (Ruth was just 3
years old, and Mary not quite two,) they passed the place where
some grizzled old boozers sat outside a place of drink. Ruth,
dancing ahead, stopped before the winos and said, “I’m going
to church! Are you going to church?” She looked accusingly
at them, and they looked back quite silenced! A little girl can
be a Preacher on the Plains!
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Chapter 26

Evangelism in pastorate; needed attributes

for a pastor; duties for an evangelistic

program; use of the press

As for me, I have not hastened from being a pastor
to follow thee; neither have I desired the woeful day;
thou knowest: that which came out of my lips was
right before them. Jeremiah 17:16

In previous chapters I have emphasized the use of the evan-
gelist in the pastorate. I believe the failure to use another who
is distinctly in evangelistic work, rather than just using one-
self, does not completely honor the reference to the distinct
gift of the evangelist mentioned in Ephesians chapter 4. I be-
lieve this even if God were to honor a pastor with evangelistic
gifts in his own preaching when doing the work of a pastor. I
have already mentioned that the new work in Lemmon began
to grow from its very beginning when we organized in the fall
of 1936. I almost immediately ‘signed’ with an evangelist who
was just coming through the area, ‘Scotland’s Blind Evange-
list.’ We had hardly started with our church and with but
a very, very few, but we engaged the use of the Junior High
gymnasium and advertized in the two local weekly newspapers.
Securing permission from the City Council and the Police for
advertizing, we strung banners over Main Street on stringers
hung from buildings from opposite sides of the broad street:
“SCOTLAND‘S BLIND EVANGELIST” with time, place and
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duration of the meeting. Attendance was very good at these
meetings and not only set us going but also made us known in
the entire area. From then on it proved that, while at times
growth would be slow, nevertheless it was steady. It was not
hard to continue. It became a policy to try to have a series of
evangelistic meetings about once a year. Local conditions may
indeed affect, whether more or less often, and above all, the
Lord’s leading. We sought to conserve the results after such
meetings, and try to lay the groundwork for the next such ef-
fort. Pastoring, the visitation work of the pastor, showing love
and interest in people, is high in importance.

So now, we have glided in this chapter from the evangelist
to the work of a pastor. While the evangelist is mentioned
before the pastor in Ephesians chapter 4, still it may be said
that the pastor, or preaching or teaching elder, is mentioned
more often in Holy Scripture, probably because the duration
of a pastor’s ministry is longer before the people in any given
place. “A home-going (or visiting) pastor will make a church-
going people,” was a remark made in pastoral theology in our
studies at Princeton Seminary. It is easy for a pastor to make
favorites and visit some more often, or even only certain people.
This can be fatal. One should go to all. Sometimes there may
be those who do not respond. An old Lutheran pastor at the
Watford City field once put his hand on my shoulder and said
kindly, “If you hear of someone who is not satisfied with you,
give them a call.” I do not think he meant to go and make an
issue of what you have heard, rather to go in love and call on
them. See Jeremiah 23:1 and 2. One does not have to take up
every little thing. If we did that, we would be fussing all the
time.

One outstanding characteristic absolutely necessary for a
pastor is love. A second is patience. Look at Moses, how
he endured, although God’s people were murmuring all the
time in the wilderness. Another is righteousness, and desire
for purity of the church as well as its peace. And finally, he
must be in subjection to the Word of God and have a desire to
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declare it wholly. We know we can hardly make this writing
a complete picture of Pastoral Theology. We try but to speak
simply from memory of procedures that have been of help in
personal experience.

Of great help in a church is a growing Sunday School. Our
three (later four) children were a help in getting the new Lem-
mon Sunday School going. In November 1936, we organized
the first Bible Presbyterian Church in the nation at Lemmon.
We started out small, as stated previously — my wife and
three children, two non-resident elders from other fields who
were willing to serve, and an elderly sheep-herder. The Sunday
School was organized and grew slowly, but steadily, perhaps 20
to 25 people by the end of the first three years. After we had
gone to Scotland for my second short period of studies there, we
returned and the church and Sunday School continued to grow
until there were 60 and more attending in the morning Worship
Service. As I have stated, by 1943, the Tabernacle church was
built with two thirds of it completed and enclosed sufficiently
for holding services. In August of that year I entered the Army
chaplaincy. Rev. Robert Kutz, a graduate of Faith Seminary,
took the supply of the pulpit for two and one half years during
World War II. He did a prayerful and earnest work. I returned
in 1945, and together we served for some six month over win-
ter and part of the next summer. The Lemmon church even-
tually had over 100 attending Sunday A.M. services, meeting
in the City Public Auditorium, while the tabernacle was being
repaired after the 1948 fire. Only inclement weather, on occa-
sion, found a dip in attendance. Winters were hazardous and
weather severe at times to well below zero. It looked impos-
sible during drought years financially, but by holding services
at rural points, in the end, the multiple point field proved to
be financially adequate. The income from country fields while
the Lemmon work was beginning to grow (it would become the
main work in time,) somehow saw us through. Someone might
have asked if they had known our exact income, “Why do you
continue?” The answer is first and above all, we believed we
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were called upon to preach and believed it was to be there at
Lemmon. For that matter, there was just no other work we
felt called to do.

May I say it pays to advertize and also to be friendly to the
press! Our practice was to pay for a small ad when advertiz-
ing evangelistic meetings. They would also gladly print a news
item or write-up of the meetings. Both editors of the Lemmon
newspapers were friendly men. Our many fields over the entire
area gained respect, I believe, before such men in the commu-
nity. When our Tabernacle was gutted by fire, I was holding
services in Canon City, Colorado, for a Bible Presbyterian pas-
tor. While I was away, my wife and children were forced to
flee early one morning from our living quarters in the rear
of the Tabernacle, barefoot and in night clothing, in sub-zero
weather. Mr. Boorman, editor of the Lemmon Leader, made a
personal appeal (unasked) for gifts of clothing, food and aid for
us. The community was most considerate to the appeal. The
eldership grew to five in Lemmon - Otto Meeuwsen, Ray Davis
and Arthur Ogren from Athboy, Henry Johnson from Meadow,
and Robert Peterson, an earnest, godly elder in the Thunder
Hawk church. These men had large families which helped our
church immensely. One can say it does not take many such
families to make a church grow!

Another anecdote in severe weather tells what happened
when driving from Athboy back to Lemmon one evening. This
was before my World War II service. The dry years in the
late thirties had depleted the country. To show how the coun-
try had become denuded of people, in early 1936 there were
twelve occupied farms close to the road between Athboy and
the U.S. Highway 12, east of Thunder Hawk, but less than a
year later there was but one occupied farmhouse. Many left
for the northwest states or California. Many people said, “We
will try this one more year and if we do not get a crop, we will
leave.” It was a very dry summer. After the many had left
in the following winter, I made a trip after nightfull, traveling
the stretch from Athboy enroute to Lemmon. It was a lonely
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stretch. On part of it, near Athboy, was a place with a sharp
turn in the road called “the Devil’s Elbow.” Rev. Boomer, my
Baptist friend, traveling it once in my company said, “Why is
it that his satanic majesty manages to get his name in so many
places?”

On this particular night, as I traveled alone the temperature
was perhaps 30 below zero, and my car stopped for some rea-
son, appearing to ‘freeze up’, or I had run out of gas. I was
afoot. It was perhaps 8 or 9 miles to that lone inhabited house
north of my stalled car. It was a secondary road where few or
no cars came along on a bad night. I set out afoot through
fairly heavy snow ground accumulation. Finally, I managed to
struggle through the snow the 8 or 9 miles to the inhabited
farm house to get a gallon of gas. The farmer, in the true tra-
dition of the west, siphoned a gallon of gas from his auto, and
I struggled back the long miles to the car, berating myself for
the possibility of carelessness in not having enough gasoline in
my car, or letting it run too low. But when the gasoline was
poured into the tank, the auto started at once! I estimated
from this fact that, because the gas level indicator went up
higher than just a gallon of gas should bring it, that the gaso-
line had not run out, but that the gas lines had just frozen from
the extreme cold. Standing still, while I had gone afoot, the
warmth from the engine had thawed out the gas lines from the
tank. It was not infrequent to have ice crystals form in the gas
lines back of the carborator from the tank. Whether for this
reason or another, my car had stopped. After an experience
like this one, I later learned that a little “fuel oil” in a tank of
gas would prevent it from freezing.

Thankful for getting the help on this occasion, I arrived
home. Imagine my surprise when I ‘thawed out’ to find, when
taking off my clothing, red, bright red, frost patches in those
places on my body where there were any holes in my under-
wear. Anne, my wife, is quite horrified I am telling this story. I
recount it with no shame whatsoever. Everyone but a favored
few was living on his last dime in those days. Nearly ten years
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of drought and depression had been upon us. We thought it
was not a dishonor, but an honor, to ‘make it through,’ mak-
ing do with whatever we had. We had to ‘somehow make it
through.’

When one tried to preach consistently in rural fields, I always
felt it would not do to remain in Lemmon 40 miles away when
severe weather came. Often it would rain or snow in Lem-
mon, but not in Athboy. One had no daily weather reports,
or television media, for rural fields. We knew not whether a
storm at Lemmon might yet leave clear weather for the areas
far distant where my preaching points were. One time, and
one time only, I had failed to try to make the trip to Athboy
for services. A heavy snow came with blizzard force in the
Lemmon area overnight. I felt sure it was a general western
storm and it would have hit Athboy also. The storm did hit
Athboy, but perhaps with not the severity that came through
Lemmon. To my great surprise, I learned the following week
that a family came out to the church service, through stormy
roads that day, and they were a family who had never attended
the church before! I never failed to make the trip after that
and would start out regardless of the weather. As I found later,
this road winding south of Thunder Hawk to the Athboy cir-
cuit had endless drifts to break through. As related earlier, the
only thing to do was to enter them at 55-60 miles per hour, and
in an incredible moment or two, the impact with snow would
slow the car down to almost a stop, while one hoped the chug-
ging wheels would carry one through. God created snow and
snowdrifts with such a consistency that one could hit a drift
at such speed, slow down so quickly, and yet not be thrown
around in a car with the impact. I thought this was providen-
tial. It would be different if one ran against a stone wall at
that speed. Yet a snowdrift has a kind of ‘holding quality.’

There was a time when side roads in Athboy were completely
block by snow, but after my car managed to get through on
the main road for services, there were but two of us able to
be present, Elder Otto Meeusen and myself. He lived several
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miles off the main road, and his roads were blocked, but he had
ridden his dappled gray horse though it all — the snow up to
the horse’s belly in drifts. It was four miles or more through
his side roads to the church. He was the adult Bible Class
teacher and I was his one pupil. In the second hour, the Church
Service, I was the preacher, and he was the congregation. But
do you know, it was one of the most memorable Sundays I can
remember. It cost us both to get there! It may have been a
witness to the community, for there may have been others in
the past who had been tempted to stay away for less inclement
days of worship.
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Chapter 27

Back to Edinburgh; open air work in a

foreign City; conversion in Lemmon of the

Evensons; Nichol Whitley

Go out quickly into the streets and lanes of the
city. . . Luke 14:21

Go out into the highways and hedges and compel
them to come in. . . Luke 14:23

This is as good a time as any to tell of my return to Edin-
burgh in 1939. It may seem at first to be a bit away from the
subject of this book, but there, interestingly enough, I found
training most helpful for my later ministry. My wife’s widowed
mother, Helen Gunn (Macaulay) Sneddon, enquired of us by
letter whether I had a mind to finish my training in Edinburgh
University and Free College. She offered us sufficient funds for
the trip. This caught me quite a bit at a loss, for we had given
up returning to finish studies there with the drought and the
depression going on. We had not felt it would be possible fi-
nancially to return and, therefore, I had done no further study
on the Thesis. So I told Anne it would be all right for her to
return with the family and accept her mother’s offer of travel
money. But, in true Scot fashion, her mother replied that it
would not be given for pleasure, but ‘only if it would do David
any good in his studies.’ Then it was all right. I wrote over to
the Senatus in Edinburgh. They did not give any real encour-
agement. They pointed to the long interval since I had been
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there in 1931-32. Also, the subject of ‘Verbal Inspiration’ had
been written as a Thesis during my absence by a University of
Chicago student, and he had been awarded the degree. How-
ever, they extended the time to the next summer, and we went
over without any false notions. I was quite certain there was
not time to prepare an acceptable Thesis in the limited time.
However, I determined to grapple with the subject, for it was
a live issue to us in America, even if it seemed to be over for
those in Scotland. I later learned that my old professor, Dr.
Paterson, had written and published his book on the subject
in the years I was away. I determined to spend most of my
time reading all I could find on the topic, rather than to read
little, and try to complete an ‘apple pie’ Thesis so far as form
was concerned, and to seek a degree on this basis. In fact, I
was willing so to do, even if unable to produce an acceptable
Thesis in the end. This program I followed. A letter of these
plans I sent to my mother-in-law, and it was all right by her.

In my former trip to Edinburgh, I have written of things
other than the studies that were of value to me. So with this
trip of the short summer term of four months of studies, we
joined the Mission again where I had met my wife. The young
people of the Mission were entranced with our three children.
Ruth and Mary, five and six years old, sang a chorus at the first
service, “Isn’t it Grand to be a Christian?” Young Scot people
looked at one another and whispered, “Americans!” Soon my
wife’s sisters took them in charge and taught them the correct
vowel sounds of the Scots. Soon, they were singing, “Isn’t
it Grahnd to be a Christian, Isn’t it Grahnd!” Incidently, my
American parents were entranced with their Scot accent in this
when we returned to the States. My mother said to them,
“Isn’t it Grahnd to have two Grahndmas, Isn’t it Grahnd?”
My father was tickled when he heard Mary say of the house
cat, “Is thaht a wahld caht?”

Again, I enjoyed the Open Air Meeting work. The Mission
hired me to teach a mid-week Bible Class and assist the Super-
intendent, Mr. Whitley. I noticed one thing — I felt called to
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witness more intensely than ever before in my life. Young peo-
ple, for example, in a large, multiple storied building near my
wife’s mother’s flat, gave me an invitation to speak to them,
but it soon became an opportunity to speak to many. I sought
to speak when meeting people on returning from classes at
the University in the evenings. One night I did not plan to
preach as I felt quite miserable with a cold coming on. One
young Scotsman enquired of me as we walked along and said,
“”You’re not speaking tonight?” At that, though quite tired, I
made the effort to speak. It was the largest meeting I had seen
thus far. Trying my best to bring Heaven and Hell, and the
entire Word into an open air meeting seemed an opportunity
and they heard me out. I recalled a fine young preacher from
Nashville in our synod who spoke of ‘preaching on Heaven and
Hell all over the corner’ in an open air meeting. So now a great
burden came upon me to speak to others in the open air and in
the streets. I felt it a “call” so much that one morning, I missed
a tram, and then felt judged for not arising from bed earlier,
and that perhaps on that departing tram there was someone
who needed to be witnessed to for Christ. I caught another
tram and there was another young Scot who seemed ready and
waiting to be witnessed to, which greatly relieved me. Perhaps
they enjoyed hearing an American speak or preach. On tram
cars, or in meeting individuals alone, or in groups, it was a
conviction of a very present duty to me.

To an extent, this had happened in my first trip to Scotland
in 1930. But in 1939, I was walking down Leith Walk toward
the seaport of that name with a young Christian man from
my wife’s Plymouth Brethren Church, Belleview Mission. We
were suddenly deterred. Noticing a young man standing in a
doorway, we stopped and brought witness of Christ to him.
My companion was giving his witness, but the man was yet
unconvinced. He then turned to a scripture I had quoted and
handed the Testament to the young man at John 6:37 to see
for himself. When he read it with his own eyes, he believed and
confessed to come to Christ. The scripture reads, “Whoever
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cometh unto me (Jesus,) I will not cast out.”
My companion was a most earnest Christian. After we re-

turned to the States, my wife’s sister, Peggy, wrote and said
that this same young man had met some British military ser-
vicemen on the street. They were rather amused when he said
to them, “Follow me!” Rather charmed at the unusual address,
they played along and went with him. He led them to the door
of Belleview Mission where they were holding an evangelistic
meeting. He said to them outside the door, “Enter ye in.” Still
playing along, they went in. They got into the meeting and
there they got converted!

All this time in Edinburgh, the experience fired me up for
open air work. Arriving back in Lemmon that summer, when in
personal devotions on a bright Saturday afternoon, it seemed I
was challenging myself to go downtown to the business section
and preach in the open air before shop visiting crowds. It found
me, at first, quite reluctant in spirit. Why, in broad daylight in
your home city, shoppers knowing who you were? Crazy! It is a
good deal easier to break the ice in a foreign city before those
who do not know you. But I went anyhow. This beginning
led to holding regular street open air meetings in front of the
First National Bank corner each Saturday night, even in severe
weather.

There was often a good hearing. On late fall or early winter
nights, there were not many people out at that hour. But
there was an elderly couple standing on the bank steps one
evening. I preached and gave an invitation to come to Christ.
They had been paying good heed, but it was unexpected when
they came forward and stood before me at the invitation. I
said to them questioningly, “You are coming to Christ?” The
elderly lady said, “Yes,” and made hand signals as if she was
a deaf person. Her husband, too, nodded his head vigorously.
I prayed with them. They were Mr. and Mrs. Evenson and
later joined our church and played a large part in our church
in Lemmon. She said some weeks later that the evening they
came to Christ, they met an acquaintance and she asked them,
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“Are you coming down to Joe’s Cave?” ( a below-sidewalk level
nightclub.) She said, “No, we are not going there.” The reply
came, “Are you crazy?” She said she thought a little bit and
then answered, “No, we’ve been crazy.”

This couple became earnest Christians. When we were re-
building the tabernacle after the fire and completing the final
third of the edifice, if a hard problem would face us, Mr. Even-
son could be found working on it in his home. He knew all
about building. A description of a problem could be given him
on a piece of paper, for he was deaf. He would then tell us
at once the right procedure. We were dependent upon him,
without many others, to help with such problems. Young men
of that country were scarce for many were away in the Armed
Forces. The farmers were also shorthanded, so a lot of the work
had to be done alone. However, early in 1943, a crew of men
from our preaching point north of Morristown, South Dakota,
came in to lay down the roofing material. Also, when the fire
gutted the tabernacle in 1948, Mr. Evenson just took charge.
He plastered the entire interior in white plaster. I can say the
tabernacle was more beautiful than ever before. It was hard
as a rock and would stand the storm when a tornado came
to town and damaged many buildings. The fine cedar shin-
gles taken from the old buildings we had torn down, with their
bird’s eye effect when turned weather side in, made a beautiful
exterior to the entire 72’ by 36’ building. It felt good to know
that the open air meetings and methods, for which my trips
to Scotland had made me better prepared, brought such fine
Christians as Mr. and Mrs. Evenson to us in Lemmon.

Preaching opportunities on two occasions came to me in
Scotland. One was at Carrubbers Close Mission on High Street
which ran between Edinburgh Castle’s Parade Ground and the
old stone Edinburgh Castle at its foot. High Street was the
location of the last home of John Knox, the famed Scot Re-
former. The Mission was organized from the days of Dwight
L. Moody’s revivals. I also preached for three Sundays in the
Madeira Street Baptist Church in Leith. They were gracious
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to me at both places.
In Edinburgh I had read the Thesis Dr. Zahn had written on

Verbal Inspiration of Scripture for which he had been awarded
a Ph.D. degree. In it he said, “Jesus probably believed in it
(Verbal Inspiration)” and cited Jesus’ words, “The scripture
cannot be broken,” John 10:35. I am glad for my studies on
the subject. It has been a personal satisfaction to have come
to grips with it.

Returning to Fairview, Montana, following the first trip to
Scotland, the training I received in Edinburgh that first period
brought some valuable experiences. The Mission in Edinburgh
existed mainly for emphasis on its open air meetings. The
Superintendent and founder, Mr. Nichol Whitley, was a Scot-
tish veteran of WWI. A description and sketch of his witness
and life would be worthwhile here. He was not an ordained
minister. His daily sustenance was maintained by his work
as a traveling ‘draper,’ i.e., dry goods merchant. He often
traveled to the ‘borders’ areas, south and a bit east along the
Scottish/English border. A British periodical, similar to our
Christian Beacon, told of his labors, mentioning that his motto
was, “Sales by Day and Souls by Night,” for he would spend
day times selling his merchandise and would hold Gospel meet-
ing in the open air at night.

His life story reads like a Christian novel. As a young man
before WWI, he was an outstanding track runner, a sprinter
in Scotland of Olympic Games caliber. However, the war with
the Kaiser broke out and he was drafted. He was converted
just before he was transported overseas. Somehow, at his con-
version he came to the determination that he would never take
a human life. (Pacifism is not this writer’s view.)

He was in the Dardanelles front with his unit pinned down
at the shore. They faced the Turkish positions against the re-
doubts of the enemy. The time came, after some shelling by
the Allied ships offshore, that it was decided one man would go
out against that enemy point in broad daylight to see if ships’
offshore artillery had neutralized the area. It was thought that
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it was better to have one man do this than have a whole unit
attacked and perhaps lose many lives. They drew lots to de-
cide what man would so reconnoiter, and as Nichol said, “Like
Jonah, the lot fell on me.” Making such a trip in broad day-
light, he felt sure he would not live. So the night before, he
wrote a letter to his parents and another to the girl to whom
he was engaged. Then, next day in the sunlight, he got out of
his trench and inched the yards ahead, believing all the way
the next second would be his last. He reached the barbed wire
before the enemy trench and its parapet, looked over and saw
60 to 70 Turkish soldiers. They were dead, all of them! It
seems a gas shell had made a direct hit and killed them all. A
member of the Mission told me Nichol’s story. When advertiz-
ing his talk, Mr. Whitley headlined it, “When I Took Seventy
Turks, Singlehandedly!” It was a ‘come on’ to bring people to
the Gospel service. He was asked one time, after giving his
testimony and his view on pacifism, if he was dead sure he had
not killed the Turkish airmen by shooting his gun in the air!

From the front lines, Nichol went to Cairo on leave. One
Sunday afternoon he was asked to speak at a Gospel service
in the YMCA to fellow servicemen. When he got back to his
unit his Commanding Officer said to him, “Do you know who
was listening to you from the dining room in the YMCA when
you were speaking at the service?” Nichol replied that he did
not. His commander said, “It was Lord —, the Supreme Com-
mander of the Middle East Operations for Allied Forces.” And
the unit officer told him the Supreme Commander had given
orders that Nichol was not to be sent back to the Dardenelles’
front line with his unit, but instead to remain in Cairo and
continue to bring his testimony before the soldiers there, as he
had in the YMCA service! “Just the very thing I wanted to
do!” said Nichol. Some time afterward, he was conducting a
Gospel service in a street meeting in Cairo and a British Major
of the military police arrested him on the grounds he was out
of order, disturbing the peace, and holding an unauthorized
street meeting. While in jail he managed to get proof of the
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good order in his meetings and that he was holding the ser-
vice under arrangements made by the Supreme Commander.
He was released and thereafter able to continue his witness as
before. The Major who had arrested him meantime was reas-
signed to the front lines. I told Mr. Whitley I had heard of
all this from a member of the Mission. He then told me of his
experience in a street meeting after the war in a British city.
A bystander stepped forward and told Mr. Whitley he was a
veteran and had been in Cairo at the very street meeting when
Mr. Whitley was arrested. Then he turned and pointed at a
building across the street and added, “Do you see that build-
ing? The officer who arrested you killed himself in his room
there this afternoon!”

Nichol Whitley was one of the most effective witnesses in
conducting open air meetings, or street meetings, I have ever
known. He regularly made converts of young people. His ma-
jor meetings were at St. David’s Street on Saturday nights,
summer and winter, and also on Sunday nights on Prince’s
Street, opposite the Walter Scott Memorial Tower. He would
put young converts to work immediately, witnessing at the
meetings. Many of the Mission had been saved at the meet-
ings. They were not paid professionals, but working people
and they witnessed voluntarily. They was a stringed orches-
tra in 1931-32 when I first met them. Anne often sang solos
at these meetings. Indoor meetings were held every week for
strength and spiritual growth, both prayer meetings and Bible
studies. Mr. Spark, an owner of a chain of drapery stores, was
an effective Bible teacher who taught at 3:00 P.M. Sundays
to a large attendance. A 6:30 P.M. meeting indoors, before
going to the open air meeting at 7:00 P.M. was where I was
asked to speak for the first time at the Mission. The date was
January 2, 1932. Mr. Whitley could be droll. When introduc-
ing me at the meeting he did so referring to me as “The Rev.
David K. Myers, BA, MA, DD.” He interpreted: “Born Again,
Marvelously Altered, and Devil Deserted!”
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Nichol had one of the nicest and most effective ways of giv-
ing an invitation to come to Christ I have ever seen. He had
a good Gospel tract entitled, “The Man Who Died for Me.”
After the singing, testimonies and preaching, he would walk
around the circle of people at the meeting appealing to any
unsaved and hold up the tract saying, “Now, if you have any
interest in your soul’s salvation, please accept this tract from
my hand,” or “If you are not saved, and would like to be saved,
please accept this tract and by doing so, indicate you have an
interest in your soul’s salvation.” Conviction would usually be
seen with concern on the faces of many, whether they stretched
out a hand to accept the tract or not. The meetings usually
varied in attendance from a dozen or more to more than a
hundred, the later, larger crowds being in the meeting held on
Prince’s Street. It is a main thoroughfare in Edinburgh’s Old
City, a popular street at that time with many young people out
strolling about arm in arm. It made a focal point of interest for
many to hear Christian young people giving their witness. At
more mild seasons, down at the place or forum for ‘free speech’
near the University’s Free College, a third Saturday afternoon
meeting was held. In any case each meeting was a matter
of moment and real importance. Street or open air meetings
were frequent and well attended in the early thirties. There
was sometimes opposition such as the inebriate I mentioned
earlier. At times, opposition with several shouting against the
speaker would make quite a stir. And, do you know, it was
often precisely at such times that one or more would get con-
verted? Nichol used to speak out at a time like that and say,
“Oh, the Devil is getting busy! Someone surely is going to be
saved tonight!” It was wonderful to see, for example, a shin-
ing faced young man burst into the circle and say he had just
received Christ as his Savior. Just as suddenly as that!

Nichol Whitley offered me a station at a Gospel Mission in
a town south of Glasgow if I would choose to remain in Scot-
land and not return to the U.S. that summer. It was tempting.
I thought of the possibility it might give Anne a longer time
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to be near her mother and family. However, Anne’s mother,
sensing grave danger, was very anxious. Hitler’s U-boats were
plying the Atlantic — his Wolf Packs — and concerned about
the imminent cloud of war looming in 1939, she urged me to
book passage for home immediately. We had all been issued
gas masks for the air drills in Britain that summer, even chil-
dren and infants. It was more than the children’s grandmother
could take. So I booked passage on the MSS Samaria for the
return journey to America. It sailed out of Liverpool Harbor.
Chamberlain, Britain’s Prime minister, had gone to a confer-
ence with an umbrella and yielded to Hitler on Czechoslovakia.
One time, sitting opposite two British soldiers on a railway
coach, when asked what I thought America thought of it all,
I had voiced, “Many of us thought Chamberlain was too weak
when he yielded to Hitler.” One of the non-coms said, “Do you
want to know why Britain did not declare war?” I said, “Yes,
why?” He answered, “We were not prepared to go to war. My
own unit was not even properly armed. Only one man out of
many even had a Bren automatic.” It was indeed a good thing
that Anne’s mother anxiously thought we should quickly go.
After we were all safely back in Dakota, a sister ship of the
Samaria out of Liverpool was torpedoed by a U-boat and went
down taking many lives, including Americans.

Going back to 1932 in Fairview, Montana, fresh from the
first visit to Scotland and the fine group of young people at
the Mission, I began immediately to hold street meetings in
Fairview. Joining me at the time was the Nazarene Church
pastor with whom I enjoyed fellowship. I remember saying at
one meeting that I believed God had so many different churches
in Fairview, that when the Judgment Day came, no one could
complain that they had no churches there. This excuse could
not be theirs.

A fine woman in Fairview was Mrs. DeFresne, a member of
our church. Of French descent and formerly a Roman Catholic,
she was converted later in life and was a real witnessing Chris-
tian. Her married daughter was not a Christian and would try
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to excuse herself from attending evangelistic meetings when
Matteson and I called upon her. She would rave about hyp-
ocrites in the church during our visits. Mr. Matteson asked her
directly if she did not know of one real and true Christian. She
continued to rave about the hypocrites. Finally, Mr. Matteson
asked her if she thought her own mother was a true Christian.
The daughter became completely silent. It brought her to con-
viction. Mrs. DeFresne’s only son had died. He had been a
single man who ran a good gasoline service station and cared
completely for his mother. After his death, friends and neigh-
bors came to visit and Mrs. DeFresne, in a calm voice, gave a
marvelous testimony to faith in her Savior, Jesus Christ. She
was so faithful in this that a visiting woman said, with tears
in her eyes, “I wish I could have the same faith that you do,
Mrs. DeFresne.”

When I was an Army officer and chaplain during WWII, I
was stationed in England. It was a most blessed thing for me to
be able to visit Anne’s mother and sisters when on leave from
my unit at Hereford on a weekend. It was the last time I was
to see them, though Anne and the children saw them before
her mother died in 1950. She was a wonderful mother and
Christian. She reared eight daughters after she was widowed
and was quite penniless for a time after her husband, Thomas
Sneddon, died. They had lost three sons in infancy.
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Chapter 28

Divisions within the Separated Movement;

Sam Allen’s last years

And the contention was so sharp between them that
they departed asunder, one from the other and so
Barnabas took Mark, and sailed unto Cyprus. And
Paul chose Silas, and departed, being recommended
by the brethren unto the grace of God. Acts 15:30,
40

Demas hath forsaken me, having loved this present
world. II Timothy 4:10

It has been my plan to include details of recent church history
as it relates to the Bible Presbyterian Church, my denomina-
tion, which has already occupied much of this autobiography.
It can be said that the first year, 1936-37, following our separa-
tion from the PCUSA, was, for some of us, ‘halcyon’ or calm,
peaceful days on the Plains as members of the Presbytery of
the Dakotas of the Presbyterian Church of America (PCA,)
later named the Orthodox Presbyterian Church (OPC.) I also
believe it was a year of blessing over the country and the West-
minster Theological Seminary. I believe Westminster Semi-
nary, in those years, carried the burden of truth. I noted friends
whom I had left earlier when I graduated from Princeton Sem-
inary in 1929, who changed to Westminster received a great
blessing. I noted a greater depth of spirituality to men like
Sam Allen when they came out to Montana a year following in
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1930. They went ‘outside the camp bearing Christ’s reproach,’
Hebrews 11:24-27; 13:13. Blessings were theirs. I believe West-
minster was raised up for the hour and carried the burden. Drs.
Wilson, Van Til and Machen were there. They were committed
to continue in the tradition of old Princeton Seminary after the
latter so lamentably changed. Dr. J. Gresham Machen, though
ill, came out to Bismarck to help his “boys” when they were
facing possible loss of their church properties. Dr. Machen’s
name had been used by a PCUSA pastor who had signed the
‘Auburn Affirmation’ in a context which inferred that the In-
dependent Board controversy, the Princeton Seminary contro-
versy and then the separation in 1936, and formation of the
new conservative body, the Presbyterian Church of America,
were to be laid at the door of Dr. Machen’s personality. Also,
that the Independent Board’s matters were the outcome of per-
sonal antagonism between Machen and Dr. Robert E. Speer, a
member of the PCUSA’s Foreign Mission Field. Later, this was
repeated in print in a book by an advocate of the PCUSA, and
the issues against our stand. As I have said, Dr. Machen helped
by visiting our Dakota churches and at the end of his tour, he
was to speak in the city auditorium in Bismarck. I remember it
well, for my wife and three children (John was a year old,) ac-
companied me as we traveled through the extreme weather the
120 miles from Lemmon to Bismarck to hear him. There was
no trouble then between men like Sam Allen, pastor at Carson
City, North Dakota, and myself. It proved to be Dr. Machen’s
last address. Sam Allen asked Dr. Machen at that Bismarck
meeting if it was true that the fundamentalists left over a per-
sonal dispute on the part of himself against Dr. Speer. Dr.
Machen answered, “The differences between me and the Board
of Foreign Missions of the PCUSA can be paraphrased as fol-
lows: 1) I said, There is Modernism in the personnel and work
of the Board itself and missionaries overseas.” 2) The Board
replied, “But, oh, Dr. Machen, Dr. Robert E. Speer is a won-
derful man.” 3) I answered, “Dr. Speer doesn’t have anything
to do with the question. I have said,. . . there is Modernism
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in the Board of Foreign Missions of the PCUSA.” 4) And the
reply came back, “Oh, Dr. Machen, you are very, very bitter.”
This was a clean stand and a clean break. It was always so
with Dr. Machen. A perfect gentleman, he was first a man of
God who knew what it was to stand, like Luther, who had said
only three centuries earlier, “Here I stand, I can do no other.”
No other man was as responsible as Dr. Machen, for his stand
was without compromise and led many young men to follow in
his steps.

While meditating upon this great break in the beginning of
the separated movement of the 1930’s, I desire to pause and
reflect upon those who took that stand in 1936. The great birth
of a movement out of modernism reminds us of our Lord’s
adjuration in his disciples to beware of the doctrine of the
Pharisees, the religious and ecclesiastical leaders who opposed
the doctrines of Christ. Denial of the truth of Christ was rife
then, as it was in the modernists’ takeover of denominations
in the 1920’s and ‘30’s.

One can then see what a surprise it was to us that within the
space of hardly a year, a division came among those who left
all, it seemed, to follow Jesus with the Presbyterian Church
of America. Some difference of opinion came among us with
the formation of Faith Theological Seminary in 1937. Though
Westminster Seminary in Philadelphia had been organized to
carry on Princeton’s heritage, it was felt by some that as West-
minster Seminary continued, stress was laid on Presbyterian
doctrines, but that the other major doctrines of Christian her-
itage were not stressed. Also, those who were pre-millennialists
desired major emphasis on this. So Faith Theological Sem-
inary was organized, first at Wilmington, Delaware, then at
Philadelphia. Dr. Allan A. MacRae, a Professor at Westmin-
ster, became the leading professor at Faith. Dr. Harold Laird,
a Wilmington pastor, and Dr. Carl McIntire of Collingswood,
New Jersey, were among leaders for the new Seminary. Yet the
separation at the time the 1936 General Assembly of the PCA
occurred, found one mind of all in support for the members
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of the Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions
(IBPFM,) and many supporters of both Seminaries became
members of the new Presbyterian Church of America.

The differences which arose a year later at the Synod of the
PCA, to me, were harder to resolve at first. For one thing, the
matter was late in pressing itself upon us. The summer Camp
we held followed that Synod of 1937. We had Dr. J. Oliver
Buswell, former President of Wheaton College, Illinois, as our
camp speaker. Knowing Sam Allen took the position generally
of those remaining with Westminster leaders and the PCA, and
that Dr. Buswell had the views of those opposing and leaving
the PCA on issues raised, I desired the two meet with pastors
at the camp. I thought that by discussion between them, we
in the Plains would know more about the issues. Dr. Buswell
was willing but Sam Allen declined, stating that unity at the
camp should not be disturbed for sake of the young people.

However, during the following year, we in the Plains learned
more of the issues which were discussed and controversy fol-
lowed in our Presbytery of the Dakotas over them. Division
also occurred among us within a year following. The issued
were three: 1) the Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign
Missions; 2) The Millennial question; and 3) The question of
Total Abstinence of alcoholic beverages. At first, it was harder
for me to decide than the separation with modernism from the
PCUSA had been. I felt in this case, by 1937-38, both sides in
our churches were brethren! So we in the Dakotas were slower
in dividing than they were in the east. When we did we were,
for a time, in a separate and independent Presbytery limited
to our churches in the Dakotas. We did leave the PCA at that
time. I will write more of this later.

Beginning with the three issues, or serious disputes men-
tioned above, let me describe them beginning at the issue
over the Independent Board for Presbyterian Foreign Missions
(IBPFM.) This Board, you may recall, Dr. Machen had founded
and led as early as 1933 in order to afford Presbyterians a
Bible-believing Board, when earlier attempts to reform the of-
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ficial board of the PCUSA had failed at the General Assembly
in Columbus, Ohio. The Independent board was purposely
formed to be “Independent of Ecclesiastical Control.” The
reason for this was that in earlier doctrinal disputes with mod-
ernists in the old denomination, the official Board was able to
influence the entire church itself, rather than be regulated by
the Church’s high General Assembly gathering. The Board had
lines of communication throughout the years, but the General
Assembly met but once a year. In time, the ‘official boards’
became masters, not servants. So as a safeguard for the future,
it was deemed best, in 1933 when the IBPFM was formed, to
make it “independent of Ecclesiastical control.” Year by year,
a denomination like the PCA could review issues at the Gen-
eral Synod, and if found sound, could continue its support.
But the Board could not run the church to its liking. On this
point, many of us preferred the ‘Independent Board’ concept.
Such missionary agencies from the beginning of Presbyterian-
ism, like Societies for the Advancement of Christian Missions,
and the Society for the Advancement of Christian Knowledge
in Britain, secured support and were independent Missions.
This was true also for Home Mission in American when the
country grew from its sea-board colonies to settlements west-
ward as the Ohio Valley, and then further west. ‘Independent
Boards,’ separate from ecclesiastical control, were the direction
missions took in the beginning and later, Presbyterian history.

The second difference came to people in the new denomina-
tion in the later thirties. This was over the millennial question.
The old Presbyterian church, prior to 1936, permitted ‘escha-
tological liberty’ (doctrine of last things), as regards to the
millennium, the thousand year period, mentioned in Revela-
tion chapter 20. A ‘post-millennialist’ is one who believes the
Second Coming of Christ will come after the thousand years.
This view coexisted in the church with the pre-millenialist view
(Christ will come before the thousand years). In some ways, I
like this liberty. I always got along fine with Rev. Sam Allen
who was post- or probably, even a-millenialist (a view that the
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millennium was part of an indefinitely long period, not defi-
nite in time or place). If a man preached the blood of Christ
and was sound also in other such cardinal doctrines, I could
fellowship with him. Pre-millennial doctrine is precious to me.
But differences came on this question. I recall that the “Pres-
byterian Guardian,” a PCA church periodical, came out with
articles strongly critical of our pre-millennial views.

Dr. Machen’s death came in January 1937. He died of pneu-
monia in a Bismarck hospital at the end of his trip to Dakota
to help us. What a man of God he was! It has been told that
when separation came from the modernists in June 1936, some-
one asked him, “Dr. Machen, what about pre-millennialists?”
They were discussing who to receive as part of the new PCA.
To paraphrase roughly, Dr. Machen answered that such (pre-
mills) would be welcome in the new church, but if modernism
raised its head, he would shoot at it.

A third difference was the issue of intoxicating liquor or bev-
erages. It might not have occurred except that a brother, Dr.
John Ian Murray, came from Scotland to teach at Westminster
Seminary, a notable and devoted Christian. Coming from Eu-
rope, he was not familiar with what had become traditional and
the trend in America in conservative, fundamental thought.
Resolutions had been taken at Presbyterian churches, even in
the earlier PCUSA assemblies. So students at Westminster
Seminary, particularly those from such a college as Wheaton,
were shocked when fellow students told them that the professor
believed it was wrong for a church to take a total abstinence
resolution concerning use of alcohol. This became an issue at
the 1937 General Synod and six ministers, including Dr. Carl
McIntire, Dr. J. Oliver Buswell, and others withdrew from the
PCA. To me, the matter of total abstinence was much more
serious than the other two issues, though they indeed were mat-
ters of moment. I led in making it an issue in our Presbytery
of the Dakotas. The Presbytery, still in the PCA, would favor
my view in a meeting of Presbytery when most of the ruling
elders could attend. Then, at the next meeting of Presbytery,
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we would lose when not all, or as many, elders could attend.
In any case, it was decided by a vote or two either way. I recall
one painful meeting of Presbytery held at Lemmon when Rev.
Sam Allen, with whom I had enjoyed close fellowship, refused
to shake hands with me when we met. It hurt. I think he felt
he was keeping the Word in II John 10 and 11, to not give
“God speed” to one of evil doctrine. It was believed by those
on the other side that, by our actions favoring a “resolution”
on the alcohol matter, we were adding to the Word of God.
Like Paul and Barnabus in Acts 15:39, “the contention was
sharp between us,” and “we parted asunder.” I had argued
that Romans 14:21 said that it is good neither to eat meat or
to drink wine or do anything whereby “thy brother stumbleth
or is offended or made weak.” Sharp young men out of West-
minster Seminary replied that, in this verse, Paul was speaking
of meat offered to idols. This was true. But a principle, I felt,
remained. I had known of people who were evidently Chris-
tians, but with a weakness for alcohol who came to “stumble.”
I met a jeweler in a western city who played his trombone for
evangelistic meetings. I invited him to play for one of my meet-
ings. But, I later learned the man had a weakness for alcohol
and it was known all over the city. I had to return to him and
tell him we could not use his talent because of his reputation
in this. I read once about the great Cavalry General George
Patton in his student days at West Point. He had a first year
roommate who could not “handle his liquor.” Out of consid-
eration for him, Patton agreed with a third roommate that
they would not drink any liquor at all at West Point during
their three years there. They abstained, not because they were
unable to drink in moderation, for they were, but in order to
help in the weakness of their roommate. And they continued
in total abstinence the entire three years. All three graduated.
I believe, indeed, Romans 14:21 points to a principle.

After this, Mr. Matteson and I formed the Presbytery of the
Great Plains. We had ten or more churches. The organiza-
tion was a fine Presbytery founding meeting in the log cabin
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church, the Glendale Bible Presbyterian Church, in a location
near Stewartsdale and Glencoe, southeast of Bismarck. Wes
Williams also represented his church in Watford City, North
Dakota, making 11 churches in all. How we all, pastors and
elders, prayed on our knees. With us was an elderly man of
the Salvation Army. How he prayed! Then Presbytery was
organized. We did not at first join the Bible Presbyterian
Synod already organized earlier in Philadelphia. When Dr.
McIntire wrote to me after their Synod was formed, he kindly
said, “Dave, we took your name (Bible Presbyterian.)” In
November 1936 we had organized our little church at Lem-
mon South Dakota, the only church in the nation to bear that
name at that time. However, when Synod was held later in
Collingswood, New Jersey, they and other churches and the
Synod also adopted the name. The reason for our delay in
not joining the BP Synod was because it was in the process
of drawing up its doctrinal statement. We did not like the
“Declaratory Statement” added by the PCUSA in 1903 to its
Westminster Confession of Faith which ‘watered down’ the Pre-
destination and Election doctrines. This was done to entice the
Cumberland Presbyterians who were weak on these doctrines,
to join the PCUSA. Many of them did. However, having been
stung, as it were, by the modernists in the PCUSA in 1936,
we waited, though our hearts were with the Bible Presbyterian
Church Synod. It was not long before another letter came from
Dr. McIntire after the 1938 BPC Synod. He wrote, “Come on
in with us, Dave, we have not only gone back beyond 1903 but
to the 1600s for the form we are adopting for the Westmin-
ster Confession.” That was enough for us. We applied as a
Presbytery and joined the Synod at its next annual meeting,
1939.

Getting back now to the Orthodox Presbyterian Church (OPC)
and the Bible Presbyterian Church (BPC) division. The divi-
sion has never healed. Westminster Seminary leaders thought
that we were untrue to the Reformed Faith. I deny this. It
is true that many theologians of former years of the Reformed
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Faith did not know much about pre-millennial doctrine, great
ones, too. I believe that doctrines of the Lord Jesus and of His
Word have become known more clearly when needed in the
providence of God and, also, when seen as they were neces-
sary in their times against heresy. The doctrine of the Person
of Christ, and of the Holy Trinity were clarified in the early
centuries. Then the doctrines of sin and Grace, grace by faith
in Christ alone, were fought from St. Augustine on through to
Luther. A spirit like the noted Ambrose, Archbishop of Milan,
clarified the doctrine of the Substitutionary Atonement. And
now, as the second coming of our Lord Jesus Christ draws
nearer, it would not be strange if the doctrines of the coming
of Christ and the millennium would be known more definitely.
See Revelation chapter 20:1-7.

Now, let us proceed to a later division. The Reformed Pres-
byterian Church, Evangelical Synod (PRCES) was a further
departure in 1955. It was, in part, ‘ad hominem’ (Latin for
‘to the man.’) Dr. McIntire, our great leader, was opposed in
the church. A hint of the differences leading to the separation
came in a letter sent to ministers of the Synod written by Dr.
Francis A. Schaeffer. My copy was received while I was serv-
ing as a chaplain with the Armed Forces in Korea. The Synod,
meeting in St Louis the following summer, brought to light
further unrest. Dr. Robert G. Rayburn, President of Highland
College in Pasadena, California, appeared to take a similar po-
sition toward Dr. McIntire. However, it seemed at first hard
to define the ‘issues’ in the division. I had heard Dr. McIntire
was opposed in his leadership in Boards and Agencies of the
Church. Some felt he was kind of a dictator in the church. In
this I strongly revolt at such a charge. Of course, Dr. McIntire
has shown he has been a forceful man standing for the things
he believes right. Without question, he has been in fearful
battles against liberals in theology, compromisers with them,
against Communism and any efforts to take away our liberties
to proclaim and love the Gospel of Christ. But I have seen Dr.
McIntire defeated in Synod more than once in his positions and
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yet take it gracefully and without complaint. He has often been
most backward to interfere with prerogatives or individual min-
isters in the scope of their pastoral work and has stood for the
parity of clergy. Any seeming beginnings of moves by Board
men to usurp their positions or interfere with local church life
have not been made by Dr. McIntire, but instead by some men
who have opposed him. Dr. Roy Talmadge Brumbaugh, a truly
great pastor of the Tacoma, Washington, BPC was forced to
leave with his church and go independent. Mr. McIntire did
not force it, rather it was done by some of those who were later
arrayed against Dr. McIntire. I recall the Synod of 1952 when
Rev. Adam Hunter, a friend who preceded me in the Lemmon
pastorate, came to meet me at Faith Seminary. He said, “It is
terrible what they are doing to Dr. Brumbaugh.” It was a new
kind of Synod overnight, not authorized by our Church Book
of Order, or by the rules of ecclesiastical law from the begin-
ning of the BPC, and I believe, thoroughly un-Presbyterian.
It was rather more like the moves taken in the PCUSA when
modernism began to take over. Dr. Brumbaugh was the most
evangelistic pastor I have ever heard. During WWII, he had
his people in the Tacoma BPC Church instructed to seek out
soldiers on leave from Fort Lewis nearby and bring them to
the evening church service. They brought them in. And sol-
diers were continually converted by receiving Christ from this
staging area before they were sent overseas. Night after night!
I heard Dr. Brumbaugh preach at a morning service during
our Synod at his church. I have since characterized him as
the nearest preacher to a “Billy Sunday” I have ever heard. I
came away tremendously impressed. Rev. Adam Hunter had
another BPC in Tacoma but was at odds with Dr. Brumbaugh
for some years, but in Philadelphia at Synod, Hunter told me
that he and Dr. Brumbaugh had become reconciled. They were
friends! Both now are in heaven together!

In recounting these things I am surprised that Dr. McIntire
became a target in 1955. At the St. Louis, Missouri Synod,
things appeared to come to a head preceded by an attempt by
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the insurgents to take over the ICPFM and also Faith Semi-
nary — in each case, unsuccessful. Initially, one was called the
Collingswood Synod and the other, the Columbus Synod. It
was unavoidable, given the immoveable position of those op-
posed to Dr. McIntire, and the rest of us, who believed his
positions and those of the BPC were sound from the begin-
ning. Perhaps a glimpse can be seen in the issues when some
in the new movement said they favored a ‘softer approach’ to
the modernists. I ask my readers, “Was Paul soft in his stand
against the modernists of his time, the Galatian Judaizers?”
Even against Peter who may innocently have been taken in for
a time? See Galatians 1:6-9; 2:11-14ff. Notable it is that Peter
doubtless did not hold it against Paul later. See Peter 3:15ff.

Dr. Carl McIntire has been like a rock of strength in the later
divisions. I write these words in the record of my odyssey April
24, 1981. In the great weekly periodical he edits, “The Chris-
tian Beacon,” splendid and factual descriptions of the OPC,
RPCES and the newer PCA have been given. Dr. McIntire
lists these bodies carefully. The series of articles are planned
to be published in a book titled, “The Presbyterian World.”
I have noted that the “Presbyterian Journal,” an independent
publication, is read quite widely by members of denominations
which have parted from the BPC. In it, pastoral changes are
listed, not only in the PCA, but also in the OPC, the PCUS,
the RPCES, and even the PCUSA (UPC!)

To make confusion worse, there is a group of new moderates
(they can be called that,) the Neo-Evangelicals. These, as Dr.
Woodbridge, a former Professor at Fuller Theological Seminary
who resigned, pointed out, have a ‘mood’ to be as close to the
modernists as possible (either for standing in scholarship or
reputation or both.) The popular word these days is ‘dialogue.’
Well, of course, let’s talk, but not on a compromising basis to
the unsaved or the modernists. The Word in II Corinthians
6:17 is not a ‘softer approach’ or a ‘dialogue,’ but “Come ye
out from among them, be ye separate, saith the Lord.”Some
like to soften it by talking about a ‘first’ and then a ‘second
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degree separation,’ but I know of but one, “Be ye separate.”
One more ecclesiastical division is that of the PCA. This

church body was begun in 1973 with a good many members
who were in the PCUS — the Presbyterian Church in the
South. But this new PCA has new local churches formed all
over the country, north and south. Of this body, we may fear
they have been far too tolerant when they separated from other
liberal churches. When Dr. Machen led us in the separation
in 1936 from the PCUSA, the whole world knew it and the
reason they separated because he told the world. But I under-
stand little or nothing was said of it in the PCA’s first founding
Assembly in 1973. Some elements of Pentacostalism and also
Neo-Evangelism has been among them. Dr. Norris McDonald,
General Secretary if the IBP Home Missions has said, “The
PCA has not been able to pass any clear resolutions on: 1)
Charismatics; 2) Alcohol; or 3) Apostasy.” Our trouble in the
PCUSA from the Briggs trial of 1892 up until 1936, was that
resolutions were made when conservatives were in the majority,
but no trials. And the modernists germinated and multiplied.

The new PCA proposed union with the OPC and RPCES.
The small Scot Psalms singing ‘Covenanters’ were also invited,
but the invitation was declined. It was reported in Muskegon,
Michigan, that when Dr. McIntire picketed the Assembly meet-
ing for union more than a year ago, the Christian Reformed
Church’s yearly meeting was also being held. Dr. McIntire met
them on the street and said to them, “You haven’t been able to
make it in your smaller churches. What makes you think you
can make it in a larger one?” I am happy with the Bible Pres-
byterian Church. At 77 years of age, I can say with my friend
evangelist and pastor, Rev. E.E. Matteson, when we joined the
BPC in 1938, he said, “Dave, I believe we are fixed for life.”

A closing mention to this chapter might be made of Dr. Fran-
cis Schaeffer’s statement recently when he spoke at an Assem-
bly claiming that ‘love’ should rule in a favorable vote for the
union of these denominations. I am sure we should all agree
that ‘love’ should be eminent in all our motives. However,
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II Corinthians chapter 6 also does command uncompromising
separation. It is a principle of Biblical separation. It is in the
entire Old Testament. This does not mean we will have nothing
to do with the ungodly. Paul says, if so, we would have to go
out of the world. Rather, that if someone is called a “brother”
in the way of unrighteousness, we are not to fellowship with
him. This certainly teaches denominational separation when-
ever ungodly practices are found. I Corinthians 5:9-13. This
teaches that the purity of the church should be our standard.
When the leadership of a church does not allow all freedom for
apostolic doctrine, believers in the local church should be sep-
arated from false teachers who bear the apostolic fellowship,
III John 9-12. When false, Christ-rejected leadership controls
an entire denomination, or area and force of influence, all such
are condemned by Jude 3:19. Verse 19 does not speak of sep-
aration from unbelief in the sense of II Corinthians 6:17, but
rather they who “separate themselves, having not the Spirit.”
II Peter chapter 2 also speaks of false teachers. . . denying the
Lord that bought them and that “many shall follow their per-
nicious ways,” verses 1 and 2. What a condemnation! He adds,
“The Lord knoweth how to deliver the godly out of tempta-
tion,” verse 9. The principle of separation is in the entire Old
Testament and in the Gospels and Epistles of the New Testa-
ment. We might ask ourselves and others, “What will one do
when the Word of God tells us to ‘separate,’ and at the same
time to ‘love?”’ We may be sure that it does not mean to ‘soft
pedal.’ The Lord does mean it when He tells us to do both.
Certainly it does not mean to soft pedal separation in order to
love, or to stop loving in order to obey His Word in separation.

See Psalm 1:1-6; 119:53, 63, 115; Matthew 10:13, 16-18;
16:11, 12, 16; 18:15-17; 23:13-39; Mark 6:10, 11; 7:1, 6-13;
8:15ff; 12:29-31, 38, 39; Luke 12:1-8; 9:39-53; John 21:15-17;
II John 9-11; Jude 2; II Peter 2; Acts 5:29-32; 13:46; 19:9;
20:28-32; 28:23-27, Rev 18:4; and II Cor 6:17.
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Chapter 29

Life as an Army Chaplain

Sire, what must I do to be saved? Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved, and thy
house. Acts 10:30, 31

Fight the good fight of faith, lay hold on eternal life,
whereunto thou art called. . . I Timothy 6:12

I make no apologies for including this chapter under the sub-
ject of this book, and recalling in it my U.S. Army experiences
along with anecdotes of the Plains ministry. Certainly, I am
convinced that serving with the military in WWII, and after-
ward in Korea as a chaplain, proved to be further training for
me and a help to attain a more mature ministry. A collection
of Army and war time illustrations were made available, some
of which I will relate here. And, conversely, my preaching on
the Plains in my earlier ministry colored most completely my
ministry in the Armed Forces. After the war, I found a veteran
and a church leader who said he felt his church had a lack in
its current needs because it had, for a time, a younger pastor
who had had no military background or experience. As afore-
said, in August 1943, I left my wife and family of four in the
old family home of my mother, Maggie Myers, in Glen Ellyn,
Illinois, and found my first assignment with troops designated
later for overseas service at Camp McCoy, Wisconsin.

Three local men of the Lemmon area, two of them elders,
had influence by their advice concerning entering the chap-
laincy. When I began to be most burdened about it I sought
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advisement from these men, all older than I and veterans of
WWI. Boyd Veal, a son of T.B. Veal, a Sergeant in WWI, told
me at his house in Chance, “Your ministry would be appre-
ciated in the Army.” Ray Davis, elder at Athboy and later,
in Lemmon, said, “Rev. Myers, you are a soul winner; you
ought to go into the Army chaplaincy.” Otto Meeuwsen, elder
and trusted friend, told me that he himself had come to the
Lord through the witness of an Army chaplain in France in
WWI, and added, “But they miss many opportunities (to win
souls).” What influenced me the most was a Pittsburgh pas-
tor who was chairman of the Committee on Chaplains of the
American Council of Christian Churches (ACCC,) who wrote,
“If it will not be you, it may be a Modernist.” Some of the
older, more liberal, denominations were not meeting their ‘quo-
tas’ and our smaller fundamentalist ones found the Army was
turning to us for chaplains. Finally, in discussion with my
wife, it was decided I would go on leave from the Lemmon
field of churches if they agreed, planning to return after Army
service was over. In some ways the decision was a hard one.
Our youngest child, David, was but three years old. However,
the churches secured an interim supply pastor in Rev. Robert
Kutz, graduate of Faith Theological Seminary. He did a fine
piece of work the two and one half years I was away. One thing
was of help to me. When I was a lad in Austin High School
in Chicago in the waning days of and after WWI, I had been
a High School R.O.T.C. cadet for three years, a Cadet Lieu-
tenant, my last year. When a student at the outset of my Army
training at Harvard Army Chaplain’s School, things were not
exactly strange. Then I was assigned to an Army hospital unit
training school. On June 10, 1944, my birth date, our unit left
Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, and sailed with the 156th General
Hospital unit to England. We were situated near another Gen-
eral Hospital south of Hereford on a manorial estate in south-
west England, not far from the Welsh border. Soon we began
taking the wounded in increasing numbers from the fighting
in France just after the landings in Normandy. I found my-
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self visiting wounded soldiers morning, noon and night. Many,
many were there and it was hard to get from one end of the
1500 bed hospital to the other, before some of the less seri-
ously wounded would be discharged and on their way either to
America, or back to the front lines. I was told there were 100
such hospitals in England. During the ‘Battle of the Bulge’
they were all crowded to capacity. I felt a great opportunity
in bedside visitation. There they would be, an entire ward,
and ward after ward, they would all be lying before a visiting
chaplain, and my endeavor was to visit all of them personally.
I cannot remember a one who refused my visit. Unsaved were
given a challenge to receive Christ. An unusual number indi-
cated their conviction that conversion to Christ came to them
when they were at the front lines. I sought to conserve this by
pointing out their duty to become true witnesses, and to be
related to their home church, if it was a Bible-believing one,
and also sought to point out the difference between those which
were and those which were not. Our nightly prayer meetings
were fruitful. Walking wounded would come, and men of the
hospital medical service.

Three experiences stand out. A soldier, wounded in France,
came into my chapel office one day. He was deeply convicted.
In a battle for a city in Normandy, a body flashed out from
behind a corner of a house. Thinking it was the enemy and
trained to react, he shot at it. It proved to be a little girl! He
said to me, “Pray for me, Chaplain. I am a sinner.”We knelt
at once and thank God, he came to find peace through the
Savior. At another time, a young and very tall soldier from
Mormon country background, had ‘cracked up’ emotionally in
France and was brought back and placed in a ward for such
seriously disturbed. In fact, some of us in the hospital counted
those in this ward as almost hopeless cases. Word came up to
my office during his first week there that this man had tried
to commit suicide in his ward, and they sent for the chaplain.
In his room I sought to ‘throw a block’ by quoting from the
6th Commandment, “Thou shalt not kill,” and pointed out
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that the Commandment includes a man taking his own life.
It is surely as forbidden as the taking of a life of another. A
fine Christian Lutheran sergeant was this man’s ward chief.
He proposed, to my surprise, taking the sick man to a chapel
service the Sunday night following, only three nights after his
suicide attempt. I had asked a Salvation Army chaplain, who
had been wounded at the front lines, now a patient, to preach.
He preached and following the sermon, an invitation was given
and the Mormon patient came forward. I knelt beside him,
thinking it might take the edge off an emotional situation. But
he looked at complete peace and turned to me after the prayer,
while we were still kneeling, and said, “I feel so good!”

But to my great surprise, word came from the ward the next
morning that the man had tried that night to commit suicide
again! I began to wonder if the whole spiritual experience had
been too much for him. But I needn’t have worried. I called at
once to the ward and found him utterly without any memory
of trying to commit suicide. He did remember doing it the
previous time, and admitted it then. This all did make me
doubt he truly made the attempt again. He seemed as much
at peace as he did the previous night when he answered the
gospel call at the chapel service. So I went to the Lutheran
Sergeant in the ward and recounted my conversation with the
man and asked, “Do you suppose he really did try to do it?”
The Sergeant did not seem much disturbed and said, “Well,
he couldn’t have committed suicide that way. The bed covers
were too loose around his neck.” This made me think he might
have just turned in his sleep, and the ward workers, being
jittery from the week before, thought he had again tried to
commit suicide. Then the Sergeant suggested that he believed
the man could be helped and that I visit the ward daily for a
Bible study. He said, “The man will come, I will come, and it
is likely one or two others will come.” This was done. That
very week, Friday night, I was trying to fire up a small stove in
the chapel and its office. I had been told the Jewish personnel
were going to try to muster their quorum necessary for a Jewish
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service. A medical officer, the psychiatrist and ward officer of
the Mormon lad, was visiting with me. Quite suddenly, while
we were talking, the Jewish psychiatrist said, “By the way, I
want to thank you for what you have done for — (naming the
Mormon lad.) I said, “Well, perhaps you have been treating
him (i.e., with shock treatments.)” He replied, “No, we haven’t
done anything for him. We only tried to keep the man from
hurting himself.” Then he went on to say that the man seemed
“entirely cured,” and had left the hospital to return to the U.S.
that day. I had to go to him later and tell him that any good
done for the man was not due to me personally, but rather the
working of the Lord. When we got back to the States the next
summer, and were in training as a hospital unit in a southwest
Missouri Army camp expecting shipment to the Asiatic theatre
(the war having ended in Europe,) I got into a terrific argument
with the same psychiatrist when on Bivouac training. In the
discussion he professed to be an atheist. I have often thought of
this experience. The man of Mormon background had tried to
commit suicide on a Thursday evening, and came so close that
the ward helpers were wrought up and jittery. The following
Sunday night in an evangelistic invitation in the Army chapel,
he confessed to come to Christ. The following night, though
some thought he tried to commit suicide again, he appeared
to still have peace when I visited him. After Bible studies in
his ward with others, the assurance appeared to remain with
him. And that second week, the psychiatrist told me, “The
man is entirely cured.” His ward Sergeant said he had asked
the Mormon lad, “What faith would you like to follow?” He
replied, “I would like to follow the faith of Chaplain Myers.”

A third incident concerned the coming of a hospital train,
with wounded, in the rain. The custom of our Protestant Chap-
lain’s section was to hold nightly prayer meetings during the
week. One night came when a hospital train was expected,
loaded with wounded from France. I was unable to attend the
prayer meeting because a patient had been put on the criti-
cal list and it was my duty to visit him. This was imperative
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under the circumstances. So I asked a Christian solder there,
Sgt. Host, a Lutheran, to conduct the prayer meeting in my
absence. He did and I arrived late after the Bible study, but
before the prayers. To my consternation, I found that dur-
ing prayer requests, they agreed to pray that when the train
arrived at the nearby rail depot, that it would stop raining
so the wounded would not get wet on their pallets waiting
for the ambulances to pick them up. What exercised me was
that in prayer meetings so far, whether in civilian church pas-
torates, or Army life, I have never known an agreed prayer to
go unanswered, Matthew 18:19. I was then 41 years of age,
and I thought, ‘Oh, there, this record for answered prayer will
be broken.” This had been the case for answered prayer for
15 years in the ordained ministry. Even requests that seemed
quite impossible to think they’d be answered, all had been an-
swered. But I am afraid my faith was wanting that night in an
Army Hospital overseas. For one thing, it seemed to me that
in England, whenever it rained, it never would seem to stop
that day, or even a day or so afterward. ‘G.I.’s’ often wanted
to be somewhere else than where they were! In Camp McCoy,
soldiers would say, “I want to go somewhere, do something, go
overseas.” Men of the unit at Camp Kilmer, New Jersey, would
say, “I want to go overseas soon!” But when in England, they
would say, “Who wants to be in this climate? It rains all the
time!” Then, when back to Camp Kilmer, in the intense sum-
mer heat, I would hear, “Oh, that wonderful English climate!”
Oh, well!

I am glad that for all my faintness in the hospital chapel in
England, I had better sense than to interrupt the Christian Se
rgeant I had put in charge as my assistant. He was God’s man
for that time! I might have been tempted to say, “Now, let us
reword that request (for it to stop raining.)” But no, they were
quite happy to ask this request that the rain would stop when
the train arrived. They were quite confident, those Christian
soldiers in the Army chapel. Their reason for the request was
sound — they did not want the wounded to catch cold from

260



Life as an Army Chaplain

the rain, especially those who would need surgery by reason of
their wounds. Such would be in a weakened condition.

Shortly after the prayer meeting, we were at the depot. It
was ‘pouring’ rain. Enlisted men with their carrying facilities
were trying to keep dry under the broad station’s eves. Several
officers were in the depot with me. The station master took a
lantern, answered an incoming telephone call, and said, “The
train has left Hereford. It will be here in five minutes.” I looked
through the dismal rainy windows, saw the steady rain against
the trees outside the depot, and said within myself, ‘Oh, now
our record for answered prayer will be broken!’

The train came sliding in. And! Wonder of wonders, as
the first of the wounded were carried out in litters, the rain
stopped! Water was just dripping from forest leaves, but no
rain in the clearing around the depot. The men, with alacrity,
took the wounded in litters until half the train load was quickly
put into ambulances, and thence enroute to the hospital not
too far away. But when that half of the train load took off
in ambulances, it started to rain again. The train had more
time than usual to spare. In war time England trains must
be on a tight schedule. I had never seen one delay this long.
Those in charge looking out of the train’s open doors saw that
it had started to rain, so they did not continue unloading the
wounded. They did not resume the unloading until the line of
ambulances was returning over the hill. But, when this second
unloading period began, the rain stopped again! And it did not
begin to rain again until the last patient was in an ambulance
and safely on the way to the hospital. Then it started to rain
again! Literally. The prayer was fulfilled in a positive answer
just as the enlisted men had prayed. I have said that it seemed
that the Lord turned rain on and off as if from an invisible
faucet in the skies!

To the wounded, it was my effort to speak to every man an
offer to receive salvation. We also tried to conduct evangelis-
tic meetings at every assignment. In Army service, the largest
series of meetings in numbers attending was during my last
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‘hitch,’ 1948-52, at Dachau, Germany. My first ‘hitch’ was July
1943 — February 1946. Returning to the Lemmon pastorate
in 1946, where I ministered for a two and a half year interval,
I then heeded the call for men of Reserve status to return to
active duty just before the Korean conflict, 1948. We were un-
aware the Korean conflict was coming. Our ACCC Chaplain’s
Committee chairman wrote to me, again with the caution, “If
it is not you, it may be a Modernists!” I resigned permanently
from the Lemmon pastorate at that time, and was assigned to a
post at William Beaumont General Hospital, Fort Bliss, Texas.
I was at El Paso for a year when a providential experience oc-
curred. I had received orders to Okinawa. But without my
knowledge, enlisted personnel of the hospital signed a petition
through channels to keep me at Beaumont, and a cancellation
of orders to Okinawa was granted. There is a story behind my
retention at Beaumont, and cancellation of orders. An inter-
nal security Sergeant was the one who circulated the petition
asking that I remain in El Paso. A very ill soldier, a patient at
the hospital, had been approached by someone I do not recall
who had offered to sell him drugs to ease his pain. The sol-
dier was also told by the drug peddler of certain deeds, such as
stealing of band instruments by the ‘drug ring.’ The ill soldier
told me of this from his hospital bed. He was a Christian and I
told him at once he should tell the Army authorities. He then
told it to the Sergeant who was the Internal Security officer.
The Sergeant and I were friends, and he was jubilant over the
revelation. They arrested the ones dealing in drugs, and re-
covered the band instruments and other stolen material. The
soldier who was ill felt he had received a spiritual blessing and
he recovered from his illness. The Sergeant was instrumental
in having the petition circulated which succeeded in cancelling
my orders to go to Okinawa.

However, the following summer I received orders to Japan.
We did not know even then that the Korean conflict was about
to break out. However, my wife had just received word that
her mother in Scotland was not expected to live another six
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months. We thought, ‘Oh, if only my orders were to Germany
instead of Japan. Anne could then get to see her mother be-
fore she died.’ Army personnel at that time could take their
dependents to Germany with them. However, looking at the
situation, we noted there were no openings in a printout for
chaplains to go to Germany. I had just met a chaplain visit-
ing Fort Bliss who was from the Pentagon. I wrote a letter to
him directly, explaining my wife’s mother’s illness and enquired
of him whether my orders could yet be changed to Germany.
Things happened quickly. One day I got orders to Munich Mil-
itary Post in the European Theatre Command, and the next
day came cancellation of the orders to Japan.

Of course, our family immediately made plans to go to Eu-
rope. In Munich, then said to be the largest Military Post in
the world, we were assigned to Dachau Post, a Supply/Service
center and Army Band School serving the U.S. Army Euro-
pean Command (USAEUC.) The infamous Nazi Concentration
Camp of Dachau had been transformed into a U.S. Army post.
Part of it was still used as a military ‘stockade’ for misbehaving
U.S. soldiers. We can say that our stay in Dachau was an edu-
cation for all our family, even in the lurid and unpleasant back-
ground of the concentration/ extermination camp. Our quar-
ters had been occupied by top S.S. Nazi officers and their fam-
ilies. Thousands were put to death there under the evil Nazi
regime. They died of starvation, were shot, hanged, gassed, or
worked to death, and eventually burned in the ovens. There
was a trench where masses were shot and buried. There was
still an odor detectable in the hot summer months of 1949,
around four years since the time of Hitler. We saw the ovens
where bodies were burned and the torture chambers where ter-
rible experiments on prisoners took place. Gas crystals were
still seen in boxes outside the ‘shower rooms’ where the gassing
occurred. The guides told us that the prisoners were told to
undress to ‘shower,’ not knowing they’d be led to their deaths
in the room when gas crystals were loosed. In rooms adjacent
to the ovens, outlines of bloodied limbs, feet and hands could
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still be seen on the walls. The Democratic Government of West
Germany (following post-war Germany) sought to maintain the
camp and many other such camps as a horrible example of
man’s inhumanity to man under the Hitler regime. A sign at
the camp entrance read, “238,000 died in this camp.” Ameri-
can soldiers liberated the camp in a final push to the south in
Bavaria during the closing days of the war in Europe.

Our Post Chapel at Dachau was an edifice built during de-
nazification trials after the war in Dachau, after the Nurenberg
trials model. A former prisoner at Dachau who was a skilled
organ builder made a pipe organ for the edifice. The pipes
were made of melted tin cans! But it played beautifully for
our chapel services. Our chapel was built by workers after the
Service Center was first occupied by U.S. forces. They were
European workers, some of the ‘displaced persons’ or DP’s. I
was told the first Commanding Officer of the camp said, “You
want a Chapel? Just bring one brick a day, clean it and bring
it back when you come to work every day.” They had been
hired to clean up rubble from bombed buildings. Bricks were
plentiful with the great damage to the Munich area by allied
planes and were easy to get as they were plentiful in the rubble.
Of those bricks and stones, a chapel was built. It was a fine
building and of good size. The floor was of large stones set in
mortar. The front chapel area, with the preaching pulpit in the
lefthand corner, had an inspiring display of art. To the right
of the pulpit, as viewed from the audience, were four painted
scriptural figures, larger than life. Indeed, they covered a good
way from just above the floor stretching to the ceiling. The
first figure at the left represented Matthew, the second was
Mark, the third, Luke and the fourth, John the ‘Divine,’ all
authors of the Gospels. The colors were most rich, and the
figures painted appeared life-like. One could see in Mark, for
example, determination not to let Paul down as he had at
first, but would not make the same mistake again. Matthew
had the look of a man who was in public service, but who
was now converted. Luke had the countenance of a Christian
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physician who was benevolent of aspect. And in John was seen
the spiritual man who had been close to the Lord throughout
life, the last of the apostles. At the bottom of each were the
figures: the lion, ox, man and flying eagle of Ezekiel’s vision.
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More of Army Life

And when the centurion. . . saw that he so cried out. . .
he said, truly this man was the Son of God. Mark
15:39

The centurion said, Lord I am not worthy that thou
shouldst come under my roof; but speak the word
only, and thy servant shall be healed. And Jesus
said unto the centurion, Go thy way, and as thou
has believed so it will be done unto thee. Matthew
8:8, 19

It can be noted that the foregoing chapter was becoming very
long, so I will continue where I left off in Dachau, Germany,
with further remembrances. Concerning the Dachau Chapel
last referred to, it was built within the Concentration Camp
area. The barbed wire fence around the camp was still in place
in 1949 and we, and those who attended our chapel services,
found it necessary to go through the ‘stockade’ entrance to
attend. In wrought iron letters above the gate were the words,
“Arbeit Macht Frie,” (Work Makes One Free — the slogan
placed at the entrance of Nazi concentration camps.) We were
told the fence was electrified under the Nazi regime. My wife
and I and our four children lived in a house on ‘Officers Row’
just inside the front gate of the camp, in other words, outside
the Concentration Camp area. Some of these quarters still had
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the Swastika emblem embedded in the tiles of the floors and
other signs, such as gold tasseled ropes above beds to summon
the Jewish slave prisoners kept night and day in the attic. Such
were daily reminders of the Nazi era.

In 1950 we got permission to arrange evangelistic services
for one week in the Dachau Chapel. A fine Christian Air
Force jet pilot from Fuerstenfeldbrook Air Base, Major Miles,
USAF, of Jacksonville, Florida, had been attending services
and knew from our fellowship that I desired a revival! Major
Miles and his wife were truly Bible believing Christians. Know-
ing I desired to hold evangelistic meetings, he called at once
from Dachau to the European theatre ranking Chaplain, ask-
ing if he could come for the meetings. He encouraged us in his
answer. I knew the man was a man of God, a Southern Baptist.
He answered that he could not come due to his other duties,
but referred us to our ranking chaplain in Munich Military
Post, Chaplain (Major) Bowser, who was also an evangelist in
his background. After attending Chaplain Bowser’s services,
I found he was an evangelist indeed. As a child, he had been
raised a Roman Catholic. After his conversion, he became a
singer/song leader with George Bernard, the composer of “The
Old Rugged Cross.” Chaplain Bowser had served in the Army
in the China-Burma theatre during WWII, but like myself, was
transferred to Munich Military Post. Though plagued with a
cold, he came the entire week in the winter time, from Mu-
nich to Dachau, to preach at the meetings. Thirty soldiers
were converted! The camp was changed. Twenty-three of the
thirty were stockade prisoners. They came to the services with
an armed guard escorting them. An “upside down’ (Master
Sergeant) inmate was the first to respond to the gospel invi-
tation and the rest of the prisoners followed, at one time or
another, during the week of meetings. After the meetings were
over, I met the second Chaplain in Command of the European
Theatre and told him that, of these prisoners who were con-
verted, not one of them returned to the Stockade, though we
had many ‘repeaters’ back in that time. He remarked at once
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that this should be told to the right Army circles. It was a
great revival indeed. Evangelistic methods paid off even with
the Army’s wayward boys. The ‘upside down’ Sergeant was
due to be sent Stateside. He told me privately he was going
to his German girlfriend’s home to tell her folks he was going
to come back and marry her after he was discharged. He did
just that. He jumped the train en route to Bremerhaven, the
port of embarkation, with a guard asleep. But after the visit
to the parents, he made his way to Bremerhaven in time for
his ship, and gave himself up. After he was discharged in the
States, he made good his word and came back and married his
sweetheart. I received a fine letter from his wife in the States,
thanking me for my help. But it all was of the Lord. Those
who come to Him, He serves and blesses.

Going back to 1943 to the first Camp when I entered the
Army, Camp McCoy, Wisconsin, was not far from Eu Clair
and the Mississippi. There I found I once came very close to
doing some compromising. The happy association with a fine
Wisconsin Lutheran chaplain was a strength to me just when
I needed it. There was a time when I had a consultation with
the Commander of our unit, a full Colonel, and the Roman
Catholic chaplain. The Colonel felt that he should visit the
chapel services, both Catholic and Protestant, and observe the
work of his chaplains first hand on alternate Sundays. We both
said we thought it was fine and at the time, I thought, ‘Well,
the Colonel is of Roman Catholic upbringing so at least I will
get half of his time.’ But after I departed his office, I had a
sinking feeling by my agreeing to such an arrangement. Indeed,
he had a legal right as an American to attend where he pleased.
But I said to myself, ‘Here I had a golden opportunity to give
a gospel witness and I failed.’ Later that day I talked it over
with Chaplain Frederick Gilbert, a Wisconsin Synod Lutheran
man. His denomination chose to support the war as civilian
chaplains to the Armed Forces in WWII. Rev. Gilbert was a
dear and consecrated brother and was true to the Lord with a
longer time of servicing the Army than I. The Wisconsin Synod
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then and now believes in the Verbal Inspiration of Scripture.
He said to me that day, “Don’t you suppose the Colonel was
testing you?” Then he went on to recount the experience of
an Army chaplain who had been given a ‘direct order’ by his
Commander to bring him a quart of whiskey, even though the
Commander knew it was against the man’s convictions. But in
spite of the chaplain’s qualms, he did it. After it, his Comman-
der despised him completely! Rev. Gilbert also told me of a
Brigadier General of a division of troops in training who would
go to a Catholic chapel service one Sunday and a Protestant
service the next to curry favor with his troops. The lowest
private in his division could say of his Commanding General,
“Doesn’t he know the difference?”

I knew what I had to do. It was to go and correct myself
with the Colonel of my unit. I went to his quarters up a long
row of stairs to his rooms. He was thought by some to be very
severe on weekends, correcting failings in his organization. But
I went nonetheless, up the fateful steps. He was there and
courteously invited me in. I said to him, “Colonel —, when
you spoke to me the other day about your visitation to services
of your chaplains, I gave you the wrong answer. There is a
great difference, serious differences between the Protestant and
Roman Catholic faiths.” I proceeded to tell him the differences
and to state the simple truths of Salvation by Faith in the
shed blood of Christ alone. I told him, also, of the Brigadier
General attending both, and also of seeking Chaplain Gilbert’s
advisement in the matter. I found the Colonel was as nice
as he could be about it! As a Medical Officer he could see
compromising there and mentioned that in civilian practice,
some doctors of medicine would have their wives attending
one church in a city where they practiced, while the doctors
themselves would go to another.

I left the Colonel feeling much better. He attended my ser-
vices quite often. Orders for my promotion came through with-
out hindrance. However, I might say that promotions for quite
worthy chaplains were held up in some cases. It was reputed
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that Army Commanders could carry things with a high hand,
and if offended by his chaplain, he could give a rating of ‘Satis-
factory.’ This low rating would prevent promotions. I knew a
Baptist chaplain from Arkansas, a real old time preacher with-
out compromise. He would do credit to the Plains anywhere!
One time he said, still a First Lieutenant, “I don’t care if they
never promote me.” He was one who wanted to have standing
with the Lord before promotion in the Army. I loved the man
and so did Chaplain Gilbert.

It might be said that after classes in military law at Chap-
lain’s School at Harvard, Cambridge, Massachusetts, for a time
afterward in my first unit, I began to wonder when the Mili-
tary Police (MP’s) would be coming to get me. I was almost
‘psycho’ about it, so strong was the impression the classes on
Military Law made on me. And as to ‘rank’ in the Army, those
eagles on the Colonel’s shoulders looked awesome to me! But
this viewpoint is against Scripture to unduly take account of
men’s rank. Respect and obedience, yes, under God. But the
fear of God can dispel the fear of man.

The first contact in 37 years was made between me and Rev.
Frederick Gilbert this past summer. Remembering his faith-
fulness and kindness toward me at Camp McCoy about the
Colonel’s attendance in chapel services, I made enquiry of Wis-
consin Synod elders and a pastor in the Muskegon, Michigan
area where I now reside. They kindly gave me his present
address. I wrote and told him again of my gratitude. He an-
swered at once with a fine letter. It seems he had had a fine
ministry in civilian churches of his denomination and also of
his further duties in the military quite recently in Vietnam. It
was heartwarming to hear from him. An invitation by him to
stop and see him and his wife and stay overnight was kindly
given to us, and also a statement he would make a quick drive
around Lake Michigan to see us in another summer. His sons
were well educated, one of them in business having established
a sand and gravel production business at a lake not far north-
west of Milwaukee. It was a ‘family corporation,’ Chaplain
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Gilbert said.
Now, I go back to my early military life in 1944. It was

Chaplain Gilbert who helped me to get business in order and
get off with troops on the military train for Camp Kilmer, New
Jersey, though with the hush-hush of Army movements at the
time, we did not know the destination. We could not write to
anyone of our location, or tell of overseas expectations, or for
that matter, we did not know where we were to be assigned
ourselves. David, our four year old son, with the help of his
mother, wrote a letter to me in England with the return ad-
dress: “Somewhere in America,” in reply to my letter from
England, “Somewhere in England!”

After several ‘practices’ at Camp Kilmer, and false ‘starts,’
we finally set out as a unit in Army vehicles from Kilmer. It
was a stirring time. How those black drivers could drive! An
Army on the move is an awesome thing. One just knew we
were ‘terrible as an Army with banners!’ We came to the New
Jersey shore of New York bay, off the lower flow of the Hudson
River. A ship was out there which looked tiny in the distance.
Surely, this was not our ship! But when our small embarking
craft passed under her stern, on it we saw the large letters
“QUEEN ELIZABETH.” What a shock. We were to embark
on the largest ship afloat. Not finished as a new vessel, the
“Queen” was fitted to be a troop transport, and I think it
was disguised in its superstructure to mask her identity and
size, all of this to confuse U-Boat Captains. It planned to try
to outwit enemy submarines and did not travel in convoy, but
alone, trusting in her great speed and in zigzagging maneuvers.
By watching the sun’s location, I estimated we sailed far to the
south across the Atlantic, perhaps by the Azores region, rather
than by a northern route. The last 24 hours of the crossing,
we ran north in the Atlantic in order to avoid the U-Boat lairs
off France. That last night at about 11:00 P.M., the Executive
Officer (XO) of our hospital unit came to my stateroom. He
looked quite alarmed and said, “Chaplain, the way it sounds
from what I hear at the Officer’s Club, it could get very serious
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tonight!” I said to him, “Oh, we will make it to our landing
all right,” and added, “I have been praying and I am confident
we will come through safely.” I do not know just why I should
have been so assured. Perhaps the great mercy of God gave me
such a convincement. After all, are we not to believe when we
pray? He left saying with a relieved look, “Chaplain, it makes
me feel a lot better to hear you say that.” I have wondered if
it was a sort of ‘put on,’ that he himself was not so alarmed.
He always seemed a courageous XO to me. Perhaps some of
the nurses of the hospital felt the pressure and he came down
to get some word he could carry to them from me. Chaplains
in WWII were highly regarded and could have influence if they
did not misuse their office. I am sure many U-Boat Captains
out of their lairs would have been happy to bag so big a prize
as the Queen Elizabeth. Well, we did, by God’s mercy, arrive
in the Firth (River) of Clyde, debarking at a point not far
from Glasgow. We were for one year in Herefordshire, from
the landings in Normandy until the end of the war in Europe.
Our hospital unit then came to the U.S.A. shortly thereafter,
June 10, 1945, also on the Queen Elizabeth. As we sailed up
the Hudson, tugs were spouting their water hoses high in the
air, people were cheering along the harbor, and ticker tape
poured from buildings in lower Manhattan. Our men were
silent on the ship and I think others felt as I did, that we
did not deserve the acclaim, for we were not combat troops.
Perhaps people thought, being a hospital ship, we had wounded
men aboard. We did not, to my knowledge, but many had
preceded us when our hospital was active. It was, however, a
spontaneous, enthusiastic reception by New York City and we
appreciated it. Our hospital personnel - doctors, nurses, and
ward enlisted men - had worked very hard, and deserved it.

On our way overseas on the Queen Elizabeth, we were per-
mitted an evening Protestant service. Some of the enlisted
men approached me and asked for a Sunday Evening service.
Morning Services had been conducted by the ship’s transport
Chaplain, an Episcopalian. I approached the chaplain and told
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him of the desire of the men expressed to me for an evening
service. He permitted me to arrange the meeting and we were
given a very large space below decks. With some enlisted men,
I arranged a program to make it evangelistic. A very large
crowd of soldiers attended. We had stirring testimonies. Early
in the meeting I borrowed a ‘page,’ so to speak, from another
leader in our movement in civilian gatherings. I inquired how
many Baptists, Lutherans, etc., etc., were present. Hands were
lifted for denominations I named. Then I asked how many
were present in my denomination, remarking as I did so that
I doubted I would find others present beside myself, as it was
a new and not a large denomination. When I named it, I held
up my hand. To my surprise a tall young soldier lifted up his
hand, just about touching the ceiling of the below-deck room.
He did so to our mutual delight and joy. He proved to be from
Collingswood, New Jersey, Bible Presbyterian Church. I can-
not just now recall his name, but after the war when I was on
the Staff of Faith Theological Seminary in Philadelphia, the
young soldier and his wife kindly invited my wife and me to a
dinner entertainment at his home. We enjoyed it very much.

Getting back to Inchun, Korea, I was blessed in entertain-
ing Jack Wyrtzen for a single evangelistic meeting in our huge
Chapel in our Transportation Unit. That one night stand had
the highest number by proportion of those present to be con-
verted I have ever seen at an Army Chapel. We had a selected
audience. Jack Wyrtzen had a vehicle with a loud speaker
drive through the camp advertizing the service the afternoon
previously. That night it was most interesting to see the men
coming down the street to attend. Across the street from the
Chapel, the movie theater was showing a film. Then they
would make their choice, some to the chapel and some to the
theater. Dr. Wyrtzen showed a gospel film. In closing he gave
the gospel invitation and perhaps 80 percent of those present
chose to answer the altar call. There were perhaps 120 in at-
tendance. This response on their part may have resulted from
the terrible experiences at the front lines which caused them
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to want to be right with God. Those who received Christ here
seemed to me to be like those I visited in their hospital beds
in England. Those who received Christ in either place were in-
deed alike, of the same mind and heart, by God’s grace, when
the Gospel opportunity was provided before them.

After several assignments at the end of WWII, I was at Fort
Logan, Colorado, in early January 1946. They had given us a
choice whether to remain in the Army or be “separated from
active duty” and return to civilian life. I chose to be separated
after earnestly considering where my duty should be. A Lieu-
tenant Colonel in command of a small detachment left of our
hospital unit asked me earnestly to remain with them, promis-
ing me a promotion if I’d remain and move with them to the
next assignment on the west coast. A letter from Elder Otto
Meeuwsen of the Lemmon church answered one of my letters
in which I had asked him whether it would not be best to
let Mr. Kutz continue alone as pastor, as word had it he had
done good work in my absence. Otto said, “Your ministry at
Lemmon should not be over,” and cited some good reasons.

Returning to active duty in the Army in 1948, I have re-
counted some experiences, except for my preaching for a year
and a half in the huge St. Lucas Cathedral (Lutheran) on the
River Isar in the city of Munich. Of course, my Army services
were not Lutheran. They were held for Army personnel in the
downtown Munich command.

The assignment had been given me in 1950 alongside my
service at Dachau Post. In some ways, apart from the Dachau
revival, the St. Lucas experience was more satisfying. A fine
and friendly man, the ‘Pfarrent’ (Pastor) Schmidt, was minis-
ter to the large Lutheran congregation there. The great edifice,
stone on the outside, I was told was built after a similar pat-
tern of a cathedral in Czechoslovakia’s capitol city of Prague.
A huge, central Gothic nave, with many minarets studding the
towers off from the central dome, was roofed with copper, now
turned green from the damp German weather. It was all beau-
tiful within and without. A huge pipe organ was reached by
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ascending up a beautiful spiral staircase. Galleries were so high
in it that the place of the choir loft was out of view from the
pulpit. The pulpit was also reached by ascending a circular
staircase and was canopied. There was a good choir comprised
of both German and American people, some of them from U.S.
Army installations, or soldiers and their dependents, for my
services there. Communication with the choir was possible by
telephone, otherwise the director followed the service bulletin
or oral hearing of the service. Actually, it took an unusually
clear and carrying voice to be heard beyond a half dozen of
the first pews of the church. It provided seats for about 3,000.
Only a small percentage of this floor space was needed for our
English language Army service. But attendants came from
Army installations in and around Munich. Germans and ‘dis-
placed persons,’ held over in peace time from other countries
of the war years, also came. It was an 11:00 A.M. service Sun-
days for us and followed Pfarrent Schmidt’s 10:00 A.M. hour.
He was a fine man, and most hospitable to me, both he and
his wife. At one of our week night choir rehearsals, I found
myself with an unusually severe headache and went next door
to the Pfarrent’s residence. He answered my distressed door
bell and saw how pale I was. Tension headaches of great sever-
ity were one of my Army ailments, and this one was extremely
severe. His wife and he seated me and then besought me to lie
down on a nearby couch. He got across the language barrier
offering me “Schnapps!” I told them I was not used to tak-
ing alcohol and declined, but somehow, their real concern did
much good. I have thought they believed I might have been
having a heart attack — but yet, in not too long a time, their
love and concern for me produced the desired results. After
half an hour, I went away feeling much better. However, it
was an uplifting experience the remainder of my term in Ger-
many, conducting that English language service in St. Lucas
Cathedral in downtown Munich. There were about 300 in at-
tendance on an an Easter service. I held some weddings in the
great church, American personnel to German frauleins. It was
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an emotional experience to me, for I thought of our own two
daughters that last year, who returned to the States with their
mother so our eldest, Ruth, could attend college. I would note
the trust that a European girl would show toward her intended,
a man from far away America, to which land she was destined.
Remembering my own intended from Scotland, this would get
to me. Sometimes I wondered if the Americans in some cases
were worthy of the trust. I sought to make as sure as possible
that those I consented to unite in marriage were of the same
faith in Jesus Christ. There were some fine people in Germany
in spite of Hitler’s period as a dictator. Our Army personnel
in Dachau were quite moved when in the evening, a very old
German couple able to walk only very, very slowly, would walk
together outside the buildings of the camp. They went arm in
arm and so concerned for one another, and attentive to each
other so tenderly! Hitler had not been able to obliterate the
goodness in German family ties.

Mrs. Multerer was my Secretary in the chaplain’s office in
Dachau. She was a most proficient and faithful worker. Her
work at the Service Center had once been that of a Secre-
tary during the de-Nazification trials held Nurenberg-style at
Dachau Camp after the war. She stated that at one time some
strong armed methods were used in her presence by American
personnel in pre-trial investigations in order to try to lead a
prisoner to confess. She said she went at once to the Com-
manding Officer and told him of the incidents and that if such
things were done once more, she would resign! Her value as
a Secretary was great and this caused such methods to cease.
Mrs. Multerer also told of the atrocities when Russian armies
overran Czechoslovakia. She and her husband were part of
the Sudentan land of Czechoslovakia, as Germans had settled
there in previous generations. Hitler overran all of Czechoslo-
vakia before WWII was declared at the time when the foreign
secretary of Britain, Chamberlain, did not take a strong stand
against Hitler.
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A series of evangelistic meetings were held with a man in St.
Lucas Cathedral. It was led by a layman who had fought with
paratroopers in the Battle of the Bulge, the 101st Airborne
Division, a noted unit. They were encircled by German forces,
but held out and the German forces were finally defeated and
forced to retreat. The man had been unconverted during the
battle. This man, a Sergeant, was converted after the war and
became a lay evangelist. He was visiting Dachau when we were
there. He was now a civilian veteran and backed by such men as
LeTourneau, the heavy equipment industrialist, and Kraft, the
cheese manufacturer, to do what he could to preach the gospel
to U.S. troops in Germany where he had previously fought.
He offered to hold services with me at my posts. His work was
most effective as he began first at Dachau with regular daily
early morning prayer meetings on the second floor of the U.S.
Army Band School located at Dachau Service Center. The
Christian soldiers and others came to the prayer meeting in
ever increasing numbers and spiritual interest at the camp was
really heightened. The First Sergeant of the Berlin U.S. Army
Band, who had been a backslider, got right with God. Thus,
many from all over Germany were being blessed. The prayer
meetings made a change in the Dachau Service Center. It
showed its effect even upon the housekeeping unit of the camp
who would be falling out for reveille just at the time of the
prayer meeting with its large attendance. The man’s ministry
was also effective in a nightly series of evangelistic meetings
we arranged in the Cathedral in downtown Munich. While the
Dachau meetings changed the entire temper of many in the
Service Center, the St. Lucas meetings were well attended and
resulted in some twenty-five conversions, or re-consecrations,
by means of the altar call. Before the immense platform of
the cathedral, all of them knelt, and I felt the meetings were
indeed successful.

During week nights and Sundays, when services were not be-
ing held, I noted many relatives, often motherly figures, would
come and stand before little vaults which were in great num-
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ber on a wall in the corridor behind the altar. I learned that
they were thinking and no doubt praying for husbands, sons
or other relatives who were lost, or imprisoned, after the bat-
tles in Russia. One day I passed a German soldier’s cemetery
in a town outside Munich, and stopped to note the particu-
lar graves. Some went back to soldiers lost in battles in the
18th century, if not earlier. Though we so recently had been
engaged in war with Germany under Hitler, and also the war
led by the Kaiser in WWI, and in no way were we agreed with
Germany’s Prussian militarism, still I could not help but reflect
that Germany had the misfortune of being a closely locked-
in land area with powerful neighbors, predatory at times, as,
for example, France under Napoleon. They were not favored
as we of America are with comparatively greater safety with
our mighty ocean barriers. My father, John Andrew Myers,
III, had compared Germany as a ‘strong ass between two bur-
dens.’ Genesis 49:14. It is nice to note our close ties with
the West Germans today. My own German ancestry through
my father’s side, and a great extent through the Pennsylvania
Dutch through my mother’s, could not but sympathize with
the German people, and their sadness of the many years of
warfare. I thought it was no wonder my Grandmother in Ger-
many made it a condition of her marriage that they emmigrate
to America. My four years with the Armed Forces in Bavaria,
1949-52, it seemed to me ironic that there were many G.I.’s
who were most anxious to return to the U.S.A., even though
they were under a kind of forced military service my grand-
mother, the bride, sought to escape a century earlier in 1849.
However, there were some military personnel who liked serving
so much in Germany that they were held over by reenlistments,
even from the closing days of WWII.

One more anecdote and I must be done with the period of
ten and one half years of military chaplaincy. Going back to
my first Army assignment at Camp McCoy, I learned that one
of our hospital men in training, a Corporal, was Jewish. He
had been court-martialed and was confined to the Stockade.
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Visiting him there, I learned the reason for his actions leading
to his confinement. He had married a Gentile girl and they had
had a child. But after he joined the Army, he learned she had
been unfaithful to him. He went wild. I learned from other
contacts with Jewish people that they were often most anxious
for their family relationships. I kept visiting the man. He
responded and went so far as to say he knew that, “if one was
to honor God, he should honor His Son.” He formed a choir in
the stockade and led it, producing a Christmas program. One
day I went to the Colonel of my unit to plead for the man’s
release. The Colonel would hear nothing of it, nor would the
Company commander who said, “Chaplain, you are barking
up the wrong tree.”

Our soldier’s term of imprisonment in time came to an end.
After it, he really made good as a soldier. There were no
‘AWOLS’ of a frantic soldier trying to save a rocky marriage.
The man earned his stripes back. I can say God gave me an
attitude of love for Jewish personnel in the service. I would say
to them, “There will be Jewish people still living who will re-
ceive Christ as their Savior when He comes again as Zechariah
says, Zechariah 12:10. But my fear is for those who die without
believing on Him before He comes.” I came to love those I met
and believe they realized this, and they showed me affection as
well. “Pray for the peace of Jerusalem; they shall proper that
love Thee.” Psalm 122:6.

The time in Korea, 1953-55, found me leaving my mother’s
home after spending a year with anti-aircraft units in and
around Chicago. My family, now my wife and two sons (my
daughters had married fine Christian men in California,) had
been graciously kept by her in Glen Ellyn. Then my family
left for Shelton College in 1953. My son, John, was ready for
college. Shelton was located in the Rampo Mountains in north-
ern New Jersey. My own alma mater, Wheaton College, was
nearby Glen Ellyn, but Wheaton did not take a ‘separation
stand’ from modernists. Our BPC denomination, since 1936,
called for separation in education. Wheaton’s President, Dr.
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J. Oliver Buswell, did take a stand in 1936 and had to leave
Wheaton. Dr. McIntire and Shelton’s Board called him to be
Shelton’s President. So in 1953, John entered Shelton College
while I volunteered to serve in Korea just as it entered truce ne-
gotiations with the North Korean Communists. They were the
days of Pan MunJun. Arriving in Korea, after a number of us
chaplains were flown from the west coast to Japan and thence
to Korea, we landed with a transport unit just outside Inchun.
General MacArthur had landed at Inchun on his famous ‘end
run’, forcing North Korean troops to flee South Korea. While
at Inchun, I had the joy of seeing an evangelistic meeting in the
huge Quonset Chapel. It seemed to rival and even surpass the
Dachau Chapel meetings in numbers of conversions. The meet-
ing was held by Jack Wyrtzen who was visiting Army camps
in Korea. He hoped to hold another meeting in our Camp. I
was then running out of favor with my Commanding Officer for
my uncompromising positions, but God had helped us much
in services nightly which were held with men who were coming
back from the front lines and the fighting, to be transferred
by ship to the States. I arranged these meetings to be held at
the ‘shakedown building’ near where the men were waiting for
shipment. Army loudspeakers would say, 1) “Men are confined
to the Camp. No leaves. No Passes.” Then the next breath,
2) “There will be a Gospel Service conducted by the Protes-
tant Chaplain in the Shakedown building at 1930 Hours (7:30
P.M.)” Almost unvaryingly, there would be a good crowd. We
made the meetings evangelistic and seldom was there a meeting
without some results! I cannot remember any without them.
They were men who had seen the blood of battles and doubt-
less Christians among them who wanted a clean heart as they
returned to their loved ones.

Returning from Korea in 1955, I was assigned to Fort Tilden,
New York on Long Island, just east of Brooklyn in New York
Bay where the Hudson River opens to the Atlantic Ocean. The
site, which was an anti-aircraft station, was just at the shore.
My family (Anne and the two boys) was quartered in nearby
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Fort Hamilton. God gave me a real blessing in my off hours
from Army duties, teaching a senior course of Christian Doc-
trine at Shelton College. In July separation from active duty
from the Army came for the last time, though I have contin-
ued to hold my commission and rank as Major in the Inactive
Reserve. It has been of advantage in contacts with veterans
with our mutual understanding of common experience, and
has also been a real help in my civilian pastorates since. I will
try to list in a remaining chapter some of my duties as pastor
in post-military life. My experiences in these later pastorates
have seemed richer. However, I do not regret my ten and on
half years of ministry in the Armed Forces.
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Chapter 31

Faith Theological Seminary; recent

church history; back to civilian pastoring;

last trip through the northern Plains

Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is
stayed on thee; because he trusteth in thee. Trust
ye in the Lord forever: for in the Lord Jehovah is
everlasting strength. . . Isaiah 26:3

As for me, I have not hastened from being a pastor
to follow them: neither have I desired the woeful
day: thou knowest: that which came out of my lips
was right before thee. Jeremiah 17:16

Separated from the Army in 1956, I consulted in writing with
the President of Faith Theological Seminary. This resulted in a
decision by the Seminary to have my employment as a Professor
or any other needed help by the following fall, 1956. I believe
far too little has been said about Faith Theological Seminary
in this treatise. Crowded with such other material, a chapter
or two spoke of the divisions of various denominations after
1936 when the modernistic PCUSA was departed from and
the Presbyterian Church in America (PCA), later renamed the
Orthodox Presbyterian Church (OPC,) was formed by conser-
vatives. Out of that first named PCA came the organization
of Faith Theological Seminary in the summer of 1937. Dr. Al-
lan MacRae, a close associate of Dr. Carl McIntire, was the
President. The great estate of the late Peter Widener was pur-
chased in Elkins Park, Philadelphia. Readers may recall that
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the millennial issue caused differences. Leaders at Westmin-
ster Seminary and others wrote articles in the “Presbyterian
Guardian” on the millennial issue. One or two of the articles
made reference to the position of Dr. J. Oliver Buswell, Jr., a
member of the PCA Synod, were critical of his views favorable
to Pre-millennialism. I do not have the articles of the critics
before me, but, as I remember, it was felt by the authors that
a close adherence to the Reformed Faith did not find the Pre-
millennial views of men like Dr. Buswell consistent with the
Reformed Faith. Thus Pre-millennialists like Dr. Buswell were
suspect to the critics.

A reflection of the flavor of things in this issue in the PCA
(OPC) in 1938 and later, was found in the reaction of gradu-
ates of Westminster Theological Seminary who later served in
the Dakotas, when circa 1938, I raised the issue of abstinence
from the use of intoxicating liquors in the Presbytery of the
Dakotas. Most of those in the Seminary who sided with the
view concerning Pre-millennialism, feeling it was not true to
the Reformed Faith, also sided with the view that the church
should not take what had been the action of former PCUSA
General Assemblies advising against the use of intoxicants as
beverages (though they were separate issues.) It was felt by
leaders at Westminster, and the young men thence in North
and South Dakota, that in our favoring such action in the issue
of intoxicants, we were swerving from adherence to Holy Scrip-
ture as the sole arbiter or rule of doctrine. I have mentioned
Sam Allen’s refusal to shake hands with me when we met at
the Presbytery in Lemmon. He made it clear then he was going
down the line with leaders at Westminster Seminary, concern-
ing the issue brought up in the east at the General Synod who
protested the matter of favoring total abstinence. The Profes-
sor from Westminster, Dr. John Murray, did not back it. As
a result, the Bible Presbyterian Church (BPC) was promul-
gated. A Synod was formed by withdrawing people in 1937
awaiting final formulation of their (BPC) doctrinal standards.
However, their position in matters concerning the Confession
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of Faith and their form of government were well in place.
It was but a very few months when the Rev. E.E. Mat-

teson and myself did formally withdraw from the PCA, and
formed, with our churches, the Presbytery of the Great Plains.
Now, lest any decry divisions as inherently sinful, may I point
out that the summer following the separation of each Pres-
bytery brought a summer Bible Conference by each — the
PCA (later OPC) in the Black Hills, and we, the BPC, at the
large Tabernacle of the Missouri Riverside Camp Grounds just
south of Washburn, North Dakota. And, souls were saved at
both conferences! Our Washburn conference was larger than
ever. Through the years the little camp had grown until in
later times, a hundred or more young people were known to
attend the daytime meetings, and as many as 150 or more
came to the evening popular meetings, evangelistic in nature.
The camp was a great force for good and had its place in the
growth of participating churches. At one time as many a half
a dozen or more Presbyterian pastors participated.

A reflection of the difference between Westminster Seminary
and Faith Seminary can be noted in our later experiences with
Rev. Samuel Allan. Mr. Allen left his Carson City, North Da-
kota, for Philadelphia in about 1940. He then took an Inde-
pendent Church there. Somehow he had a falling out with the
leadership of Westminster Seminary. Following a heart attack,
he took a quick trip out to the Montana and Dakota areas of
his former pastorates, visiting former parishioners there. The
year was 1947. Bear in mind at the time of our Presbytery
meeting in Lemmon circa 1938, he would not shake hands with
me. However, on this trip, about ten years later, he stopped
at Lemmon to see me enroute to his return to the east. He
consented to stay overnight and preach for us the next day.
He, as ever, gave a wonderful sermon and testimony warming
all our hearts. The night before he had showed me a paper he
had written and circulated. In it he wrote critically of leaders
at Westminster Seminary in their past influence in the denom-
inational division. He referred to individuals who had left the
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PCA (OPC.) One was a philosopher/teacher at Butler Univer-
sity, a Dr. Clark. There were others named. He alleged that
the BPC was pushed out of the OPC by the hypercritical views
of the leaders at Westminster who claimed they were doing so
for their views out of a meticulous regard for the Reformed
Faith. As to those views of Sam Allen, I could not agree more.
I have always believed the Reformed Faith down to the doc-
trines of Predestination, Fore-ordination and Election, even to
a supralapsarian view of Predestination. I have felt, myself, to
be a full adherent to the Westminster Confession of Faith, and
to be fully Reformed and Calvinistic. Because of this, our Pres-
bytery of the Great Plains formed after we left the PCA (OPC),
stayed independent after the founding of the BPC for at least
six month after organizing, and did not unite with the Bible
Presbyterian Synod until their Statement of the Westminster
Confession of Faith was fully formulated. At my suggestion this
was done, fully support by Rev. Matteson and our participat-
ing churches of the Great Plains. We had stayed independent
for those six months for we had not liked the “Declaratory
Statement” of the PCUSA concerning the Confession, adopted
in 1903 which watered down the Confession of Faith on these
doctrines. After reading Sam Allen’s statements that Saturday
night concerning recent divisions which I have outlined above,
it seemed to me Sam was saying, ‘Dave, I was wrong,” and did
so by showing me his publicly given statements.

Sam has gone to his well deserved reward. And heart attack
or no, his sudden death may have been the result of his stand
in the Southern Presbyterian Church (PCUS,) in 1953. He had
felt he should go south to take a stand with Bible believers in
that denomination in the rapidly growing controversy between
modernists and believers of that day. He spoke of it with some
apprehension when he visited me in Lemmon on that last trip
west. He knew his heart might be overtaxed. But Sam Allen
was not a man to shirk a battle for truth and the Gospel of
Jesus Christ. The former Marine veteran with war wounds and
near death in France in WWI, I believe went to heaven with a
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glorious testimony and martyrdom down south in Alabama.
The Widener estate which became the home of Faith Semi-

nary has an interesting history. Peter Widener was a butcher
before and during Civil War days in Philadelphia. He con-
tracted to sell meat to Union troops in and around the city.
He prospered financially and became Treasurer of the City of
Philadelphia. He later became a traction transportation mag-
nate from days of horse drawn street cars; later, in the electric
street cars in urban areas. He headed a group for these in six
major cities.

He built the Widener Estate and its magnificent main build-
ing, with adjacent smaller estates, in Elkins Park, a Philadel-
phia north suburb in 1903. The main building, which was
his home, is a palace-like edifice with marble staircases, wall
pillars in the entrance nave, tapestries in rooms, gold-gilded
ornate ceilings, even gold plated fixtures in bathrooms! There
was a painting on the ceiling of the former ballroom, now used
as a Seminary Chapel. There was plentiful use of exotic and
varied foreign marble, especially in the dining room. The en-
tire estate was purchasable for one million dollars. In 1956 it
was estimated that twenty million could not replace it. Now,
in 1982, with inflation, the value has pyramided much more.
Dr. Carl McIntire would know more exactly about these mat-
ters. From the beginning, he took leadership in the Seminary.
It was said he was with another Presbyterian clergyman from
Auburn, New York who was a friend of his, and as they stood
under the trees, they believed that it was right decision to pur-
chase the property, and decided to name it Faith Theological
Seminary. It indeed took faith in the Lord to purchase, support
and maintain the school. Dr. Morris MacDonald, who kindly
has reviewed this manuscript at my request, suggested in a
marginal note, “The estate was finally purchased after much
negotiation for about one third of a million dollars.” I recall
the entire estate was purchased in two stages, or lots — first
acreage and the main buildings, then after a time lapse, the
remaining land within the entire iron fence enclosure. After
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the Seminary began first in Wilmington, I was studying at Ed-
inburgh University in 1931-32 when Albert Eppard was there,
a fellow student in my Princeton days. He rejoiced to hear of
the new Seminary and its growth in student numbers. Dr. Ep-
pard, in time, was to teach in the New Testament department
for many years in the Seminary, and became one of its most
illustrious Professors. He has gone to glory!

My six years as an instructor and later Director of Practical
work at Faith Seminary from 1956-62, I treasure. It was not
from a feeling of personal fitness that I applied. In coming from
ten and a half years of Army service at home and overseas, and
before that, pastorates in far flung areas of the west, I felt a
far cry from close studies in Seminary at Princeton, and since
at Edinburgh, even if the latter periods of study were spent
on a single doctrine of Verbal Inspiration. But there had been
a sudden leaving of teachers from Faith Seminary with but
one or two exceptions. The division of 1955 already described
by leaders of the new Columbus, Ohio, Synod, now called the
Reformed Presbyterian Church, Evangelical Synod, found di-
vision also in educational schools, first at Highland College in
Pasadena, and then at Faith Seminary. Some of them favored
a ‘softer approach’ to neo-evangelicals and modernists. They
might be described a second generation people in the BPC, who
instead of rejoicing in the hard and glorious first, early days
of the separated church, seemed determined to state that the
‘present’ leadership of the BPC was not right. Various flimsy
criticisms were made. Dr. McIntire was a ‘despot’ to some. I
have stated my answer to this charge in writing.

One brother, Dr. Francis A. Schaeffer, was one of those who
took issue, claiming grounds. As I have stated, his letter was
sent through the entire membership of pastors and throughout
the Synod. I was in Korea when I received this letter. Dr.
William Chisholm, honored medical missionary there with the
IBPFM, replied to me in our conversation about the letter,
“I wish he had not sent the letter.” The next Synod was the
first public opening of the controversy. In a recent gathering,
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seeking the union of four smaller ‘evangelical’ denominations,
Dr. Schaeffer appealed for ‘love.’ My desire here is not to judge
the heart of the brother, but only to say that ‘love’ brought
our Savior from Heaven to die for us, and we may be sure is
the ground of some of His most severe warnings to his disciples
about the Pharisees. Doctrine of Christ then, and the doctrine
of Christ now, demands separation when necessary in order
to be faithful and to truly love, II Corinthians chapter 6. Dr.
Schaeffer was a great worker for souls. He is now in heaven, no
doubt with rich rewards.

My time at Seminary was spent the first year teaching He-
brew; later, certain electives and Director of Practical Work the
final of the six years. This latter duty included conduction of
Friday night Street Meetings with seminary students at the cor-
ner of Broad Street and Germantown Avenue in Germantown.
Souls confessed Christ at some of these meetings while students
had practical opportunity to witness and preach. Churches
also would write asking for student help in their areas. Much
of the period, there was as yet no General Secretary of the new
Committee on Home Missions in the BPC. Churches over the
nation would write asking help in securing a student to fill a
pulpit vacancy with them, or if preferred, an older man who
desired change in his pastorate. In fact, it was the latter which
led me at last to leave the service of Faith Seminary. In the
spring of 1962 a letter came from a Clerk of Session in a BPC
at Firth, Nebraska, and asked me to give them a list of sev-
eral names of candidates for a new pastor, as their pulpit was
vacant. At that time, try as I could, there would not come to
my mind even one candidate who was available. Our BPC had
been growing and the need for men exceeded those, in fact, it
produced. At that time, two young men were immediately to
be receiving the Doctorate degree, and were available to fill a
badly needed situation in 1962 compatible with their fields of
scholarship as teachers at Faith. It was thus a different sit-
uation from that of 1956 when I asked myself, in leaving the
Army, where the need might be. The summer of 1962, when
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visiting my mother during the academic vacation in Wheaton,
Illinois, and traveling south to preach in Manchester, Missouri,
I phoned en route to my wife in Wheaton and she told me a
phone call had come from Dr. William S. Hawks of St. Joseph,
Missouri. He was leaving that pastorate with the BPC there to
become a missionary in Kenya with the IBPFM. In his call he
asked if I would be interested in candidating for the St. Joseph
church. I phoned from a highway phone to him and told him I
was willing to come and be considered. This was done and the
church issued me a call. This would be our first return to the
northern Plains since 1949. Returning to Faith Seminary and
consulting with Dr. MacRae, saying I believed it was God’s
will, he kindly released me. I actually felt it was a financial
favor to Faith Seminary with two needed men coming in.

When we hired a rented U-Haul truck to take our belong-
ings from Philadelphia to St. Joseph, we passed through Jack-
sonville, Illinois, enroute westward. It was very late in the day
after a hard drive from Wheaton and we stopped at the village
square to secure a room at the hotel for the night. Going out
to the U-Haul to get our suitcases, I opening the rear door
of the large truck, and down came our TV set, breaking its
glass screen and tubes with a loud explosion heard all over the
square. It was shattered all over the pavement. Young peo-
ple, preparing for a Fair for the city, came running up to see
what happened. I thought it was an opportunity to preach
the gospel! Street meetings in the past must have come to my
mind. But I must have been a sight - a travel worn preacher
beside his shattered TV set lying on the pavement, and with
a day’s unshaven face. But the young people who came up
seemed responsive. Like the young Nashville preacher who
came to our Synod in Jacksonville who spoke of “preaching
Hell all over the corner,” I tried on the occasion to be true to
the Word of God and warn my hearers of the ‘wrath to come.’
My wife, evidently wondering, while waiting in the hotel, why
I did not appear with the suitcases, came over with a trace
of amusement on her face and stood by me while I preached,
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and I am glad to recall that some young people lifted their
hands at the invitation. Afterward, the young people offered
to help me sweep up the broken glass and carry it to the trash
can. In fact, they did it all! After a good night of sleep at
the hotel, we struck out of Jacksonville with the U-Haul for
the Mississippi River and the Plains country beyond. Enroute
out of Jacksonville — it was early and still dark — we stopped
at a roadside diner for breakfast. We talked to a man at the
long service counter as we ate who was also driving west. I
mentioned the street preaching opportunity at the square the
evening before and he warmly said, “Yes, I heard about it.
My daughter was one of your congregation.” He spoke with
pleasure of it. I was very comforted by his reaction.

My short sixteen months as pastor in St. Joseph was the
shortest term in a church I’ve ever had. I regretted the short
period. The attendance was good, and a good series of evan-
gelistic services with eight converts was promoted with a Rev.
Brown, a fairly young man, but a most sincere Baptist, as the
evangelist. Dr. Hawks, in Nairobe, Kenya heard of the eight
converts and rejoiced, for they were people much on his heart
in prayer since he left St. Joseph. “St. Jo” is a most inter-
esting old town of the western Plains. It is rich in western
lore. The stables of the Pony Express, and overland mail route
by horse and rider before rails covered the west, are still pre-
served in St. Jo. So, also, is the house where Jesse James was
killed. It is a beautiful city with a boulevard system, rect-
angular through the entire little city. On its northern stretch
from east to west our Bible Presbyterian Church overlooks the
boulevard parkway, a park-like river of verdure. Leading mem-
bers of the church have since died or moved away. The church
is rented out now or Dr. Hawks would have labored to revive it
on his return from Kenya. Old 19th century places of business
still remain in downtown St. Joseph. Outfitter for the overland
prairie schooner travelers, it was viewed as a town to become
the main city of the area. It was the Missouri River termi-
nal for the first railroad to reach it from Illinois. President

291



Preaching on the Plains

Abraham Lincoln had taken it in its early years to St. Joseph
from the east, thus recognizing this trail-blazing railroad line
into the place of the great outfitters for western prairie travel.
It was the beginning of the trail west when cross continental
travelers set out at the artery for the Oregon Trail. Its marks
still show on river banks. But instead of becoming the main
city of the area for a future century, it was destined to become
overshadowed by another city not then in existence. When the
first railroad sought a Missouri River crossing at St. Joseph was
bypassed as a crossing point near where Kansas City, Missouri,
now is. This caused the new city to prosper being favored by
the help of a mighty transcontinental railroad. Even Atchison,
Kansas, now a smaller town, the starting point of the ‘Santa
Fe’ railroad, of the “Atchison, Topeka and the Santa Fe” story
and song, was also eclipsed for a way west by rail. Still, old
St. Jo is a colorful city and the people there are ‘down home
folks’ one likes to know and remember. Elders Johnson, Holub
and Dewey we certainly remember. The first two I knew in
1962-64 are now in heaven, and the last is a government meat
inspector who moved to Lincoln, Nebraska.

We moved from St. Joseph to Cleveland, Ohio in 1964 where
I pastored the suburban BPC at North Olmstead. We were
following our, son, John who had his first pastorate there. He
had followed Dr. A. Franklyn Faucette, a fellow classmate of
mine of the ’29 class at Princeton. He is a personal friend of
mine. He founded the church and was the pastor there for
more than 25 years. God gave us eight years of ministry there.
The church contained some very fine people - Mr. Sturr, the
elder, and his wife; the Ramsers, Klooses, and others. Elder
Sturr and his wife are now with the Lord. There were two
periods of revival there during my time, one with Dr. Cell who
held a week of evangelistic meetings in winter time, and the
other with Dr. Vanderveen of Albuquerque, New Mexico, who
came for another week Bible studies. Dr. Vanderveen had been
pastor at Pekin, Illinois, and pastor of the late Senator, Everett
Dirkson, an intimate friend of his. A very good Bible teacher,
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his class with us the last Sunday morning erupted into a revival
with souls saved. He, too, is now with the Lord. He was the
founder and pastor of a large BPC in Albuquerque. I recall
visiting him and his church on one of our stops enroute to the
west coast with a Faith Seminary gospel team. A well attended
week night service invited our team to speak.

I had good liberty preaching in North Olmstead. It was not
as far north and west as the Dakota-Montana field, but it had
some likeness to working in that Plains area. I was able to
preach the gospel freely just as I did on the Plains.

I was not destined to see the Plains area again as a set-
tled pastor. In 1955 returning from Korea as a chaplain, I
had driven my car from Tacoma, Washington, to the east in
wintry, almost blizzard, severe cold weather, stopping briefly at
Fairview, Montana. I had the joy of seeing a hitchhiker come to
Christ in my car. He was just about freezing when I picked him
up near Bozeman and I imagine he was afraid for his life. Ill
clothed in the freezing cold, he frantically flagged us down. The
temperature had taken a sudden drop when the man flagged
us down. As we drove east, I began to speak to him about his
soul. In this I was helped by a Christian passenger who joined
me in witnessing to the man. Cold weather or not, his con-
fession of receiving salvation through Christ seemed sincere.
Phoning at Billings, then Miles City as we drove east to Elder
Wes Williams of Watford City, North Dakota, we kept abreast
of weather conditions. He was, by that time, the ordained pas-
tor at Watford, and said it looked like Watford would be an
island of better weather between fearful blizzards to the south
and bad weather to the north and east. Truly, I felt helped on
our way and the hope to preach in Watford City the following
morning seemed ready to fulfillment and a haven in the storm.
Our meeting that Sunday morning was heartwarming to me. I
preached on “Heaven, the New Jerusalem,” to the dear friends
who had stood with me the first years in the pastorate, 1929-
34. I chose the subject, believing it was the last time I might be
there. And it was. Wes Williams carried on faithfully at Wat-
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ford City for some years, and then joined the witness to young
boys at “King’s Gardens” in Seattle, Washington. Now, he is
in glory. At the time, after our stay there, the weather cleared
to the south for a safe trip to Lemmon, South Dakota, where
the pastor had invited me to preach for an evening service. A
warming experience, again, to speak to friends at a field we had
served for fourteen years, 1935-48. I was asked to sing an old
favorite, “Pearly White City.” This was managed, though cold
weather driving made the higher notes hard to find. Rev. and
Mrs. Lloyd Snyder most kindly entertained me. Thence, the
homeward bound trip from Korea found the country traversed
and happily reunited with my family at Shelton College, then
in northern New Jersey. I found as I arrived a sign in a tree
made by our youngest son, David, - “Welcome Home, Dad.”

I enjoyed one more visit to the Lemmon area with the Faith
Seminary Gospel Team. Coming from the west coast, we passed
through the Lemmon area at Cole to visit the Sandgren family.
Mrs. Herb Sandgren quickly prepared a meal for our hungry
team. Her husband was absent temporarily on duties away
from home. Then we stopped at Lemmon, where we were
kindly received by Elders Otto Meeuwsen and Robert Peterson.

Other circumstances have been part of the situation which
makes it seems providential we have never since returned per-
manently to the rigors of the Dakota Plains weather. A growing
osteo-hip trouble came upon me when I was in my last year,
1961, at Faith Seminary. This ailment has lasted through the
years and made me more and more lame. We removed to Cleve-
land, Ohio, 1963-63, and then in 1971, the lameness increased.
I felt the larger Cleveland church deserved a younger more vig-
orous man without infirmities of age. We heard at the time
that the new, smaller Muskegon, Michigan BPC church was
vacant and I offered to candidate. The call came from them
and we moved there in the fall of 1971. In many ways the pe-
riod served — my last eight years of fifty years in the ministry
— proved a difficult pastorate for me. It was not that fine
people were lacked there, for there were, but because of the
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worsening lameness. I was unable to do assiduous calling as in
previous pastorates. Indeed, I endeavored to leave some three
or four years before the final resignation. Candidating with
a kind hearing and call was given by the good people of the
Milford, Delaware BPC, a well-led church. But I was unable
to answer the call. It seemed almost impossible, for a period
of three years, to find a replacement in Muskegon. Finally, in
1979 we heard that Dr. William S. Hawks had retired as mis-
sionary to Kenya. We wrote to him where he was located in St.
Joseph. He came, was heard, and a call extended to him. He
accepted the call and for more than a year there, souls were
saved under his ministry. We rejoice and pray that revival
may continue. Interestingly, he arranged for me to follow him
in the pastorate at St. Joseph in 1962 when he left for Kenya.
And on my retirement, I was able to see him replace me in
Muskegon. His unflagging strength and tireless visitation has
produced growth and blessing, though he is now 81 years of
age! We rejoiced in sitting under his ministry. It is a blessing
now to just “take it all in.”

In some 32 years I have been absent from the northern Plains
area, which I call “my Country,” I have had periods of great
loneliness for it. I can fancy still the shouts and sounds of gun-
fire of riders, exuberant horsemen, rushing through the street
on Saturday nights on ‘Silk Stocking Avenue” in Fairview,
Montana, firing into the air. I can feel the pressure of a quick
crush with my car into the huge snow drifts in the wake of
blizzard seasons; the warm hospitality of the Plains people. I
would like to correspond with friends like Vernon Evanson, the
undertaker who was his father’s assistant at the time I knew
him. It was in one of his father’s houses we rented right next
to the mortuary on the west side of town, in November 1936,
we organized the first Bible Presbyterian Church in the nation,
as far as I can determine. I would like to drop in again on the
families like the Veals at Chance and the Petersons at Lem-
mon; the thunderings from the pulpit of the great evangelist,
E.E. Matteson, in his preaching at evangelistic meetings; the
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weeping of souls coming to Christ, and their joy and peace
through believing in Jesus. I can remember the joyful shouts
of little children in Vacation Bible Schools; the singing around
the late evening camp fires of revived young people in Bible
Conferences and Camps; the remembrance of a young man, a
baseball player of Watford City, North Dakota, who confessed
Christ one evening at Camp. At the campfire afterward, he
said with great joy, “Let’s stay up singing all night. I have
often stayed up all night when I used to go to dances!” I
can remember John Bruins of Watford City, with his solemn
old country dignity, manners and speech; the young lad who
joyfully received Christ at a Vacation Bible School, then said
just before he succumbed from tubercular meningitis, “I go to
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” And I remember the
exhausting nights after full days of preaching five or six times
a Lord’s Day, the many miles traversed, but all, all forgotten
in the joy of seeing souls saved at points in a far flung parish.

However, it is all ending in gladness! I have read these pages
to my faithful wife and companion, Anne, after nearly 50 years
of marriage. She has been a blessing, a faithful co-worker all
these years. We hope, in another year, if we live, to see our
Golden Wedding Anniversary.

But in any case:

There’s a land beyond the River,
Which they call the Sweet Forever
And we’ll only reach that shore by faith’s decree
One by one we’ll gain the portals
There to dwell with the immortals
When they ring those golden bells for you and me.

Don’t you hear those Bells now ringing
Don’t you hear the angels singing
‘Tis the glory hallelujah Jubilee
In that far off Sweet Forever
Just beyond the Shining River
Where they ring those golden bells for you and me.
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We shall know no sin or sorrow
In that Heaven of tomorrow
When our hearts shall sail
Beyond the silvery sea
We shall only know the blessing
Of our Father’s sweet caressing
When they ring those golden bells for you and me.

When our days shall know their number
When in death we sweetly slumber
When the King commands the spirit to be free
Never more with anguish laden
We shall reach the lovely Eden
When they ring those golden bells for you and me.
When they ring those golden bells for you and me.

Also:

There’s a holy and beautiful city
Whose builder and maker is God
John saw it descending from Heaven
When Patmos, in exile, he trod
Its high massive wall is of jasper
The city itself is pure gold
And when my frail tent here is folded
Mine eyes shall its glory behold.

No sin is allowed in that city
And nothing defiling or mean
No pain and no sickness can enter
No crepe on the doorknob is seen
Earth’s sorrows and cares are forgotten
No temper is there to annoy
No parting words are even spoken
There’s nothing to hurt or destroy.

No heartaches are known in that city

297



Preaching on the Plains

No tears ever moisten the eyes
There’s no disappointment in Heaven
No envy and strife in the sky
The saints are all sanctified wholly
They live in sweet harmony there
My heart is set on that city
And some day its blessings to share.

My loved ones are gathering yonder
My friends too are passing away
And soon I shall join their bright number
And dwell in eternity’s day
They’re safe now in glory with Jesus
Their trials and battles are passed
They overcame sin and the tempter
They’re reaching that fair city at last.

Refrain:
In that bright city, pearly white city
I have a mansion, a harp, and a crown
Now I am watching, waiting and longing
For the white city that’s soon coming down.

These hymns were part of my solo singing days in the Dakotas.
They point to the sure and steadfast Glory to come! It is the
promise of the Savior to all who believe.
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Postscript and Sequel

Let my mouth be filled with thy praise and with thy
honor all the day. Cast me not off in the time of
old age; forsake me not when my strength faileth.
Psalm 71:8, 9

O God, thou has taught me from my youth: and
hitherto have I declared thy wondrous works. Now
also when I am old and gray headed, O God, forsake
me not; until I have shewed Thy strength unto this
generation and thy power to every one that is to
come. Psalm 71:17, 18

I have preached righteousness in the great congrega-
tion: lo, I have not refrained my lips, O Lord, thou
knowest. I have not hid thy righteousness within
my heart; I have declared thy faithfulness and thy
salvation: I have not concealed thy loving kindness
and thy truth from the great congregation. But I
am poor and needy; yet the Lord thinketh upon me:
thou art my help and my deliverer: make no tarry-
ing, O my God. Psalm 40:9, 10, 11

My purpose in this last chapter is to make mention of things
which may enhance those matters already listed.

We have expressed doubt we might live to see our Golden
Wedding Anniversary. This writing is December 1982 and I
can state we enjoyed that event happily on May 7, 1982. It
was celebrated on June 13, 1982, so that all our children could
be present. Our two daughters, Ruth, Mary and her husband

299



Preaching on the Plains

Gordon, came from California. Our two pastor sons, John,
David and their wives, Janice and Carolyn, came from Bristol,
Tennessee and Omaha, Nebraska, respectively. They gave us
a wonderful celebration. Highlights to us were the Sunday
afternoon time of family devotion and prayer held at our home,
also attended by our wonderful neighbors, Jan and LaVonne
Koens. We sang hymns and gave thanksgiving to our Heavenly
Father for sparing our four children, our thirteen grandchildren
and six great grandchildren through all these years; all living
but one — our fifth child, little Helen Naomi Sinclair, who
died in Lemmon on January 14, 1947 at 19 days of age, many
years ago. Her grave has so kindly been attended by Mrs. Don
(Marjorie) Haines Willey, a former Athboy girl.

The other highlight was offered kindly to us by Dr. Hawks,
pastor of the Bible Presbyterian Church in Muskegon. He
turned over the Sunday evening service to us by introducing us
and the presentation thence by our children. Anne chose the
spiritual song, “Burdens are Lifted at Calvary,” to be sung as a
sextet by the four children, myself, and Mary’s husband, Gor-
don Peterman. John’s wife, Janice, accompanied the music on
the piano. Then, John, a soloist with the Bristol, Tennessee,
Master Chorale, sang a concert of spiritual songs and hymns
for about 25 minutes. Before the meeting ended, Revs. John
and David exhibited the method of personal evangelism out-
lined in “Evangelism Explosion,” successful in their churches
at Bristol and Omaha. An excellent attendance was at the
meeting.

This is the Year of the Bible, the Year of our Lord, 1983, so
proclaimed by our President, the honorable Ronald Reagan.
The Verbal Inspiration of the Holy Scripture insisted upon by
writers of Holy Writ as it came from the hands or autographs
of the apostles and prophets of Bible times also assures us that
the words of Holy Writ have been preserved from this Bible
era, and will be also to any future eras before the Lord comes
and forever.
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The words of the Lord are pure words, as silver tried
in a furnace of earth, purified seven times. Thou
shalt keep them, O Lord, thou shalt preserve them
from this generation forever. Psalm 12:6, 7

Heaven is going to be wonderful! There are more up there
among our friends than there are here now. But, Reader, will
you be there for that “Roundup in the Skies?” If so, it will
only be because you have come to Christ believing in His shed
blood at Calvary on the cross for your sins and do receive Him
and His life forever that He gives to all who come to Him (John
6:37). He rose again and He makes it sure. Are you willing now
to come to Him? Do not delay, for it is dangerous. Receive
Christ! Now is the time!!!

The Lord cometh! Amen.
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