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Prologue
The Smuggler in Our Living Room

he slender, thirty-something fellow was sitting in our living room as we
peppered him with questions for the book we were writing, when our eight-
year-old daughter, Liz, burst through the front door from the school bus. It
was a crucial moment in the interviews—the episode of meeting Petroff in
Sofia—but whenever Liz or one of her brothers came home, that took
priority with the man known as “Brother Andrew.”

“Liz!” he cried out as he did every afternoon when she returned from
school. “How did the spelling class go?”

Roaring with laughter at his own question, Andrew insisted on stopping
the book session for his daily walk with his young friend. To this
Dutchman, spelling as a school subject was a never-failing source of
amusement. If you can speak Dutch, he explained to the kids, you can spell
it; words are written just as they sound. Why English spelling should be so
difficult seemed to him a strange perversity.

Liz agreed with him heartily on this—and on everything else. All three of
our kids were crazy about him, and Andrew, missing his own children,
spent every minute he could with them.

At the end of their walk, Andrew returned to the interrupted interview—
reluctantly, it seemed to us. He had always been puzzled by our interest in a
book project.

“I can’t imagine why you’d want to write about me,” he had said when
we first proposed it. “Who would be interested? I’m the son of a village
blacksmith, never even graduated from high school. I’m just an ordinary
person.”

That, of course, was exactly the appeal of his story. How, indeed, had
God been able to use a fellow with a bad back, a limited education, no
sponsorship and no funds, to do things that well-connected, well-endowed



people said were impossible? For us and other ordinary people, that was
what made Brother Andrew’s adventures so intriguing.

It is hard to believe that 35 years have passed since the interviews were
completed and God’s Smuggler was published. Harder still to believe that
more than ten million copies, in 35 languages, are in print today.

“And that’s not the whole picture,” Andrew told us on a visit to our home
in the spring of 2001. “Hundreds of thousands of copies have been printed
unofficially by Christians in poor countries all over the world, then given
away to encourage others.” Andrew glanced at us a bit guiltily. “I’m afraid I
gave the permissions for them to do this. Was I acting illegally?”

Yes, but we were glad he had done it. And we think God was glad, too.

John and Elizabeth Sherrill
Chappaqua, New York, 2004



Smoke and Bread Crusts

rom the time I first put on wooden shoes—klompen we call them in
Holland—I dreamed of derring-do. I was a spy behind the lines, I was a
lone scout in enemy territory, I crept beneath barbed wire while tracer
bullets scorched the air about me.

Of course we didn’t have any real enemies in my hometown of Witte—
not when I was very small—so we made enemies out of each other. We kids
used our klompen to fight with; any boy who got himself hit with a wooden
shoe just hadn’t reached his own fast enough. I remember the day I broke a
shoe over my enemy-friend Kees’s head. What horrified us both wasn’t the
enormous bump on his forehead but the ruined shoe. Kees and I forgot our
war long enough to try repairing it. But this is a skill gained only with time,
and that night my hard-working blacksmith father had to turn cobbler as
well. Already that day Papa had got up at five to water and weed the garden
that helped to feed his six children. Then he had pedaled four miles on his
bicycle to his smithing job in Alkmaar. And now he had to spend the
evening gouging a little trough across the top of the wooden shoe, pulling a
wire through the trough, nailing the wire down on both sides, and repeating
the process at the heel so that I could have some shoes to wear to school.

“Andrew, you must be more careful!” said my father in his loud voice.
Papa was deaf and shouted rather than spoke. I understood him perfectly:
He didn’t mean careful of bones and blood, but of hard-earned possessions.

There was one family in particular that acted as the enemy in many of my
boyish fantasies. This was the Family Whetstra.

Why I should have picked on the Whetstras I do not know, except that
they were the first in our village to begin talking about war with Germany



—and this was not a popular subject in Witte. Also they were strongly
evangelical Christians. Their God-bless-you’s and Lord-willing’s seemed
sickeningly tame to a secret agent of my stature. So in my mind they were
the enemy.

I remember once passing Mrs. Whetstra’s kitchen window just as she was
putting cookies into the oven of her woodburning stove. Leaning against the
front of the house was a new pane of window glass, and it gave me an idea.
Here would be my chance to see if the ever-smiling Whetstras could get as
mad as other Dutchmen. I picked up the piece of glass and moved ever so
stealthily through the lines to the back of enemy headquarters. The
Whetstras, like everyone in the village, had a ladder leading to their
thatched roof. Off came my klompen, and up I went. Silently I placed the
pane of glass on the chimney. Then I crept back down the ladder and across
the street to post myself out of sight behind a fish-peddler’s cart.

Sure enough the smoke backed down the chimney. It filled the kitchen
and began to curl out the open window. Mrs. Whetstra ran into her kitchen
with a scream, jerked open the oven door and fanned the smoke with her
apron. Mr. Whetstra raced outside and looked up at his chimney. If I had
expected a stream of rich Dutch prose I was disappointed, but the
expression on his face as he climbed the ladder was entirely of-this-earth,
and I chalked up for myself a tremendous victory against overwhelming
odds.

Another favorite enemy was my older brother Ben. Typical of older
brothers, Ben was a master swapper. His corner of our common loft-
bedroom above the main floor of our house was splendid with things that
had once belonged to me or the other children; somehow we could never
recall what we had received in exchange. His chief treasure was a piggy
bank that had once been our sister Maartje’s. In it Ben kept the pennies that
he earned doing errands for the burgomaster or tending garden for Miss
Meekle, our schoolmistress. Events in Germany were now in the news more
than ever, and in my fantasies Ben became an enormously wealthy German
munitions maker. One day while he was out earning more pennies, I took
his bank down from its shelf, slid a knife into the opening, and turned the
pig upside down. After about fifteen minutes of narrow escapes from the
brown-shirted guards patrolling his estate, I had collected nearly a guilder
from the enemy.



That part was easy. Much harder was the question of what to do with my
spoils. A guilder was worth 25 cents—a fortune for a child in our little
town. To have arrived in the sweetshop with that much money would
certainly have caused questions.

I had it! What if I said I had found it! The next day, at school, I went up
to the teacher and held out my hand. “Look what I found, Miss Meekle.”

Miss Meekle blew her breath out slowly. “My, Andrew! What a lot of
money for a little boy!”

“Can I keep it?”

“You don’t know who it belongs to?”

Even under torture, they would never wring the truth from me. “No,
ma’am. I found it in the street.”

“Then you must take it to the police, Andy. They will tell you what to
do.”

The police! Here was something I hadn’t counted on. That afternoon in
fear and trembling I took the money into the very bastion of law and
rectitude. If our little town hall had really been Gestapo headquarters, I
couldn’t have been more terrified. It seemed to me that stolen money must
give off a telltale gleam. But apparently my story was believed, because the
police chief wrote my name on an envelope, put the money inside, and told
me that if no one claimed it within a year, it was mine.

And so, a year later, I made that trip to the sweetshop. Ben had never
missed the pennies. That spoiled the game; instead of the flavor of sabotage
behind the lines, the candy had the flat taste of common theft.

As much as anything, I think my dreams of thrilling action, my endless
fantasies, were a means of escaping from my mother’s radio. Mama was a
semi-invalid. A bad heart forced her to spend a large part of each day sitting
in a chair, where her consolation was the radio. But she kept the dial at one
spot only: the gospel station from Amsterdam. Sometimes it was hymn-
singing, sometimes it was preaching; always—to my ears—it was dull.

Not to Mama. Religion was her life. We were poor, even by Witte
standards; our house was the smallest in the village. But to our door came
an unending stream of beggars, itinerant preachers, gypsies, who knew that
they would be welcome at Mama’s table. The cheese that night would be
sliced thinner, the soup stretched with water, but a guest would never be
turned away.



Thriftiness was as important in Mama'’s religion as hospitality. At four I
could peel potatoes without a centimeter’s waste. At seven the potatoes
passed to my little brother Cornelius while I graduated to the heady
responsibility of shining shoes. These were not our everyday klompen; these
were our leather shoes for Sunday, and it was an economic disaster if a pair
failed to last fifteen years. Mama said they must shine so the preacher
would have to shade his eyes.

Because Mama could not lift heavy loads, Ben did the laundry each
week. The clothes had to be hauled in and out of the tub, but the actual
washing was done by pumping a wooden handle that worked a set of
paddles. This technological marvel was the pride of the household. We
would take turns spelling Ben at the handle, pushing the heavy stick blade
back and forth until our arms ached.

The only member of the family who did no work was the oldest child,
Bastian. Two years older than Ben and six years older than I, Bas never
learned to do any of the things other people did. He spent the day standing
under an elm tree on the dike road, watching the village go by. Witte was
proud of its elms in this tree-poor country—one for every house, their
branches meeting to form a green archway over the road. For some reason,
Bas never stood beneath our tree. His post was under the third one down,
and there he stood all day long, until one of us led him home for supper.

Next to Mama, I think I loved Bas more than anyone on earth. As the
villagers passed his elm tree they would call to him to get his shy and
wonderful smile in response. “Ah, Bas!” Over the years he heard this
phrase so often that at last he began to repeat it, the only words he ever
learned.

But though Bas could not talk or even dress himself, he had a strange and
remarkable talent. In our tiny sitting room, as in most Dutch parlors in the
1930s, was a small pump organ. Papa was the only one in the family who
could read music, and so in the evenings he would sit on the little bench,
pumping the foot pedals and picking out tunes from an ancient hymnbook
while the rest of us sang.

All except Bas. The minute the music started, Bas would drop down and
crawl beneath the keyboard, where he would crouch out of the way of
Papa’s feet and press himself to the baseboard of the organ. Of course
Papa’s playing was rough and full of mistakes, not only because he could
not hear the music, but also because the years of wielding a hammer on an



anvil had left his fingers thick and stiff. Some nights he seemed to hit
almost as many wrong notes as right ones.

To Bas it never mattered. He would press against the vibrating wood with
rapture on his face. Where he was, of course, he could not see which keys
were played or which knobs Papa pulled. But all at once Bas would stand
up and gently push against Papa’s shoulder.

“Ah, Bas. Ah, Bas,” he would say.

And Papa would get up, and Bas would take his place at the bench. He
always fussed a little with the hymnal as he had seen Papa do, turning the
pages and usually managing to get the whole book upside down. Then,
squinting at the page like Papa, he began to play. From beginning to end he
would play the songs Papa had played that night. But not as Papa played
them—hesitantly, clumsily, full of discords. Bas played them perfectly,
without a mistake, with such surpassing beauty that people would stop in
the street outside to listen. On summer nights when our door was open, a
little crowd would gather outside the house, many of them with tears
streaming down their faces. For when Bas played, it was as though an angel
sat at the organ.

The big event in our week, of course, was church. Witte is in the polder
land of Holland—Iand that generations of Dutchmen have reclaimed from
the sea—and like all villages in the polders is built along a dike. It has only
one street, the road leading north and south on top of the dike. The houses
are virtual islands, each built on its mound of earth and connected to the
road with a tiny bridge spanning the drainage canal. And at either end of
town, on the highest, most imposing mounds of all, are the two churches.

There is still a lot of feeling in Holland between Catholics and
Protestants, a carryover from the days of the Spanish occupation. During
the week the village fishmonger will talk pleasantly with the village
ironmonger, but on Sundays the fishmonger will walk with his family
northward to the Roman church while the ironmonger will walk with his
family southward to the Protestant church, and as they pass on the street
neither will acknowledge the other with so much as a nod.

Our family was fiercely proud of its Protestant traditions. My father was
glad, I think, that our house happened to be in the northern end of town,
because this gave him the entire length of the village in which to
demonstrate that we were headed in the right direction.



Because of Papa’s deafness, we always sat in the very first pew at church.
The pew was too short for the entire family to sit together, and I would
manage to lag behind, letting Mama and Papa and the other children go in
first. Then I would have to walk back toward the rear of the church to “find
a seat.” The seat I found was usually far beyond the church door. In the
winter I skated down the frozen canals on my wooden klompen. In the
summer [ sat so still in the fields that wild crows would sit on my shoulders
and peck gently at my ears.

With a kind of instinct, I knew precisely when the church service would
be over and would slip into a corner of the church vestibule just as the first
sufferers emerged. I stood near the preacher—who never once missed my
presence—and listened for the comments of the congregation about his
sermon. Thus I picked up his text, his theme, sometimes even the gist of a
story.

This ploy was terribly important, because without it I could not have
carried off the most important phase of my weekly adventure. It is the
custom in Holland to gather in private homes after church. Three
ingredients are always present. Coffee, cigar smoke, and a point-by-point
discussion of the sermon. The men in our village could afford these long
black cigars only once a week. Each Sunday as their wives brewed strong
black coffee, they brought them out and lit up with great ceremony. To this
day whenever I catch the smell of coffee and cigar smoke, my heart beats
faster; it is an odor associated with fear and excitement: Could I once again
fool my parents into thinking that I had been to church?

“It seems to me that the preacher used Luke 3:16 just last month,” I
would say, knowing full well that he had not, but getting across in this way
the fact that I knew the text.

Or: “Wasn'’t that a good story about politicians?” playing out a scrap of
conversation I had overhead. “I should think the burgomaster would be
mad.”

The technique was immensely successful. I blush to think how seldom I
attended church as a child. I blush even more when I remember that my
trusting, simple-hearted family never suspected.

By 1939 the whole country saw what the Whetstras had seen all along:
The Germans were intent on a pattern of conquest that included Holland. In



our house we scarcely thought about it. Bas was sick; the doctor called it
tuberculosis. Mama and Papa moved onto a mattress in the sitting room.
For months Bas lay in their tiny bedroom, coughing, coughing, his flesh
shrinking until only bones and skin lay on the bed. His suffering was more
dreadful than that of a normal person, because he could not tell us how he
felt.

I remember one day just after my eleventh birthday creeping into the
sickroom while Mama was busy in the kitchen. Entering that room was
strictly forbidden, for the disease was contagious. But that was what I
wanted. If Bas was going to die, then I wanted to die too. I threw myself
down on top of him and kissed him again and again on the mouth. In July
1939, Bas died, while I stayed healthy as ever, and I felt that God had
betrayed me twice.

Two months later, in September, our government called for a general
mobilization. For once, Mama allowed her radio to be used for news. We
turned the volume as high as it would go, but still Papa could not hear. So
my little sister Geltje stationed herself at the set and shouted salient pieces
of information to him.

“All reserve units are activated, Papa.”

“All private cars are commandeered.”

By nightfall the traffic jam had begun, the endless traffic jam that was to
be the characteristic feature of the months before invasion. Every
automobile in Holland was on the road. There seemed to be just as many
going north as there were going south. No one knew where he was
supposed to be, but he was getting there as fast as he could. Day after day,
wearing my baggy trousers and loose blouse, I stood under the tree where
Bas used to stand and watched. Nobody talked much.

Only Mr. Whetstra seemed to find the courage to put into words what we
all knew. I could not understand why I was being drawn toward the
Whetstras at this time, but frequently I found myself walking past that
kitchen window.

“Good afternoon, Andrew.”

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Whetstra.”

“Out on an errand for your mother? You’d better have a cookie for
energy.” She picked up a plate of cookies and brought them to the window.
Mr. Whetstra looked up from the kitchen table. “Is that little Andrew?

Out to see the mobilization firsthand?”



“Yes, sir.” For some reason I put my cookie behind my back.

“Andrew, you must say prayers for your country every night. We are
about to go through a very hard time.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What good can men with popguns do against planes and tanks?”

“Yes, sir.”

“They’ll be here, Andrew, with their steel helmets and their goosestep
and their hate, and all we will have is our prayers.” Mr. Whetstra came over
to the window and leaned across the sill. “Will you pray, Andrew? Pray for
the courage to do all we can, and then having done all, to stand. Will you do
that, Andrew?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good boy.” Mr. Whetstra drew his head back into the room. “Now get
along on your errand.”

But as I turned and started down the street, Mr. Whetstra called after me.
“You can eat the cookie. Oh, I know, sometimes that old stove of ours
smokes something awful. But it’s worked fine ever since I got my new
window in.”

That night, lying on my bed in the loft, I got to thinking about Mr.
Whetstra. So he’d known all along. But he hadn’t told my father, as every
other grown-up in town would have done. I wondered why. I also wondered
about his wanting me to pray. What good would that do! God never
listened. If the Germans really did come, I planned to do a lot worse to them
than pray. I fell asleep dreaming of the feats of daring I would work single-
handed against the invader.

By April, Witte was crowded with refugees from the polder land to the
east of us. Holland was bombing its own dikes, deliberately flooding land
wrested inch by inch from the sea over the centuries, to slow down the
German army. Every house except ours, which was too small, held a
homeless family from the flooded land, and Mama’s soup pot simmered
night and day.

But of course the Germans did not come by land. The first planes flew
over Witte the night of May 10, 1940. We spent the night in the sitting



room, huddled together, not sleeping. All the next day we saw planes and
heard the explosions as they bombed the small military airfield four
kilometers away. It was my twelfth birthday, but neither I nor anyone else
remembered.

Then the Germans bombed Rotterdam. The radio announcer from
Hilversum, to whom we had listened since mobilization, wept as he read the
release. Rotterdam was gone. In one hour a city had disappeared from the
earth. This was the blitzkrieg, the new warfare. The next day Holland
surrendered.

A few days later a fat little German lieutenant arrived in Witte in a squad
car and set himself up in the burgomaster’s house. The handful of soldiers
who accompanied him were mostly older men; Witte was not important
enough to rate crack troops.

And for a while I really did act out my fantasies of resistance. Many was
the night I crept barefoot down the ladder from the loft as two o’clock
struck on the town clock. I knew that my mother heard me, because the
regular rhythm of her breathing halted as I passed their room. But she never
stopped me. Nor did she ask the next morning what had happened to our
precious highly rationed sugar. Everyone in the village was amused when
the lieutenant’s staff car began to give him trouble. His sparks were fouled.
His engine stalled. Some said there was sugar in the lieutenant’s gas tank;
others thought it was unlikely.

Food ran out in the towns before it did in farming villages like ours, and
this fact too I used in my child’s war against the enemy. One hot day that
first summer, I loaded a basket with cabbages and tomatoes and walked the
four miles to Alkmaar. A store there still had a supply of prewar fireworks,
and I knew the proprietor wanted vegetables.

I pressed my advantage as far as I could and filled my basket with the
firecrackers, placing over them the flowers I had brought along for the
purpose. The proprietor stood looking at me in silence. Then, with sudden
resolution, he reached under the counter and brought up a large cherry
bomb.

“I have no more food.”

“You’d better get home before the curfew.”

That night back in Witte the floorboards of the loft creaked again, and
again Mama held her breath. I slipped out, barefoot, into the night. A patrol
of four foot soldiers was moving northward up the street toward our house,



playing their torches on each of the buildings as they passed. I moved out of
the doorway and flattened myself against the side of the house as the
marching boots drew closer. The minute the soldiers had passed I sped
across the little bridge between our house and the dike road and ran south to
the burgomaster’s house. It would have been a simple matter to fire the
mammoth cherry bomb in the lieutenant’s doorway while the patrol was at
the other end of the village. But I wanted more adventure than that. I was
the fastest runner in the village, and I thought it would be fun to have these
old men in their heavy boots run after me. I don’t suppose any of them was
over fifty, but to my young eyes they seemed ancient.

So I waited until the patrol began its tour back down the street. Just
before they got to headquarters, I lit the fuse and ran.

“Halt!” A torchbeam picked me up, and I heard a rifle bolt being drawn.
I hadn’t counted on guns! I zigged and zagged as I ran up the street. Then
the cherry bomb exploded, and for a fraction of a moment the soldier’s
attention was diverted. I darted across the first bridge I could find, raced
through a garden, and flung myself down among the cabbage heads. For
nearly an hour they hunted for me, shouting gruff syllables to one another in
German, until at last they gave up.

Elated by this success, I began discharging volleys in broad daylight. One
day I stepped from hiding straight into the arms of a soldier. To run was to
admit guilt. Yet in my hands was strong circumstantial evidence: In my left
hand were firecrackers, in my right, matches.

“Du! Komm mal her!”

My hands clenched around the firecrackers. I did not dare stuff them in
my coat pocket; that would surely be the first place he would look.

“Hast du einen Fuerwerkskoerper explodiert?”

“Fuerwerks? Oh no, sir!”

I grabbed the two edges of my coat with my clenched hands and held it
wide for him to search. The soldier went over me from my wide trousers to
my cap. When he turned away in disgust, the firecrackers in my hand were
drenched with perspiration.

But as the occupation dragged on, even I tired of my games. In villages
near ours hostages were being lined up and shot and houses burned to the



ground, as the real resistance hardened and took shape. Jokes against the
Germans ceased to be funny.

All over Holland were the onderduikers (literally the under-divers), men
and boys in hiding to escape deportation to the forced labor camps in
Germany. Ben, sixteen when the war began, dived under a farm near
Ermelo the first month, and for five years we had no news of him.

Possession of a radio was made a crime against the new regime. We hid
Mama'’s instrument in a crawl space under the sloping roof, and one by one
we would crouch there to listen for the Dutch language broadcasts from
England. Later, when the Dutch railroad struck, we would even squeeze
railroad workers into that tiny hole, and of course there were always Jews to
be hidden for a night on their way to the coast.

As the Germans grew desperate for manpower, Witte’s tiny occupation
force was withdrawn. Then came the dreaded razzia. Trucks would
suddenly speed into the villages, at any hour of the day or night, sealing the
dike roads at both ends, while squads of soldiers searched every house for
able-bodied men. Before I was fourteen I was joining the flight of men and
boys into the polders at the first sign of a German uniform. We would run
across the fields, crouching low, leaping the canals, making for the swamp
beyond the railroad. The railway dike was too high to climb—we would
surely be seen—so we would dive into the broad canal that flowed beneath
the railroad bridge, to crawl out soaked—panting and shivering. By the end
of the war even little Cornelius and Papa, deaf as he was, were joining the
race to the swamp.

Between the razzias, life was a somber struggle for mere existence. All
electricity was reserved for the Germans. With nothing to power the pumps,
the rainwater lay deep and stagnant over the polders. In our homes we used
oil lamps, making the oil ourselves from cabbage seeds. There was no coal,
so Witte cut down its elms. The tree under which Bas had stood was cut the
second winter.

But the chief enemy, worse even than the cold and the soldiers, was
hunger. We were constantly, naggingly, endlessly hungry. All crops were
commandeered for the front as soon as they were picked. My father tended
his garden as carefully as ever, but it was the Germans who reaped most of
the harvest. For years our family of six lived on rations for two.

At first we were able to add to this allowance by digging the tulip bulbs
from our garden and eating them like potatoes. Then even the tulips ran out.



Mama would pretend to eat, but many nights I saw her divide her tiny
portion among the other plates. Her only consolation was that Bas had not
lived to see this time. He never could have understood the ache in his
stomach, the dark fireplace, the treeless street.

At last the day came when Mama could not get out of bed. If liberation
did not come soon, we knew she would die.

And then in the spring of 1945 the Germans left and the Canadians took
their place. People stood in the street weeping for joy. But I was not with
them. I was running every step of the five miles to the Canadian
encampment, where I was able to beg a small sackful of breadcrusts.

Bread! Quite literally the bread of life!

I brought it home to my family with shouts of “Food! Food! Food!” As
Mama gnawed the dry crusts, tears of gratefulness to God rolled down the
deep lines in her cheeks.

The war was over.



The Yellow Straw Hat

ne afternoon in the summer of 1945, several months after liberation, I

came into the house and was met by my little sister, Geltje, with the news
that my father wanted to see me.

“He’s in the garden,” she said.

I walked through the dark kitchen and out into the cabbage patch,
blinking my eyes against the bright sunlight. Papa, hoe in hand, klompen on
his feet, was bent over his cabbages working the little weeds out with
patient tenderness. I circled so as to stand in front of him and shouted, “You
wanted to see me, Papa?”

Papa straightened up slowly. “You’re seventeen years old, Andrew.” I
knew instantly what direction the conversation was going to take.

“Yes, sir.”

“What do you plan to do with your life?”

I wished his voice didn’t have to be so loud. And mine in answering him.
“I don’t know, Papa.”

Now Papa was going to ask me why I didn’t like smithing. He did. Then
he was going to ask why I had not stuck with machine fitting—a trade I had
tried to learn during the occupation. He did that, too. I knew that all Witte
could hear both his questions and the vague and evasive answers with
which I tried to satisfy him.

“It is time for you to choose a trade, Andrew. By fall I want your
decision.”

My father leaned back over his hoe, and I knew the conversation was
over. I had then perhaps two months to decide on my life’s work. Oh, I
knew what I wanted all right: to find somehow a life that broke out of the



mold. To find adventure. To get away from Witte, from the mental set that
was constantly looking backward.

But I also knew that my prospects were not very good. The Germans had
come when I was in the sixth grade and taken over the school building, and
that was the end of my formal education.

The only thing I could do well was run. That afternoon I took off across
the polders, barefoot, running mile after mile along the little footpaths used
by the farmers. After five miles I was just getting warmed up. I ran through
the town where I had bought the firecrackers. My mind was clear now and
functioning well.

I scrambled up the dike that led back to Witte with a mounting sense that
I was close to my answer. The solution was clear. There was constant talk in
the paper about armed rebellion in the colonies. The Dutch East Indies, so
recently liberated from Japan, were now presuming to claim independence
from Holland as well. Daily we were reminded that these colonies were
Dutch soil—had been for 350 years. Why were our armies not reclaiming
them for the Crown?

Why indeed? That night I announced to the household that T knew
already what I was going to do.

“What’s that, Andy?” said Maartje.

“Join the army.”

Mother’s instinct was to draw in her breath. “Oh, Andrew!” She had seen
too much of armies. “Must we always think of killing?”

But my father and brothers were of a different mind. The very next week
I borrowed Papa’s bicycle and pedaled to the recruiting office in
Amsterdam. By nightfall I was home again, much diminished in my own
sight. The army took seventeen-year-olds only in the calendar year in which
they turned eighteen. I wouldn’t be eighteen until May of 1946!

In January I was back, and this time I was accepted. Before long I was
strutting through Witte in my new uniform, oblivious to the fact that the
pants were too small, the jacket too big, the whole effect quite top-heavy.
But I was going off to take back our colonies for the Queen, and perhaps get
a few of those dirty revolutionaries who everyone said were Communists
and bastards. The two words automatically went together.

The only people who did not respond with applause were the Whetstras. I
walked, top-heavy, past their house.

“Hello there, Andy.”



“Good morning, Mr. Whetstra.”

“How are your mother and father?”

Was it possible he did not see the uniform? I turned so that the sun
glinted from my shiny brass belt buckle. At last I blurted, “I’ve joined up,
you know. I’m going to the East Indies.”

Mr. Whetstra leaned back as if to see me better. “Yes, I see. So you’re off
for adventure. I will pray for you, Andrew. I will pray that the adventure
you find will satisfy.”

I stared at him, puzzled. Whatever did he mean, adventure that would
satisfy? Any kind of adventure, I thought as I looked out over the flat fields
stretching away from Witte in every direction, any adventure would satisfy
me more than the long sleep of this village.

So I left home. I left home emotionally as well as physically. I worked
hard during basic training and felt for the first time in my life that I was
doing something I wanted to do.

Oh, how I liked being treated as an adult. Part of my training took place
in the town of Gorkum. Each Sunday I would go to church—not because I
was interested in the service but because afterward I could count on being
invited to dinner. I always enjoyed telling my hosts that I had been picked
for special commando training in Indonesia.

“Within a few weeks,” I would say, dramatically pushing my chair back
and taking a long draw from my after-Sunday-dinner cigar, “I shall be in
hand-to-hand combat with the enemy.” And then, striking a somewhat
distant look, I would ask if my hosts would consider writing me while I was
overseas. They always agreed, and before I left Holland I had seventy
names on my correspondence list.

One of them was a girl. I met her in the usual way, after church—a
Reformed service that particular Sunday. She was the most beautiful girl I
had ever seen. About my age I guessed, extremely slender, with hair so
black it had a tinge of blue in it. But what impressed me most was her skin.
I had read about skin as white as snow; this was the first time I had seen it.
After a pleasant snooze during the sermon, I went invitation-fishing. Sure
enough, I timed my exit just right. Snow White was at the door. She
introduced herself.

“I’m Thile,” she said.



“I’'m Andrew.”

“My mother wonders if you would like to have dinner with us.”

“Very much indeed,” I said, and moments later I left the church with the
princess on my arm.

Thile’s father was a fishmonger. His home was over his shop, down by
the waterfront in Gorkum, and throughout our dinner the pleasant smells of
the dockside mingled with the odors of boiled cabbage and ham. Afterward
we sat in the family drawing room.

“Cigar, Andrew?” said Thile’s father.

“Thank you, sir.” I chose one carefully and rolled it in my fingers as I had
seen the men in Witte do. Frankly, I didn’t like the taste of cigars, but the
association with manhood was so strong that I could have smoked rope and
enjoyed it. Throughout the coffee-and-cigars, Thile sat with her back to the
window, the strong midday sun making her hair more blue than ever. She
said hardly a word, but already I knew that this young girl was going to be
one of my correspondents and, perhaps, a lot more too.

November 22, 1946: my last day at home. I had already said good-bye to
Thile and to the other families in Gorkum. Now it was time to take leave of
my own family.

If only I had known it was the last time I would see Mama. I would have
been far less of the dashing soldier-going-off-to-war. But I didn’t know, and
I took Mama’s embrace as my due. I thought I looked rather well. At last I
had a uniform that fit, I was in excellent physical shape, my hair was cut
close army-style.

Just as I was ready to leave, Mama reached under her apron and pulled
out a little book. I knew right away what it would be: her Bible.

“Andrew, will you take this with you?”

Of course I said, “Yes.”

“Will you read it, Andrew?”

Can you ever say no to your mother? You can do no—but you can’t say
no. I put the Bible in my dufflebag, as far down as it would go, and forgot
it.

Our transport ship, the Sibajak, landed in Indonesia just before
Christmas, 1946. My heart raced with excitement at the heavy tropical
smells, the sight of naked porters moving up and down the gangplanks, the



sounds of the hawkers on the dock trying to get our attention. I shouldered
my dufflebag and struggled down the gangplank into the fierce sun of the
dockside. I did not guess that within a few weeks I would be killing
children and unarmed adults just like the people who crowded around me
now.

A few of the hawkers were selling monkeys. Each was held by a little
chain, and many had been trained to do tricks. I was fascinated by these
little creatures with their serious, ancient faces and stooped to look at one of
them more closely.

“Don’t touch him.”

I straightened up to find myself facing one of my officers.

“They bite, soldier.” The officer was smiling, but he was serious. “Half of
them have rabies, you know.”

The officer moved on, and I withdrew my hand. The little boy who was
holding the monkey chased after the officer shrieking at him for ruining the
sale. I moved back into the line of debarking soldiers, but right then I knew
I had to have a monkey of my own.

Those of us who qualified were separated from the rest of the troops and
sent to a nearby island for training as commandos. I liked running the tough
obstacle courses: scaling walls, swinging across creeks on vines, crawling
into culverts, wriggling under machinegun fire. Even more I liked the hand
combat training, where we worked with bayonets, knives, and bare hands.
“Hi-hii! Ho!” It was lunge and parry, thrust with fingers stiff, come at the
enemy with drawn knife. For some reason the thought never penetrated that
I was training to kill human beings.

Part of the education of a commando was the development of self-
confidence. But here I needed no schooling. From childhood I had had a
completely unfounded confidence in my ability to do anything I set out to
do.

Like drive a Bren carrier, for instance. These were heavy armored
vehicles mounted on caterpillar treads, and handling them was difficult
even for someone who could drive an automobile—which I could not. But
each day as we went out on maneuvers I watched the driver of the carrier on
which I rode, until it seemed to me that I had the hang of it.

Unexpectedly, one day I had a chance to find out. Coming out of
company headquarters, I ran into an officer.

“Can you drive a Bren carrier, soldier?”



A quick salute and an even quicker, “Yes, sir.”

“Well, that one there has to go to the garage. Let’s go.”

In front of us at the curb was the carrier. Three hundred yards away was
the garage. Seven other carriers were parked there, nose to tail, waiting to
be serviced. I hopped snappily into the driver’s seat while the officer
climbed in beside me. I looked at the dashboard. There in front of me was a
key, and I remembered that the driver always turned that first of all. Sure
enough the engine coughed once and then caught. Now which of those
pedals was the clutch? I pressed one of them and it went to the floor, and I
knew I had been lucky twice in a row. I put the carrier into gear, let go of
the clutch pedal, and with a great kangaroo leap we launched into space.

The officer looked at me quickly but said nothing; no Bren carrier ever
starts smoothly. But as I raced full throttle down the company street, I
noticed that he was holding on with both hands and bracing his feet. We
covered the three hundred yards with only one near-accident—a sergeant
who discovered on the spot how great were his powers of flight—and then
we came to the line of carriers.

And I knew that I was in trouble.

I didn’t know where the brake was.

Arms flailing and feet flying, I tried every button and lever I could find.
Among the things I pushed was the accelerator, and with one last surge of
power we plowed into the row of Bren carriers parked at the curb. All seven
of them bucked forward, each slamming against the other, until we came to
rest, hissing and smoking, our engine at last dead.

I looked at the officer. He stared straight ahead of him, his eyes large,
sweat pouring down the sides of his face. He got out of the car, crossed
himself, and walked away without once turning to look at me. The sergeant
ran up to me and pulled me out of the driver’s seat.

“What on earth got into you, soldier?”

“He asked me if I knew how to drive it, sergeant. He didn’t ask if I knew
how to stop!”

It was probably fortunate for me that we were leaving the next morning
for our first combat mission. We were going, rumor said, to relieve a
company of commandos that had lost three out of every four of its men.

At dawn we were flown to the front.

And instantly I knew that I had been wrong about this adventure. It
wasn’t the danger—I liked that—it was the killing. Suddenly targets were



no longer pieces of paper stuck up on an earth background, they were
fathers and brothers like my own. Often our targets weren’t even in
uniform.

What was I doing? How had I gotten here? I was more disgusted with
myself than I had ever imagined possible.

And then one day the incident occurred that has haunted me all my life.
We were marching through a village that was still partially inhabited. This
made us bold, for we did not think the Communists would mine a village in
which people were still living. Anti-personnel mines were the thing we
feared most in the world. They kept us in a state of perpetual fear, lest these
jumping, emasculating instruments should explode and leave us groveling
and crippled for life. We had been in combat daily for more than three
weeks, and the nerves of everyone in our unit were on edge, when about
halfway through this peaceful-looking village we stepped into a nest of
mines. The company went berserk. Without orders, without reasoning, we
simply started shooting. We shot everything in sight. When we came to
ourselves, there was not a living thing in the village. We skirted the mined
area and walked gingerly through the desolation we had created. At the
edge of the village I saw the sight that was to send me nearly mad. A young
Indonesian mother lay on the ground in a pool of her own blood, a baby boy
at her breast. Both had been killed by the same bullet.

I think I wanted to kill myself after that. I know that in the next two years
I became famous throughout the Dutch troops in Indonesia for my crazy
bravado on the battlefield. I bought a bright yellow straw hat and wore it
into combat with me. It was a dare and an invitation. “Here I am!” it said.
“Shoot me!” Gradually I gathered around me a group of boys who were
reacting as I did, and together we invented a motto that we posted on the
camp bulletin board: “Get smart—lose your mind.”

Everything we did, those two years, whether on the battlefield or back at
the rest camp, was in extremes. When we fought, we fought as madmen.
When we drank, we drank until our reason left us. Together, we would
weave from bar to bar, hurling our empty gin bottles through the display
windows of the local stores.

When I woke up from these orgies, I would wonder why I was doing
these things, but the question never got an answer. It occurred to me once
that perhaps the chaplain might be able to help. They told me I could find
him at the officers’ bar, and when I did, he was as tipsy and garrulous as



anyone there. He stepped outside to see me, but when I told why I’d come,
he laughed and told me I’d get over it. “But if you want, come to services
before you fight next time,” the chaplain said. “That way you can kill men
in a state of grace.” He thought the joke was very funny. He went back
inside to repeat it to the others.

So I turned to my pen pals. I had kept up with all of the people I had
promised to write, and now I ventured to share my confusion with a few of
them. In essence they all wrote back the same thing: “You’re fighting for
your country, Andrew. So the rest doesn’t count.”

One person alone said more than this. Thile. Thile wrote to me about
guilt. That part of her letters spoke straight to my own wretchedness. But
then she went on to talk about forgiveness. And there she lost me. My sense
of guilt was wrapped around me like a chain, and nothing I did—drinking,
fighting, writing letters or reading them—nothing seemed to ease its
stranglehold upon me.

And then one day when I was on leave in Jakarta, walking through the
bazaar, I spotted a little gibbon tied to a tall pole. He was sitting on top of
the pole eating some fruit, and as I went by he jumped onto my shoulder
and handed me a section of orange. I laughed, and that was all it took for
the excellent Indonesian salesman to come running.

“Sir, the monkey likes you!”

I laughed again. The gibbon blinked twice very deliberately and then
showed me his teeth in what could have been a grin.

“How much?”

And that is how I came to acquire a monkey. I took him back to the
barracks with me. At first the other boys were fascinated.

“Does he bite?”

“Only crooks,” I said.

It was a senseless remark, meaning nothing. But no sooner had I said it
than the monkey jumped out of my arms, swung along the rafters, and
landed—of all the places in the room he could have chosen—on the head of
a heavyset guy who had been winning more at poker than averages allowed.
He crabbed sideways, flailing his arms, trying to knock the monkey off his
head. The whole barracks was laughing.

“Get him off me!” Jan Zwart shouted. “Get him off!”

I reached out my hand, and the monkey ran to me.



Jan smoothed his hair and tucked in his shirt, but his eyes were
murderous. “I’ll kill him,” he said quietly.

So on the same day I gained one friend and lost another. I hadn’t had the
monkey many weeks before I noticed that his stomach seemed to be hurting
him. One day while carrying him I felt what seemed like a welt around his
waist. I put him down on the bed and told him to lie still. Carefully I pulled
back the hair until I saw what it was. Evidently when the gibbon had been a
baby, someone had tied him with a piece of wire and never taken it off. As
the monkey grew, the wire became embedded in his flesh. It must have
caused him terrible pain.

That evening I began the operation. I took my razor and shaved off the
monkey’s hair in a three-inch-wide swathe around his middle. The
uncovered welt was red and angry-looking. While the other boys in the
barracks looked on, I cut ever so gently into this tender flesh until I exposed
the wire. The gibbon lay with the most amazing patience. Even when I hurt
him, he looked at me with eyes that seemed to say “I understand,” until at
long last I was able to pull the wire away. Instantly he jumped up, did a
little cartwheel, danced around my shoulder, and pulled my hair, to the
delight of all the boys in the barracks—except Jan.

After that, my gibbon and I were inseparable. I think I identified with
him as strongly as he with me. I think I saw in the wire that had bound him
a kind of parallel to the chain of guilt still so tight around myself—and in
his release the thing I too longed for. Whenever I was not on duty in the
daytime, I would take him with me on long runs into the forest. He loped
along behind me until he grew tired. Then with a sprint he would dash
forward, jump up, and hang on to my shorts, where he would cling until
finally I picked him up and put him on my shoulder. Together, we would
run for ten, fifteen miles until I would fling myself down on the ground to
sleep. Almost always there were monkeys in the trees overhead. My little
gibbon would race into the treetops to swing and chatter with the others.
The first time this happened, I thought I had lost him. But the minute I
stood up to start back, there was a shriek in the branches overhead, a
rustling of leaves, and with a thud the gibbon was back on my shoulder.

One day when, laughing and tired, I bore him back into camp, I found a
letter waiting for me from my brother Ben. He went on and on about a
funeral. It was only slowly that I realized it was Mama’s.



Apparently a telegram had been sent—but it had never come. I knew that
I was going to cry. I gave the monkey some water and while he was
drinking, slipped away from camp. I didn’t want even the gibbon with me. I
ran and ran until my side throbbed in pain, knowing suddenly how very
alone I must always be without her.

And it was that week that Jan Zwart took his revenge on the monkey.
One evening I came in from guard duty to be met with the news, “Andy, the
little monkey’s dead.”

“Dead?” I looked up dully. “What happened?”

“One of the boys picked him up by his tail and kept slamming him
against the wall.”

“Was it Zwart?”

The guy wouldn’t answer.

“Where’s the monkey now?”

“He’s outside. In the bushes.”

I found him draped over a branch. The worst of it was, he wasn’t quite
dead. I picked him up and brought him back to the barracks. His jaw was
broken. A great hole gaped in his throat. When I tried to give him water, it
ran right out the hole. Jan Zwart watched me warily, prepared for a fight.
But I didn’t fight. Too many blows in a row had left me stupefied.

Over the next ten days I nursed that monkey day and night. I sewed its
throat closed and fed it sugar water. I rubbed its little muscles. I stroked its
fur. I kept it warm and talked to it constantly. It was a creature I had
released from bondage, and I wasn’t going to let it go without a struggle.

Slowly, very slowly, my gibbon began to eat, and then to crawl about on
the bed, and at last to sit up and chatter at me crossly if I was slow with the
hourly feedings. At the end of two months he was running with me again in
the forest.

But he never recovered his confidence in people. That barracks was a
place of terror for him. The only time he would stop trembling when people
were close was when all four legs and his tail were wrapped around my arm
and his head was hidden in my shirt front.

When news came of a major new drive against the enemy, I asked if
someone who could drive would borrow a jeep and take me and my gibbon
into the jungle. “I want to let him go and then drive away fast.” I said, “Will
anyone take me?”

“I’ll go.”



[ turned around. It was Jan Zwart. I held his eye for a long time, but he
did not blink.

“All right.”

As we drove into the jungle I explained to the monkey why I could no
longer keep him. At last we stopped. As I put the little gibbon on the ground
his wise little eyes stared into mine with what looked like comprehension.
He did not try to jump back into the jeep. As we pulled away he sat there on
the ground staring after us until we were out of sight.

The next morning, February 12, 1949, our unit moved out at dawn.

It was a good thing I let the monkey go when I did, for I never got back
to camp.

I tried to pretend the same bravado on this mission that I had felt on
earlier ones. I wore my yellow straw hat as I had before. I shouted as loud, I
cursed, I moved forward with my company day after day, but even my
defiance seemed to have deserted me.

And then one morning a bullet smashed through my ankle, and I was out
of the war.

It happened so suddenly and—at first—so painlessly that I did not know
what had happened. We had walked into an ambush. The enemy was on
three sides of us, and many times our strength. Why I was shot in the ankle
and not in my straw hat I don’t know, but as I was running I suddenly fell. I
knew I had not stumbled. But I could not get up. And then I saw that my
right combat boot had two holes in it. Blood was coming out of both of
them.

“I’m hit,” I called, not excited. It was simply a fact, and I stated it as
such.

A buddy rolled me into a ditch out of sight. At last medics came with a
stretcher. They put me on it and began moving me out, crouching low in the
ditch. I still had on my yellow hat and refused to take it off even when it
drew fire. A bullet once went through the crown. I just didn’t care.

Hours later, still wearing my yellow straw hat, I was stretched out on an
operating table in the evacuation hospital. It took two and a half hours to
sew up the foot. I heard the doctors discussing whether or not to amputate.
The nurse asked me to take the hat off, but I refused.



“Don’t you know what that is?” the doctor asked the nurse. “That’s the
unit’s symbol. These are the boys who got smart and lost their minds.”

But I hadn’t. That was the final irony, the final failure. I hadn’t even
managed to get my brains blown out. Just a foot. Somehow in all my
furious self-destructiveness I had never considered this possibility. I had
always seen myself going out in a blaze of contempt for the whole human
farce. But to live—and crippled!—that was the meanest fate of all. My
great adventure had failed. Worse, I was twenty years old, and I had
discovered that there was no real adventure anywhere in the world.



The Pebble in the Shell

lay on the hospital bed, my right leg so encased in plaster that I could

scarcely move.

At first I had visitors from my unit. But the others were getting
themselves killed or wounded too. And after all, life was moving on. The
doctors told me I would never walk without a cane. It was better not to
think about these things; bit by bit my buddies stopped coming.

But not before they had accomplished two things that were to alter events
for me.

The first was to mail a letter I had never intended mailing. It was to
Thile. I had picked up an odd habit: Whenever I came back from a late
night on the town or a battle that left me feeling especially dirty, I would
write to Thile. I would put down on the paper all the filthy, disgusting
things I had seen and done, things I could never really share with anyone;
then I would burn it.

Just before I went into my last battle, I had started such a letter to Thile
and had left it unfinished in my barracks bag. Well, after I was hit, a helpful
buddy went through my bag for personal items before turning it in. And
being a resourceful kind of fellow, he looked up Thile’s name in my address
book and mailed it. You could see he thought he’d done something extra
nice.

“Man!” he teased me when he visited me in the hospital. “I’ve never seen
such a list of names! What do you do, write to every family in Holland that
has a pretty girl? It took me half an hour to find the last name that went with
Thile. You better be careful, man—this could start another war.”



Horror must have shown in my face, because he suddenly jumped out of
his chair.

“Gee, Andy, I didn’t realize it still hurt so bad. And here I am making
lousy jokes. I’ll come back when you feel better.”

For days I tried to remember what I had written in that wretched letter.
As near as I could recall it began:

Dearest Thile,

I’m so lonely tonight. I wish you were here. I wish I could look right
into your eyes as I say all these things and know that you still liked me
or at least didn’t condemn me.

You wrote me once that I should pray. Well, I haven't. Instead I
curse. I know words I never even heard in Holland. I tell filthy jokes.
The worse I feel the harder I can get the guys laughing. I’m not the
person you think I am. This war used to bother me. But it doesn’t any
more. When I see dead people I shrug. People we have killed, not just
soldiers, but ordinary working men, and women, and children.

I have no desire for God. I don’t want to pray. Instead of going to
church I go to the pub and drink until I don't give a hoot. . . .”

There was more. Much more and much worse. I lay in agony in that
hospital ward, trying to remember just what in my drunken fog I had
written. Well, there was one friend I could say good-bye to. The trouble
was, Thile wasn’t just “one friend.” She was the best friend I’d ever had—
and I had wanted her to be so very much more.

I thrashed about on the narrow bed, what part of me could move, trying
to shut out the picture of Thile reading that letter.

And as I flung out my arm, my hand fell on the book.

That was the second thing the boys had done for me. They had found my
mother’s little Bible in the bottom of the dufflebag. It was Jan Zwart who
brought it to me, leaving it rather shyly on the bedside table just before he
left.

“This book was in your things,” he said. “I didn’t know if you wanted it.”

I said thanks, but I didn’t pick it up. I doubt if I ever would have, except
for the nuns. The hospital to which I had been assigned was run by
Franciscan sisters. I soon fell in love with every one of them. From dawn
until midnight they were busy in the wards, cleaning bedpans, swabbing



wounds, writing letters for us, laughing, singing. I never once heard them
complain.

One day I asked the nun who came to bathe me how it was that she and
the other sisters were always so cheerful.

“Why, Andrew, you ought to know the answer to that—a good Dutch boy
like you. It’s the love of Christ.” When she said it, her eyes sparkled, and I
knew without question that for her this was the whole answer; she could
have talked all afternoon and said no more.

“But you’re teasing me, aren’t you?” she said, tapping the well-worn
little Bible where it still lay on the bedside table. “You’ve got the answer
right here.”

So now when my restless hand struck against it, I picked it up. In the two
and a half years since my mother had given it to me, I had never once
opened it. But I thought about the sisters, their joy, their tranquility:
“You’ve got the answer right there. . . .” I propped the little book on my
chest, and with a desultory finger I moved the pages backward until I got to
Genesis 1:1.

I read the story of creation and of the entrance of sin into the world. It did
not seem nearly as farfetched to me now as it had when our schoolteacher
read aloud a chapter each afternoon, while outside canals waited to be
jumped. I read on, skipping whole portions, flipping through to get to the
story again. At last, many days later, I came to the New Testament. Lying
there encased in autograph-covered plaster, I read straight through the
gospels, catching dimly their terrible significance. Could all this really be
true?

While I was in the middle of the Gospel According to St. John, a letter
was delivered. The handwriting on the envelope was familiar. Thile! With
trembling hands I tore it open.

“Dearest Andy,” I read—Dearest! The word I had written so many times
to her, but never in a letter intended to be mailed—“Dearest Andy, I have
here a letter from a boy who thinks his heart has turned hard. But his heart
is breaking and he has shown a little of that heartbreak to me and I am
proud that he has.” Then followed—when for sheer relief I could read again
—of all things a study outline of the Bible! This was the only place, Thile
wrote, where human heartbreak could be understood in terms of God’s love.

They were wonderful weeks that followed, weeks of reading the Bible
together, on opposite sides of the earth. I filled page after page with



questions, and Thile went to her pastor and her library and the depths of her
own heart to find the answers.

But as the months passed in the hospital, as my cast came off bit by bit,
and I saw the ugly shrunken leg and remembered the joys of running that
would never be mine again, I found myself holding on to a hard core of
resentment, which was just the opposite of the joy Thile and my Franciscan
nuns were talking about.

As soon as I was ambulatory, I started leaving the hospital every evening
after dinner to hobble painfully to the nearest pub and drink myself into
oblivion. The nuns never spoke about it. At least not directly. But on the
day before I was to be shipped home my favorite nun, Sister Patrice, pulled
a chair up to my bed.

“Andy, I have a story to tell you. Do you know how natives catch
monkeys out in the forest?”

My face lit up at the thought of a monkey story. “No. Tell me.”

“Well, you see, the natives know that a monkey will never let go of
something he wants even if it means losing his freedom. So here’s what
they do. They take a coconut and make a hole in one end just big enough
for a monkey’s paw to slip through. Then they drop a pebble into the hole
and wait in the bushes with a net.

“Sooner or later a curious old fellow will come along. He’ll pick up that
coconut shell and rattle it. He’ll peer inside. And then at last he’ll slip his
paw into the hole and feel around until he gets hold of that pebble. But
when he tries to bring it out, he finds that he cannot get the paw through the
hole without letting go. And, Andy, that monkey will never let go of what
he thinks is a prize. It’s the easiest thing in the world to catch a fellow who
acts like that.”

Sister Patrice got up and put the chair back by the table. She paused for a
moment and looked me straight in the eye.

“Are you holding on to something, Andrew? Something that’s keeping
you from your freedom?”

And then she was gone.

I knew perfectly well what she meant. I also knew her sermon wasn’t for
me. The next day was going to be a great one on two counts: It was my 21st
birthday, and it was the day the hospital ship sailed for home. To celebrate, I
called together all survivors who could still walk or limp of the company I



had come to Indonesia with three years earlier. There were eight of us. We
had a grand time. We got roaring, shouting, belligerently drunk.



One Stormy Night

ndrew!” Geltje ran across the little bridge and threw her arms around me.

She turned and shouted behind her. “Maartje! Go find Papa! Tell him Andy
is home!”

In an instant the tiny front garden was crowded. Maartje ran to kiss me
before hurrying out back to fetch Papa. Ben was there, and his fiancée.
They had waited to get married, they told me, until I could be at the
wedding. Arie, Geltje’s new husband, joined us. My young brother,
Cornelius, shook my hand gravely. He couldn’t keep his eyes off my cane,
and I knew he was wondering just how badly hurt I was. In the midst of
hugs and kisses, Papa came shuffling around the house, a bit lame himself
now. His brown eyes were moist. “Andrew boy! Good to have you home!”
Papa’s voice was as loud as ever.

“When you feel like it, Andrew,” Maartje said after the first greetings
were over, “I’ll take you out to Mama’s grave.”

I said that I would like to go right then. The graveyard was just five
hundred yards from our house, but to walk even that distance I had to
borrow Papa’s bicycle, throw my bad leg over the seat, and push myself
along, half riding, half walking.

“It’s really pretty bad, then?” Maartje asked.

“They don’t think I’1l ever walk right again.”

The ground had not yet fully settled on Mama’s grave. There were fresh
flowers in a little red vase stuck into the soil. After a while Maartje and I
walked home in silence.

That night, though, after it was dark, I announced that I thought I would
try taking a walk. No one offered to go with me; each person knew what I



wanted to do. I got out the bicycle again and hopped and rolled up the
street. The cemetery lay in full moonlight, and it was easy to find the grave.
I sat down on the ground and said my last words to my mother.

“I’m back, Mama.” It seemed natural talking to her. “I did read your
Bible, Mama. Not at first, but I did read it.” There was a long silence.

“Mama, what am I going to do now? I can’t walk a hundred yards
without the pain making me stop. You know I’m no good at smithing.
There’s a rehabilitation center at the hospital, but what can I learn there? I
feel so useless, Mama. And guilty. Guilty for the life I led out there. Answer
me, Mama.”

But no answer came. The cold moonlight flowed over me and the grave
and the rest of us there in that cemetery: the dead and the half-dead. After
half an hour I gave up trying to reach into the past. I wheeled myself home.

Geltje was at the kitchen table sewing. “We talked about where you could
sleep, Andrew,” she said not looking up. “Do you think you could make it
up the ladder?”

I looked at the hole in the ceiling above my head; then I made an assault
on that ladder. I climbed one rung at a time, putting my good foot up,
hauling the other after it. The pain made perspiration stand out on my
forehead, but I turned my head so the others did not see. My old bed was
waiting for me, clean sheets turned down invitingly. I lay for a long time
staring at the sloping ceiling, and at last—far too close to tears for a 21-
year-old man—I fell asleep wondering what had happened to my great
adventure.

The next morning, taking only my cane, I hobbled out to get reacquainted
with the village. The people I met were polite, but they also seemed
embarrassed. They would look uncomfortably at my uniform, then at my
foot. “Did you hurt yourself out there in the East Indies or somewhere?”
they asked. Obviously the war was unpopular in Holland—as I suppose lost
wars always are. It was clear by now that Indonesia would soon be
independent, and so it was easiest to pretend that we’d always intended it
that way. Returning veterans only made it difficult.

For an odd reason I could not understand, the house where I was headed
was the Whetstras’. I found them at home and accepted with pleasure their
invitation to a cup of coffee. We sat around the kitchen table while Mr.
Whetstra asked me about Sukarno and the Communists, and at last a more
personal question.



“Did you find that adventure you were looking for, Andy?”

I looked down at the floor. “Not really,” I said.

“Well,” he said, “we’ll just have to keep praying.”

“For adventure? For me?” I felt the angry flush climbing up the back of
my neck. “Sure. I’m a natural for adventure now. When it calls, I’ll limp
right out to meet it.”

Immediately I was ashamed. What had made me answer like that? I left
them, feeling I had spoiled a friendship.

Another person I’d been eager to see was Kees. I found him at home,
upstairs in his room, bent over a large pile of books. After a rather strained
greeting, I picked up one of the books and was amazed to find that it was a
theological treatise.

“What’s this?” I asked.

Kees took the book from my hands. “I’ve decided what I’'m going to do
with my life.”

“You’re lucky. What is it?” I asked, hardly believing the answer I knew
he was going to give me.

“I want to go into the ministry. Pastor Vanderhoop is helping me.”

Kees made me squirm, and I got out of there just as soon as I politely
could.

The veterans’ hospital at Doorn was an enormous complex of treatment
centers, dormitories, and rehabilitation units, but its chief quality was
boredom. I disliked the exercises, I loathed the trade school, but the thing I
hated most was the occupational therapy.

We had to make vases out of floppy, sticky clay. I just never could get the
hang of it. The trick was to put the lump of clay precisely on the center of
the whirling wheel, then keep the wheel turning while your fingers worked
the glob into a useful shape. Somehow I could never find that center. It was
so frustrating that on more than one occasion I flung my hunk of clay
against the wall.

On my first weekend leave I went to see Thile. On the bus to Gorkum I
kept telling myself that she could not be as beautiful as I remembered. And
then I limped through the door of her father’s shop, and she was. Her eyes
were blacker, her skin fairer than anyone else’s in the world. Even with her
father looking on, our handshake lingered longer than was necessary.



“Welcome home, Andrew.”

Thile’s father came around the counter wiping fish scales on his apron.
He shook my hand fervently. “Tell me all about the Indies!”

As soon as I could, I took Thile away from the fish shop. We spent the
rest of the afternoon sitting and talking on a large capstan on the wharf. I
told her about my homecoming, about Geltje’s husband and Ben’s
upcoming marriage; I told her about the rehabilitation center, how I hated
working with the clay; and though I knew she would be disappointed, I told
her that my religious life had come to a dead standstill.

Thile was staring out across the harbor. “And yet,” she said gently, “God
hasn’t come to a standstill.” Suddenly she laughed. “I think you’re like one
of your own lumps of clay, Andy. God has a plan for you, and He’s trying to
get you into the center of it, and you keep dodging and slithering away.”

She turned her dark eyes on mine. “How do you know? Maybe He wants
to make you into something wonderful!”

My eyes fell, and I pretended great interest in the cigarette butt I was
crushing against the capstan.

“Like what, for instance?” I said.

Thile looked with distaste at the carpet of cigarette ends that I had spread
on the pier around us. “Like an ashtray,” she said shortly. “How much do
you smoke, Andy?”

It had crept up to three packs a day. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Well, something’s making you cough. I don’t think it’s good for you.”

“You’re full of plans for my improvement, aren’t you?” I hadn’t meant to
say that. Why did I always ruin things? It was just that suddenly I felt so far
away from everyone—even Thile. She didn’t know what it was like having
to bite the inside of your lip off for fear the pain in your leg would make
you cry; or what it was like to have a woman get up on a public bus so that
you could take a seat. I left Thile that afternoon knowing I’d said all the
things I didn’t mean to and none of the things I did.

It was two months before anyone spoke about religion to me again, and
then it wasn’t Thile but another pretty girl.

It was midmorning on a rather blustery day in September 1949. We were
sitting on our beds, reading and writing letters after morning exercises,
when the nurse came in to announce a visitor. I paid no attention until I
heard a low whistle rise to the lips of twenty boys. I glanced up. Standing in
the doorway, embarrassed and yet pleased, was a striking blonde.



“Not bad,” my next-bed neighbor, Pier, whispered.

“I won’t take much of your time,” the girl began. “I just want to ask you
all to join us at our tent meeting tonight. There will be lots of
refreshments. . . .”

“What kind?” someone shouted.

“... And the bus will leave here at seven o’clock, and I hope you can all
come.”

The boys burst into wild, exaggerated applause with shouts of “Encore!
Encore!” as the girl retreated. But when seven o’clock came, every one of
us was waiting in the foyer, clean scrubbed, hair stiff with brilliantine. Pier
and I were first in line. We were happy, not only because of the night away
from the hospital but also because Pier had slipped down to the village and
come back with our answer to the question of what refreshments would be
served. By the time the bus arrived at the tent grounds, the bottle was half
empty. We took seats in the extreme rear of the tent and finished the rest of
it.

Most of the boys thought our antics were funny. The people holding the
revival service did not. Finally, a funny-looking man with a thin face and
deep-set eyes—the kind of person I disliked on sight—took the podium and
announced that there were two people in the congregation who were bound
by powers they couldn’t control.

And then, closing his eyes, he began a long impassioned prayer for the
health of our immortal souls. We choked back our laughter till our throats
ached from the effort. But when at last, in a pious singsong, he called us
“our brethren over whom foreign spirits have gained influence,” we could
hold it in no longer. We howled, we yelped, we whooped with laughter.
Seeing that further prayer was impossible, the man told the choir to sing.
The song they chose was “Let My People Go.”

Soon the whole congregation was joining in on the refrain. “Let my
people go. . ..” Again and again the words swelled up under the big tent.

The meeting ended, the vets trooped out to the waiting bus. But still
inside my head the words sang on. “Let them go . . . let me go....”

It is foolish, of course, to suggest that a simple song—a song overheard,
not even sung—could become a prayer, and that God would honor it.

And yet the very next day, during dreaded occupational class, a strange
thing happened.



In spite of the fact that I had a king-sized hangover, I could do nothing
wrong at my wheel. I sat down and slapped a hunk of gray clay on the
wheel, then moved it toward the center while my foot worked slowly. A
vase rose under my fingers.

Incredulous, I threw another glob of clay onto the wheel. Once again the
shape rose effortlessly, matching the form I held in my mind.

Later that day something even more unsettling happened. During
afternoon rest period I was flipping through the magazines provided for us,
when all at once I reached for the Bible that I kept on my nightstand as a
memento of my mother. I had not read it since I’d been back in Holland.
But that afternoon I suddenly started reading, and to my astonishment I
understood it. All the passages that had seemed so puzzling when I
struggled through them before read now like a fast-paced action yarn. I read
straight through the rest period and had to be called a second time for
afternoon tea.

I was still devouring the Bible a week later when the hospital told me I
could begin going home for long weekends. I read there, too, stretched out
hour on end on my bed in the attic. Geltje would bring me soup, look at me
to see if I was all right, then go back downstairs without saying a word.

What was happening to me?

And then the church-going began. I, who never went to church, started
now to attend with such regularity that the whole village noticed it: not only
Sunday morning, but Sunday evening and Wednesday mid-week service as
well. In November 1949, I was formally mustered out of the army. With
part of my separation pay I bought myself a sleek new bicycle and learned
to pedal by thrusting with the good leg, coasting with the bad. I still could
not take a step without pain, but with wheels beneath me it no longer
mattered so much. Now I started attending church services in neighboring
towns as well. On Mondays I went to a Salvation Army meeting in
Alkmaar. On Tuesdays I pedaled all the way to Amsterdam to a Baptist
service. I found a service somewhere every night in the week. At each one I
took careful notes on what the preacher said, and then I spent the following
morning looking up passages in the Bible to see if all the things he said
were really there.

“Andrew!” Maartje came up the ladder, balancing a cup of tea. “Andrew,
can I be frank with you?”

[ sat up. “Of course, Maartje.”



“It’s just that we’re worried about the amount of time you’re spending up
here all alone. Always reading the Bible. And going to church every night.
It isn’t natural. What’s happened to you, Andy?”

I smiled. “I wish I knew!”

“We can’t help worrying, Andy. Papa’s worried too. He says—” She
stopped as though wondering how much to say. “Papa says it’s shell shock.”
And with that she backed swiftly down the ladder.

I thought about what she’d said. Was I in danger of becoming a religious
fanatic? I had heard of people who lost their minds and went around
quoting Scriptures at everyone. Was I going to get like that?

And still my strange compulsion swept me on, biking from church to
church, studying, listening, absorbing. Pier wrote me once, asking me to
meet him for a good old-fashioned drinkfest, but I didn’t answer the letter. I
intended to, but I found it weeks later stuck in the back of a biography of
Hudson Taylor.

And on the other hand I began spending a lot of time with Kees, and with
my old schoolteacher, Miss Meekle, and with the Whetstras, and of course,
more than ever with Thile. Every week I cycled down to Gorkum to talk
over with Thile the things I was reading and hearing. It was too cold now to
sit out on the wharf. So we tended the fish shop and, between customers,
talked.

At first Thile was thrilled about the things that were happening to me, but
as the weeks stretched into months and I continued my hot-paced rounds of
churches, she began to be alarmed. “You don’t want to burn yourself out,
Andy,” she’d say. “Don’t you think you ought to pace yourself a bit? Read
some different kind of books. Go to the movies now and then.”

I couldn’t bother. Nothing in the world interested me except the
incredible voyage of discovery on which I had set out. From time to time,
also, Thile asked if I had found a job. This was a more serious problem.
Obviously until I had a job I couldn’t even suggest to Thile the dream I had
had so long for her and me. I set out job-hunting in earnest.

Before I found one, though, a fragile little event occurred that changed
my life far more radically than the bullet that had torn through bone and
muscle a year before. It was a stormy night in the dead of winter, 1950. I
was in bed. The sleet blew across the polders as it can only blow in Holland
in mid-January. I pulled the covers higher under my chin, knowing that
outside the sleet was driving almost parallel to the ground. There were



many voices in that wind. I heard Sister Patrice. “The monkey will never let
go. . ..” I heard the singing under the big tent. “Let my people go. ...”

What was it I was hanging on to? What was it that was hanging on to
me? What was standing between me and freedom?

The rest of the house was asleep. I lay on my back with my hands under
my head staring at the darkened ceiling and all at once, very quietly, I let go
of my ego. With a new note in the wind yelling at me not to be a fool, I
turned myself over to God—Ilock, stock, and adventure. There wasn’t much
faith in my prayer. I just said, “Lord, if You will show me the way, I will
follow You. Amen.”

It was as simple as that.



The Step of Yes

went to sleep that night with the sounds of the winter storm yelling at me.
Curiously enough, although I had just thrown away every shred of self-
defense, I felt secure in a way I had never before known.

In the morning I woke up with such joy welling in me that I had to tell
someone. I couldn’t tell my family; they were worried enough about me
already. That left the Whetstras and Kees.

The Whetstras understood right away. “Praise the Lord!” Philip Whetstra
shouted.

The phrase made me uncomfortable, but the tone of his voice warmed my
heart. The Whetstras did not seem to think I had done anything strange or
abnormal. They used words like “born again,” but in spite of the odd
language, I got the idea that the step I had taken was along a well-traveled
road.

Kees also, when I told him, recognized the experience at once. He was
sitting at his desk, surrounded by his inevitable books. He gave me a
scholarly look. “There’s a name for what’s happened to you,” he said,
tapping a particularly forbidding-looking volume. “It’s called a crisis
conversion. I’ll be interested, Andrew, to see if a response-in-depth follows
it.”

To my surprise, though, when I went to see Thile, she did not seem as
pleased as the others. Wasn’t this the kind of thing people did at mass
rallies? she asked.

Poor Thile, she was about to have another shock worse than the first. A
few weeks later—in the early spring of 1950—I went to Amsterdam with



Kees to hear a well-known Dutch evangelist, Arne Donker. Toward the end
of his sermon, Pastor Donker interrupted himself.

“Friends,” he said, “I’ve had the feeling all night that something very
special is going to happen at this meeting. Someone out there in the
audience wants to give himself to the mission field.”

Theatrics, I thought. He’s got someone planted out here who’s going to
jump up now and run forward and add a little emotion to the evening. But
Mr. Donker continued to peer out over the audience.

The silence in the meeting hall under his stare grew oppressive. Kees felt
it too. “I hate this sort of thing,” he whispered. “Let’s get out of here!”

We edged our way to the end of our row. Heads turned eagerly. We both
sat down.

“Well,” said Mr. Donker at last, “God knows who it is out there. He
knows the person for whom is waiting a life of perpetual risk and danger. I
think probably it’s a young person. A young man.”

Now all over the hall people were turning and looking around as if to
spot whom the preacher meant. And then, in obedience to some summons I
shall never understand, both Kees and I were on our feet.

“Ah, yes,” the preacher said. “There you are. Two young men! Splendid!
Will you boys come forward?”

With a sigh, Kees and I walked down the long aisle to the front of the
meeting hall, where we knelt, as if in a dream, to hear Mr. Donker say a
prayer over us. As he prayed, all I could think of was what Thile would say.
“Really, Andrew!” She would be shocked and hurt. “You are going down
the sawdust trail, aren’t you?”

But worse was still to come. After he had finished his prayer, the
preacher told Kees and me that he wanted to see us after the service.
Reluctantly, and half suspecting him of being a hypnotist, we stayed behind.
When the hall was empty, Mr. Donker asked us our names.

“Andrew and Kees,” he repeated. “Well, boys, are you ready for your
first assignment?” Before we had a chance to protest, the preacher went on.
“Good! I want you to go back to your own hometowns—where do you

come from, boys?”

“Witte.”

“Both from Witte? Excellent! I want you to go back to Witte and hold an
open-air meeting in front of the burgomaster’s house. You’ll be following
the biblical pattern—1Jesus told the disciples to spread the good news



‘beginning at Jerusalem.’” They had to start their preaching in their own
backyard. . ..”

The words exploded one by one in my mind like mortar shells. Did this
man know what he was asking?

“Oh, I’ll be with you, boys!” Mr. Donker went on. “Nothing to be
alarmed about. It’s all in getting used to it. I’ll speak first. . ..”

I was barely listening. Instead, I was remembering how much I disliked
street preachers of any stripe. More words drifted into my conscious.

“...So we have a date, then. Saturday afternoon in Witte.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, intending to say no.

“And you, son?” Mr. Donker asked Kees.

“Yes, sir.”

Kees and I rode the bus home in stunned silence, each secretly blaming
the other for having got us into such a spot.

Not a soul in Witte missed that meeting. Even the town dogs turned out
for the show. We stood with the evangelist on a little platform made of
boxes and looked out over a sea of familiar faces. Some were laughing
outright, some only grinning. A few—Ilike the Whetstras and Miss Meekle
—nodded encouragement.

The next half hour was a nightmare. I don’t remember a thing that Kees
and Mr. Donker said. I only remember the moment when Mr. Donker turned
toward me and waited. I stepped forward, and a terrifying silence rose to
meet me. Another step and I was at the edge of the platform and glad for the
loose Dutch trousers that hid my knocking knees.

I couldn’t remember a thing I had planned to say. So all I could do was
tell about the way I felt dirty and guilty coming home from Indonesia. And
how I had carried around the burden of what I was and what I wanted out of
life, until one night during a storm I laid it down. And I told them how free
I had felt ever since—that is, until Mr. Donker here had trapped me into
saying I wanted to become a missionary.

“But you know,” I said to my hometown, “I might surprise him at
that. . ..”

I almost dreaded my next date with Thile. It’s hard to tell the girl you
hope will marry you that you’ve suddenly decided to be a missionary. What



kind of a life was that to offer her? Hard work, little pay, maybe
disagreeable living conditions in some far-off place.

How could I even suggest such a life to her, unless she herself were heart
and soul committed to the idea as well?

And so the following week I started my campaign to make a missionary
out of Thile. I told her about the moment at the meeting when the
conviction had hit me and how sure I had been since of God’s hand in this
choice.

Strangely enough, the hardest thing for Thile to accept seemed to be not
the rigors of mission life, but the fact that I had walked forward in front of
all those people.

“One place I agree with Mr. Donker, though,” she said. “The place to
start any ministry is at home. Why don’t you get a job right around Witte
and consider that your mission field at first? You’ll discover quickly enough
whether or not you’re meant to be a missionary.”

This made sense. The largest industry anywhere near Witte was the huge
Ringers’ chocolate factory in Alkmaar. Geltje’s husband, Arie, worked
there, and when I asked him, he said he would put in a good word for me
with the hiring office.

The night before I biked to Alkmaar to apply for a job, I had a wonderful
dream. The factory was full of despondent, unhappy people who noticed at
once that I had something different. They crowded around me, demanding
my secret. When I told them, truth dawned on their faces. Together we
knelt. . . .

I was really sorry when I had to wake up.

[ sat on the wooden bench outside the hiring office at Ringers’. The
cloying smell of chocolate hung in the air, heavy and unappealing.

“Next!”

I walked through the door as briskly as I could; I had left my cane at
home. Walking was still painful for me but—except when I was tired—I
had learned to step on the injured ankle without limping. The personnel
director was scowling at the application form in front of him.

“Medical discharge,” he read aloud. He looked at me suspiciously.
“What’s the matter with you?”



“Nothing,” I said, feeling the blood rush to my face. “I can do anything
anyone here can do.”

“Touchy, aren’t you?”

But he gave me a job. I was to count the boxes at the end of one of the
packaging assemblies, then wheel them to the shipping room. A slack-faced
boy led me through a maze of corridors and stairways and at last pushed
open the door to an enormous assembly room where perhaps two hundred
girls were ranged around a dozen conveyer belts. He left me at one of them.

“Girls, this is Andrew. Have fun!”

To my astonishment, a chorus of whistles greeted this introduction. Then,
shouted suggestions. “Hey, Ruthie, how would you like him?” “Can’t tell
by looking.” Then followed perversion and bathroom talk. Even my years
in the army had not prepared me for the language I heard that morning.

The leader of the foul wisecracking, I discovered, was a girl named
Greetje. Her favorite subject was sodomy; she speculated aloud on which
animal would find a soul mate in me. I was grateful when my cart was full
and I could escape for a few moments to what seemed like the sanctuary of
male company in the shipping room.

Too soon, it was unloaded and I had to run the gamut of whistles in the
big room again. This may be a mission field, Lord, 1 thought as I took the
receipt for the boxes to the timekeeper’s window in the center of the room.
But it’s not mine. I’ll never learn to talk to these girls. They’d take anything
I said and twist it around until—

I stopped. For smiling at me through the glass partition of the
timekeeper’s booth were the warmest eyes I had ever seen. They were
brown. No, they were green. And she was very young. Blond, slender, she
couldn’t have been out of her teens, and she was handling the most
responsible job on the floor: the work orders and finished-work receipts. As
I handed mine through the window, her smile broke into a laugh.

“Don’t mind them,” she said gently. “This is the treatment they give
every newcomer. In a day or two it’ll be someone else.”

My heart flooded with gratitude.

She handed me a new shipping order from the pile in front of her, but still
I stood there, staring at her. In a room where the rest of the women wore
enough powder and rouge to make up a circus, here was a girl without a
trace of makeup. Only her own fresh young coloring set off those eyes that
were never the same shade twice.



The more I looked at her, the more I was sure I had seen her before. But
the question would sound like a cliché. Reluctantly, I went back to the
assembly line.

The hours seemed to drag. By the end of the long day on my feet, every
step on my ankle was agony. Try as I would, I began to limp. Greetje
spotted it at once.

“What’s the matter, Andy?” she shrieked. “You fall out of bed?”

“East Indies,” I said, hoping to shut her up.

Greetje’s yelp of triumph could be heard all over the room. “We got a
war hero, girls! Is it true what they say about Sukarno, Andy? Does he like
them very young?”

It was the worst mistake I could have made. For days—Ilong after I would
have lost the value of novelty for them—the girls questioned me about what
they imagined to be the exotic life of the East.

More than once I would have quit the job in sheer boredom at their one-
track conversation—except for the smiling eyes behind the glass partition. I
took to going there even when I had no receipt to deliver. Sometimes along
with a receipt I’d slip a note of my own: “You’re looking very nice today,”
or “Half an hour ago you frowned. What was the matter!” I kept wondering
how she felt about the talk she overheard, and what she was doing in a
place like this anyhow. And always, I was haunted by the feeling that I
knew her.

I worked at the factory a month before I got up courage to tell her, “I’m
worried about you. You’re too young and too pretty to be working with this
crowd.”

The girl threw back her head and laughed. “Why, Grampa!” she said.
“What old-fashioned ideas you have! Actually”—she leaned close to the
little window—"“they’re not a bad crowd. Most of them just need friends,
and they don’t know any other way to get them.”

She looked at me as though wondering whether to confide in me. “You
see,” she said softly, “I’m a Christian. That’s why I came to work here.”

I gaped in astonishment at my fellow missionary. And all at once I
remembered where I had seen this face before. The veterans’ hospital! This
was the girl who had invited us to the tent meeting! And that was the place
where . . .

I stumbled over my words in my eagerness to tell her all that had
happened, and how I had come here to Ringers’ on the same mission as her



own. Her name, she told me, was Corry van Dam. And from that day on,
Corry and I were a team. My job of collecting the finished boxes took me
up and down the rows of packagers, where I could keep a lookout for
anyone with problems. I would pass the word to Corry, who could speak to
the girl in private when she came to the window for her next work order.

In this way we eventually found a small nucleus of people interested in
the same things we were. The British evangelist Sidney Wilson was holding
“youth weekends” in Holland then, and we started attending these.

One of the first people to come with us was a blind and badly crippled
girl, who worked on the same belt with Greetje. Amy read Braille and
showed me how she punched out letters to the other blind people with a
little hand Braille-writer. I bought one too, and a copy of the Braille
alphabet, and would leave Braille notes on the moving belt of chocolates for
Amy’s quick fingers to find.

Of course, this was too much for Greetje to leave alone.

“Amy!” she would bellow down the row of working girls. “How much is
he offering this time?”

For a long time Amy took the jibes in good humor. But one day I came
back from the shipping room to see her blinking her milky eyes as though
to keep back tears.

“I can see,” Greetje was booming, “how you might not be sure.”

She caught sight of me and grinned maliciously. “All men are alike in the
dark, eh, Amy?” she shouted.

I stopped still in the doorway. I had prayed that morning, as I always did
while biking to work, that God would tell me what to say to people. The
order I seemed to be getting now was so unexpected I could hardly believe
it, and yet so clear that I obeyed without thinking.

“Greetje,” I called across the room, “shut up. And shut up for good!”

Greetje was so startled, her jaw literally dropped open. I was startled
myself. But I had to follow up or lose the initiative.

“Greetje,” I called, still shouting across the great hall, “the bus leaves for
the conference center at nine Saturday morning. I want you to be on board.”

“All right.”

Her answer came just that quickly. I waited to see if a joke was coming,
but I noticed that now it was Greetje who was blinking her eyes. As I went
back to loading boxes, I noticed that the entire room was strangely silent.
Everyone was a little awed at what was happening.



And on Saturday, Greetje was aboard the bus. That surprised me most of
all. She was her old self, though, and let us know that she was coming only
to find out what really went on after the lights went off.

At the conference grounds Greetje stayed very much to herself. During
the meetings she kept up a steady stream of sotto voce comments as people
told how God was making a difference in their lives. In between meetings
Greetje read a romance magazine.

Sunday afternoon the bus brought us back to Alkmaar, where I had left
my bicycle at the depot. Greetje lived in the next town to Witte. I wondered
what my chances were of persuading her to ride along with me on the back
of my bike. It would be a wonderful opportunity to have her uninterrupted
attention.

“Can I give you a lift home, Greetje? Save you the bus fare?”

Greetje pursed her lips, and I could tell she was weighing the
disadvantage of having to ride with me against the price of the bus ticket.
Finally, she shrugged and climbed onto the little jump seat at the rear of my
bike. I gave Corry a wink and pushed off.

As soon as we were out in the country, I intended to face Greetje with her
need for God. But to my astonishment, the clear command that came this
time was: “Not one word about religion. Just admire the scenery.”

Again I could scarcely believe I was hearing correctly. But I obeyed.
During the entire trip I did not say a word to my captive about religion.
Instead, I talked about the tulip fields we were passing and discovered that
she too had eaten tulip bulbs during the war. When we got to her street, |
actually got a smile from her.

Next day at the factory Corry met me with shining eyes. “What on earth
did you say to Greetje? Something terrific must have happened!”

“How do you mean? I didn’t say a word.”

But sure enough, all morning long Greetje didn’t crack a dirty joke. Once
Amy dropped a box of chocolates. It was Greetje who knelt down and
retrieved the pieces. At lunchtime she plunked her tray down beside mine.

“Can I sit with you?”

“Of course,” I said.

“You know what I thought?” Greetje began. “I thought you would high-
pressure me into ‘making a decision for Christ,’ like they said at those
meetings. I wasn’t going to listen. Then you didn’t say a word. Now . . .
don’t laugh, will you?”



“Of course not.”

“I began to wonder, ‘Does Andrew think I’ve gone so far there’s no
turning back? Is that why he doesn’t bother talking to me?’ And then I
began to wonder if maybe I had gone too far. Would God still listen if I said
I was sorry? Would He let me too start all over again, like those kids
claimed? Anyhow, I asked Him to. It was a pretty funny prayer, but I meant
it. And, Andy, I began to cry. I cried almost all night, but this morning I feel
great.”

It was the first conversion I had ever watched. Overnight Greetje was a
changed person. Or rather she was the same person with a tremendous
addition. She was still a leader, she still talked all the time—but what a
difference. When Greetje stopped telling smutty stories, many of the other
girls stopped too. A prayer cell was started in the factory, with Greetje in
charge of attendance. If someone’s child was sick, if a husband was out of
work, Greetje found out about it, and woe to the worker who didn’t put
some money in the hat. The change in this girl was complete and it was
permanent. Night after night in my loft bed back in Witte, I went to sleep
thanking God for letting me have a part in this transformation. That factory
was a different place. And it all came about through obedience.

One day when I pedaled through the main gate, I had a surprise waiting
for me.

“Mr. Ringers wants to see you,” Corry said.

“Mr. Ringers!” I must be in real trouble—maybe he’d found out I was
pushing religion on company time. A secretary held open the door to the
president’s private office. Mr. Ringers was sitting in an enormous leather
armchair and waved me into another. I sat down on the edge of the cushion.

“Andrew,” said Mr. Ringers, “do you remember the psychological tests
we finished about two weeks ago?”

“Yes, sir.”

“The tests show that you have a rather exceptional 1.Q.”

I had no idea what an “I.Q.” was, but since he was smiling, I smiled too.

“We have decided,” he went on, “to put you into our management
training course. I want you to take two weeks off. Walk through the factory
and examine every job you see. When you find one you like, let me know—
we’ll train you for it.”



When at last I found my voice, I said, “I already know the job I"d like.
I’d like to be that man who talked to me after I finished the tests.”

“A job analyst,” said Mr. Ringers. His keen eyes bored into mine. “And I
suppose,” he said, “that while discussing jobs, you wouldn’t object if the
subject of religion came up?”

I felt my face turning scarlet.

“Oh, yes,” he said. “We know about the proselytizing you’ve been doing
upstairs. And I might add that I consider your kind of work considerably
more important than manufacturing chocolates.”

He smiled at the relief on my face. “I don’t know any reason, Andrew,
why you can’t do both. If you can help me to run a better factory while
getting recruits for God’s kingdom, why I'll be satisfied.”

Thile was ecstatic at my new job. She hoped I would find it so interesting
that I would forget the missionary idea. But I couldn’t. Although I loved the
new work, I felt more and more persuaded that I was being called to
something else. In return for my analyst’s training I agreed to stay on at
Ringers’ two years. When that time was up, I knew I would have to leave.

Seeing that my mind was made up, Thile stopped arguing and pitched in
to help me. Her own church was the Dutch Reformed, which had many
overseas missions. She wrote to each of them, asking what the
qualifications were for serving. From them, all the same answer came back:
Ordination was the first step to being a missionary.

But when I wrote to the Dutch Reformed seminary, I discovered that
making up the schooling I had missed during the war and then studying
theology would take twelve years. Twelve years! My heart sank at the news.
Nevertheless, I enrolled at once in some correspondence courses.

Books were the greatest problem. I had no savings of any kind. And now,
with Greetje in charge of good works at the factory, any guilders that Geltje
did not need for the household were swiftly put to good use.

I was pondering the problem over a cigarette one evening when it
occurred to me that I was holding the answer in my hand. I looked at the
slender white tube with the smoke curling pleasantly from its tip. How
much did I spend for these things every week? I figured it up and was
enlightened. Enough for a book, every week of the year. Enough to own the
volumes I was reading now a few pages at a time in the rear of a bookstore.



It wasn’t easy, stopping. I guess I liked to smoke as much as any
Dutchman, which is a great deal indeed. But I did stop, and gradually, on
the little table between Cornelius’ bed and mine, a library began to grow. A
German grammar, an English grammar, a volume of church history, a Bible
commentary. They were the first books, besides the Bible and the
hymnbook, that anyone in our family had ever owned. For two years I spent
every spare moment reading.

When Miss Meekle learned what I was doing, she offered to coach me in
English, and I gratefully accepted. She was a wonderful teacher: kind when
I was discouraged, enthusiastic when my own resolve weakened. If her
pronunciation seemed a bit different from the English I heard occasionally
on Mama'’s wireless, I put it down to faulty electronics and carefully
imitated Miss Meekle.

But though Miss Meekle was pleased that I was completing my
education, she was less sure about seminary. “Do you really think you need
to be ordained in order to help people?” she would say. “You’re twenty-four
years old. At this rate you’ll be in your mid-thirties before you even begin.
Surely there’s useful work for laymen in the missions? I’'m not telling you,
Andrew. I’m just asking the question.”

And of course it was the question I asked myself almost every day. One
weekend I was discussing it with Sidney Wilson. Enough of us now
attended his weekends from Ringers’ that we would reserve the whole
conference center for ourselves. As I grumbled about the delays and
formalities of education, he began to laugh.

“You talk like the people at WEC,” he said.

“WEC?”

“Worldwide Evangelization Crusade,” he said. “It’s an English group that
trains missionaries to go out to parts of the world where the churches don’t
have programs. They feel like you about waiting.”

Church missions, he explained, were run on budgets. A mission board
waited until it had the money, or at least knew where it was coming from,
before they sent a man out. Not WEC. If they thought God wanted a man in
a certain place, they sent him there and trusted God to worry about the
details.

“Same with the men they send,” Mr. Wilson went on. “If they think a
man has a genuine call and a deep enough commitment, they don’t care if



he hasn’t a degree to his name. They train him at their own school for two
years and then send him out.”

That part appealed to me, but I wasn’t so sure about the lack of financing.
I had known several people who “trusted God” for their needs, but most of
them were really beggars. They didn’t come right out and ask for money;
they hinted at it. They were known around Witte as “the hint missionaries,”
and it was said of them that they didn’t live by Faith, but by Feelers. No,
what I had seen of them was grubby and undignified. If Christ were a King
and these were His Ambassadors, it surely did not speak well of the state of
His exchequer.

Surprisingly, it was Kees—who had been studying for ordination for so
many years—who was the most interested when I told him what Mr. Wilson
had said. “Carry neither purse, nor script, nor shoes,” Kees quoted.
“Theologically that’s very sound. I’d like to know more about the WEC.”

And a few months later we had a chance to. Sidney Wilson phoned me
one day at Ringers’ to say that a man from WEC headquarters was visiting
in Haarlem.

“His name is Johnson, Andy. Why don’t you go see him—while he’s
here?”

So the next weekend I biked down to Haarlem. It was just as I thought.
Mr. Johnson was thin and gaunt, and his clothes shrieked of missionary
barrels.

But when he talked about the work the mission was doing all over the
world, his sallow face came alive. It was obvious that he gave the credit for
all accomplishments to the WEC training school up in Glasgow, Scotland,
and to its teachers, most of whom served without pay. They included
doctors of theology and Biblical exegesis and other academic subjects, but
on the faculty were also master bricklayers and plumbers and electricians,
for these students were being trained to start missions where none existed.
And even this, he said, was not the real emphasis. The true aim of the
school was a simple one: to turn out the best Christians these students were
capable of being.

I went to see Kees as soon as I got back to Witte. Together we took a bike
ride across the polders. Kees’s questions were sharp and practical, the kind
he would be asking if he planned to drop everything and enroll tomorrow.
How much were the fees? When did the next session begin? What were the
language requirements? I had not been interested enough to ask. So I gave



Kees the address of the WEC headquarters in London and waited for the
news I knew I would be hearing. Sure enough, a few days later Kees told
me he had made application for admission to the Glasgow school.

Because of his qualifications, Kees was accepted almost at once. I would
get home from Ringers’ to find long, glowing letters from Glasgow,
describing his life there, the courses he was taking, the discoveries in
Christian living he was making. I had already been at the factory longer
than the two years I had promised Mr. Ringers when he trained me for the
new job. Surely this WEC school was the right place for me too.

And still I hung back. I seemed to have so many points against me. I
didn’t have Kees’s learning. And hide it though I might from others, I had a
crippled ankle. How could I be a missionary if I couldn’t even walk a city
block without pain!

Did I really intend to be a missionary—or was it only a romantic dream
with which I indulged myself? I had often heard Sidney Wilson speak of
“praying through.” He meant by this, sticking with a prayer until he got an
answer. Well, I was going to try it. One Sunday afternoon in September
1952 I went out on to the polders where I could pray aloud without being
embarrassed. I sat on the edge of a canal and began talking to God casually,
as I might have talked with Thile. I prayed right through coffee-and-cigar
hour, right through Sunday afternoon, and on into the evening. And still I
had not reached a point where I knew I had found God’s plan for my life.

“What is it, Lord?” What am I holding back? What am I using as an
excuse for not serving You in whatever You want me to do?”

And then, there by the canal, I finally had my answer. My “yes” to God
had always been a “yes, but.” Yes, but I’'m not educated. Yes, but I’'m lame.

With the next breath, I did say “Yes.” I said it in a brand-new way,
without qualification. “I’ll go, Lord,” I said, “no matter whether it’s through
the route of ordination, or through the WEC program, or through working
on at Ringers’. Whenever, wherever, however You want me, I’ll go. And
I’ll begin this very minute. Lord, as I stand up from this place, and as I take
my first step forward, will You consider that this is a step toward complete
obedience to You? I'll call it the Step of Yes.”

I stood up. I took a stride forward. And in that moment there was a sharp
wrench in the lame leg. I thought with horror that I had turned my crippled
ankle. Gingerly I put the foot on the ground. I could stand on it all right.
What on earth had happened? Slowly and very cautiously I began walking



home, and as I walked, one verse of Scripture kept popping into my mind:
“Going, they were healed.”

I couldn’t remember at first where it came from. Then I recalled the story
of the ten lepers, and how on their way to see the priest as Christ had
commanded, the miracle happened. “Going, they were healed.”

Could it be? Could it possibly be that I too had been healed?

I was due at a Sunday evening service in a village six kilometers away.
Normally, I would have ridden my bicycle, but tonight was different.
Tonight I was going to walk all the way to the meeting.

I did too. When it came time to go home, a friend offered me a ride on
his motorbike.

“Not tonight, thank you. I think I’ll walk.”

He couldn’t believe it. Nor, later, could my family believe that I had
actually been to the service; they had seen my bicycle leaning against the
wall and assumed that I had changed my mind.

The next day at the chocolate factory I walked each employee back to his
post at the end of our interview instead of sitting rooted to my chair as I had
done in the past. Halfway through the morning my ankle began to itch, and
as I was rubbing the old scar, two stitches came through the skin. By the
end of the week the incision, which had never healed properly, at last
closed.

The following week I made formal application for admission to the WEC
Missionary Training College in Glasgow. A month later the reply came.
Dependent on space opening up in the men’s dormitory, I could start my
studies in May 1953.

Corry had news for me, too, my last day on the job. She also was leaving
Ringers’—she had been accepted in a nurse’s training program. I looked
into her eyes sparkling with her surprise and decided finally that they were
hazel. We held hands just for a moment, then quickly said good-bye.

Ahead of me now was the task I dreaded above all others: breaking the
news to Thile that I had enrolled in a school sponsored by no church,
supported by no organization, lacking all of the recognized, dignified, time-
honored accompaniments that for her were part of education—and indeed
of religion itself. We spent a miserable afternoon walking along the
waterfront in the lovely springtime of Gorkum. Thile said very little. I had
arguments marshaled for all the objections she would raise. But instead of
arguing she grew more and more silent. The only time she sounded angry



was when I mentioned the healing of my leg. I made the mistake of calling
it a little miracle.

“That’s a little strong, isn’t it, Andrew?” she flared up. “People have
injuries get better every day, and most of them don’t go around making wild
claims.”

I didn’t stay for dinner with Thile’s folks that night. They all needed
time, I thought, to get used to the new plans. That was it; Thile just needed
time. Eventually she would come to see why this was right.

Meanwhile, I set about raising money for my trip. I sold the few things I
owned—my bicycle and my precious shelf of books—and purchased a one-
way ticket to London, where I was to meet the directors of the WEC before
heading for Glasgow. When I had paid for the ticket, I had left a little over
thirty British pounds, the fee for the first semester.

I was to leave for London on April 20, 1953. But just before that date
three things happened in such rapid succession that they left me reeling.

The first was a letter from Thile. She had written, she said, to the board
of missions of her church asking their opinion of the school in Glasgow.
They had replied that it was a nonaccredited, unaffiliated enterprise that had
no standing in any mission circle with which they were involved.

This being the case, Thile went on, she would prefer neither to see nor to
hear from me as long as I was associated with this group. She signed the
short letter Thile. Not Love, Thile. Just Thile.

As I stood in the doorway holding the letter, trying to take in what it
meant in my life, Miss Meekle crossed the little bridge to our house.

“Andrew,” she said, “there’s something on my mind. Something I’ve
wanted to tell you for a long time. Only I didn’t quite know how to do it.”
She took a deep breath and plunged in. “You see, Andrew, I’ve never
actually heard any English. But I’ve read a lot of it,” she added hastily, “and
a lady I write to in England says my grammar is perfect.” She paused
miserably. “I just thought I’d tell you.” And she fled.

I was still digesting these two pieces of information when, two days later,
a telegram arrived from London: “Regret to inform you expected vacancy
has not materialized. Request for admission denied. You may re-apply
1954.”

Three blows in a row. There was no room for me in the school. I
probably could not speak the language in which the courses were taught.
And if I went I would lose my girl.



Every reasonable sign seemed to point away from the school in Glasgow.
And yet, unmistakable inside me, sublimely indifferent to every human and
logical objection, was a little voice that seemed to say “Go.” It was the
voice that had called to me in the wind, the voice that had told me to speak
out in the factory, the voice that never made sense at a logical level.

The next day I was kissing Maartje and Geltje good-bye, shaking hands
with Papa and Cornelius, and running down the road for the bus that would
take me on the first leg of a journey that is still going on.



The Game of the Royal Way

stepped off the train in London, holding the piece of paper on which I had

written the address of the Worldwide Evangelization Crusade headquarters.

Outside the train station, tall red buses and high black taxicabs spun
dizzily past on the wrong sides of the street. I walked up to a policeman,
held out the paper, and asked how I might get to this address. The officer
took the paper and looked at it. Then, nodding, he stretched out his arm and
for several minutes rattled off directions. I stared at him dumbfounded; I
could not understand one single word. In embarrassment I took back the
paper, said “Dank ou,” and walked away in the direction of his first arm
wave.

I tried several other policemen, with no better results. At last there was
nothing for it: I had to spend a bit of precious cash on a taxi. I found one
parked at the curb, handed the driver the piece of paper, and closed my eyes
as we whirled off in the left-hand lane. A few moments later he stopped. He
pointed to my piece of paper, then to a large building badly in need of paint.

I picked up my suitcase, made my way up the steps, and rang the
doorbell. A woman opened the door. I explained as carefully as I could who
I was and why I was here. The lady looked at me with a vacant stare that
assured me that she had not caught even the drift of my remarks. She
signaled with her hand that I was to come in, showed me a straight chair in
the hallway, and then disappeared. When she came back she had in tow a
man who spoke some Dutch. Once again I explained who I was and where I
was headed.

“Ah, yes, of course. But didn’t you get our cable? We wired you three
days ago that there was no room up in Glasgow just now.”



“I got the cable, yes.”

“And you came anyhow?”

I was happy to see that the man was smiling.

“A place will open for me when the time comes,” I said. “I am certain of
it.  want to be ready.”

The man smiled again and told me to wait a moment. When he returned,
he had the news I was hoping for. It would be all right for me to stay here at
headquarters for a short while, provided I was willing to work.

And so began one of the hardest two-month periods of my life.

The physical work I was required to do was not difficult: I was to paint
the WEC headquarters building. As soon as I got used to the ladder, I
enjoyed the job tremendously. I didn’t even take a holiday for the
coronation of Queen Elizabeth. The staff members kept shouting up to me
to come down and see the events on television. But I preferred my perch
high above the street where I could see flags on every roof and watch the
plane formations flying over.

What made the two months difficult was learning English. I worked so
hard on the language that my head continually ached. The people at WEC
all practiced what they called Morning Quiet Time—they got up long
before breakfast to read their Bibles and pray before the business of the day
began or any words were spoken. I liked the idea immediately. I was up
with the first bird song, dressed, and out in the garden with two books in my
hand. One was an English Bible; the other was a dictionary. It was
doubtless an excellent technique, but it did have some disadvantages. My
English during that period was filled with thees, thous, and verilys. One
time I passed on a request for butter by saying, “Thus sayeth the neighbor
of Andrew, that thou wouldst be pleased to pass the butter.”

But I was learning. After I had been in England six weeks I was asked by
the director to lead the evening devotional. At the end of seven minutes I
ran out of English words and sat down. Two weeks later I was asked to
speak again. This time I chose as my text Christ’s words to the blind man
on the road to Jericho. “Thy faith hath saved thee.” It was a foolish choice,
because the sound “th” for a Dutchman is anathema.

“Dy fade had saved dee,” I announced, and then for fourteen minutes by
the clock I tried to prove my point to the grand amusement of the other
workers.



At the close of my little sermon they all gathered around. “You’re getting
better, Andy,” they said, pounding me joyously on the back. “We could
almost understand what you said! And fourteen minutes! That makes you
twice as good as when you spoke for seven!”

“So this is our Dutchman. . . . I think his sermon was very fine indeed.”

The voice came from the back of the room. Standing in the doorway was
a middle-aged, balding, plumpish, pink-faced man I had not seen before. I
was struck instantly by the sparkle in his eyes: They were half closed as if
he were thinking of some mischief to do.

“Andrew, I don’t believe you’ve met William Hopkins,” the WEC
director said. I walked to the rear of the room and extended my hand.
William Hopkins took it in both of his own large hands, and when he was
through, I knew that I had been thoroughly greeted.

“He looks strong enough,” Mr. Hopkins said. “If we can get him the
papers, I think he will do very well.”

I must have looked puzzled, because the director explained that the time
had come when I would have to leave the headquarters building. The
painting job was finished, and my bed was needed for a returning
missionary. But if Mr. Hopkins could get me British working papers, I
could get a job in London and start saving money toward books and other
expenses in Glasgow. Whenever practical matters of this kind arose, I
learned, people always turned to William Hopkins.

“Go get your things, Andrew m’boy,” Mr. Hopkins said. “You’re invited
to come live with Mrs. Hopkins and meself for a few days until we find
some work.”

It didn’t take long to pack one suitcase. While I was putting away my
toothbrush and razor, one of the WEC workers told me a little about Mr.
Hopkins. He was a successful contractor, yet he lived in penury. Nine-tenths
of his income he gave away to various missions. WEC was only one of his
great-hearted concerns.

Within a few moments I was standing at the front door saying good-bye
to the staff.

“The building looks beautiful, Andy,” the director said, shaking hands.

“Dank ou.”

“Let’s hear that ‘th.””

“Thee-ank ee-ou.”



Everyone laughed as William Hopkins and I walked down the steps to his
truck. The Hopkinses’ living quarters on the Thames River were about what
I would have expected: simple, warm, homey. Mrs. Hopkins was an invalid.
She spent most days in bed, but she did not object to my intrusion.

“You make yourself to home here,” she greeted me. “You’ll discover
where the cupboard is, and you’ll learn that the front door is never on the
latch.” Then she turned to her husband, and I saw in her eyes the same
sparkle I had seen in his. “And don’t be surprised should you find a stray in
your bed some night. It has happened. If by chance it happens again, there’s
blankets and pillows in the living room, and you can make a bedroll by the
fire.”

Before the week was over I was to discover how literally these words
were meant. One evening when I came back to the house, after another long
and fruitless wait at the work-permit office, I found both Mr. and Mrs.
Hopkins sitting in the living room.

“Don’t bother to go up to your room, Andrew,” Mrs. Hopkins said.
“There’s a drunk in your bed. We’ve had our tea, but we saved you some.”

As I ate my meal in front of the fire, she told me about the man in my
bed. Chiefly to get out of the rain, he had come into the little store-front
mission Mr. Hopkins ran, and Mr. Hopkins had brought him home. “When
he wakes up, we’ll find him some food and some clothes,” Mrs. Hopkins
said. “I don’t know where they’ll come from, but God will supply.”

And God did. On this and on dozens of similar occasions while I stayed
with the Hopkinses, I saw God meet their practical needs in the most
unusual ways. Never once did I see anyone go hungry or coatless from their
house. It wasn’t that they had money. From the profits of Mr. Hopkins’
construction business they kept just enough to supply their own modest
needs. Strangers—such as myself and the beggars and streetwalkers and
drunks who passed continually through their doors—had to be fed by God.
And He never failed. Perhaps it was a neighbor dropping by with a
casserole, “Just in case you’re not feeling up to cooking tonight, ducky.”
Perhaps it was an old debt unexpectedly paid, or one of the previous bed-
tenants returning to see if he could help. “Yes, son, you can. We have an old
man in the bed upstairs tonight who has no shoes. Do you think if we
measured his feet you might find him a pair?”

I had intended to stay with the Hopkinses only a day or two, until I got
my working papers and found a job. But though Mr. Hopkins and I went



back to the labor ministry again and again, the work permit was never
granted.

And meanwhile, I had been asked by the Hopkinses to stay on in their
home, and it happened like this. The first morning after I arrived there Mr.
Hopkins went off to work early, Mrs. Hopkins had to stay in bed, and I was
left to myself. And so I found a mop and scrubbed the kitchen floor.
Mopping the bathroom, I found the soiled clothes bin and did the washing.
By afternoon the clothes were dry, so I ironed them. Then when Mr.
Hopkins was still not back, I cooked dinner.

I was used to doing these things at home; anyone in my family, male or
female, would have done the same. But the Hopkinses, when they
discovered what I had done, were thunderstruck. Either they were not used
to the practical Dutch, or they were not used to having their own needs
noticed, but at any rate they acted as though I had done something
remarkable and asked me then and there to stay on as one of the family.

And so I did. I became chief cook and bottlewasher, and they became my
English mother and father. Like many, many others, I was soon calling them
Uncle Hoppy and Mother Hoppy. Indeed, in many ways Mrs. Hopkins
reminded me of my own mother, both in her uncomplaining acceptance of
pain and ill health, and in the door “never on the latch” to the needy.

As for Uncle Hoppy, knowing him was an education all by itself. He was
a man utterly without self-consciousness. Sometimes when I drove with
him in his truck to various construction sites around the city, I would beg
him—since he was president of the company—at least to put on a tie and
buy himself a coat with elbows in it.

But Uncle Hoppy would laugh at my embarrassment. “Why, Andy,
nobody knows me here!”

In his own neighborhood, though, it was no better. I would catch him at
the door heading for church in work-boots and a two-days’ growth of beard.
But when I would scold him, he would fix me with reproachful eyes.
“Andy, m’boy! Everybody knows me here!”

Uncle Hoppy’s own store-front mission was something of a puzzle to me.
Its doors were always open, and occasionally a stray derelict would wander
in, but only for a snooze or a bit of warmth; when it came time for services,
Uncle Hoppy usually found the chairs empty. This didn’t stop him. I
remember one day hearing him preach an entire sermon to the empty chairs.



“You missed our appointment this time,” Uncle Hoppy said to the people
who somehow had not found their way in. “But I’ll meet you out on the
street, and when I do, I’ll know you. Now listen to what God has to say to
you....”

When the sermon ended, I objected. “You’re too mystic for me,” I said.
“When I get to preach someday, I want to see real people out there.”

Uncle Hoppy only laughed. “Just you wait,” he said. “Before we get
home we will meet the man who was supposed to be in that chair. And
when we do, his heart will be prepared. Time and place are our own
limitations, Andy; we mustn’t impose them upon God.”

And sure enough, as we were walking home we were approached by a
streetwalker, and Uncle Hoppy plunged into the conclusion of his sermon
just as though she’d sat spellbound through the first forty minutes. That
night I slept in front of the fire again, and by morning this indefatigable
contractor and his wife had a new convert to Christianity.

At last one day came a letter from Glasgow: The long-awaited vacancy
had opened up. I was to report in time for the fall term.

We did a triumphal march around Mother Hoppy’s bed—Uncle Hoppy, a
stray vagabond, and I—until suddenly all of us at once realized that it
meant saying good-bye. I left London in September 1953 for the missionary
training school in Scotland.

This time I had no trouble finding my way to the address I wanted. I
walked up the hill carrying my suitcase until I came to Number 10 Prince
Albert Road. The building itself was a tall two-story house on the corner. A
low stone wall ran around the property. I could see the stump-ends of iron
railings in it, melted for scrap during the war no doubt. Over the entrance
on a wooden archway were the words “Have Faith In God.”

This I knew was the main purpose of the two-year course at Glasgow: to
help the student learn all he could about the nature of faith. To learn from
books. To learn from others. To learn from his own encounters. With fresh
enthusiasm I walked under the arch and up the white pebbled path to the
door.

My knock was answered by Kees. How good it was to look into that solid
Dutch face again. After we had slapped one another’s shoulders many
times, he seized my bag and ushered me to my top-floor room. He



introduced me to my three roommates, showed me the fire escape, and
pointed out where the rest of the 45 young people slept—men in one of the
attached houses, women in the other.

“And ne’er the twain shall meet,” Kees said. “We’re hardly supposed to
talk to the girls. The only time we can see them is at dinner.”

Kees sat with me through the formal introduction to the director, Steward
Dinnen. “The real purpose of this training,” Mr. Dinnen told me, “is to
teach our students that they can trust God to do what He has said He would
do. We don’t go from here into the traditional missionary fields, but into
new territory. Our graduates are on their own. They cannot be effective if
they are afraid or if they doubt that God really means what He says in His
Word. So here we teach not so much ideas as trusting. I hope that this is
what you are looking for in a school, Andrew.”

“Yes, sir. Exactly.”

“As for finances—you know of course, Andy, that we charge no tuition.
That’s because we have no paid staff. The teachers, the London people,
myself—none of us receives a salary. Room and board and other physical
costs for the year come to only ninety pounds—a little over two hundred
and fifty dollars. It’s as low as this because the students do the cooking,
cleaning, everything, themselves. But we do request the ninety pounds in
advance. Now I understand you will not be able to do this.”

“No, sir.”

“Well, it’s also possible to pay in installments, thirty pounds at the start
of each session. But for your sake and for ours we like to insist that the
installments be paid on time.”

“Yes, sir. I altogether agree.”

I did agree too. This was going to be my first experiment in trusting God
for the material needs of life. I had the thirty pounds I had brought from
Holland for the first semester’s fee. After that I really looked forward to
seeing how God was going to supply the money.

During the first few weeks, however, something kept happening that
bothered me. At mealtimes the students would frequently discuss
inadequate funds. Sometimes after a whole night in prayer for a certain
need, half of the request would be granted, or three-quarters. If an old
people’s home, for example, where students conducted services, needed ten
blankets, the students would perhaps receive enough to buy them six. The



Bible said that we were workers in God’s vineyard. Was this the way the
Lord of the vineyard paid His hired men?

One night I went out for a long, solitary walk. On several occasions
students had warned me not to “go into Patrick.” Patrick was the slum
sitting at the bottom of our hill. It was, they said, the home of addicts,
drunks, thieves, even murderers, and walking its streets was unsafe. And yet
this area drew me now as if it had something to say.

All around me were the dirty gray streets of Patrick. Litter blew across
the cobblestones. The September air was already raw. Before I had gone
five blocks I was accosted two times by beggars. I gave them all the money
I had in my pockets and watched as they moved without pretense toward
the nearest pub. I knew that these drifters, begging in the streets of the
Glasgow slums, would receive a better income than the missionaries-in-
training at the top of the hill.

I could not understand why this bothered me so. Was I greedy? I didn’t
think so. We had always been poor, and I had never worried about it. What
was it then?

And suddenly, walking back up the hill toward the school, I had my
answer.

The question was not one of money at all. What I was worried about was
a relationship.

At the chocolate factory I trusted Mr. Ringers to pay me in full and on
time. Surely I said to myself, if an ordinary factory worker could be
financially secure, so could one of God’s workers.

I turned through the gate at the school. Above me was the reminder
“Have Faith In God.”

That was it! It wasn’t that I needed the security of a certain amount of
money, it was that I needed the security of a relationship.

I walked up the crunchy pebblewalk feeling more and more certain that I
was on the verge of something exciting. The school was asleep and quiet. I
tiptoed upstairs and sat by the bedroom window looking out over Glasgow.
If I were going to give my life as a servant of the King, I had to know that
King. What was He like? In what way could I trust Him? In the same way |
trusted a set of impersonal laws? Or could I trust Him as a living leader, as a
very present commander in battle? The question was central. Because if He
were a King in name only, I would rather go back to the chocolate factory. I



would remain a Christian, but I would know that my religion was only a set
of principles, excellent and to be followed, but hardly demanding devotion.

Suppose on the other hand that I were to discover God to be a Person, in
the sense that He communicated and cared and loved and led. That was
something quite different. That was the kind of King I would follow into
any battle.

And somehow, sitting there in the moonlight that September night in
Glasgow, I knew that my probing into God’s nature was going to begin with
this issue of money. That night I knelt in front of the window and made a
covenant with Him. “Lord,” I said, “I need to know if I can trust You in
practical things. I thank You for letting me earn the fees for the first
semester. [ ask You now to supply the rest of them. If I have to be so much
as a day late in paying, I shall know that I am supposed to go back to the
chocolate factory.”

It was a childish prayer, petulant and demanding. But then I was still a
child in the Christian life. The remarkable thing is that God honored my
prayer. But not without first testing me in some rather amusing ways.

The first semester sped by. Mornings we spent in the classrooms
studying systematic theology, homiletics, world religions, linguistics—the
type of courses taught in any seminary. In the afternoon we worked at
practical skills: bricklaying, plumbing, carpentry, first aid, tropical hygiene,
motor repair. For several weeks all of us, girls as well as boys, worked at
the Ford factory in London, learning how to take a car apart and put it
together. In addition to these standard trades, we were taught to build huts
out of palm fronds and how to make mud jars that would hold water.

And meanwhile we took turns in the kitchen and the laundry and the
garden. No one was exempt. One of the students was a doctor, a German
woman, and I used to watch her scouring garbage pails as though she were
preparing a room for surgery.

The weeks passed so fast that soon it came time for me to head out on the
first of several training trips in evangelism. “You’re going to like this,
Andy,” said Mr. Dinnen. “It’s an exercise in trust. The rules are simple.
Each student on your team is given a one-pound banknote. With that you go
on a missionary tour through Scotland. You’re expected to pay your own



transportation, your own lodging, your food, any advertising you want to
do, the renting of halls, providing refreshments—~

“All on a one-pound note?”

“Worse than that. When you get back to school after four weeks, you’re
expected to pay back the pound!”

I laughed. “Sounds like we’ll be passing the hat all the time.”

“Oh, you’re not allowed to take up collections! Never. You’re not to
mention money at your meetings. All of your needs have got to be provided
without any manipulation on your part—or the experiment is a failure.”

I was a member of a team of five boys. Later when I tried to reconstruct
where our funds came from during those four weeks, it was hard to. It
seemed that what we needed was always just there. Sometimes a letter
would arrive from one of the boys’ parents with a little money. Sometimes
we would get a check in the mail from a church we had visited days or
weeks earlier. The notes that came with these gifts were always interesting.
“I know you don’t need money or you would have mentioned it,” someone
would write. “But God just wouldn’t let me get to sleep tonight until I had
put this in an envelope for you.”

Contributions frequently came in the form of produce. In one little town
in the highlands of Scotland we were given six hundred eggs. We had eggs
for breakfast, eggs for lunch, eggs as hors d’oeuvres before a dinner of eggs
with an egg-white meringue dessert. It was weeks before we could look a
chicken in the eye.

But money or produce, we stuck fast to two rules: We never mentioned a
need aloud, and we gave away a tithe of whatever came to us as soon as we
got it—within 24 hours if possible.

Another team that set out from school at the same time we did, was not
so strict about tithing. They set aside their ten percent all right, but they
didn’t give it away immediately, “in case we run into an emergency.” Of
course they had emergencies! So did we, every day. But they ended their
month owing money to hotels, lecture halls, and markets all over Scotland,
while we came back to school almost ten pounds ahead. Fast as we could
give money away, God was always swifter, and we ended with money to
send to the WEC work overseas.

There were times before the end of the tour, however, when it looked as
though the experiment was failing. One weekend we were holding meetings
in Edinburgh. We had attracted a large group of young people the first day



and were casting about for a way to get them to come back the next.
Suddenly, without consulting anyone, one of the team members stood up
and made an announcement.

“Before the meeting tomorrow evening,” he said, “we’d like you all to
have tea with us here. Four o’clock. How many think they can make it?”

A couple dozen hands went up, and we were committed. At first, instead
of being delighted, the rest of us were horrified. All of us knew that we had
no tea, no cake, no bread and butter, and exactly five cups. Nor did we have
money to buy these things; our last penny had gone to rent the hall. This
was going to be a real test of God’s care.

And for a while it looked as though He was going to provide everything
through the young people themselves. After the meeting several of them
came forward and said they would like to help. One offered milk; another,
half a pound of tea; another, sugar. One girl even offered to bring dishes.
Our tea was rapidly taking shape. But there was one thing still missing—the
cake. Without cake, these Scottish boys and girls wouldn’t consider tea tea.

So that night in our evening prayer time, we put the matter before God.
“Lord, we’ve got ourselves into a spot. From somewhere we’ve got to get a
cake. Will You help us?”

That night as we rolled up in our blankets on the floor of the hall, we
played guessing games: How was God going to give us that cake? Among
the five of us, we guessed everything imaginable—or so we thought.

Morning arrived. We half expected a heavenly messenger to come to our
door bearing a cake. But no one came. The morning mail arrived. We ripped
open the two letters, hoping for money. There was none. A woman from a
nearby church came by to see if she could help. “Cake” was on the tip of all
our tongues, but we swallowed the word and shook our heads.

“Everything,” we assured her, “is in God’s hands.”

The tea had been announced for four o’clock in the afternoon. At three
the tables were set, but still we had no cake. Three-thirty came. We put on
water to boil. Three-forty-five.

And then the doorbell rang.

All of us together ran to the big front entrance, and there was the
postman. In his hand was a large box.

“Hello, lads,” said the postman. “Got something for you that feels like a
food package.” He handed the box to one of the boys. “The delivery day is



over, actually,” he said, “but I hate to leave a perishable package
overnight.”

We thanked him profusely, and the minute he closed the door the boy
solemnly handed me the box. “It’s for you, Andrew. From a Mrs. William
Hopkins in London.”

I took the package and carefully unwrapped it. Off came the twine. Off
came the brown outside paper. Inside, there was no note—only a large
white box. Deep in my soul I knew that I could afford the drama of lifting
the lid slowly. As I did, there, in perfect condition, to be admired by five
sets of wondering eyes, was an enormous, glistening, moist, chocolate cake.

With this kind of experience behind me, I was not really surprised to find
waiting for me when we got back to school, a check from the Whetstras that
was exactly enough, when converted into pounds, to pay my second term’s
fee.

The second term seemed to go even faster than the first, so much was
there to grasp and to ponder. But before that term was over, I had received
money to keep me there a third, this time from—of all places—some
buddies at the veterans’ hospital. And so it went throughout the second year
too.

I never mentioned the school fees to anyone, and yet the gifts always
came at such a moment that I could pay them in full and on time. Nor did
they ever contain more than the school costs, and—in spite of the fact that
the people who were helping me did not know one another—they never
came two together.

God’s faithfulness I was experiencing continually, and I was also finding
out something about His sense of humor.

I had made a covenant with God never to run out of money for school
fees. My covenant said nothing about running out of soap. Or toothpaste. Or
razor blades.

One morning I discovered I was out of laundry soap. But when I reached
into the drawer where I kept my money, all I could find was sixpence.
Laundry soap cost eightpence.

“You know that I have to keep clean, God. So will You work it out about
the two pennies?” I took my sixpence and made my way to the street where
the shops were, and sure enough, right away I saw a sign. “Twopence off!



Buy your SURF now.” I walked in, made my savings, and strolled back up
the hill whistling. There was plenty of soap in that box to last, with care,
until the end of school.

But that very night a friend saw me washing out a shirt and shouted,
“Say, Andrew, lend me some soap, will you? I’m out.”

Of course I let him have the soap and said nothing. I just watched him
pour out my precious Surf, knowing somehow that he wasn’t going to pay it
back. Every day he borrowed a bit more of that soap, and every day I had to
use just a little bit less.

And then it was toothpaste. The tube was really finished. Squeezed,
twisted, torn apart, and scraped—finished. I had read somewhere that
common table salt makes a good dentifrice. And no doubt my teeth got
clean, but my mouth wore a permanent pucker.

And razor blades. I had not thrown away my used blades, and sure
enough the day came when I had to resurrect them. I had no hone, so I
stropped them on my bare arm. Ten minutes a day on my own skin: I
remained clean shaven—but it was at a price.

Throughout this time I sensed that God was playing a game with me.
Perhaps He was using these experiences to teach me the difference between
a Want and a Need. Toothpaste tasted good, new razor blades shaved
quicker—but these were luxuries, not necessities. I was certain that should a
real need arise, God would supply it.

And a true need did arise.

It was necessary for foreigners in Britain to renew their visas at periodic
intervals. I had to have mine renewed by December 31, 1954, or leave the
country. But when that month rolled around, I did not have a cent to my
name. How was I going to get the forms down to London? A registered
letter cost one shilling—twelve pennies. I did not believe that God was
going to let me be thrown out of school for the lack of a shilling.

And so the game moved into a new phase. I had a name for it by now. I
called it the Game of the Royal Way. I had discovered that when God
supplied money He did it in a kingly manner, not in some groveling way.

Three separate times, over the matter of that registered letter, I was
almost lured from the Royal Way. I was, that last year, head of the student
body and in charge of the school’s tract fund. One day my eye lit first on the
calendar—it was December 28—and then on the fund. It happened to



contain several pounds just then. Surely it would be all right to borrow just
one shilling.

And surely not, too. Quickly I put the idea behind me.

And then it was December 29. Two days left. I had almost forgotten how
bitter salt tasted and how long it took to strop a razor blade on my arm, so
intrigued was I over the drama of the shilling. That morning the thought
occurred to me that perhaps I might find those pennies lying on the ground.

I had actually put on my coat and started down the street before I saw
what I was doing. I was walking along with head bowed, eyes on the
ground, searching the gutter for pennies. What kind of Royal Way was this!
I straightened up and laughed out loud there on the busy street. I walked
back to school with my head high but no closer to getting the money.

The last round in the game was the most subtle of all. It was December
30. I had to have my application in the mail that day if it was to get to
London on the 31st.

At ten o’clock in the morning, one of the students shouted up the
stairwell that I had a visitor. I ran down the stairs thinking that this must be
my delivering angel. But when I saw who it was, my heart dropped. This
visitor wasn’t coming to bring me money, he was coming to ask for it. For
it was Richard, a friend I had made months ago in the Patrick slums, a
young man who came to the school occasionally when he just had to have
cash.

With dragging feet I went outside. Richard stood on the white-pebble
walkway, hands in pockets, eyes lowered. “Andrew,” he said, “would you
be having a little extra cash? I’m hungry.”

I laughed and told him why. I told him about the soap and the razor
blades, and as I spoke I saw the coin.

It lay among the pebbles, the sun glinting off it in just such a way that I
could see it but not Richard. I could tell from its color that it was a shilling.
Instinctively I stuck out my foot and covered the coin with my toe. Then as
Richard and I talked, I reached down and picked up the coin along with a
handful of pebbles. I tossed the pebbles down one by one, aimlessly, until at
last I had just the shilling in my hand. But even as I dropped the coin into
my pocket, the battle began. That coin meant I could stay in school. I
wouldn’t be doing Richard a favor by giving it to him—he’d spend it on
drink and be thirsty as ever in an hour.



While I was still thinking up excellent arguments, I knew it was no good.
How could I judge Richard when Christ told me so clearly that I must not.
Furthermore, this was not the Royal Way! What right had an ambassador to
hold on to money when another of the King’s children stood in front of him
saying he was hungry. I shoved my hand back into my pocket and drew out
the silver coin.

“Look, Richard,” I said, “I do have this. Would it help any?”

Richard’s eyes lit up. “It would, mate.” He tossed the coin into the air and
ran off down the hill. With a light heart that told me I had done the right
thing, I turned to go back inside.

And before I reached the door the postman turned down our walk.

In the mail of course was a letter for me. I knew when I saw Greetje’s
handwriting that it would be from the prayer group at Ringers’ and that
there would be cash inside. And there was. A lot of money: a pound and a
half—thirty shillings. Far more than enough to send my letter, buy a large
box of soap, treat myself to my favorite toothpaste—and buy Gillette
Supers instead of Blues.

The game was over. The King had done it His way.

It was spring, 1955. My two years at the Missionary Training College
were almost over, and I was eager to start work. Kees had graduated the
year before and was in Korea. His letters were full of the needs and
opportunities there, and the director asked me if I would consider joining
him.

And then one morning—quietly, without fanfare, as God’s turning points
so often come—I picked up a magazine, and my life has never been the
same since.

The week before graduation I went down into the basement of Number
10 to get my suitcase. There on top of an old cardboard box in the musty
cellar was a magazine that neither I nor anyone else at the school ever
remembered seeing before. How it got there I shall never know.

I picked it up and flipped through it idly. It was a beautiful magazine,
printed on glossy paper and bright with four-color pictures. Most of them
showed masses of marching youths parading the streets of Peking and
Warsaw and Prague. Their faces were animated, their steps vigorous. The
text, in English, told me that these young people were part of a worldwide



organization 96 million strong. Nowhere was the word Communist used,
and only occasionally did the word Socialist appear. The talk was all of a
better world, a bright tomorrow. And then, toward the back of the
magazine, there appeared an announcement of a youth festival to be held in
Warsaw that coming July. Everyone was invited.

Everyone?

Instead of putting the magazine down, I stuck it under my arm and
carried it with my suitcase back to my room. That night with no idea where
it would lead, I dropped a line to the Warsaw address mentioned in the
magazine. I told them frankly that I was training to be a Christian
missionary, and that I was interested in going to the youth festival to
exchange ideas: I would talk about Christ, and they could talk about
socialism. Would they be willing for me to come under these
circumstances? I posted the letter, and back bounced an answer. Most
certainly they wanted me to come. Since I was a student, reduced rates were
available. A special train would be leaving from Amsterdam. My
identification was enclosed. They looked forward to seeing me in Warsaw.

The only person in the world I told about this trip was Uncle Hoppy. He
wrote back, “Andrew, I think you should go. I am enclosing fifty pounds
sterling for your expenses.”

And in that moment—ijust as I left Scotland to head back home for
Holland—a dream began to take shape. It had flashed formlessly in and out
of my thoughts since the days at Ringers’, always vaporous and ill-defined
—until now.

It began my last day at the factory. There was a single card-carrying
Communist employed at Ringers’, a short, stout woman whose close-
cropped gray hair stood up on her head like a brush. She had a standard
pronouncement on everything from our wages (“slave”) to the Queen (an
“oppressor”). My evangelistic efforts, when she detected them, pushed the
button in her that released such statements as: “God-is-the-invention-of-the-
exploiter-class.” Being an utterly humorless person herself, she never
realized that people were laughing at her. In twenty years at the factory she
had not made a single convert.

I found her a pathetic, rather than a laughable, figure and at lunchtime
would often go to the table where she sat alone. The day I left Ringers’ I
stopped by the bench where she worked to say good-bye.



“You’re getting rid of me at last!” I said, hoping at least to keep our
parting friendly.

“But not of the lies you’ve told!” she flared back at me. “You’ve
hypnotized these people with your talk of salvation and pie-in-the-sky!
You’ve blinded them with . . .”

I sighed and settled myself for the opiate-of-the-people lecture. But to my
surprise, the angry voice faltered.

“Of course, they believed you,” she went on less certainly. “They’re
untrained. They haven’t been taught dialectical argument. They think just
what they want to think.

“After all”—her voice was so low I could scarcely hear—*if you could
choose, who wouldn’t choose, well God—and all that.”

I glanced at her swiftly and thought I saw the unthinkable: I thought I
saw tears in her eyes.



Behind the Iron Curtain

oming back to Witte after two years in England was like living through

one of those experiences that “has happened before.” Just as when I
returned from Indonesia, everything in the village that hot morning in July
1955 was so precisely as it had been when I left it that at first I had the
uncomfortable feeling that no time had elapsed at all. Geltje was out in the
garden hanging up clothes when I stepped across the little bridge onto our
plot of land. Here, though, there was a difference: A little boy was playing
on the front stoop—Geltje’s son.

“Hi!” I called around him. “Anybody home? It’s Andy!”

And once again, everyone suddenly appeared. There were the shouts and
hugs, the catching up, the attack on the problem of logistics: who would
sleep where when Uncle Andrew was home.

The next several days were spent visiting friends. I went to see Mr.
Ringers at the factory. I visited Miss Meekle, who threw her hands into the
air with astonishment at my English, and with Kees’s family. I called on the
Whetstras, where I discovered to my surprise that they were about to move
to Amsterdam. They had done well in their flower-export business and
wanted to be closer to the big shipping offices.

Last of all, I went down to Ermelo to visit my brother Ben and his wife.
Very casually I asked him if he had heard anything about Thile.

“Yes,” he said, just as casually. “I read last year that she’d been married.
A baker, I believe.”

And because there seemed nothing more to say, neither of us said
anything at all.



The train for Warsaw left Amsterdam July 15, 1955. I was astonished at
the number of students who had been attracted by the festival. Hundreds of
young men and women milled about the station. For the first time I began to
believe the extravagant figures I had read in the magazine.

My suitcase was heavy. In it were just a few clothes—a change of linen
and some extra socks. Most of the bag was filled with small 31-page
booklets entitled “The Way of Salvation.” If the Communists had attracted
me to their country with literature, I was going to carry in literature of my
own. Karl Marx had said, “Give me twenty-six lead soldiers and I will
conquer the world,” meaning of course the twenty-six letters of the
alphabet. Well, this game could be played both ways: I was going to Poland
with editions of this powerful little book in every European language.

And so, with the suitcase almost tearing away from its handle, and my
new corduroy pants squeaking at every step, I climbed aboard the train. A
few hours later I was standing in Warsaw’s Central Station, waiting for my
hotel assignment. I felt very alone. I knew not a single person in all of
Poland, nor a single word of the language. From all over the world
thousands upon thousands of young people were converging on Warsaw for
purposes opposite my own. As we waited, I found myself praying, and I
wondered if mine were the only prayers offered in this enthusiastic,
laughing, confident throng.

My “hotel” turned out to be a school building that had been converted
into a dormitory especially for this occasion. I checked in and was assigned
to a mathematics classroom that held thirty beds. As soon as possible I left
the hotel and went out into the Warsaw streets, wondering what I was
supposed to do next. Rather aimlessly I boarded a public bus and suddenly,
as we wove our way through traffic, I knew what I was supposed to do. I
had learned a little German during the occupation, and I knew that there
was a large German-speaking minority in Poland. So, taking a deep breath,
I said aloud in German: “I am a Christian from Holland.” Everyone near me
stopped talking. I felt horribly foolish. “I want to meet some Polish
Christians. Can anyone help me?”

Silence. But then, as she rose to leave the bus, a fat woman pressed her
face near mine and whispered an address in German. Then she said the
words “Bible shop.”

My pulse raced. A Bible shop? In a Communist country? I found the
address, and sure enough there it was: a Bible shop plain as day. The



window was filled with Bibles, red-letter editions, foreign translations,
pocket Testaments. But the shop was barred with a heavy grill, and the door
was padlocked. There was a notice pasted on the door, which I carefully
copied word for word and took back to the hotel.

My group leader smiled. “It’s a notice of vacation,” he said. “‘Closed for
holidays. Will open again July 21.””

So I had to wait.

Our routine for the three weeks was established early. We were supposed
to go on the official sightseeing tour in the morning and to listen to
speeches in the afternoon and evening.

I followed the routine for a few days. It was clear that we were being
shown a well-scrubbed face of Warsaw. New schools, thriving factories,
high-rise apartments, overflowing shops. It was all very impressive. But I
wondered what I would see if I managed to get off by myself, alone.

One morning I decided to try just that. I rose early and, before the rest of
my group came down for breakfast, was out of the building.

What a day it was. Up and down the broad avenues of Warsaw I walked,
saddened by the signs of war violence everywhere. Whole blocks were
bombed out, blocks the sightseeing tours had avoided. Slum areas
abounded, meat shops with long queues, men and women with rags for
clothes. One scene in particular stands out in my memory. There was a
bombed-out section of town in which families lived like rabbits in a warren.
These people had dug their way into the basements and were making their
homes in them. I saw a little girl playing barefoot in the dust and debris. I
had a Polish booklet with me, which I handed to her, along with a small
banknote. She looked at me in surprise and ran up the mound of rubble. In a
moment a woman’s head appeared, sticking up out of the ground. She
stumbled forward, holding the tract and the bill. Behind her came a man.
They were filthy, and they were both drunk.

I tried speaking to them in German and in English and even in Dutch, but
they just looked at me blankly. I told them in pantomime to read the
booklet, but from the way they held it I realized at last that they could not
read. They simply kept shaking their heads, and at last with a smile and a
shake of my own I left them.



Sunday came. This was a big day on the agenda. We were to take part in
a demonstration at the stadium. Instead, I went to church.

Newspapers in Holland had carried so many stories about the house
arrest of Polish church leaders and the closing of seminaries that I had had
the impression that all religion in Poland had gone underground. Obviously
this was not so. The Bible shop was apparently still operating. I had passed
Catholic churches with the doors wide open. Were there, I wondered,
Protestant churches still functioning too?

I didn’t want to ask at the school for directions to a church, since I was
supposed to be at the rally. So I slipped out and found a taxicab. “Good
day,” I said in Polish. The driver smiled back and rattled off a long happy
sentence. But “good day” was all the Polish I had learned, and when I asked
him in German to take me to a church, his face fell. I tried English and he
looked blanker still.

I folded my hands as in prayer, then opened them as if reading. Next I
crossed myself and shook my head. No, not a Catholic service. Again I
pantomimed reading the Bible. The driver was smiling again. He started
across town, and sure enough he had understood: We stopped at a red brick
building that boasted two spires. Ten minutes later I was seated at a
Reformed Church service behind the Iron Curtain.

I was surprised at the size of the congregation; the church was about
three-quarters full. I was surprised, too, at the number of young people. The
singing was enthusiastic, the sermon apparently Scripture-centered, as the
preacher was constantly referring to his Bible. When the service was over, I
waited in the rear of the sanctuary to see if I could find anyone who spoke a
language I spoke. My clothes must have marked me as a foreigner, for
before long I heard the word:

“Welcome.”

I turned and found myself looking into the face of the pastor. “Could you
wait a moment?” he said in English. “I should like to speak with you.”

And I with him!

After most of the congregation had left, the pastor and a handful of
young people volunteered to answer my questions. Yes, they worshiped
openly and with considerable freedom, as long as they stayed clear of
political subjects. Yes, there were members of the church who were also
members of the Communist Party. Well, the regime had done so much for



the people that one just closed an eye to the rest. “It is a compromise, yes,”
said the pastor with a shrug of his shoulders, “but what can you do?”

“What church do you belong to at home?” one of the young men asked in
excellent English.

“Baptist.”

“Would you like to go to a Baptist service?”

“Very much indeed.”

He got out pencil and paper and wrote down an address for me. “There’s
a service tonight,” he said.

And that evening, after learning from the rest of the Dutch delegation
how boring the day’s endless speeches had been, I set out by taxi once
again, this time armed with a specific address.

The service was already in progress when I arrived. There was a smaller
turnout here. The people were less well-dressed, and there were almost no
teenagers. But an interesting thing happened. Word was passed to the
minister that a foreigner was in the congregation, and I was immediately
asked to come up on the platform and speak to them. I was astonished. Did
they have this amount of freedom?

“Is there anyone here who speaks German or English?” I asked, not
realizing that I had discovered a technique I would use often in the future. It
happened that there was a woman in the congregation that night who spoke
German. Through her I preached my first sermon behind the Iron Curtain. It
was short and insignificant except for one inescapable fact: Here I was, a
Christian from the other side of the Iron Curtain, standing up and preaching
the Gospel in a Communist country.

At the end of my little talk the pastor said the most interesting thing of
all. “We want to thank you,” he said, “for being here. Even if you had not
said a word, just seeing you would have meant so much. We feel at times as
if we are all alone in our struggle.”

That night, lying on my cot in the mathematics classroom, I got to
thinking about how different these two churches had been. One, apparently,
was following the route of cooperation with the government: It attracted
larger crowds, it was acceptable to young people. The other, I felt, was
walking a lonelier path. When I asked if Party members attended their
services, the answer was “Not that we know about!” I was learning so much
so fast that it was difficult to assimilate it all.



I had been in Poland nearly a week! At last it was July 21, the day the
Bible shop reopened. I left the hotel early and walked through the almost
empty avenues until I got to the address on New World Street.

Just before nine o’clock a man hurried down the street, stopped in front
of the Bible shop, bent over, and inserted a key in the lock.

“Good morning,” I said in Polish.

The man stood up and looked at me. “Good morning,” he said a trifle
distantly.

“Do you speak either English or German?” I asked in English.

“English.” He looked up the street. “Come in.”

The proprietor switched on lights and began raising shades. While he
worked I introduced myself. The proprietor grunted. Then it was his turn.
He showed me his shop: his many editions of the Bible, the wide range of
prices available. And all the while he was eliciting fragments of information
from me, trying to establish just who I really was.

“Why are you in Poland?” he asked suddenly.

“If one member suffers, all suffer together,” I quoted from 1 Corinthians.

The proprietor looked at me steadily. “We have not been talking about
suffering,” he said. “On the contrary, I have been telling you how free we
are to publish and distribute Bibles.” And with that he started to tell a story
that would illustrate, he said, how well Christians got along with the
regime. Even Stalin, before his recent death, had smiled on the work of the
Bible shop.

One day, he said, two officials came into the shop and handed him a
written order. To celebrate Stalin’s birthday, every shop was to display his
picture in its window surrounded by a selection of its choicest wares.

“Of course,” the proprietor said, “I was eager to cooperate. I went
shopping that very day and found just what I wanted: a very large color
picture of Stalin, arms folded, looking downward with an affectionate smile
on his lips. I placed the picture in my window. Then I chose my most
expensive Bible and opened it to some words of Christ written in red, just
below the approving eyes of Stalin. Everyone seemed to like my display,
for soon a crowd gathered and every face was smiling. The People’s Police
arrived. ‘“Take that down!’ they ordered. ‘Oh no, sir,” I said. ‘I could not do
that, for here are my orders from the Government in black and white.’”

I was laughing, but the proprietor was not. There was not even a twinkle
in his eye. It was my first encounter with the dry double entendre that plays



such a part in the life of the Christian community behind the Iron Curtain.
Hastily I arranged my features to match the sober expression of his own.

As we talked several customers came in. I was interested to see how busy
the little shop was. When we were alone again, I asked the proprietor if
there were Bible stores in other Communist countries. “Some yes, some
no,” he said. He began dusting the shelves. “I understand that in Russia
Bibles are very scarce indeed. In fact, they tell me fortunes are being made
there. A man smuggles ten Bibles into Russia and sells them for enough to
buy a motorcycle. He drives the motorcycle back into Poland or Yugoslavia
or East Germany and sells it for a fat profit, with which he buys more
Bibles. That’s just hearsay of course.”

All that morning I visited with the Bible shop owner, and when it came
time to say good-bye, I did it regretfully. Walking back to the school, I tried
to make sense of the visit. Here was a store selling Bibles openly to anyone
who wanted one—hardly an example of the religious persecution we had so
often heard about in Holland. And yet my friend was as circumspect in his
talk as if he were carrying on an illegal trade. There was an uneasiness, a
tension in the air that told me all was not as it seemed.

As yet I had not attempted the principal thing I had come to do. I wanted
to hand out my “twenty-six lead soldiers” openly on the street, to see what
would happen.

So for several days running I stood on corners, I went to the marketplace
—bright with fresh summer vegetables—I rode the trams, and everywhere I
handed out my booklets.

I had never seen trams as crowded as these. There were riders on the
platforms, on the couplings, on the hubs. I remember once squeezing onto a
rear platform, holding my tracts over my head so they would not be
crushed. A peasant woman near me looked up at the pamphlets and crossed
herself.

“Ja. Ja,” she said in German. “This is what we need in Poland.”

That was all. But I knew that we had really met, she the Catholic from
Eastern Europe, I the Protestant from the West. There on the crowded
tramway platform we had met as Christians.

As the days passed and no evil consequences followed the distribution of
my booklets in public for all to see, I began to feel exhilarated about the



possibilities in this unexpected mission field. And then one day I discovered
how deep my own defeatist attitudes still ran. I believed that I had passed
out Christian literature in every conceivable setting. But one morning in the
daily Quiet Time that I had observed ever since L.ondon days, I thought
about the military barracks just up the street from the school. Not only had
it never occurred to me to pass out booklets to the soldiers there, but the
very sight of their uniforms made me quicken my steps in the other
direction.

How blind could you get! I of all people ought to have known that the
uniform doesn’t make the man. The day before the festival ended I walked
up to the group of six Red soldiers standing guard and handed each of them
a booklet. The men glanced at the booklets, at me, then at each other. I told
them I was Dutch and found that one of them spoke German.

“It must make you very bitter, the American occupation,” one of them
said.

“The what?”

“The occupation of Holland by the American Air Force.”

I was in the midst of trying to explain that we were not an occupied
country when the soldiers all suddenly came to attention. Up walked an
officer, barking orders in Polish as he came. The six soldiers wheeled
smartly and marched away double time. But I noticed that they carried their
booklets with them.

“What was it you gave these men?” said the officer in German.

“This, sir.” I handed him one of the little books. He looked at it carefully.
Two hours later it was I who broke away. We were scheduled to leave the
next day, and I had a dozen travel forms to fill out. As we parted, the
officer, a Russian Orthodox by birth, wished me Godspeed and a safe
journey.

The next morning was our last in Warsaw. I was up even earlier than
usual and out on the street at sunup. I found a bench on one of the broad
avenues, wiped off the dew, and sat down with my pocket Testament on my
knee. I had a special purpose in coming out so early. I wanted to pray for
each person I had encountered on my trip. For a long time that morning I
pictured the places and the people I had seen. On three Sundays I had
visited Presbyterian, Baptist, Roman Catholic, Orthodox, Reformed, and
Methodist churches. Five times I had been asked to speak during a service. I



had visited a Bible shop, talked with soldiers and an officer, with people on
street corners and on trolley cars. I prayed for each one.

And as I sat praying I heard the music.

It was coming toward me down the avenue. Martial, smart, with a sound
of voices singing. And then I saw it—the perfect climax to the visit: the
Parade of Triumph that ended the festival.

This was the other side of the picture. For over against the one little Bible
shop and the occasional Christian I had met, was this mammoth
counterfact: the tremendous strength of the regime.

Here they came now, the young Socialists, marching down the avenue.
Not for a moment did I believe they were there under coercion. They
marched because they believed. They marched eight abreast: healthy, vital,
clean-cut. They marched singing, and their voices were like shouts. On and
on they came for ten minutes, fifteen minutes, rank after rank of young men
and young women. . . .

The effect was overwhelming. These were the evangelists of the
twentieth century. These were the people who went about shouting their
good news.

And part of the news was that the old shackles and superstitions of
religion, the old inhibiting ideas about God, no longer held. Man was his
own master: The future was his to take.

What should we of the West do about them, these thousands of young
people still marching past me, clapping now with a terrifying rhythm?

Kill them? This was the answer the Nazis had offered.

Let them win by default? Much as I loved and respected the WEC and its
training college, it had never once sent a man behind the Iron Curtain.

What should we do then? What should I do?

The Bible in my lap lay open, pages ruffling in the morning breeze. I put
down my hand to hold them still and found that I was looking at the book of
Revelation. My fingers were resting on the page almost as though they were
pointing. “Awake,” said the verse at my fingertips, “and strengthen what
remains and is on the point of death. .. .”

Suddenly I realized that I was seeing the words through a blur of tears.
Could it be that God was speaking them to me right now, telling me that my
life work was here behind the Iron Curtain, where His remnant Church was
struggling for its life? Was I to have some part in strengthening this
precious thing that remained?



But that was ridiculous! How could I? As far as I knew, back then in
1955, there was not a single missionary working in this largest of all
mission fields. What could I, one person without funds or organization, do
against an overwhelming force like the one passing in front of me now?



The Cup of Suffering

ur train pulled into Amsterdam right on schedule. I got off with the rest

of the crowd, corduroy trousers still squeaking, but carrying a suitcase that
was considerably lighter than it had been going to Warsaw.

I did not go directly to Witte. Instead, I went to see the Whetstras in their
new Amsterdam home.

It was a beauty: a handsome brown brick house in a pleasant, tree-lined
street near the river. Parked in front was a shining new Volkswagen, light
blue, which Mr. Whetstra had also written me about. I put my suitcase
down on the sidewalk and tried the little car’s door.

“Well, son, what do you think of her?”

I turned around to find Mr. Whetstra smiling at me. He took me for a
short spin around the waterfront.

“But enough of showing off,” he said. “You must tell us about your visit
to Poland.”

So for the rest of the afternoon I told the Whetstras about my trip. I told
them, too, about the Bible verse that apparently had been given me in such
an uncanny way.

“But how would I go about strengthening anything?” I said. “What kind
of strength do I have?”

Mr. Whetstra shook his head. He agreed with me that one lone Dutchman
was scarcely an answer to the kind of need I had been describing. It was
Mrs. Whetstra who understood.

“No strength at all!” she answered me joyously. “And don’t you know
that it is just when we are weakest that God can use us most? Suppose now



that it wasn’t you but the Holy Spirit Who had plans behind the Iron
Curtain? You talk about strength. . . .”

My return to Witte was coupled with a pleasant surprise.

Neighbors dropped in all evening with questions, the basic ones all of us
were asking in 1955 when travel behind the Curtain was just beginning and
the Communist world was still cloaked in mystery. But finally the last guest
clomped across our little bridge, and it was time for bed. I stretched,
reached for my nearly empty suitcase, and started to follow Cornelius up
the ladder to the loft.

“Just a minute, Andy,” said Geltje.

I stopped.

“We have something to show you!”

I got down off the ladder and followed Geltje into the room off the parlor
that had once been Mama’s and Papa’s. Every inch of it was filled with
memories: Bas’s wasted form beneath the blanket; Mama during the last
months of the war—too weak to lift her head from that pillow. . . .

“With the new room for Papa finished over the shed, Andy,” Geltje was
saying, “we’ve decided you should have this for your headquarters.”

I couldn’t find my breath. In my wildest dreams of bliss, I had never
imagined a room of my own. In this small house I knew at what sacrifice
Arie and Geltje were making me this gift.

“Until you’re married!” Papa boomed from the living room. Papa was
beginning to make frequent remarks about his 27-year-old bachelor son.
“Just until you’re married!”

I somehow found words to say, “A room of my own!” That night after
the rest of the family had gone to bed, I closed my own door and went
around my room just feeling my furniture.

“Thank you for a chair, Lord. Thank you for a bureau. . . .” I would build
a desk. I’d put it there, and I’d spend hours here in my room, studying and
working and planning.

I had not been home a week before the invitations began to come in.
Churches, clubs, civic groups, schools; everybody wanted to know about
life behind the Iron Curtain.

I accepted them all. In part I needed the payment they offered. But I had
an even stronger reason. Somehow I felt sure that through the speeches I



was going to be shown what I was to do next.

And that’s what happened.

A church in Haarlem where I was to speak had posted advertisements all
over town stating that my subject was to be “How Christians Live Behind
the Iron Curtain.” I would never have presumed to speak on such a topic
after a three-week visit to one city. But at least the announcements did draw
a crowd—the hall was jammed. And they drew something else: a group of
Communists.

I recognized them right away—some of them had been on the trip—and I
wondered what heckling I might be in for. To my surprise, however, they
made no move either during the speech or during the question period that
followed. But afterward one of the women came up to me. She had been a
leader of the Dutch delegation in Warsaw.

“I didn’t like your talk,” she said.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t think you would.”

“You told only part of the story,” she said. “Obviously you haven’t seen
enough. You need to travel more, visit more countries, meet more leaders.”

I said nothing. What was she leading up to?

“In other words, you ought to take another trip, and that’s what I’ve come
to suggest.” I held my breath. “I am in charge of selecting fifteen people
from Holland to take a trip to Czechoslovakia. They’ll be gone four weeks.
There’ll be students and professors and people in communications, and
we’d like someone from the churches. Would you come?”

Was this God’s hand? Was this the next door opening in His plan for me?
I decided to put the question before Him once again in terms of money. I
knew I didn’t have funds for such a trip. “If You want me to go, Lord,” I
said in a flash prayer beneath my breath, “You will have to supply the
means.”

“Thanks,” I said aloud, “but I could never afford such a trip. I’m sorry.” I
began to pack away the pictures of Warsaw I had brought with me.

I could feel the lady staring at me.

“Well,” she said finally, “we can work that out.”

I looked up. “What do you mean?”

“About the expenses. For you, there will be no charge.”



And so began my second trip behind the Iron Curtain. It was much like
my visit to Poland except that the group was smaller and I had a lot more
trouble getting off by myself. I kept wondering what it was God wanted me
to learn in Czechoslovakia.

And toward the end of the four weeks I found the answer. Everywhere
we had been told about the religious freedom that people enjoyed under
Communism. Here in Czechoslovakia, our guide told us, there was even a
group of scholars, paid by the State, who had just finished a new translation
of the Bible and were even now working on a Bible dictionary.

“I would very much like to visit these men,” I said.

So that afternoon I was taken to a large office building in the heart of
Prague. It was the Interchurch Center—the headquarters for all Protestant
churches in Czechoslovakia. My first impression was astonishment at the
size of the physical facilities that the Church was able to maintain. I was led
into a suite of offices where scholarly looking gentlemen in black coats sat
behind heavy tomes and piles of paper. These were the men, I was told, who
had worked on the new translation. I was very impressed. But gradually
some amusing facts began to emerge. I asked if I might see a copy of the
new translation, and was shown a bulky, much-fingered manuscript.

“Oh. The translation has not been published yet?” I asked.

“Well, no,” said one of the scholars. His face seemed sad. “We’ve had it
ready since the war, but . . .” He glanced at the tour director and let his
sentence drift off.

“What about the Bible dictionary? Is that ready yet?”

“Almost.”

“But what good will it do to have a dictionary of the Bible and no Bible?
Are there earlier translations?”

The scholar looked again at the tour director as if trying to decide how
much he could say.

“No,” he finally blurted out. “No. It’s very difficult. Very difficult to find
Bibles here nowadays.”

The tour director considered the interview over. I was shepherded out
without having a chance to ask more questions. But the damage had been
done. I had glimpsed the subterfuge. Rather than make a frontal attack on
religion in this devout nation, the new regime was playing the game of
Frustration. It was sponsoring a new translation of the Bible—a translation



that never quite got published. It was sponsoring a new dictionary of the
Bible—only there were no Bibles to go with the dictionary.

The next day I asked our guide to take me to the Interdenominational
Book Store at Jungmanova No. 9. I was determined to see for myself how
difficult it was to buy a Bible. The shop was well stocked with music,
stationery, pictures, statues, crosses, books that were more or less related to
religion. In any similar shop in Holland there would be an entire section of
the store devoted to different editions of the Scriptures.

“May I see a red-letter Bible, please?” I asked the saleswoman. By now I
had discovered that, between English and German, I rarely had any trouble
communicating.

The saleswoman shook her head. “I’m sorry, sir. Those are out of stock
right now.”

“Well, how about a standard black-and-white edition?”

But these too, it seemed, were temporarily unavailable.

“Ma’am,” I said, “I have come all the way from Holland to see how the
Church is faring in Czechoslovakia. Are you going to tell me that I can
walk into the largest religious bookstore in the country and not be able to
buy a single Bible?”

The saleswoman excused herself and disappeared into the back of the
store. There was a rapid and somewhat excited discussion behind the
curtain, followed by the sound of paper rattling. And then the manager
himself appeared, carrying a parcel already wrapped in brown paper.

“Here you are, sir.” I thanked him. “It’s that new translation that makes
Bibles scarce,” the manager said. “Until that comes out, new Bibles just
aren’t being printed.”

It was our last day. Big plans had been made for us. We were to go out of
Prague on a tour of model communities in the countryside. Then we were to
come back for dinner, a press conference, and final good-byes.

I might possibly have suffered through this schedule for the sake of
politeness, except for one thing: It was Sunday. It was my last chance to
worship with Czech believers without having a “guide” hovering nearby.

I had planned my escape for days. I had noticed that the rear door of our
tour bus had a faulty spring: Even in “closed” position there was a gap over
a foot wide between it and the doorjamb. By holding my breath . . .



As the bus pulled away from the hotel that last day, I was in the last seat.
At every traffic light I sized up my chances for slipping out that door
unseen. But too many heads were turning, taking in the sights of the city. At
last came a chance when every neck was craned forward, staring at the
heroic bronze figure of a man on horseback. I never learned who it was, for
as the tour director began describing it, I sucked in my breath, squeezed
through the opening, and stepped down into the street. The air brakes
hissed, and the powerful motor revved up. I was alone in Prague.

Half an hour later I was standing in the vestibule of a church I had
spotted on a previous tour of the city, watching people come in. I was
particularly anxious to see how a church could function without Bibles.
Occasionally someone carried a hymnal, more rarely a Bible. But one thing
that puzzled me—many people brought looseleaf notebooks. What were
they for?

The service began. I took a seat in the back and immediately had a
surprise. Almost everyone seemed farsighted! The owners of the hymn
books held them out at arm’s length, high in the air. Those with looseleaf
notebooks did the same. And then I realized: The people with books were
sharing them with those who had none. In the notebooks were copied, note
by note and word by word, the favorite hymns of the congregation.

It was the same with the Bibles. When the preacher announced the text,
every Bible owner in the congregation found the reference and held his
book high so that friends nearby could follow the reading. As I watched
those men and women struggling literally to get close to the Word, my hand
closed over the Dutch Bible in my coat jacket. How much for granted I had
always taken my right to own this Book. I thought that I would never reach
for it again without remembering the old granny in front of me now,
standing almost on tiptoe, squinting as she strained to see the words in the
Bible her son held aloft.

After the service I introduced myself to the preacher. When I mentioned
that I had come from Holland chiefly to meet with Christians in his country,
he seemed overwhelmed.

“I had heard,” he said, “that Czechoslovakia was going to begin opening
its borders. I didn’t believe it. We’ve been—" he looked around—*“almost
imprisoned since the war. You must come and talk with me.”

Together we went to his apartment. It was only later that I learned how
dangerous a thing for him this was in the Czechoslovakia of 1955. He told



me that the Government was trying to get a total grip on the Church. It was
the Government that selected theological students—choosing only
candidates who favored the regime. In addition, every two months a
minister had to renew his license. A friend had recently had his renewal
application denied—no explanation. Each sermon had to be written out
ahead of time and approved by the authorities. Each church had to list its
leaders with the State. That same week in Brno five brethren were on trial
because their church did not permit the naming of leaders.

It was time for the second service at the church.

“Would you come and speak to us?” he asked suddenly.

“Is that possible? Can I really preach here?”

“No. I did not say ‘preach.” One must be careful with words. As a
foreigner you can’t preach, but you can bring us ‘greetings’ from Holland.
And—" my friend smiled—*if you wanted to, you could bring us
‘greetings’ from the Lord.”

My interpreter was a young medical student named Antonin. First I
brought greetings from Holland and the West. That took a couple of
minutes. And then for half an hour I brought greetings to the congregation
“from Jesus Christ.” It worked so well that Antonin suggested we try the
device again in another church. All in all, that day I preached four times and
visited five different churches. Each was memorable in its own way, but the
last one most of all. For it was there that I received the Cup of Suffering.

It was seven o’clock in the evening, already dark on that November day. I
knew that by now the tour group would be really anxious about me. It was
time I tried to find them.

But even as I was thinking this, Antonin asked me if I would visit just
one more church, “where I think they especially need to meet someone
from Outside.”

So once more we traveled across Prague until we came to a small out-of-
the-way Moravian church. I was astonished at the number of people there,
especially young people. There must have been forty people between the
ages of 18 and 25. I spoke my greetings and then answered questions.
Could Christians in Holland get good jobs? Did anyone report you to the
Government when you went to church? Could you attend church and still
get into a good university?

“You see,” Antonin told me, “it’s unpatriotic to be a Christian in
Czechoslovakia these days. Some of these people have been blackballed at



work. Many have missed out on education. And that”—he took a small box
from the hands of a young man who stood beside him—*“is why they want
you to have this.”

The young man was speaking to me very earnestly in Czech.

“Take this to Holland with you,” Antonin translated, “and when people
ask you about it, tell them about us and remind them that we are part of the
Body, too, and that we are in pain.”

I took the box and opened it. Inside was a silver lapel ornament in the
shape of a tiny cup. I had seen several of the young people wearing them
and had wondered what they were.

Antonin was pinning it to my jacket. “This is the symbol of the Church in
Czechoslovakia. We call it the Cup of Suffering.”

When Antonin had left me at the hotel, I thought again about those
words. I realized that we in Holland were as insulated from the real facts of
modern Church history as were the Christians in Czechoslovakia. The Cup
of Suffering was the symbol of a reality that we had to share.

Right now, however, I had another reality to face. Where would I
rendezvous with my group? They were not at the hotel—nor did anyone
there know where the farewell dinner was to have been held. I went to a
restaurant where we had eaten several times. “No, monsieur, the group from
Holland did not eat here tonight.”

“Well, is it too late for me to have a sandwich?”

“Of course not, monsieur.”

I had taken one bite of the sandwich when the door of the restaurant flew
open and the tour director walked in. She glanced swiftly around the room,
then sighted me. Her shoulders collapsed in an involuntary sigh of relief.
But the next instant her face flushed with anger. She fairly ran to my table,
flung a bill at the waiter, and indicated the door with a jerk of her head. It
was obvious that she did not trust herself to speak.

Outside waiting for us at the curb was a government car—a long black
limousine with its engine running, driven by a most unpleasant looking
man. He got out as we approached, opened the door, and then locked it
behind us. Where were they taking me? Remembering the Hollywood
version of such scenes, I tried to keep track of where we were going.



And as I did, the humor of the situation came to me. Because we were
going to the hotel.

Just before the car stopped, the tour director spoke her first words. “You
have held the group up half a day. We have called every hospital, every
police station. We finally called the morgue. Unfortunately, you were not
there! Where have you been?”

“Oh,” I said, “I got separated. And so I walked around. I really am sorry
for the trouble I've caused you.”

“Well, I want to tell you officially, sir, that you are no longer welcome
here. Should you attempt to enter this country again, you will discover as
much for yourself.”

And so I did. A year later I applied again for a visa to Czechoslovakia
and was turned down. I tried once more two years after that and again was
refused. It was five years before I was allowed back inside that beautiful
land. And meanwhile I had seen such persecution of Christians that
Czechoslovakia by contrast seemed a place of freedom and liberty.



The Foundations Are Laid

he next few months seemed to be pure frustration. The trips to Poland

and Czechoslovakia had come about almost without my thinking about
them. But now when I began to make inquiries about return visits to these
places and trips to other Iron Curtain countries, I encountered month after
month of officialdom: questionnaires, delays, forms in triplicate—but never
a visa.

Even my own little room posed problems. In Czechoslovakia I had
thought so often about that room waiting for me at home and longed to be
back in it. Now I discovered a drawback I could never have anticipated.
Perhaps it was the very fact that it was so snug and comfortable; at any rate
the room itself came to symbolize for me the fact that I was very much
alone.

Day after day as I sat in that room drafting letters to consulates, I would
dream of a wife who would share both the room and the vision of work
behind the Curtain. On more lucid days I would laugh at myself: If
missionary work was a poor life to offer a beautiful girl—the girl in my
dreams was gorgeous—what would she say to this new mission field I had
glimpsed, where separation and secrecy and uncertainty would be the best I
could offer? These, as I say, were objections that reason raised; the girl
herself, being a dream girl, never mentioned them.

Money was another problem. Although neither Geltje nor Arie ever
mentioned the subject, I knew that I should be participating in the expenses
of the household. Shortly after I had come back from my trip to Poland, the
Dutch magazine Kracht Van Omhoog had asked me to write a series of
articles for them about my experiences behind the Iron Curtain. I was no



writer, and I did nothing about the invitation. But now as I sat in my little
room with my empty wallet on the homemade desk in front of me, I seemed
to hear God say, “Write those articles for Kracht Van Omhoog.”

I was mystified by the command. Surely it could have nothing to do with
the need for money about which I had just then been praying: The magazine
offered no payment.

But that sense of insistence was there, and in sheer obedience I sat down
and wrote about what I had observed not only in Poland but also in
Czechoslovakia. I mailed the articles the next day, along with some
photographs. The editor acknowledged them with his thanks—but without
money as | expected—and I dismissed the whole matter from my mind.

And then one morning there was another letter from Kracht Van
Omhoog. A strange thing was happening: Although nowhere in the article
had I mentioned money or indicated that I was even considering another
trip to these places, from all over Holland readers were sending in money. It
was never very much, just a few guilders at a time. But the editor wanted to
know where he should send them.

And thus began the most amazing story of supply. The first gifts from my
unknown friends were small because my needs were small. I wanted to help
Geltje with the household expenses; my old jacket was worn out; I had
promised Antonin that I would try to mail him a copy of the Czech Bible.
And to meet these small needs there was a small income from readers of
Kracht Van Omhoog. Later as my work expanded and there was greater
need, so too did contributions from readers increase. It was only when there
was need for really large sums, years later, that God turned elsewhere for
our funds.

But something far more important than money came out of the first
contact with Kracht Van Omhoog. In the mail one morning came a letter
from the leader of a prayer group in the village of Amersfoort. The Holy
Spirit, the letter said, had instructed them to get in touch with me; they
didn’t know why—but could I pay a visit to Amersfoort?

I was immediately intrigued. If the Holy Spirit was directing people’s
actions so minutely today, this was the very thing I needed to know more
about. I went to Amersfoort. The group of about a dozen men and women
met in the home of a man named Karl de Graaf, a builder of dikes.

I had never met a group like this. Instead of a planned program for the
evening, with a leader and a study topic as with the other prayer groups I



had attended, these people seemed to spend most of their time listening.
There was an occasional prayer said aloud—in no particular order around
the room—but these prayers were more like outbursts of love and praise for
God than thought-out petitions. It was as though every individual in that
room sensed that God was very close, and in the delight of His company
wanted nothing, needed nothing, except occasionally to express the joy
bubbling up inside.

Occasionally, in the listening, expectant stillness, one of the group would
apparently hear something else: some instruction, some piece of
information, that came from outside his own knowledge. This too would be
spoken aloud. “Joost’s mother, in America, needs our prayers tonight.” “We
thank You, Lord, that our prayer for Stephje has just now been answered.” 1
was so caught up in this new kind of prayer experience that when the others
got up to go and Mrs. de Graaf led me to my room, I could scarcely believe
the clock on the dresser: It was four-thirty in the morning.

Several days later I was working in my room on a new article for Kracht
Van Omhoog when Geltje knocked on the door.

“There’s someone to see you, Andrew. I don’t know him.”

I went out to the front stoop, and there was Karl de Graaf. “Hello!” 1
said, surprised.

“Hello, Andy. Do you know how to drive?”

“Drive?”

“An automobile.”

“No,” I said, bewildered. “No, I don’t.”

“Because last night in our prayers we had a word from the Lord about
you. It’s important for you to be able to drive.”

“Whatever on earth for?” I said. “I’ll never own a car, that’s for sure.”

“Andrew,” Mr. de Graaf spoke patiently, as to a slow-witted student, “I’'m
not arguing the logic of the case. I’m just passing on the message.” And
with that, he was striding across the bridge to his waiting car.

The idea of learning to drive seemed so farfetched that I did nothing
about it. But a week later the dike builder drove up to the door again.

“Have you been taking your driving lessons?”

“Well—not exactly. . ..”

“Haven’t you learned yet how important obedience is? I suppose I’'m
going to have to teach you myself. Hop in.”



That afternoon I sat behind the wheel of a motor vehicle for the first time
since that disastrous morning eleven years earlier when I had driven the
Bren carrier full speed down the company street. Mr. de Graaf returned
again and again, and so skilled a teacher was he that a few weeks later I
took my driving test and passed it the first time around—a rare thing in
Holland. I still could see no reason why I—who didn’t even own a bicycle
anymore—should be carrying an automobile driver’s license around in my
pocket. But Mr. de Graaf refused to speculate. “That’s the excitement in
obedience,” he said. “Finding out later what God had in mind.”

And then occurred the event that for a while drove everything else from
our minds. In the fall of 1956 came the Hungarian Revolt and with it the
flight to the West of hundreds of thousands of terrified and disillusioned
people, not only from Hungary but from Yugoslavia and East Germany and
every other Communist country. These refugees were herded into vast
camps near the borders where conditions were said to be unthinkable. A
man spoke in front of the burgomaster’s house in Witte, asking for
volunteers to help in the camps. I went in the first bus to leave Holland.

The volunteers occupied only the front of the bus; the rest of the bus was
filled with food, clothing, and medicine to be divided equally among the
largest refugee camps, located in West Germany and Austria.

Nothing I had heard prepared me for what we found. Ten families in a
room was commonplace, some of them trying to preserve a vanished way of
privacy by hanging up their blankets for walls during the daytime.

We plunged into this sea of need like swimmers on the edge of the ocean,
passing out clothing and medicine, writing letters, trying to locate separated
families, making visa applications. And of course, whenever I could, I held
prayer services. And it was here that I made an astonishing discovery. Most
of these people knew literally nothing about the Bible. Those who had
grown up under the old regimes were largely illiterate. The younger ones,
who had been raised under Communism, were better educated but of course
not in the Bible.

And so I began, working mostly through interpreters, holding a few small
classes in the most basic kind of Bible education. I knew from experience
how powerful this knowledge can be, but I was scarcely prepared for its
effect on lives in which it was totally new. People who had been sunk in



despair became pillars of strength for a whole barracks. I saw bitterness
change to hope, shame to pride.

I remember one old couple, escapees from Yugoslavia. The wife was
smelly and fat and had chin hairs an inch long. She at least tried to keep the
area around their beds picked up and tidy, but her husband, unsettled by the
move from his ancestral farm, just sat on the edge of his cot, rocking
endlessly back and forth day after day.

They began attending the Bible class I taught in their barracks. At first
they appeared thunderstruck at what they heard. The old man wept as he
listened, letting tears fall unchecked into his lap. By about the fourth class I
noticed that the woman’s chin hairs were gone, and the husband had begun
to shave.

Tiny details, of course, except for what they said about two people
awakening to a sense of themselves as beloved children of God.

“If only,” said the old man after the class one day, and then he stopped.

“If only what?” the interpreter prodded.

“If only I had known all of this years ago, back home, back in
Yugoslavia.”

That too was becoming my dream.

The clothing and other supplies we had brought to the camps had long
since run out, and we returned to Holland to try to collect more. While I
was home I went once more to the Yugoslavian consulate to apply, as I had
before, for a visa.

Once again there were forms in triplicate to fill out, photographs (which I
now ordered by the score) to affix, the unpromising “This will take some
time to process.” Only once in filling out the application blank did I
hesitate. There it was, halfway down the page, the familiar space for
“occupation.” I had the feeling that mine had weighed against me before in
these applications. But what was the phrase we had been taught in
Glasgow? Walk in the Light, nothing hidden, nothing concealed, everything
open and transparent for all to see. And so, as I had before, I wrote
MISSIONARY in block letters, and left the completed forms on the desk.



When our bus was filled again with blankets and clothing, powdered
milk and coffee and chocolate, we set out again for the refugee camps. I
was working in West Berlin when the telegram came about Papa. He had
died in his garden.

I caught the next train home. The simple little funeral was held at the
graveside. As is the custom in land-hungry Holland, Mama’s grave was
reopened and Papa’s casket lowered to rest on top of hers.

Now the old house was empty indeed. How I missed the booming voice
that had filled it from floor to rafters. How I missed the round-shouldered
form bent so patiently over the rows of lettuce and cabbages, missed his
love for growing things.

I went back to Germany and threw myself harder than ever into the work
with the refugees. The Hungarian Revolt had brought the newest wave of
escapees, but actually the camps in West Berlin were old ones, forgotten by
the world until this latest event made headlines. In these camps had lived
for years the leftovers of the second world war, the homeless, the displaced,
the stateless thousands created by the Nazi madness. To me, these people
were the saddest of all, especially the children. I met eleven- and twelve-
year-olds who had never seen the inside of a real house. Two single persons
received greater allotments of space and clothing than a married couple, so
marriage was rare, and most of the children were illegitimate. For months I
worked to get a group of these youngsters into Holland. I knew plenty of
families ready to take them—Geltje and Maartje would have taken some—
but again and again the children failed to pass the health requirements. In
those cold, damp barracks TB was endemic. The posters on the walls
offering entry into Sweden or the United States for young adults free of
disease were a mockery to the sick who made up 90 percent of every camp.

It was while I was in the midst of this hopeless and heartbreaking work
that one morning during the Quiet Time that was now an integral part of
every day wherever I was, I had the most remarkable impression. It was just
as though I heard a voice tell me: “Today you are going to get the visa for
Yugoslavia.”

I was incredulous. I had almost forgotten about my pending applications
for travel there and other places, so wrapped up had I been with the camps.
Still, T found myself glancing out the window of the volunteer hostel,
watching for the morning mail. When I saw the carrier coming, I ran down



to meet her. “A letter for you from Holland!” she said and fished around in
her bag.

I took the letter from her. The address in Witte was crossed out, and
above it, in Geltje’s handwriting, was the street and number of the hostel in
Berlin. In the left-hand corner of the envelope was the seal of the
Yugoslavian embassy at The Hague. “Thank you!” I said, and right there on
the corner I ripped the letter open and stared uncomprehending at its
contents. The Yugoslav government regretted to inform me that my
application for a visa had been denied. That was all. No explanation.

What did it mean? Surely I had received some kind of advance
knowledge about this letter. But my message had been that the visa was
granted. Could it be that I was to go to the Yugoslavian consulate in Berlin
and make a new application? I ran up to my room, snatched up a set of
photographs, and headed for the tramway. Within an hour I was once more
filling out those long triplicate forms. And once more I came to the line
“Occupation.” This was the one, I suspected, that was causing all the
trouble.

“Lord,” I said under my breath, “what shall I put here?”

And all at once I was recalling the words of the Great Commission: “Go
ye, and teach all nations. . . .” Then, I was a teacher, wasn’t I? On the
application form I wrote TEACHER and handed the forms across the desk.

“If you will have a seat over there, sir, I will examine your application
right now.”

The official disappeared into another room. I waited an anxious twenty
minutes during which time it seemed to me that I could hear the chatter of a
telegraph key. But it must have been a mistake, because the clerk came back
all smiles to wish me a happy journey into his country.

I had to tell someone the good news. My folks? We didn’t have a
telephone, and it was awkward going through the neighbors. The
Whetstras? That was it! I’d telephone the Whetstras.

I placed a station-to-station call and got Mr. Whetstra himself on the line.

“This is Andrew calling. How lucky to find you home in the middle of
the day.”

“I thought you were in Berlin.”

“Iam.”



“We were so sorry to hear about your father.”

“Thank you. But this call is good news, Mr. Whetstra. I just had to tell
you. I have in my hand two pieces of paper. One is a letter from the
Yugoslavian consulate in Holland turning down my request for a visa, and
the other is my passport, stamped with a visa by the Yugoslav people here.
I’ve got it, Mr. Whetstra! I’'m going behind the Curtain as a missionary!”

“Andrew, you’d better come home for your keys.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Whetstra, this is a bad connection. I thought you said
keys.”

“I did. To your Volkswagen. We’ve talked it all over, and there’s no
untalking us. Mrs. Whetstra and I decided months ago that if you got the
visa, you also got our automobile. Come home and pick up the keys.”

Once in Amsterdam I really did try to talk them out of it. Such a big gift.
I just didn’t see how I could accept it.

“What about your business?” I asked them.

“Our business?” Mr. Whetstra spoke the words scornfully. “Andrew, you
are on the King’s business! No, we’ve prayed about it, and these are our
orders.”

And so that same afternoon, misgivings still struggling with delight, I
went with Mr. Whetstra to get the papers signed over and became the still-
unbelieving owner of an almost-new, beautiful blue Volkswagen.

The only disagreeable part of the experience was driving into Witte.

I tried to enter town unnoticed, but you can’t slip unobserved into a little
Dutch town like Witte with a bright blue Volkswagen. The entire village
immediately gathered around, wanting to know whose car it was, and—as I
had guessed would happen—not liking it when I told them it was my own.
What was the son of a blacksmith doing with an automobile?

“Religion is a good business, eh, Andy?” said one man rubbing the
material of his own coat between his fingers. He winked broadly.

Everyone laughed, and although I told them again and again that it was a
gift from the Whetstras, I could see that they still didn’t like it: The
blacksmith’s son shouldn’t be driving a car. The families of Witte had often
given me pennies from their grocery money for my work in the refugee



camps. That money stopped now. My relationship with my hometown was
never quite the same again.

But I had work to do. I spent several days planning my itinerary, scouring
Amsterdam for any kind of Christian printed matter in Yugoslav languages,
and going over the car for places to conceal what I found. I spent a little
time, too, wondering how God was going to supply the money for this trip.

The end of March was my target date. Before then I drove down to see
Karl de Graaf. I couldn’t wait to see his face when he saw the car—the
visible proof of what he’d known only by faith till then.

But Mr. de Graaf showed no surprise whatever. “Yes,” he said, “I thought
you’d have it by now. Because,” he went on, drawing an envelope from his
pocket, “God has told us that you will be needing an additional sum of
money these next two months. And here it is.”

He placed the envelope in my hand. I didn’t even open it. By now I knew
enough of this remarkable group to be sure that the envelope contained
precisely the amount I would need for the trip. And so with a heart full of
thanks I said good-bye to him, to the Whetstras, to my family, and left
Holland for Yugoslavia, behind the Iron Curtain.



[Lanterns in the Dark

ust ahead was the Yugoslav border. For the first time in my life I was

about to enter a Communist country on my own instead of in a group
invited and sponsored by the government. I stopped the little VW on the
outskirts of the tiny Austrian village and took stock.

The Yugoslav government in 1957 permitted visitors to bring in only
articles for their personal use. Anything new or anything in quantity was
suspect because of the black market thriving all over the country. Printed
material especially was liable to be confiscated at the border, no matter how
small the quantity, because coming from out of the country, it was regarded
as foreign propaganda. Now here I was with car and luggage literally
bulging with tracts, Bibles, and portions of Bibles. How was I to get them
past the border guard? And so, for the first of many times, I said the Prayer
of God’s Smuggler:

“Lord, in my luggage I have Scripture that I want to take to Your children
across this border. When You were on earth, You made blind eyes see. Now,
I pray, make seeing eyes blind. Do not let the guards see those things You
do not want them to see.”

And so, armed with this prayer, I started the motor and drove up to the
barrier. The two guards appeared both startled and pleased to see me. I
wondered how much business came their way. From the way they stared at
my passport, it might have been the first Dutch one they had ever seen.
There were just a few formalities to attend to, they assured me in German,
and I could be on my way.

One of the guards began poking around in my camping gear. In the
corners and folds of my sleeping bag and tent were boxes of tracts. “Lord,



make those seeing eyes blind.”

“Do you have anything to declare?”

“Well, I have my money and a wristwatch and a camera. . . .’

The other guard was looking inside the VW. He asked me to take out a
suitcase. I knew that there were tracts scattered through my clothing.

“Of course, sir,” I said. I pulled the front seat forward and dragged the
suitcase out. I placed it on the ground and opened the lid. The guard lifted
the shirts that lay on top. Beneath them, and now in plain sight, was a pile
of tracts in two different Yugoslavian languages, Croatian and Slovene.
How was God going to handle this situation?

“It seems dry for this time of year,” I said to the other guard, and without
looking at the fellow who was inspecting the suitcase, I fell into a
conversation about the weather. I told him about my own homeland and
how it was always wet on the polders. Finally, when I could stand the
suspense no longer, I looked behind me. The first guard wasn’t even
glancing at the suitcase. He was listening to our conversation. When I
turned around he caught himself and looked up.

“Well, then, do you have anything else to declare?”

“Only ‘small’ things,” I said. The tracts were small after all.

“We won’t bother with them,” said the guard. He nodded to me that I
could close the suitcase and with a little salute handed me back my
passport.

b

My first stop was Zagreb. I had been given the name of a Christian leader
there, whom I shall call Jamil. The name had come from the Dutch Bible
Society, which listed him as a man who occasionally ordered Bibles in
quantity. However, they had not heard from him since Tito had become
premier in 1945. I hardly dared hope that he would still be living at the
same address, but with no other choice, I had written a carefully worded
letter stating that toward the end of March a Dutchman might visit his
country. And now I was driving into Zagreb looking for his address.

To underline the wonders of that first Christian contact in Yugoslavia, I
shall have to tell what happened to my letter, even though of course I did
not know the whole story until later. It had been delivered to the address all
right, but Jamil had long since moved. The new tenant did not know his
whereabouts and returned the letter to the post office. There it was held up



for two weeks while a search was made for Jamil’s new address. On the
very day I entered Yugoslavia it was finally delivered. Jamil read it,
puzzled. Who was this mysterious Dutchman? Was it safe to try contacting
him?

With nothing better than a vague feeling that he should do something,
Jamil boarded a tram and went to his old apartment house. But then what?
Jamil stood on the sidewalk wondering how to proceed. Had the Dutchman
already arrived and gone about asking for a certain Jamil? Did he dare go to
the new tenant with the suspicious story that someday an unknown
Dutchman might call asking for him? What on earth should he do?

And it was at that moment that I pulled up to the curb and stopped my
car. I stepped out not more than two feet away from Jamil, who of course
recognized me at once from my license plates. He seized my hands, and we
put our stories together.

Jamil was overjoyed at having a foreign Christian in his country. He
repeated the theme I had heard first in Poland, that my “being there” meant
everything. They felt so isolated, so alone. Of course he would help me set
up contacts with the believers in his country. He knew just the man to
translate for me. So a few days later, with a young engineering student
named Nikola as my guide and interpreter, I set off in my blue Volkswagen
to bring “greetings” to the Yugoslavian Christians.

On this first car trip behind the Iron Curtain I discovered that I had
energy I never dreamed of. My visa was good for fifty days. For seven
straight weeks I preached, taught, encouraged, distributed Scripture. I held
more than eighty meetings during those fifty days—speaking as many as six
times on a Sunday. I preached in large cities, hamlets, isolated farms. I
spoke openly in the North, covertly in the South, where Communist
influence was strongest.

At first glimpse it did not seem to me that the Church in Yugoslavia was
under any particular persecution. I had to register with the police when I
moved into a new district, but I was free to visit believers even in their
homes. Churches operated openly. After a while I abandoned the pretext of
bringing “greetings” and simply began to preach. No one objected. Except
for certain restricted areas, mostly along the borders, I was free to travel
wherever I chose within the country, with no government guides to check
on my activities.



This amounted to a real kind of freedom, much more than I had expected.
But bit by bit as I got to know Yugoslavia better, I became aware of the
slow wearing-down process the government was exerting on Christians.
The effort seemed to be centered on the children. Leave the old folks alone,
but wean the young people away from the Church.

One of the first churches Nikola and I visited was a Roman Catholic one
in a small village not far from Zagreb. I noticed that there was not a single
person under twenty in the entire congregation, and I asked Nikola about it.
In answer he introduced me to a peasant woman who had a ten-year-old
son.

“Tell Brother Andrew why Josif is not here,” said Nikola.

“Why is my Josif not with me?” she asked. Her voice was bitter.
“Because I am a peasant woman with no education. The teacher tells my
son there is no God. The government tells my son there is no God. They say
to my Josif, ‘Maybe your Mama tells you differently, but we know better,
don’t we? You must remember that Mama has no education. We will humor
her.” So? My Josif is not with me. I am being humored.”

A few days later in another town, we were visiting a Christian family
when I saw a little girl playing in the dust outside the house in the middle of
the day.

“Why isn’t she in school?” I asked Nikola.

From the mother he learned the story. Marta was accustomed to saying
grace before meals at home. When it came time for the school lunch, Marta
had given thanks aloud as she always did, without even thinking about it.
The teacher had been angry. Who had supplied this food, God or the people
through their own good government? “That was a wicked thing to say,
Marta. You will fill the other children’s minds with nonsense.”

But the next day, so deeply was the habit ingrained, that Marta did it
again, and for this she had been expelled.

It was in Macedonia, however, that we encountered the first signs of real
fear on the part of churchgoers. The poorest of Yugoslavia’s six states,
Macedonia is also the area where the Party is strongest. Our first speaking
date in this part of the country was scheduled for ten o’clock in the
morning. When we reached the church, however, not a soul was there.

“I can’t understand it,” Nikola said, getting out the letter we had received
from the pastor. “I’m sure this is the right place.”



At eleven we decided it was useless to wait any longer. We went outside
to where we had parked the car. Just as we were getting in, one of the
villagers strolled past, paused long enough to shake my hand warmly, wish
me Godspeed, and wander on. I was just turning again to open the door of
the car when another villager ambled past, and the scene was repeated. For
45 minutes that morning the entire village just happened to be out for a
stroll, and as luck would have it, they all happened to pass the visiting
preacher’s automobile so that they could meet him and shake his hand.

Even Nikola was puzzled as to how to interpret this. A few days later we
had an evening meeting scheduled in another town in Macedonia. The
pastor invited us to dinner before the service at eight. At five minutes
before eight I suggested to the pastor that we start for the church.

“No,” he said, looking outside. “It is not yet time.”

At 8:15 I brought the subject up again. “Don’t you think people will be
waiting?”

“No, the time is not yet.” Again I noticed he looked outside before he
answered.

At 8:30 the pastor finally went to the window, peered out, and nodded.

“Now we can go,” he said. “The people won’t come to church, you know,
until it gets dark. It isn’t that we are doing anything illegal. But—well—it
pays to be cautious.”

And then I saw the sight I was to become so familiar with all over
Macedonia. From the darkened countryside kerosene lamps began to
appear. The peasants came slowly across the fields, in twos and threes,
never more, each man carrying a lamp. Then came the townspeople from
the little mud houses that lined the only road, lanterns low so that their faces
were in shadow.

No one seemed to mind being recognized once he was inside the church;
after all, everyone there was taking the same risk.

The lamps were hung on hooks along the side of the room so that there
was a warm and pleasant glow for the meeting. I spoke on Nicodemus,
coming late in the night to make inquiries of Christ. He, too, I said, had felt
it advisable to seek the Lord under cover of darkness. It didn’t matter. Time
and place would always dictate how we made our first steps toward God.
More than two hundred persons had come that night to hear the foreigner
speak. Eighty-five of them used the occasion to commit their lives anew to



the Christian way, even when that way led for the time being through
darkness.

It was in another village in Macedonia that we had our only serious
encounter with the police.

I had told Nikola that I wanted to visit Christians in both the large cities
and the small towns. Nosaki was a small town, all right. Just getting there
was an undertaking.

We had picked up a second guide to steer us through Macedonia—which
Nikola knew scarcely at all—a wonderful Christian whom everyone called
“Little Uncle.” Now Uncle pointed to two tracks across a field and assured
us that this was the road to Nosaki. The tracks got fainter and the ruts
deeper until the undercarriage of the car was scraping the soft earth, and at
last we found ourselves driving across a freshly ploughed field.

“So much for your road,” I said. “How much farther, Uncle?”

“But we’re here!” he said, pointing to a clump of trees in the distance.

So we got out of the car and tramped across the field until we got to the
little collection of mud huts called Nosaki. There was supposed to be a
church here, but we saw no trace of one. Nikola made inquiries and learned
that there was in fact a church in the village, but it had only one member.
She was the widow Anna, who had converted her home into a church—to
which no one came.

We went to visit Anna. She was amazed that a missionary had come to
her little village.

“But I should not be surprised,” she corrected herself. “Have I not been
praying for help?”

Anna showed us her church. It was forbidden to hold religious services in
a private home, so Anna had simply closed off one room and put a sign on
it reading “Molitven Dom” (“Prayer House”). When she put up the sign,
there were raised eyebrows among the village’s few Party members, but no
one really objected. After all, Anna was quite alone in this silly superstition
of hers, and she was harming nobody.

Now, however, a preacher was here. Word flew from cottage to cottage.
Almost no one in the village had ever laid eyes on anyone from outside
Macedonia, let alone from a foreign country.



Whether this was the appeal or whether there were more religious
reasons, I do not know. But that evening after dark it was as if the fields
were alive with glowworms weaving and blinking their way across the
fields to Anna’s house. We began by teaching them a hymn, and then we
told them the Gospel story, for Anna assured us that the younger generation
had never heard it. We were singing a second hymn when suddenly there
was a loud pounding on the door.

Everyone stopped singing.

Anna opened the door, and there stood two uniformed police. They
walked to the front of the room. For a long time they simply stood there,
running their eyes over the congregation. Then they went to one side of the
room to get a better look at faces. Finally, they took out their notebooks and
began writing down names. When they had finished, they asked a few
questions about Nikola and me and then left as abruptly as they had come.

But the meeting was not the same after that. Several villagers went home
at once. Those who stayed sang with no enthusiasm. When the time came
for an altar call, I was surprised that anyone would raise his hand, and yet
several did.

“You have seen tonight what following Christ might mean,” I said. “Are
you sure you want to become His men?”

And still a few insisted. So a little church was born that evening, but it
never had a chance to grow. Nikola wrote me a year later that it had been
stamped out by the government. For helping us, “Little Uncle” was
deported from the country. He is now living in California in the United
States. Anna’s Molitven Dom was closed down.

As for himself, Nikola wrote, he had been summoned to court in Zagreb
to account for his part in the evening. He had been reprimanded by the
judge and fined the equivalent of fifty dollars but nothing worse. He
believed the fact that he was a student had saved him from harsher
treatment.

Why the government chose this particular isolated church to attack while
it left others alone, neither Nikola nor I have ever understood.

The roads in Yugoslavia were extraordinarily hard on cars. When we
weren’t climbing fierce mountain trails, we were fording streams at the
bottom of steep valleys.



But the worst threat to the little VW was the dust. Dust lay over the
unpaved roads like a shroud; it sifted in on us even through the closed
windows, and I hated to think what it was doing to the engine. Every
morning in our Quiet Time, Nikola and I would include a prayer for the car.
“Lord, we don’t have either time or the money for repairs on the car, so will
You please keep it running?”

One of the peculiarities of travel in Yugoslavia in 1957 was the friendly
road-stoppings that took place. Cars, especially foreign cars, were still such
a rarity that when two drivers passed each other, they almost always
stopped to exchange a few words about road conditions, weather, gasoline
supplies, bridges. One day we were dusting along a mountain road when up
ahead we spotted a small truck coming toward us. As it pulled alongside,
we also stopped.

“Hello,” said the driver. “I believe I know who you are. You’re the Dutch
missionary who is going to preach in Terna tonight.”

“That’s right.”

“And this is the Miracle Car?”

“The Miracle Car?”

“I mean the car that you pray for each morning.”

I had to laugh. I had mentioned the prayer in a previous meeting; the
word had obviously gone on ahead. “Yes,” I admitted, “this is the car.”

“Mind if I take a look at her? I'm a mechanic.”

“I’d appreciate it.” I had put gasoline in that engine, and that was literally
all since I had crossed the border. The mechanic went around to the rear and
lifted the hood over the motor. For a long time he stood there, just staring.

“Brother Andrew,” he said at last, “I have just become a believer. It is
mechanically impossible for this engine to run. Look. The air filter. The
carburetor. The sparks. No, I’m sorry. This car cannot run.”

“And yet it’s taken us thousands of miles.”

The mechanic only shook his head. “Brother,” he said, “would you
permit me to clean your engine for you and give you a change of oil? It
hurts me to see you abuse a miracle.”

Gratefully we followed the man to his village a few miles from Terna.
We pulled behind him into a little courtyard filled with pigs and geese. That
night while we preached he took the engine apart, cleaned it piece by piece,
changed the oil, and by the time we were ready to leave the next morning,
presented us with a grinning new automobile. God had answered our prayer.



We drove into Belgrade on the first of May, 1957. May Day, the high
holy day of Communism. There wasn’t a bed or a seat in a restaurant to be
found in the entire city.

Nikola and I would have slept in the car that night if the pastor of the
church at which we were to speak had not taken us into his own home. And
it was in this church that we had the experience that has shaped my ministry
down to the present moment.

Nikola and I stood on the platform facing a crowded room. It was so full
that we did not even have room to put up the flannelgraph with which I
illustrated my stories of the gospels. Halfway through the service someone
started hammering. The next thing we knew, they had taken a door right off
its hinges so that an overflow crowd in the choir room could hear. These
were not the solemn-eyed country people I had come to love, but a
sophisticated, fairly well-dressed city congregation.

Well, after the talk, Nikola and I gave an altar call. We asked that
everyone who wanted to commit their life to Christ, or who wanted to
reaffirm a previous commitment, raise their hand.

Every hand in the room went up.

Surely they hadn’t understood! I explained again how serious a step this
was. I made the conditions of discipleship under a hostile government
painfully clear. And then I made a second appeal, this time asking the
people to stand.

The entire congregation stood.

I was astonished. I had never seen such readiness. Carried away by their
spirit, I launched into an enthusiastic description of the daily disciplines of
prayer and Bible reading that turn newborn children in Christ into mature
soldiers in His ranks.

I was outlining the plan for Bible study that we had been taught at the
Missionary Training College when I noticed a change had come over the
room. For the first time people in this responsive congregation were not
meeting my eye. They were looking at their hands, the pew backs,
anywhere but at me.

Puzzled, I turned to the pastor. He, too, seemed embarrassed as he told
me through Nikola, “Prayer, yes, that we can do each day. I like what you
have said about this. But Bible reading . . . Brother Andrew, most of these
people do not have Bibles.”



I stared at him in disbelief. I had got used to the idea in rural churches.
But in educated, cosmopolitan Belgrade?

I turned to th