
 

God’s Men and Women in World Missions 
 

Brother Andrew (1928 -    ): Smuggling Bibles behind the Iron Curtain 

He walked slowly, falling behind the group. Once they were seated he crept noiselessly away, 

praying they wouldn’t see his escape. Sweating, he skimmed through the door, into freedom. 

 

He is Brother Andrew, not on one of his dangerous missions through the Iron Curtain but instead he 

is sneaking out of church. As a child Andrew perfected his scheme to get out of church. Since the 

church pew was not quite big enough for his family, Andrew always managed to “sacrifice” his 

own pleasure and sneak away instead. During the first part of his life anything semi-spiritual made 

Andrew very nervous, from his mother’s hymns to praying before a meal.  

During WWII Andrew managed to play the pranks he had perfected on his brothers to the Germans. 

In their own way, he and his friends fought their fight. A certain general once had some problems 

with his car. The mechanics were never sure quite what the problem was, some suggested that there 

was sugar in his gasoline…Andrew’s mother never mentioned the sugar she noticed missing from 

her cupboards.  

When the war finally ended Andrew was well into his life, years wise yet he wasn’t going anywhere 

with his work. After some pressure from his parents he came upon a brilliant idea! He would join 

the army. Soon he was sent off to the East Indies, now known as Indonesia. There he commenced to 

kill the “rebellious” people, which consisted of almost everyone. The constant killing hardened his 

heart…leaving him a cold person. He got a death wish, wearing a bright yellow hat whenever on a 

mission. Shouting to the enemy “Shoot me if you can!” One day they could. His team was 

surrounded on three sides; they were starting to get desperate when a burning pain shot through 

Andrew’s ankle. He was hit. Luckily the doctors didn’t have to amputate his leg, however Andrew 

was faced with living the rest of his life as a cripple.  

During his stay at the hospital and through his recovery Andrew began to read his bible. Eventually 

he became a Christian fanatic: reading the bible cover to cover, going to all the church services he 

could, getting as much religion as he could. Finally he was “smacked in the face” to use a cliché, 

and his father thought he was going crazy. That night in bed, he pondered what had happened to 

him. He recalled a story one of his nurses had told him. If you cut a hole in a coconut just big 

enough for a monkey’s hand then put a stone in the coconut, a monkey will try to get the stone out 

however the hole isn’t big enough for the monkey’s fist with the stone in it. However the monkey 

won’t let go of the stone therefore getting his hand stuck in the coconut forever. Brother Andrew 

realized he needed to let go. To give himself up to God. From that day on Andrew’s love for God 

has been as real as possible.  

Soon after this Andrew applied to a Bible school in England. His application was rejected and that 

afternoon he went to a secluded place to pray. There he agreed to go to England anyway, despite the 

language barrier and his lameness. Then and there he took what he called the “Yes step” as he 

stepped onto his weak ankle it twinged. At first Andrew believed he had injured it again but as soon 

as he saw his ankle it became clear that God had healed him. So, on faith he traveled to England, 

telling the seminary that he would wait but there would soon be a place for him. And so there was. 

Andrew became the first student at the school to graduate without a diploma, not because he didn’t 

do well enough but because he didn’t want the help of a diploma to get him onto the mission field, 

he only needed the help of God.  



 

Andrew’s first trip behind the Iron Curtain was rather ironic. He saw an article in a magazine 

featuring a Communist youth festival in Warsaw, Poland. After sending a letter asking permission 

to come as a missionary, surprisingly he got a positive answer. The festival touched all the good 

parts of the Soviet Union, displaying the beautiful city of Warsaw. One day Andrew was separated 

from the group. As he wandered around by himself he found a whole different part of the city. A 

part where people lived in holes and boxes. Their lives were a mass of rubble. He also found that 

there were almost no bibles in the Soviet Union. After visiting a few churches to bring “greetings” 

from the west (and the Lord), Andrew was convinced that this was his mission field.  

Thus began his mission. His first trip through the Curtain was into Yugoslav and was an immense 

success. At the border he began the tradition of muttering a quick Smuggler’s Prayer. “Lord, please 

make seeing eyes blind.” With a car full of bibles and tracts, the Lord covered the guards’ eyes and 

let Brother Andrew through. The whole time in Yugoslav he drove on very dusty roads, praying all 

the while that his car would bear up under the conditions. When a mechanic finally checked his car, 

he gave the surprising announcement that there was no way this car could actually run. Dust 

clogged everything that could be clogged. Here is an example of one of the many ways God took 

care of Brother Andrew. Saving him from many near escapes and other minor things such as car 

problems.  

From then on the Open Doors Mission, which started with one man and a suitcase full of literature 

grew into a huge mission bringing the Word to “more than 60 countries” reports Open Doors. The 

mission continues to grow as they spread the Word behind all the “Iron Curtains” in the world. 



 

Jim Elliot (1927 – 1956): Christian Martyr in Ecuador 

“He is no fool who gives up what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot lose.” 

Death for nothing? Many people thought it was a tragic waste of a life when Jim Elliot died trying 

to contact the Aucas. Jim was a very dedicated man who was physically and spiritually ready to go 

the mission field of Ecuador. His life and death by the Aucas continues to inspire Christians. Yet, 

how many Christians would risk their life for an opportunity to share the gospel? Jim Elliot, a 

young modern martyr, gave what he could not keep and gained what he could not lose.  

Philip James Elliot was born on Oct. 8, 1927, in Portland, Oregon to Fred and Clara Elliot. He was 

born into a family of three siblings. His father was an itinerant non-sectarian evangelist in the Puget 

Sound area and his mother conducted a chiropractic practice. Growing up, many missionaries 

visited his home. This proved to be an important influence in his life. When Jim was eight years 

old, he accepted the Lord Jesus Christ into his heart.  

Jim attended Benson Polytechnic High School, majoring in architectural drawing and participating 

in football. He was also such a talented actor that his teachers urged him to enter professional 

theater. Jim developed his talent of preaching during his high school years. In his senior year he was 

elected class president.  

When Jim graduated from high school, his brother recommended Wheaton College which he 

entered in 1945. He and his roommate, Pete Fleming, devoted their lives to Christ. He was granted a 

scholarship but had to work part time to support his studies. He participated in the College wrestling 

team and made the varsity his first year there. A "missions" statistic that profoundly challenged him 

was, "There is one Christian worker for every 50,000 people in foreign lands, while there is one to 

every 500 in the United States." He preached in youth groups in the Wheaton area and one summer 

he visited Mexico where he stayed with a missionary family to learn Spanish for six weeks. Here, 

he felt his missionary call to South America.  

During his college years, he went to two Inter Varsity mission conferences. In his junior and senior 

years in college, he started paying attention to a girl named Elizabeth who was a year ahead of him 

and also wanted to be a missionary. However, they did not yet feel a confirmation towards marriage 

at the time of Elisabeth's graduation. In her journal she wrote, "Agreeing…the matter was too big 

for us to handle, we decided to pray about it separately." They said their "good-byes", and wrote to 

each other. In one of his letters to Elizabeth he wrote, "There is within a hunger after God, given of 

God, filled by God. I can be happy when I am conscious that he is doing what He wills to do 

within." Jim went on a mission trip to Mexico and his interest began to grow quickly in Latin 

America.  

In 1948, he was elected the president of Foreign Mission Fellowship and was part of the Gospel 

team during the summer. In one of his notebooks he wrote that year, "God, I pray Thee, light these 

idle sticks of my life and may I burn for Thee. Consume my life, my God, for it is Thine. I seek not 

a long life, but a full one, like you, Lord Jesus." He chose Greek as his major and graduated with 

highest honors in 1949. Jim returned home to live with his family to focus on Bible study and his 

relationship with the Lord. He worked at odd jobs and would preach wherever anyone would listen.  

In June, 1950, Jim spent much time in Norman, OK where he worked with a former missionary to 

the Quechua Indians of Ecuador and first learned of the feared Auca Indian tribe. Immediately, Jim 



 

felt the call and after ten days of praying, he wrote a letter to Dr. Tidmarsh asking whether he could 

come help with the missionary work that they had going on there. Jim immediately applied for a 

passport after Dr. Tidmarsh agreed to receive him. However, Jim's decision to go to Ecuador was 

postponed a year while Tidmarsh went to England.  

Jim joined Elizabeth in the linguistic school for a few months then continued his relationship with 

her through letters and visits. Jim worked with youth in Indiana and Illinois where Ed McCully and 

Pete Cathers helped him in working on a radio broadcast series called, "The March of Truth". Jim 

convinced his friend Ed McCully to leave law school and to start mission training. Pete Fleming 

and Jim started raising money and getting prayer support. Pete was for going to Ecuador right away. 

Ed wanted to stay and get married with Marilou. After some convincing from Pete, Jim was ready 

to go.  

When Dr. Tidmarsh returned the three men readied for their trip to Ecuador. Elizabeth Howard also 

had been called to do missionary work in Ecuador. On February 4, 1952, Jim Elliot and Ed 

McCully sailed for Ecuador and arrived in Quito on the 21st. Pete and Jim stayed in Quito for six 

months with a missionary family that helped them learn Spanish accurately and quickly. In April of 

the same year Elizabeth arrived to study Spanish, tropical diseases, and medical work. Although she 

went to the opposite side of Ecuador to work with another tribe, Jim and Elizabeth stayed in contact 

by letters.  

The men's plan was to locate themselves in an old oil station that was abandoned because it was 

considered too dangerous for oil personnel. It was close to the Auca tribe and had a small airstrip. 

In February 1953, Jim and Elizabeth met in Quito and made an agreement to be married. Jim and 

Elizabeth were married on October 8, 1953 by an official of the Registro Civil in Quito, Ecuador. 

The only witnesses were fellow missionaries Ed and Marilou McCully--and senior missionaries Dr. 

and Mrs. Wilfred Tidmarsh (who about that time returned to the States due to Mrs. Tidmarsh's poor 

health). 

Of his first year of marriage he writes, "It has been the happiest and busiest year of my life." The 

Elliot's daughter, Valerie, was born February 27, 1955. Jim and Elizabeth worked together in 

translating the New Testament into the Quechua Indian language at the new mission station called 

Shell Mera. 

To get to Shandia they had to take a plane to the nearest village. Their pilot was Nate Saint, a 

missionary pilot with another organization. Just east of the ancient Inca Empire, they landed in the 

nearby village and hiked for two hours through jungle and swamplands to get to Shandia. 

At Shandia Pete and Jim made contact with the Quechua Indians. Ed and his wife Marilou joined 

Pete and Jim in Shandia after their six months of Spanish training in Quito. Nate Saint and his wife 

also joined them. Together they built a mission station, a small medical station, a few houses for the 

missionaries to live in, and a small airstrip, which all took about a year. After all that had been 

accomplished, the missionaries had their first Bible conference with the Quechua. During the rainy 

season, a flood came that wiped out everything that they had built during their first year. 

 

While Jim was working in Shandia, he recalled in his linguistic training learning about the Auca 

tribe. One thing that he remembered was that they were a violent and murderous tribe and had never 

had any contact with the outer world. He wanted to bring the Gospel there, so he started a plan 

which was called Operation Auca. Besides him and his wife, his team consisted of Nate and his 

http://www.hyperhistory.net/apwh/bios/b4tidmarsh.htm
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http://www.hyperhistory.net/apwh/essays/cot/t4w06incanchimu.htm


 

wife, Ed and his wife, Pete and his wife, Roger and his wife, another missionary couple who joined 

them from the States.  

The men discovered the first Auca huts with the help of missionary jungle pilot, Nate Saint. As the 

plans for contact with the Aucas continued, Roger Youderian, a young missionary was asked to join 

them. The men's first attempt to contact them was by airplane. Nate Saint would fly the men around 

the camp shouting friendship words in the Auca language through a loud speaker and dropping 

down gifts in a basket such as beads, cloths, machetes and a photograph of each man. The Aucas 

realized they were friendly and allowed them to land on an island they called Palm Beach. The 

Aucas responded by sending back up a parrot and feathered head dresses. 

Encouraged by this progress, after three to four months of gift dropping, they decided to make a 

base on the Curray River, at "Palm Beach”. Unexpectedly after a week, four Aucas came to Palm 

Beach. The five men gave them food and gifts as a sign of peace. 

 

After a few days of transferring their equipment to their new campsite they started to set up shelter. 

After they had set up shelter they shouted Auca phrases into the jungle. The men were always ready 

for visits of the Auca and carried firearms, but made an agreement not to use them unless necessary. 

Four days later two Auca women and a man appeared on the other side of the river at the edge of 

the jungle. Stunned, the missionaries started frantically shouting out phrases in the Auca language. 

The man replied speaking in his own language and frequently pointing at one of the girls. Jim 

immediately jumped into the river and swam across. Frightened and a bit surprised the Aucas 

backed up into the jungle. Finally after a little persuasion, they were able to convince the men to 

come into their camp. One of the men gave them knives that greatly pleased them. The younger 

Auca woman went up to the plane and started making motions with her hands at the plane. The man 

also moved toward the plane examining it intently. The missionaries promptly named the man 

"George" and the young girl "Delilah." By the signs that they made they understood that the Indians 

were interested in a ride, so Nate started up the engine and flew off the narrow strip with "George" 

in the back of the plane. Nate steered the plane in the direction of the village realizing his 

opportunity to use his passenger as propaganda. "George," who was wild with delight, was hanging 

out the plane window screaming Auca phrases to his fellow villagers.  

When they got back to their campsite, the missionaries showed the Indians modern things such as 

rubber bands, balloons and balls. Then they had lunch of hamburgers with mustard. Toward the end 

of the visit, the Indians showed signs that they wanted to stay the night on the beach with them. The 

missionaries hospitably set up a hut and said that they could sleep there for the night. All of a 

sudden, Delilah gave a shrill cry and headed off toward the jungle with George following close 

behind. Soon after, the older woman left.  

Encouraged by this visit, the men felt that it was time to go in and try to minister to them. On the 

morning of January 8th, after numerous songs of praise and considerable prayer, the men radioed 

their wives saying that they were going to go into the village and would radio them at about 4:30. 

"Operation Auca" was under way. One of the missionaries wrote to his father five days before his 

departure for "Palm Beach", …they have never had any contact with white man other than killing. 

They have no word for God in their language, only for devils and spirits. I know you will pray."  

 

The next day, Nate and Ed were flying back to Shell Mera when they saw a group of twenty or 

thirty Aucas going toward Palm Beach. As soon as they saw that, they got very excited and turned 

around and landed at Palm Beach. They shouted, "Guys, the Aucas are coming!" As soon as the 



 

three others heard that, they flew into action straightening up their camp. Little did these five men 

know that this would be their last few hours of life. The last radio contact they made with Shell 

Mera was Jim calling his wife saying, "We'll call you back in three hours." As they lived their last 

minutes during the attack, they did not injure one Auca.  

The women back at the base were praying the entire time for their husbands’ time with the Aucas 

and asking God to keep them safe. At 4:30 there was no reply, which immediately put the women in 

alarm. An hour later helicopters and planes from the Ecuadorian Air Force, the US Army, Air Force 

and Navy swarmed along the Curray River looking for any sight of the missionaries. Finally, one of 

the helicopters radioed in saying that they had found their bodies on the beach. Jim Elliot's body 

was found down stream with three others. Their bodies had been brutally pierced with spears and 

hacked by machetes. All of the plane's fabric had been ripped off as if they had tried to kill the 

plane. Nate Saint's watch had stopped at 3:12 p.m. So it was concluded that the Indians had attacked 

them at that time. Their wives received the news and replied, "The Lord has closed our hearts to 

grief and hysteria, and filled in with His perfect peace."  

These martyrs are known worldwide and continue to be an encouragement for many missionaries. 

After their deaths, there were many conversions to Christianity among the Indian tribes of Ecuador. 

After Jim Elliot's death, Elizabeth Elliot and her daughter Valerie continued working with the 

Quechua Indians and later moved to work with the Auca Indians. Forgiveness allowed them to have 

amazing success with the once murderous Indians. 

Jim Elliot's life was lived honorably and he was known to have looked for God in everything he 

did. Jim Elliot once said, “He is no fool who gives what he cannot keep to gain what he cannot 

lose." He gave his all in faith to the Auca people, and he cannot lose the Kingdom of Heaven. 

 

"Through Gates of Splendor" by Elizabeth Elliot contains discrepancies with the above account. 

E.g., 

-Quichua 

-10 Indians walking toward Palm Beach 

-Nate was alone in the plane 

-Jim was the only one who wanted to go to the village and others talked him out of it 

-Last contact was Nate talking to Marj saying that they will call back at 4:30, 4 hours later 



 

William Carey (1761- 1834): “The Father of Modern Missions” 

Looking back through William Carey’s life, one stands amazed at what one man attained because 

he attempted to do a great thing for God. Born to a poor weaver and his wife on August 17, 1761, 

Carey grew up in the small village of Paulerspury in Northamptonshire, England. At the age of 

twelve, the time came for him to earn at least part of his living; thus he left school and was 

apprenticed to a shoemaker, later becoming a shoemaker. Though practically uneducated, William’s 

love of knowledge was not hindered by his trade or his great poverty, “…for before he was thirty-

one he could read the Bible in Latin, Greek, Hebrew, Dutch, French, and English.” In his later teen 

years, God placed a young man by the name of John Warr into William’s life. They worked 

together as apprentices and after many debates, Warr’s Christ-like love, and William Carey’s 

attendance at prayer meetings with Warr; Carey finally converted to Christianity.  

Joining with the Baptists, Carey became the pastor at a small church in Moulton and continued 

selling shoes to provide for his family. It was during these days that God burdened Carey’s heart for 

the unreached people of the world. He drew a simple map of the world and began marking the 

places where the Gospel had not been preached, praying that the Lord would send harvesters into 

the enormous field of lost souls. William Carey’s convictions were settled when he read Rev. 

Andrew Fuller’ declaration in his book, “The Gospel Worthy of All Acceptation”. Fuller said “if it 

is the duty of all men to believe whenever the Gospel is presented to them, it must be the duty of all 

who have received the Gospel to endeavor to make it universally known.”  The first time William 

Carey made his convictions known about foreign missions he was rebuked by a senior minister, 

who said, “Young man, sit down! When God pleases to convert the heathen, he will do it without 

your help or mine!”  

On May 30, 1792, after his idea aroused some attention, he was invited to preach at a ministerial 

gathering. Preaching out of Isaiah 54:2-3, Carey put forth two thoughts that summed up his ministry 

and have since become an incredible missionary motto, “Expect great things from God; attempt 

great things for God.”  From this sermon, William Carey finally broke through with God’s vision 

and at the age of thirty-one, on October 2, 1792, twelve ministers came together inside a widow’s 

home and formed what today is called the Baptist Missionary Society. 

After tackling the huge task of attaining money for the mission work, the question was where to go. 

This question was soon answered when John Thomas, who had recently returned from Bengal (a 

state in India), asked Carey to join him in his mission work in India. Agreeing happily, on June 13, 

1793, Carey, his wife and four boys, along with her sister and Thomas set off for Calcutta, India. 

After a long five-month voyage, the party finally reached their destination. Fifteen miles outside of 

Calcutta, in the scattered villages of a jungle region, William Carey planted his first mission site. 

Mr. Udny, a Christian and friend of mission work, offered Carey a job as superintendent of an 

indigo factory. This blessing from God gave Carey the money to humbly support his family, the 

time provided to study, and a crew of natives who worked in the factory to whom he could witness. 

Working there for five years, Carey was able to visit many villages and translate the entire New 

Testament into the Bengalese dialect. During his last year working in these tiny villages, Carey 

finally saw the fruit of his toiling when a man of Portuguese descent accepted Jesus Christ into his 

heart.  

In 1799, a terrible flood came to south India and the indigo factory closed down, leaving Carey 

wondering where he should move next. Also that year God sent others to join Carey, including 

William Ward, a printer who would help Carey make numerous Bibles in future years. However, 



 

the mission team could not join Carey because the East India Company continued to oppose 

missionaries and would not let them cross into English territory. They were stopped only about 

fourteen miles north of Calcutta, territory under Danish rule, but the Governor of that region was a 

Christian and accepted them warmly. Not only was he kind to them, he also helped them find a 

suitable mission site in Serampore. This seemed like the answer to William Carey’s prayers and in 

January of 1800, he and his family moved to Serampore, where he would serve until his death. 

Many blessings followed this move. Before the end of the year, Carey had the opportunity to 

baptize his first Hindu convert. In 1801, William College in Calcutta commissioned Carey as 

professor of Sanskrit, Bengali, and Marathi, a position he held for thirty years. Also in 1801, Mr. 

Ward finished printing the New Testament in Bengali and by 1809, Carey and Ward published the 

entire Bible in Bengali. By 1804, another mission began in Cutwa and one in Calcutta. Within the 

next few years some twenty new mission sites were established.  

Throughout William Carey’s life, his patience and perseverance in pursuing God’s will for his life 

shines through as we see what God accomplished with this fully surrendered life. When Carey died 

on June 9, 1834, “…there were in connection with the mission he founded some thirty missionaries, 

forty teachers, forty-five stations and substations, and approximately six hundred church members. 

In addition one must remember that he was the cause of the forming of the English Baptist 

Missionary Society, through whom Christ has been brought to thousands in different parts of the 

world… it may well be said he was the beginning of the present glorious day of world 

evangelization.”  Also, because of his yearning for knowledge and ability to attain languages, “By 

1837, he and his helpers had translated portions of the Scripture into more than forty languages.”  

Yet through these many accomplishments William Carey remained humble and gave all glory and 

honor where it was due, the Lord. Saying to a friend shortly before his death, “Mr. Duff, you have 

been speaking about Dr. Carey, Dr. Carey. When I am gone say nothing about Dr. Carey—speak 

about Dr. Carey’s Saviour.”  William Carey is a prime example of a man of faith, one willing to 

attempt great things for God and expecting to see God do a mighty work.  

 



 

Amy Carmichael (1867 – 1951): The Rescuer of India’s children 

“Amma! Amma!” 84-year-old Amy Wilson Carmichael awoke with a start from her peaceful sleep 

to her many children crying Mother in the native Tamil language outside her window. “Amma 

wake up!” Slowly, but surely, Amy forced her old crippled body into an upright sitting position. 

Soon she could hear Jewel hushing the children and telling them to leave their Amma alone. Amy 

couldn’t help but smile at the rude awakening, thinking she wouldn’t want her life to be any 

different. As her usual routine she pulled out her Bible, and prayed, thanking God for not forgetting 

her and her children and for blessing them as much as he was.  

Resting comfortably, she started to ponder where she had left off in what would become a book 

filled with her own stories that had lead her to become Amma to so many children.  

She had already written a little about her birth on December 16, 1867 in Millisle, Northern Ireland, 

making sure not to forget to include some stories of her 3 younger sisters and 4 younger brothers.  

One afternoon, she and her brother came across a homeless woman (called a Shawlie for the Shawls 

the homeless wore). The woman was stumbling over the stone path trying to carry her bags, and 

probably would have taken a bone-shattering fall if Amy and her brother had not assisted her back 

home. Although it was a short distance to go, the experience would forever change Amy’s life, and 

million’s of lives around the world. There were many who looked down on Amy for helping the 

woman, and she had to learn to hold her head high and proud that she was helping someone in need. 

In addition to that lesson, she experienced a small miracle; she heard the words “Go ye”, as if a 

human voice had just spoken to her. She looked around the owner of the voice, but found none. 

When she arrived home later in the day, she eagerly looked up the words “Go ye” in her Bible, in 

hopes to find a verse that finished the statement. God was with Amy then, as he also had been, and 

always would be, and showed her a different verse in 1 Corinthians 3:12-14 – “Now anyone who 

builds on that foundation may use gold, silver, jewels, wood, hay, or straw. But there is going to 

come a time of testing at the judgment day to see what kind of work each builder has done. 

Everyone's work will be put through the fire to see whether or not it keeps its value. If the work 

survives the fire, that builder will receive a reward.” 

After just a few short years of living with and teaching the Shawlies, Amy heard God’s calling 

again. This time she felt like God was calling her to go oversees, specifically, India. 

“Amma?” Amy put her pen down and looked up from her writings, “Yes?” A very small, thin girl 

entered Amy’s room, and tiptoed her way into Amy’s lap. The girl was 6 years old, though she 

appeared to be only a toddler because of her small frame. “Tell me again how I became your little 

girl, Amma?” asked the little girl as she put her arms around her Amma’s neck in a loving embrace. 

Amy sighed, put her biography away, and started: “Well my precious Gem, you were only just short 

of 2 months old when your REAL Amma died of a jungle fever. Your Papa, although he loved you 

dearly, was going to give you to a local temple, to make the gods of his religion happy.” The small 

girl’s eyes became wide with horror, “What would I do there Amma?” Amy continued, wishing her 

daughter wouldn’t have to know such things so early. “Well the temple priests would never let you 

play in the sunshine like you do here, and they would teach you dreadful things. Then you would 

eventually be ‘married’ to the false gods, and would become a prostitute in ‘honour’ of the gods. 

God was watching over you though, my dear Gem, he knew you needed to become my daughter. So 

through your aunt, He brought you to me, and now I am your Amma, and you are my precious 

daughter.” Satisfied with the story, the little girl bounced off to go play with one of Amy’s 100 



 

other “daughters”. The tired Amy sighed, but thanked God repeatedly for how he was using her. 

Amy thought of all her other “daughters” and “sons” who had the same story as Gem, and how God 

was working in the lives of the people to break their Caste system to bring Amy children who 

needed a loving Amma.  

Once in India, missionary work was very difficult, but Amy being as strong willed as she was, 

persisted, and was rewarded with a band of Indian women who became Christians. That wasn’t 

enough for her though, especially after she learned more of the horrors of the caste system. Such as 

a mother would rather her child die of a curable disease than to allow him to be seen by a doctor of 

a lower caste. She also learned about how newborn children were sold for the use of prostitution in 

the temples for their entire lives. Ironically as Amy fought the caste system of India, she found 

herself also fighting the caste system that the missionaries had created in their own communities. In 

the Indian caste system, there were levels of importance of the value of a person’s life, depending 

completely on the family they were born into. The castes ranged from a person of very high 

importance and value (Brahmans who are political and religious figures) down to the people who, 

according to the system, didn’t deserve a caste, and were simply the Untouchables (usually 

maintenance workers). Similarly the missionaries caste system began with those of high importance 

and value (themselves), then the Christian Indians (their servants/slaves), then the non-Christian 

Muslims/Hindus, and then lastly, the children of India and the missionaries who had “gone native”. 

Amy knew she needed to break both systems, because God sent his Son to die for, and love ALL 

people, including the Untouchables and the children of India.  

This was not acceptable to Amy, and she immediately began trying to break the caste. Soon 

families were giving Amy their newborn girls, because girls were not of any value to them. After 

just a few short years the Carmichael “family” grew and grew. Property was then purchased, and a 

small village was created to accommodate Amy, her girls, and her growing band of women 

Christians.  

The village was called Dohnavur, and didn’t take long before it was filled with un-wanted girls, and 

loving Christian women. In 1918 the first boy arrived in Dohnvur, and became just the first of 

hundreds of boys who would fill a similar village next door to the girls. Amy loved every minute of 

working with all the children, and called them all her precious Gems. Although she never married, 

the hundreds of children became her children, and she was a loving Amma to them all. 

Feeling more tired than usual, Amy put away her papers for the last time. Lying back on her pillow, 

she thought about the past 56 years she had spent in India, and how much God had blessed her life. 

Then she closed her eyes, and fell asleep for the last time. She never awoke. Amy Wilson 

Carmichael went to go be with her God that she spent her whole life serving, on January 18, 1951. 

She was buried in her garden along with many of her children that had died over the years. 

Although she clearly asked before her death for no grave stone to be put over her grave, her 

children put a bird bath over it with one word written on it: Amma.  



 

David Livingstone (1813-1873): Missionary to Africa 

David Livingstone was born at Blantyre, eight miles south of Glasgow, on 19 March 1813. He was 

born in a single apartment home on the banks of the Clyde River. At the age of ten, like other 

children of the village, he was put to work in the mills, which took up his whole day from six in the 

morning and did not release him till about eight at night. Then, with other children employed in the 

mills, he had to attend night school. Most were so tired after school that they could do little but 

sleep, but David studied hard and would continue with his lessons far into the night. Every spare 

moment, in the factory or out, he studied books and nature. As a child his dream was to be a 

medical missionary to China and spread the word. 

 

When he was twenty-three years old he began medical classes at the Anderson College in Glasgow. 

He studied at the Anderson College until he was he was far enough advanced in his studies of 

medicine and theology, and then he applied to the London Missionary Society for service in China 

and was called to London for an interview. Having been accepted he completed his studies there. 

When he was about to go to China a war broke out in China so he wasn't able to go. Instead he met 

Robert Moffat, a missionary to Africa, and Robert convinced him to go to Africa instead of China. 

He landed in Kuruman and there spent many months in training and he also married Robert 

Moffat’s daughter, Mary. David moved around a lot with his young family.  In addition to his usual 

missionary work, Livingstone studied the geology and natural history of the surrounding 

countryside. But as his family got older his concern for the welfare and education of his family 

made him decide they must go home to Britain. As he was in Africa he came in contact with the 

African slave trade and said he was 'so appalled by this terrible trafficking in human life' that he 

determined to put a stop to it. He said that the cure to slavery was in commerce and Christianity, in 

that way, and to this end the discovery of such routes became the immediate object of his quest. 

David saw that Africa's great rivers might prove to be what Livingstone called 'the highway to the 

interior' and so he explored and trekked them until he became sick and had to abandon the quest for 

a while.  

When his health had come back he took his quest exactly where he had left off. And while 

exploring the rivers he came in contact with a great waterfall that the natives called, 'the smoke that 

thunders' and he named the waterfall, "Victoria Falls." Having crossed Africa from west to east, a 

journey of some 4,300 miles, mostly on foot, he set out by ship for England, reaching home in 

1856. Livingstone was the first European to accomplish this amazing feat. Once in London he put 

together his diaries and published them under the title Missionary Travels; the book was an 

immediate best seller. After their visit to England, Livingstone and his wife began their last journey 

together. It was during this adventure that Livingstone faced the severest trial of his life; Mary died 

in 1862 from a disease related to African fever. After her death Livingstone continued to travel 

around but was often weakened by the African fever. Months rolled by and then years without the 

outside world knowing where he was. This is when a New York reporter, Henry Morton Stanley, 

accepted the challenge to "find Livingstone."  

 

On November 10, 1871, Stanley's caravan, loaded with supplies, reached Ujiji, Africa. A thin, frail 

Livingstone stepped out to meet him as Stanley bowed, took off his hat, and spoke the now famous 

words, "Dr. Livingstone, I presume." Livingstone and Stanley began a friendship and after 

Livingstone's death it was Stanley who continued with Livingstone's works. David Livingstone died 

in Africa on April 30, 1873, after a long illness. His body was sent back to England where he was 

buried in Westminster Abbey.  



 

William Cameron Townsend "Uncle Cam" (1896 -  

Founded Summer Institute of Linguistics, Bible Translators 

 

Cameron Townsend, who many people now call "Uncle Cam", was born four years before the turn 

of the century. He has made a big impact in Latin American religion today. Despite many trials, he 

founded two famous organizations, Summer Institution of Linguistics and Wycliffe Bible 

Translators.  

Cameron Townsend entered this world on July 9, 1896 in an old farmhouse in Los Angeles, 

California. Because he had four sisters and one brother, it was a full house. He and his brother, 

Paul, had lots of fun together. Pulling pranks on his brother and getting him in trouble was one of 

the ways young Cameron amused himself. Sometimes he acted like Tom Sawyer and got Paul to 

"paint his fence."  

One experience he had with his cousins changed his life. He and his cousins ran to the lake for a 

swim. Jumping in after them, he suddenly realized it was to deep for him, since he was a non-

swimmer. In panic he yelled, "Help!" He sank under two times before one of his cousins saved him 

from drowning. Because of this close to death experience, he tried harder in school and everything 

else he did. However, a year later Cameron almost dropped out of school because of financial needs 

in his family. Fortunately, his sisters and their husbands pulled some money together and they were 

able to keep Cameron in school.  

In 1914, Cameron graduated the highest in his class from Santa Ana High. Since he was a transfer 

student, he could not be a valedictorian. He attended Occidental College after his graduation. Until 

his last year in high school, he wanted to be a teacher. When he began to think of being a minister, 

his sisters were surprised. They wanted him to help pitch in to pay the bills of their aging parents. 

Although he wanted to be a minister, he was sadly lacking in Bible knowledge.  

One day after Bible class a student asked him "Cameron, do you know how we are saved?"  

"Through Christ's death, I suppose." Cameron answered lamely.  

"No, through Christ’s resurrection," his friend answered lively.  

So Cameron decided to take a class to study this more carefully. In 1916 during Cameron's junior 

year a National Guardsman, recruiting at the college asked him and his friend to consider signing up 

for training. They figured that they would be drafted anyway so they joined. Throughout the year, 

they learned the art of war and Cameron became a Corporal. Because they were not at war, they did 

not have to be at the base full time.  

In January 1917, Cameron heard that the Bible House in Los Angeles wanted a Bible salesman in 

South America. Since he knew a little bit of Spanish he decided to join. He was accepted and 

assigned to Guatemala. Before he left for Central America, he talked with a missionary to 

Guatemala named Miss Stella Zimmerman. When he told her that he was expecting to be called to 

battle, she exclaimed, "You cowards, going to war with a million other men and leaving the woman 

to do the Lord's work alone!"  

This surprised Cameron and he sent a letter to the captain of his guard that asked for a discharge. 

Miraculously the captain of the guard replied, "Go, you will do a lot more good selling Bibles than 

shooting Germans in Europe."  



 

Cameron and his friend, Robby, left on a boat to Guatemala on August 18, 1917. The director of 

CAM, which stands for Central America Missions met them at the dock and invited them to stay 

with him for several weeks. After getting to know the missionaries, they climbed on to mule carts to 

go to participate in a missions conference in Antigua. They arrived safely just before nightfall. At 

the end of the conference the director encouraged everyone to practice what they learned and to 

share the gospel with someone. Cameron decided to try this so he walked up to a Guatemalan and 

said "Conoce Usted el Senor Jesus ?" The man replied in Spanish "I do not know him. I am also 

new here." Cameron had forgotten that "Senor" in Spanish also means "mister". Cameron went 

home feeling like a total failure. The conference over he left for another town with a guide who was 

also a believer in Jesus.  

Putting his first failure behind him, he began handing out tracts to each person he passed. When he 

handed a tract to a man in the street the man stated, "I am sorry sir, I don't know how to read". After 

Cameron left he heard footsteps behind him and turned to see the same man. The man said, "I have 

a friend who can read." So Cameron gave him a tract and invited him to the believers meeting the 

following night. When the man showed up and announced that he was a believer he boosted 

Cameron's morale tremendously. One of his good Indian friends, Francisco, or Frisco, invited him 

to come to his village and start a school there. The only problem was that the Cakchiquel language 

was unwritten. Learning a language and making an alphabet for it would be tough. Before going to 

Frisco village, he went to Guatemala City. During conferences, Cameron met a woman called 

Elvira. When he told her about starting schools in Frisco's village, she agreed to help him. He 

proposed to her on Valentines Day and she accepted a few days later.  

He had already started to learn the Chakchiquel language when he visited Frisco's village with his 

newly wed Elvira. On arriving there, he instantly began to work on starting a school. After working 

very hard to gain support, he finally started the first Indian mission school in Latin America in 

March 1919. Once the school was under way, he began to work on translating the Gospel into the 

Cakchequel language. The printed copies of one Gospel translation sold rapidly. Surprisingly, on a 

furlough trip to the states he got a combined gift of $7,000 to use on founding more schools 

throughout Latin America. A short time later his friend Robby and Frisco unknowingly contracted a 

disease, and while swimming, lost all strength and drowned.  

After these tragic deaths, Cameron began to start training camps to teach people how to share the 

Gospel. The Government required him to name these camps. Therefore, he decided to call it SIL, 

which stands for Summer Institute of Linguistics. In 1936, a document was signed that made it all 

official.  

This was just the beginning work of Cameron Townsend's lifelong commitment to language 

learning and Bible translation throughout the world, as he also founded Wycliffe Bible Translators. 

Only in heaven will we find out how many lives he touched during his time on earth.  



 

The Back to Jerusalem Movement in the Chinese Church 

VISION: What is "Back to Jerusalem"?  

 

The Back to Jerusalem vision is something that thousands of Chinese Christians are willing to die 

for. Why? When many people first hear about “Back to Jerusalem” they misinterpret from the name 

of the movement that the Chinese Church wants to evangelize Jerusalem.  

 

The first thing to understand was that ‘Back to Jerusalem’ does not at all mean the Chinese want to 

rush to Jerusalem with the Gospel. The vision is much larger than that.  

 

The BTJ vision is a passion for the house churches of China. We pray about it daily, dream about it, 

and talk about it over breakfast, lunch and dinner. The Back to Jerusalem vision is not some small 

trivial matter for us, but the driving force of our lives and ministries. Many feel it is God’s ultimate 

call and destiny for the Chinese Church, the very reason they exist!  

 

Back to Jerusalem is not some kind of end times theory. We have no plans to rush to Israel. Rather, 

BTJ refers to a call from God for the Chinese Church to preach the Gospel and establish fellowships 

of believers in all the countries, cities, towns, and ethnic groups between China and Jerusalem. This 

vision is no small task, for within those nations lay the three largest spiritual strongholds in the 

world today that have yet to be conquered by the Gospel: the giants of Islam, Buddhism, and 

Hinduism.  

The 10/40 Window 

More than 90% of the unreached people groups in the world today are located within the 10/40 

window – more than 5,100 tribes and ethno-linguistic groups with little or no Gospel witness.  

 

Of the world’s 50 least-Christian and least-evangelized countries, all 50 are located within this 

region! 

 
This map shows the “10/40 window.”  

Within the red lines live more than 90% of the world’s remaining unreached people groups,  

and all 50 of the world’s least evangelized countries. These countries are the focus of the Back to 

Jerusalem movement.  

As you read these pages, please remember that the Back to Jerusalem movement is not a crazy pipe-

dream of a few fanatical Christians that may or may not happen. It is something that is already 

happening! Right now there are already hundreds of Chinese missionaries working outside China in 

the Middle East, North Africa, Central Asia, the Indian Subcontinent, and Southeast Asia. 



 

Thousands more are in training, learning languages such as Arabic and English that will be put to 

use on the mission field.  

Chinese Missionaries Team 

A team of thirty-six Chinese missionaries departed China in March 2000 for a neighboring 

Buddhist country. They were the first contemporary team of Back to Jerusalem missionaries, the 

first-fruits of a great flood to come. Few people around the world knew of this event, but their going 

was the result of years of prayer and planning. On that day China once again became an active 

participant in worldwide mission.  

During the training and orientation for those 36 pioneers, each one was asked to give their 

testimony. Many tears flowed as they told their stories. All of them had suffered much for the 

Gospel in China. Most had been arrested, imprisoned, beaten and tortured because of their 

testimony for Jesus Christ. They had all faced extreme hardship, separation from family, forced 

starvation, sleepless nights and perils on every side.  

Despite tremendous opposition, all 36 of these house church missionaries had faithfully preached 

the Gospel throughout China for years, establishing churches and seeing more of God’s power 

manifested through their ministries each month than most Christians see during their lifetimes. 

Muslims, Hindus and Buddhists  

As the Back to Jerusalem vision unfolds, you may start to hear reports of Muslims, Hindus and 

Buddhists coming to Christ in places where the Gospel has long struggled to make an impact. When 

this happens, don’t be amazed at the Chinese Christians, we are just sinners saved by grace and 

undeserving of any attention. Rather, be amazed at the wisdom and manifest beauty of God’s plan. 

“For the foolishness of God is wiser than man’s wisdom, and the weakness of God is stronger 

than man’s strength.”, 1 Corinthians 1:25  

We hope you will be encouraged and challenged by the Back to Jerusalem vision, and moved to 

prayer and involvement in the fulfillment of the Great Commission in these last days, until “the 

kingdom of the world has become the kingdom of our Lord and of his Christ, and he will 

reign for ever and ever.”, Revelation 11:15 



 

Saint Patrick of Ireland B (~385 – 461) 

Christ be with me, 

Christ within me, 

Christ behind me, 

Christ before me, 

Christ beside me, 

Christ to win me, 

Christ to comfort and restore me. 

Christ beneath me, 

Christ above me, 

Christ in quiet, 

Christ in danger, 

Christ in hearts of all that love me, 

Christ in mouth of friend and stranger. 

--St. Patrick's Breastplate 

I was like a stone lying in the deep mire; and He that is mighty came, and in His mercy lifted me 

up, and verily raised me aloft and placed me on the top of the wall. 

It is unclear exactly where Patricius Magonus Sucatus (Patrick) was born--somewhere in the west 

between the mouth of the Severn and the Clyde--but this most popular Irish saint was probably born 

in Scotland of British origin, perhaps in a village called Bannavem Taberniae. (Other possibilities 

are in Gaul or at Kilpatrick near Dunbarton, Scotland.) His father, Calpurnius, was a deacon and a 

civil official, and his grandfather was a priest.  

About 405, when Patrick was in his teens (14-16), he was captured by Irish raiders and became a 

slave in Ireland. There in Ballymena (or Slemish) in Antrim (or Mayo), Patrick first learned to pray 

intensely while tending his master's sheep. After six years, he was told in a dream that he should be 

ready for a courageous effort that would take him back to his homeland.  

He ran away from his owner and travelled 200 miles to the coast. His initial request for free passage 

on a ship was turned down, but he prayed, and the sailors called him back. The ship on which he 

escaped was taking dogs to Gaul (France). At some point he returned to his family in Britain, then 

seems to have studied at the monastery of Lerins from 412 to 415.  

He received some kind of training for the priesthood in either Britain or Gaul, possibly in Auxerre, 

including study of the Latin Bible, but his learning was not of a high standard, and he was to regret 

this always. He spent the next 15 years at Auxerre were he became a disciple of Saint Germanus of 

Auxerre and was possibly ordained about 417.  

It is said that in visions he heard voices in the wood of Focult (Focault) or that he dreamed of 

Ireland and determined to return to the land of his slavery as a missionary. In that dream or vision 

he heard a cry from many people together and he read a writing in which this cry was name 'the 

voice of the Irish.'  

In his Confessio Patrick writes: "It was not my grace, but God who overcometh in me, so that I 

came to the heathen Irish to preach the Gospel . . . to a people newly come to belief which the Lord 

http://www.saintpatrickdc.org/ss/0731germ.htm
http://www.saintpatrickdc.org/ss/0731germ.htm
http://episcopalnet.org/ReadingsFromFathers/PatrickConfesson.html


 

took from the ends of the earth." St. Germanus consecrated him bishop about 432, and sent him to 

Ireland to succeed Saint Palladius, the first bishop, who had died earlier that year.  

There is no reliable account of his work in Ireland, where he had been a captive. Legends include 

the stories that he drove snakes from Ireland, and that he described the Trinity by referring to the 

shamrock, and that he singlehandedly--an impossible task--converted Ireland. Nevertheless, St. 

Patrick established the Church throughout Ireland on lasting foundations: he travelled throughout 

the country preaching, teaching, building churches, opening schools and monasteries, converting 

chiefs and bards.  

At Tara in Meath he is said to have confronted King Laoghaire on Easter Eve with the Christian 

Gospel, kindled the light of the paschal fire on the hill of Slane, confounded the Druids into silence, 

and gained a hearing for himself as a man of power. He converted the king's daughters (a tale I've 

recounted under their entry). He threw down the idol of Crom Cruach in Leitrim. Patrick wrote that 

he daily expected to be violently killed or enslaved again.  

He gathered many followers, including Benignus, who would become his successor. That was one 

of his chief concerns, as it always is for the missionary Church: the raising up of native clergy.  

He wrote: "It was most needful that we should spread our nets, so that a great multitude and a 

throng should be taken for God. . . . Most needful that everywhere there should be clergy to baptize 

and exhort a people poor and needy, as the Lord in the Gospel warns and teaches, saying: Go ye 

therefore now, and teach all nations. And again: Go ye therefore into the whole world and preach 

the Gospel to every creature. And again: This Gospel of the Kingdom shall be preached in the 

whole world for a testimony to all nations."  

There was some contact with the pope. He visited Rome in 442 and 444. As the first real organizer 

of the Irish Church, Patrick is called the Apostle of Ireland. According to the Annals of Ulster, the 

Cathedral Church of Armagh was founded in 444, and the see became a center of education and 

administration. Patrick worked to bring Ireland into a closer relationship with the Western Church.  

His writings show what solid doctrine he must have taught his listeners. His Confessio (his 

autobiography, perhaps written as an apology against his detractors), the Lorica (or Breastplate), 

and the "Letter to the Soldiers of Coroticus," protesting British slave trading and the slaughter of a 

group of Irish Christians by Coroticus's raiding Christian Welshmen, are the first surely identified 

literature of the British Church.  

What stands out in his writings is Patrick's sense of being called by God to the work he had 

undertaken, and his determination and modesty in carrying it out: "I, Patrick, a sinner, am the most 

ignorant and of least account among the faithful, despised by many. . . . I owe it to God's grace that 

so many people should through me be born again to him."  

We are told that often Patrick baptized hundreds on a single day. He would come to a place, a 

crowd would gather, and when he told them about the true God, the people would cry out from all 

sides that they wanted to become Christians. Then they would move to the nearest water to be 

baptized.  

On such a day Aengus, a prince of Munster, was baptized. When Patrick had finished preaching, 

Aengus was longing with all his heart to become a Christian. The crowd surrounded the two 
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because Aengus was such an important person. Patrick got out his book and began to look for the 

place of the baptismal rite but his crozier got in the way.  

As you know, the bishop's crozier often has a spike at the bottom end, probably to allow the bishop 

to set it into the ground to free his hands. So, when Patrick fumbled searching for the right spot in 

the book so that he could baptize Aengus, he absent-mindedly stuck his crosier into the ground just 

beside him--and accidentally through the foot of poor Aengus!  

Patrick, concentrating on the sacrament, never noticed what he had done and proceeded with the 

baptism. The prince never cried out, nor moaned; he simply went very white. Patrick poured water 

over his bowed head at the simple words of the rite. Then it was completed. Patrick turned to take 

up his crozier and was horrified to find that he had driven it through the prince's foot!  

"But why didn't you say something? This is terrible. Your foot is bleeding and you'll be lame. . . ." 

Poor Patrick was very unhappy to have hurt another.  

Then Aengus said in a low voice that he thought having a spike driven through his foot was part of 

the ceremony. He added something that must have brought joy to the whole court of heaven and 

blessings on Ireland:  

"Christ," he said slowly, "shed His blood for me, and I am glad to suffer a little pain at baptism to 

be like Our Lord" (Curtayne).  

 

 

 



 

William Borden 

Quotations taken from Borden of Yale, by Mrs. Howard Taylor, Moody 

Press, Chicago 

     In 1904 William Borden graduated from a Chicago high school. As heir 

to the Borden Dairy estate, he was already a millionaire. For his high 

school graduation present, his parents gave 16-year-old Borden a trip 

around the world. As the young man travelled through Asia, the Middle 

East, and Europe, he felt a growing burden for the world's hurting people. Finally, Bill Borden 

wrote home to say, "I'm going to give my life to prepare for the mission field."  

     One friend expressed surprise that he was "throwing himself away as a missionary." 

     In response, Bill wrote two words in the back of his Bible: "No reserves." 

     Even though young Borden was wealthy, he arrived on the campus of Yale University in 1905 

trying to look like just one more freshman. Very quickly, however, Borden's classmates noticed 

something unusual about him and it wasn't his money. One of them wrote: "He came to college far 

ahead, spiritually, of any of us. He had already given his heart in full surrender to Christ and had 

really done it. We who were his classmates learned to lean on him and find in him a strength that 

was solid as a rock, just because of this settled purpose and consecration." 

     During his college years, Bill Borden made one entry in his personal journal that defined what 

his classmates were seeing in him. That entry said simply: "Say 'no' to self and 'yes' to Jesus every 

time."1 

     Borden's first disappointment at Yale came when the university president spoke on the students' 

need of "having a fixed purpose." After hearing that speech, Borden wrote: "He neglected to say 

what our purpose should be, and where we should get the ability to persevere and the strength to 

resist temptations."2 Surveying the Yale faculty and much of the student body, Borden lamented 

what he saw as the end result of this empty philosophy: moral weakness and sin-ruined lives. 

     During his first semester at Yale, Borden started something that would transform campus life. 

One of his friends described how it happened: "It was well on in the first term when Bill and I 

began to pray together in the morning before breakfast. I cannot say positively whose suggestion it 

was, but I feel sure it must have originated with Bill. We had been meeting only a short time when a 

third student joined us and soon after a fourth. The time was spent in prayer after a brief reading of 

Scripture. Bill's handling of Scripture was helpful. . . . He would read to us from the Bible, show us 

something that God had promised and then proceed to claim the promise with assurance."3 

     Borden's small morning prayer group gave birth to a movement that spread across the campus. 

By the end of his first year, 150 freshman were meeting for weekly Bible study and prayer. By the 

time Bill Borden was a senior, one thousand of Yale's 1,300 students were meeting in such groups. 

     Borden made it his habit to seek out the most "incorrigible" students and try to bring them to 

salvation. "In his sophomore year we organized Bible study groups and divided up the class of 300 

or more, each man interested taking a certain number, so that all might, if possible, be reached. The 

names were gone over one by one, and the question asked, 'Who will take this person?' When it 

came to someone thought to be a hard proposition, there would be an ominous pause. Nobody 

wanted the responsibility. Then Bill's voice would be heard, 'Put him down to me.'"4 

     Borden's outreach ministry was not confined to the Yale campus. He cared about widows and 

orphans and cripples. He rescued drunks from the streets of New Haven. To rehabilitate them, he 

founded the Yale Hope Mission. One of his friends wrote that he "might often be found in the lower 

parts of the city at night, on the street, in a cheap lodging house or some restaurant to which he had 

taken a poor hungry fellow to feed him, seeking to lead men to Christ."5 
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     Borden's missionary call narrowed to the Muslim Kansu people in China. Once that goal was in 

sight, Borden never wavered. He also inspired his classmates to consider missionary service. One of 

them said: "He certainly was one of the strongest characters I have ever known, and he put 

backbone into the rest of us at college. There was real iron in him, and I always felt he was of the 

stuff martyrs were made of, and heroic missionaries of more modern times."6 

     "Although he was a millionaire, Bill seemed to realize always that he must be about his Father's 

business, and not wasting time in the pursuit of amusement." Although Borden refused to join a 

fraternity, "he did more with his classmates in his senior year than ever before." He presided over 

the huge student missionary conference held at Yale and served as president of the honour society 

Phi Beta Kappa. 

     Upon graduation from Yale, Borden turned down some high paying job offers. In his Bible, he 

wrote two more words: "No retreats." 

     William Borden went on to graduate work at Princeton Seminary in New Jersey. When he 

finished his studies at Princeton, he sailed for China. Because he was hoping to work with Muslims, 

he stopped first in Egypt to study Arabic. While there, he contracted spinal meningitis. Within a 

month, 25-year-old William Borden was dead. 

     When news William Whiting Borden's death was cabled back to the U.S., the story was carried 

by nearly every American newspaper. "A wave of sorrow went round the world . . . Borden not only 

gave (away) his wealth, but himself, in a way so joyous and natural that it (seemed) a privilege 

rather than a sacrifice" wrote Mary Taylor in her introduction to his biography.7 

     Was Borden's untimely death a waste? Not in God's plan. Prior to his death, Borden had written 

two more words in his Bible. Underneath the words "No reserves" and "No retreats," he had 

written: "No regrets." 

Portions reprinted from Daily Bread, December 31, 1988, and The Yale Standard, Fall 1970 edition. 

Chronology / Dates  

• November 1, 1887 -- birth  

• 1904 -- High school graduation (Chicago)  

• 1905 -- Round-the-world trip  

• 1909 -- Yale graduation  

• December 17, 1912 -- Sails for Egypt on way to China  

• April 9, 1913 -- Death in Egypt  

1-7Taylor, Mrs. Howard. Borden of Yale '09. Philadelphia: China Inland Mission, 1926 

 

 

 

 

 

http://home.snu.edu/~HCULBERT/mold.htm#sac


 

Mary Slessor (1848 – 1915): The White Ma of Africa  

When Mary Slessor was born on December 2nd, 1848, her parents didn’t know they were raising 

what would become Africa’s miracle. As a child, Mary lived in Gilcomston (close to Aberdeen), 

Scotland for the first eleven-years of her life. Once she became eleven, in 1859, her family moved 

to Dundee, Scotland. The reason for the move was due to Mary’s father, who ran a shoemaking 

business that did not go well. Mr. Slessor, as a result, became an alcoholic, and an abusive drunk. 

The Slessor family hoped that the move to Dundee would encourage Mr. Slessor to find a stable 

job, and to stop drinking. Unfortunately this did not happen as Mr. Slessor was indeed sober for 

about a total of one month before reversing back to his old self. Little did Mary know, but through 

her father’s cruelness, she was being taught to be strong and brave. Over the course of time, 

because of her father’s lack of financial support, Mary was forced to get a job at a cotton mill. The 

cotton mill required Mary to work many tedious hours to earn money for her family’s survival. 

Sadly for the Slessor family, out of the seven children Mrs. Slessor had, only 4 survived childhood. 

The rest died (with the exception of Mary) before reaching 30. Mr. Slessor also passed away from 

pneumonia, leaving his family with mixed emotions of sorrow and relief. This left the Slessor 

family without any male support, and Mrs. Slessor’s dreams of having a missionary in the family 

were temporarily shattered. Fortunately, God was slowly planting a love and a desire in young 

Mary to fulfill her mother’s dream.  

At the age of 27 years old, in 1873, Mary came to the realization that there had to be more to life 

than working in a cotton mill. After Mary received the news that her long time hero, David 

Livingstone had died, she was determined to “Go forward” like him. Which were David 

Livingstone’s famous words referring to his willingness to go wherever God called him. 

Approximately a year later, after months of training and signing papers, 28-year-old Mary Slessor 

was on her way to Calabar. The trip was rigorous and Mary fell ill several times, but she made it to 

Calabar in good spirits. Although her spirits remained hopeful, the new missionary came to the 

realization that witnessing to the people of Calabar was not going to be an easy job. After 

personally visiting some of the tribal people she soon learned how real the fear of evil spirits was 

among the people.  

After spending 3 years at a missionary compound in Calabar, Mary longed to go into the interior of 

Africa, “Where no other white person has settled”. Instead of this happening, a missionary’s worst 

nightmare came upon Mary, malaria. God obviously still had plans for Mary for she survived the 

deadly disease. But to her horror she was sent home to recuperate. Finally, after 16 months of 

recovering, Mary was sent back to Calabar. To her delight she was not sent back to the missionary 

compound, but 3 miles further in-land to Old town. She would finally be able to make her own rules 

and work solo. It took some time for the people of Old Town to get use to Mary’s fire red hair and 

her blue eyes, but soon they were calling her the “white ma”. Babies started to appear at Mary’s 

doorstep because human life was not valued among the tribal people, and if she didn’t care for the 

babies they would be left to die. Mary took on the responsibility immediately, but soon she needed 

more help. Lots of help. The local girls provided that helped as quickly as possible. Mary even 

adopted a baby for just herself. She got the baby from another village that was just about to kill 

twins (the people believed twins were a curse to their village), when Mary snatched the twins from 

the killers and brought them back to her orphanage. The twins were a boy and a girl that thrived 

until the twins’ family tricked a helper girl into allowing them to “borrow the boy. The family killed 

the boy, leaving Mary devastated. The girl, however, lived and became Mary’s “daughter”. The girl 

was named Janie. 
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Mary’s health affected her work in Africa once again and again she had to be sent home. This time 

though, she did not leave alone. Janie went with her mother on the trip home to Scotland and kept 

her company on the lonely trip. Upon arriving in Scotland, Janie became the center of attention 

since many people there had never seen a black baby. Although Mary enjoyed her time in Scotland, 

she was anxious to return to her home in Africa. Which she did 3 years later. She did not return to 

Old town though, Mary went on to live in 2 more tribes. Although she did not stay in one place for 

long, she often went to neighboring tribes to assist the people there too. 

The 39 years Mary spent with the people of different regions of Calabar were filled with 

excitement, disappointment, horror, and joy. Even though she was only 5 feet tall, she stood up to 

many warriors, chiefs, witch doctors, and murderers. Her adventures varied from healing hundreds 

of people (including chiefs), rescuing prisoners and/or slaves and wives from being murdered, 

saving and caring for countless children and babies, witnessing to the most frightening tribes, 

settling many disputes among tribes and neighbors, assisting chiefs in decisions for their tribe, and 

sometimes just looking a tribal person in the face and telling them about the love of God. Mary 

Slessor died, at age 67, January 13th, 1915, of a jungle disease. Her daughter Janie and all her other 

“children” were there to comfort her. Like Paul (2 Tim. 4:6-8), her life had been poured out for the 

sake of the gosple. Even if she didn’t know, or wouldn’t admit to it, she truly was Africa’s miracle. 



 

Lottie Moon (1840- 1912): Baptist missionary to China  

 

"We westerners can make things but we cannot make God. God is the creator, and believing him 

means having him in your heart."  

This is the main teaching that stuck in the minds of many Chinese, when Lottie dedicated her life to 

serving Christ in China. Lottie was born on December 14, 1840, in a small town in Virginia. Her 

family was very wealthy, and her mom was a dedicated Christian, but Lottie did not show any 

interest in the things of God. After her father died, Lottie decided to go to Hollins College, where 

she was an excellent student. One night, some of her friends invited her to a mission conference at 

their church. Lottie was quite reluctant to go, but decided to for her friends' sake. That night, Lottie 

met God, and asked him into her heart.  

Lottie had become very interested in missions, and decided that she wanted to devote herself as a 

fulltime missionary to China. Two years, on September 1, 1873, after she graduated from college, 

Lottie left for China. She started her work in the city in Ton Chow, which is in Northern China. It 

was very hard to get acquainted with the people, because of the language and culture differences, 

she even started baking cookies for the kids, but the kids were told that the cookies had some kind 

of disease. Finally, they started eating them and Lottie became known as the "cookie lady". Lottie 

would write almost everyday to the United States telling them about the many adventures in her life 

then, and asking them for help and prayers. Her letters were published in the mission's papers, and 

many ladies became interested in foreign missions through that.  

Lottie decided she would rather work in a rural area because the people in those areas were much 

friendlier than the people in the cities. She visited little villages around Ton Chow. The Baptist 

Mission back in the United States decided to send a couple ladies to help Lottie, which was good 

news, because it meant that Lottie could go on furlough. When everything was ready to her to go on 

furlough, two men walked up to her and told her about their town, Pintow, and urged her to go and 

teach their people about eternal life. Lottie immediately gave up her furlough and went to Pintow. 

She worked very hard traveling from village to village; telling people about Christ, and Christianity 

spreading rapidly throughout those areas.  She did continue to write to the Baptist Mission, but in 

that time there were many crises and China was under famine and epidemics. At that same time, the 

mission was in a financial crisis and there was no money to help Lottie. Lottie decided to stop 

eating because she felt there was not enough food to go around. She soon became ill, and was sent 

back to the United States, but the boat stopped at Kobe harbor in Japan, where she died on 

December 24, 1912.  

Lottie was honored by many missions all around the United States, and the Southern Baptists have 

an offering called the "Lottie Moon Christmas Offering", which is an offering used solely for 

foreign missions. 
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