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PREFACE 
 

 
     This is not a good book.  It is, however, a great story. 
No one realizes his personal shortcomings more than 

the writer himself.  Therefore, I recognize and acknow-   

ledge my personal limitations--I do not apologize for them. 

I cannot, for I have done my very best to make this an 

enjoyable experience in reading, but more important that 

than--a book with a purpose, a message. 

     I believe in the central thesis of this book, that is, the 

power of the lover of God is actively at work in the world 

today.  I’ve given my life to help proclaim this message to 



a world in need.  I wish I could give more.  I am a “cock-

eyed” optimist.  Why not?  Hope has always been better 

than despair, and we all know that love is better than 

hate.  Say what you will, optimism is a healthier philosophy 

of life. 

    This is basically a true story, taken for the most part 

from notes made on our trip.  Of course the attempt to 

put the book into “story” form means that some of the 

dialogue is “ad lib.”  However, I have been as accurate as 

memory (plus notes) will permit, and a sincere effort has 

been made to keep individual personalities consistent with 

reality. 

 
   It is our sincere hope and honest prayer that this story 

will have a meaning especially for you.  If only one or two 

readers will come to see that God is revealing His love 

through human personalities--all kinds of people, 

everywhere--then it is well worth the effort. 

     My first thought was to leave the “loose” words or 

phrases out of this writing, but that would not be honest 



or true to life.  How a person speaks, or even what a 

person does is not always a reflection of what a person is.  

You don’t need to live long to prove that either. 

Therefore, I hope that you will be understanding in those 

few places where the slang is “slangy.” 

    Our Christian Witness Mission (actually realized during 

the summer of 1957) was challenging in thought and in 

reality.  Perhaps you’ll be stimulated by some of these 

experiences too. Although I’m sure you will not agree with 

everything you read here, at least give it an honest 

hearing.  We didn’t agree with all we heard or saw either, 

but we remembered the admonition of Jesus:  “Seek and 

you will find,” and we knew that the words of the Psalmist 

were eternally valid:  “The truth endureth forever.”  You 

cannot destroy what is true.  A sincere examination of our 

lives and our faith should yield a fuller life and a stronger 

faith. 

     This is a book sponsored and supported by many 

unsung heros.  Most of them prefer it that way.  



Regardless, their names, I am sure, will be found recorded 

in the book of life. 

     Special thanks must be given to Miss Donette 

Dunnaway for valuable assistance and sound advice, while 

deepest appreciation is due to Mrs. Crystal Stogsdill for 

her unbelievable ability to “translate” the earlier 

manuscripts (at her typewriter) into readable English. 

  

    To the many of you who have supported us through 

our recent crises by your expressions of love and your 

prayers--our enduring thanks.  Without you there could 

have been no book--whatever its value. 

 

                                            In His Service 
                                            D. Keith Tonkel 
 
Jackson, Mississippi 
June, 1959 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
      
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DEDICATION 

 
     To all those who have helped us prove “there are no 
strangers in this world; just friends we do not know.” 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CHAPTER ONE 
 

 
     “It’s impossible!” 
     “Ridiculous!” 
     “Be realistic, you’ll never make it.” 
     These were our first words of encouragement.  How 
often doubt has murdered adventure and creativity.  But 
we were determined beyond doubt and skepticism. 
     “We’ll be leaving in the morning,” Lacy told the 
reporter who had just called.  He cupped his hand over the 
end of the phone, “This guy wants a picture and a story 
before we leave.  What should I tell him?” 
     “Tell him to come by early in the morning--  about 
7:00 o’clock,” John answered.  It was already late when 
we said good night.  We had prayed at the chapel then we 
separated until morning.  Lacy and John stayed at their 
fraternity house, and I stayed at mine. 
 

____________ 
 
 
     I lay awake staring at the ceiling.  It was like the night 
before those fishing trips Dad and I used to share, or 
before a vacation.  Sleeping was next to impossible.  Many 
things had happened since that Saturday evening when we 
first conceived the idea of our mission.  Lacy Causey and I 
were roommates and long time friends.  He was sitting on 
the foot of his bed thinking.     



     “Why so quiet, Lacy?” I asked. 
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    He turned, smiled slightly, and looked out the window 
again.  Out from our dormitory window a few blocks to the 
east, the steeple of the First Presbyterian Church rose 
above the treetops.  It was illuminated with spotlights, and 
crowned with the striking symbol of the Christian faith, 
the cross. 
     This lovely scene, set off by the light of man at night 
or radiant with God’s light at dawn, had often been a 
source of inspiration to us. 
     Lacy is a quiet, thoughtful fellow on occasions, and 
this was one of those times.  Finally he moved away from 
the window, sat back on the bed, and leaned against the 
wall.  “You know, Keith, I have a friend that wanted me to 
go around the world with him.  Maybe I should have gone.” 
     “It would have been a great experience,” I agreed. 
     “You know, I’ll bet that we could do a loot of good on a 
trip like that,” Lacy said sincerely.  “We could sort of be 
ambassadors for Christ and for our country.”  We were 
both pre-ministerial students. 
    “I think you’re right, “Lacy; I’ve heard quite often that 
some of our people make poor representatives abroad.  A 
tip like that could be great.”  I reached in my pocket and 
came out with a nickel.  I held it up to Lacy and declared, 
“I’m game.  How much you got?” 



     He dumped his pockets out.  Four cents.  “Well, we’ve 
got nine cents between us,” he said. 
     “Won’t quite do, will it?” I asked. 
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     “Nope.” 
     David, our other roommate, had a date that night, and 
was not in yet.  We had stayed at the dorm for obvious 
reasons, and when Dave finally came in just aftger one 
o’clock we were fast asleep. 
     It was Sunday afternoon when Lacy and I again 
mentioned the trip.  We were stitting in the room talking 
where there was a knock on the door.  I opened up to find 
John Sharp Gatewood and Julian Rush standing there. 
    “Can we come in?” asked Julian. 
    “Sure fellows, glad to see you,” I replied.   (We were 
glad to see them; it was fraternity rush season, and these 
were choice rushees.  Lacy and I were members of 
different fraternities, and the few resulting moments of 
“underhanded” rush were amusing.) 
     “Yeah, come in,” Lacy called out.  But John and Julian 
hadn’t come to talk fraternity.  They had another idea on 
their minds.  They were new at school and had come to 
make friends.  These were the kind of guys you like right 



off.  John Sharp is about six feet tall, wears a crew cut, 
and is built like a football-playing preacher outght to be.  
Julian, a talented you minister and muscian was deeply 
tanned, well built, and easty to talk to. 
     Just then, another preacher boy, Wayne Sherman, 
walked thorugh the open door.  Slight, fair and blon Wayne 
asked, “Got room for one more?” 
    “Come on in, you crackpot,” I saod.  (Wayne and I were 
already friends!) 
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     It doesn’t take long for a college “bull session” to get 
started, and before long we were strictly having one.  
John Sharp wondered how we could be of real service to 
the world as college men.  How could we do any 
constructive good? 
     “By witnessing,” Lacy suggested.  Lacy was sitting up 
on top of the long desk that ran the entire width of that 
end of the room.  Quite a guy.  Short and stocky with 
deep brown eyes and auburn hair, he looked like Geronimo 
sitting there, legs folded on top of the desk.  “By bearing 
direct witness to all sorts of people everywhere,” he 
continued. 
     “Traveling would help,” Julian added, and we all agreed. 



     “What about a trip to Europe?”  I asked. 
     “Sounds good, but how?”  Wayne is logical and 
practical. 
    “We could do it if we really tried,” Julian added. 
     Then John Sharp said it.  “Fellows, I can’t quite explain 
it, but I sort of feel that God wants us to do something 
like this.  It would be an act of positive service.” 
     “Then let’s do it,” said Lacy; we were getting excited. 
     “Let’s go on a trip around the world.  We can teach 
and learn.  It’d be great.”  We were ready to go. 
     Just then David walked into the room.  He’d been out 
for an afternoon walk.  As he walked in the room he 
dropped a small yellow card from the pocket of the new 
raincoat he was carrying.  I picked the card up.  There on  
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a piece of yellow cardboard was a cartoon drawing of a 
Scotchman, kilt and all, holding his thumb out. Above his 
head was the caption:  “Going to Europe?”  We just sat 
there looking at each other, until David asked, “What the 
devil’s wrong with you guys?” 
     “You’ve just brought a message from heaven, we 
thought.  We didn’t say it. 



  “We were just talking about making a trip, Dave,” we 
explained,” and this cartoon you just dropped almost 
seemed like more than a coincidence.” 
     “Oh,” said Dave.  Then he turned to go.  “See you 
later, fellows;  my girl’s waiting outside.  Good luck on 
your trip.”  He smiled real big and left. 
 

_______ 
 
    It’s been almost nine months since that day.  There had 
been a lot of work accomplished.  We had written 
hundreds of letters expressing our idea, requesting 
support.  We had walked the streets seeking support. We 
met for prayer at the college chapel early in the morning 
during the week, and every Sunday night we sat together 
on the carpeted floor before the altar in the chapel and 
discussed the progress made thus far.  The response was 
gratifying.  We had received support from Catholics, 
Protestants, even Jews. 
Wayne and Julian had found it necessary to back out of 
the trip for significant reasons, leaving John Sharp, Lacy 
and me to attempt the adventure. 
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     As three average college students, we realized our 
limitations--but we knew that we could do something.  
More people should realize that successful international 



relations depends on individual personal contacts. If there 
was more real concern and contact shared “Person to 
person,” then real progress could be made. 
     With all of our regular college activities going full 
swing, it wasn’t until the end of school that we realized 
that it was almost time for our dream to become a reality.  
We had learned that with God you can do it if you try.  In 
fact this had become our motto:  “With God you can do it 
if you try.”  We were anxious to share the story of the 
Christ who cares about all people everywhere, but at the 
same time, we felt that we could learn important lessons 
from others who included themselves within the fellowship 
of Jesus Christ.  We went seeking the good and we found 
it.  Perhaps this was the key to our success.  How easy it 
is to be critical and negative.  How easy to misunderstand.  
but to seek the good is to broaden the understanding, and 
life takes on new abundance! 
     All this had happened three moths before, and now it 
was the eve of our departure.  Now it was time to stand 
for our Christ and our country with that “determined 
humility” that we had written our friends of.  Now was the 
time to prove ourselves worthy of the material and 
spiritual support we had received.   
 
Tomorrow would begin our adventure in faith. Thoughts 
and prayers were a bit confused that night.  Soon the 
need to sleep found its way into my thoughts.  First 
comes the thought then reality.  Blessed sleep. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 
 
     Finally the dawn.  A quick shave, a hurried good-bye to 
fraternity brothers, (some of whom were slightly “green in 
the face.” At that point I suppose they felt that further 
declarations about the impossibility of this trip would be 
out of place!)  Pick up the large canvas B-4 bag that was 
to be a wearisome companion during the entire trip, then 
down to John Sharp and Lacy’s fraternity house to meet 
them.  They were up and ready. 
     When the reporter from the Jackson Daily News came, 
we were waiting on the front porch of the fraternity 
house, raring to go. 
     “Now is it correct that you boys are planning on hitch-
hiking all the way to Montreal, Canada?”  We said yes. 
“With all that luggage?”  He pointed to the pile of luggage 
we were taking.  Yes, with all that luggage.  “Then you’re 
sailing for Europe?”  that was our plan.  “It is true that you 
don’t have a ticket back to the United States yet?” That’s 
very true, we said.  “When are you planing on getting 
passage home?” he asked. 



    Lacy spoke up, “We don’t know exactly.  We’ve just 
received a check that will give us about enough money to 
get home, but securing passage will be another thing.  
We’ll have to travel ‘peasant’ class both ways.” 
     “Why don’t you work your way across?” the reporter 
asked.  Evidently a question of personal interest. 
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     “We are working our way across, friend,” I said, “we 
intend to work daily for the Lord.”  We then explained 
further that we were going as paid passengers for two im- 
portant reasons.  First, as crewmen we would have had to 
join a seaman’s union and would not be allowed to leave 
the ship upon reaching the other side.  (We understood 
that crewmen were hired for “over-and-return” voyages.)  
Secondly, we were somewhat pressed for time as Lacy 
and I both had appointments as student pastors beginning 
in the early fall, and every day was precious to us. 
     Lacy added (he always liked to handle the business and 
finances) “As we see it--so far as our budget goes--we’ll 
have about $1.00 a day for eating, drinking, sleeping, and 
travel, allowing for the purchase of our return tickets.  
We’ve had to figure it pretty close,” he concluded. 
     “Yeah, pretty close,” the reporter agreed, writing on 
his pad.  He took a picture.  “Thanks fellows, and good 



luck.”  He looked at us for a moment, looked at the pile of 
luggage, shook his head slowly and left. 
     We shook hands  with a few of our school friends who 
had come to say goodbye. 
     A girl friend of ours, Julia Anne, came by in her car and 
offered to drive us to the intersection from which we were 
to leave.  We could hardly fit the luggage into the car!  
Julia Anne dropped us at the busy intersection, gave us 
each a sweet (Christian) kiss goodbye, and there we were.  
Three young men, in the early part of June, standing in the 
heart of the South, holding up a sign which read:  
“Montreal, Canada, please!”  Many people  
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who didn’t stop smiled as they went by. 
     We had to laugh at ourselves standing there at the 
intersection of two busy roadways with three huge pieces 
of luggage, one small case, three shaving kits that 
wouldn’t fit in, two regular cameras and one movie 
camera.  We were all clean and well dressed.  We already 
knew that cleanliness is important to good living, but we 
found that cleanliness also has a great deal to do with 
successful hitchhiking.  We waited about twenty minutes 
for our first ride, but it didn’t seem that long.  A 1956 



Plymouth pulled up and stopped.  A young Texan, in T-
shirt and Levis crawled out. 
    “Where in the hell are you guys going with all that?”* 
he laughed. 
     “On a Christian Witness Mission,” replied John Sharp, 
tactfully giving Tea a hint about his “free-flowing 
language.” 
     Tex was putting the big luggage in the trunk.  He 
stood back, put his hands on his hips, and looked at what 
was left.  “Can’t get it all inhere,” he said;  “Well have to 
put the rest in he back seat.”  He closed the trunk and 
climbed behind the wheel.  Motioning for us to get in, he 
said.  “this is the damnedest thing I’ve ever done.  Nobody 
will every pick you guys up with all that luggage.” 
     Ole Tex made a short trip of it from Jackson to 
Meridian, Mississippi.  He had told us before we started 
that he liked to drive “kidnap fast: but we didn’t know  
 
___________ 
     *A quote--kindly see Preface 
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that this guy was a Jet pilot gone A.W.O.L.!  As we sped 
along he told us about three air force men that he had 
picked up some miles back.  They rode three blocks and 
got out. “Dirty cowards,” he said almost under his breath.  



Well, anyway, we started our venture with prayer!  
Admittedly, it was a bit selfish like too many prayers tend 
to be, but we traveled the hundred and ten miles in less 
than an hour and a half, and ended in one piece. 
     Funny thing about policemen.  They never seem to be 
around when speeders like Tex go by.  Or maybe they 
never saw him; I wouldn’t doubt that.  He did slow down 
to seventy once, going through a red light in the middle of 
town.  Poor farmer Jones.  He gets a ticket for going forty 
in a thirty-five mile zone, while Tex “ain’t never had a 
ticket.” 
     He unloaded us at a junction outside Meridian.  He had 
a bet that he could be in Jacksonville, Florida, in a certain 
number of hours, and he was out to prove it.  Our first 
new friend took off in a screech of rubber.  He had done 
of of the fastest jobs of proving to us that there are no 
strangers in this world--just friends we do not know. 
     It was later in the morning now and the sun was quite 
hot.  There was an old farm house up on a hill behind us.  
John Sharp decided that he would go and see if he could 
get us some cold water. After John left, Lacy sat down  
hard on his suitcase, took out his handkerchief, wiped his 
his face, and said,  “The only trouble with hitch-hiking is 
that you can’t do the driving yourself.”  I agreed  
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with laughter.  Lacy and I decided to try using the sign 
again.  Might as well “hike” until John Sharp gets back, we 
thought. 
     When John returned with a gallon jug filled to the brim 
with ice water, we were waiting for him in a green Chevy 
station wagon.  We were loaded and ready to move on.  
the ice water tasted awfully good.  Nothing quenches your 
thirst quite like “Adam’s ale!” 
     After taking a long swallow of water, John Sharp 
commented, “You know, there’s something about going up 
to a farm house in a strange place and talking to people 
you don’t know that’s sort of exciting.  Maybe that’s nuts, 
but I think so.”  No one thought the idea was crazy.  We 
understood. 
     As we rode northward, we became friendly with our 
new benefactor.  Mr. jackson, astructural engeineer, was a 
lot more reasonable in exerting his influence behind the 
wheel of his automobile. We stopped about noon, and Mr. 
Jackson insisted on buying lunch for us.  We offered less 
resistance, perhaps, than politeness demands.  We had 
resolved that we would not directly ask anyone for 
anything and that we would not talk the poor mouth, but 
we agreed later that gifts offered in a sincere spirit of 
goodness ought not to be refused.  Operating on such a 
strict budget, we had planned to rough it during the trip.  
We started off with a sirloin steak. 



     “Rough,” said Lacy, looking at the sizzling hot steak 
before him. 
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     Mr. Jacks detoured from his planned route to carry us 
fifty-eight miles further north so that we might meet the 
next road that we should take.  He offered us 
accommodations in the hotel where he was to stay that 
night; but we declined, feeling that had done far too much 
already.  We said goodbye to Mr. Jacks with that strange 
reluctance that comes when good friends part.  He posed 
for a picture, then pulled away, for after all the previous 
discussion, there was no room in the local hotel. 
     Mr. Jacks helps to build the great micro-wave towers 
that now dot our country sides, those tall steel towers 
that look like radar antennas.  Every time we see such a 
tower, we think of a deed of goodness.  Wholesome 
thoughts make life richer. 
     It was a few minutes before dark on a Wednesday 
evening at Decatur Alabama.  “What time is it?” asked 
Lacy, looking down the road at Mr. Jacks’ car disappearing 
in the dusk. 
     “Twenty to seven,” answered John. 
     “What’ll we do now?” I asked. 



     “We gotta do something with all this junk,” John was 
tired of toting.  We all were. 
     “Let’s go into the hotel across the street and see if 
they’ll give us a place to lay this stuff down for a little 
while,” I suggested.  the lady at the desk said that it 
would be alright if we left the luggage in the manager’s 
room until late that night.  We were happy to leave it even 
for a short while. 
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     It was almost completely dark when we came out of 
the hotel.  “What now?” 
     John Sharp made his suggestion.  “This is Wednesday 
night.  Let’s go to prayer meeting.” 
     “But it’s getting late, and we have no place to stay...” 
     “We’re supposed to be on a Christian Witness  
Mission...” 
    “You’re right.  Let’s go to prayer meeting.” 
    “Maybe the preacher will let us stay in the church for 
the night.” 
    “Maybe so, but don’t ask outright.  remember our 
policy.” 
     “I remember.” 
     We walked toward the church. We had passed a church 
some blocks back when coming into town, and we were 



going in that direction.  When we reached the front of the 
church, the building was still in darkness.  We waited.  It 
was about ten minutes to seven when a man, his wife, and 
son about our age, strolled up and greeted us with a 
friendly “Hello.”  We introduced ourselves, and they took 
us around to the side entrance of the church. 
     “We meet down in the basement,” Mr Cain, the 
husband-father told us.  Before we entered the building, 
the family asked us outright if we would like to stay with 
them that night.  We replied that we’d be happy to stay 
with them.  Found: more good in the world.  We seldom 
read this story, This is not headline news.  It should be. 
    After church, we picked up our luggage from the hotel 
and went home with the Cains.  The house was not big,  
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but it was large enough that they could rent out the 
upstairs and have adequate, though small, living quarters 
below.  We took the mother’s room.  Taking one of the 
two mattresses off the bed, she prepared an extra place 
on the floor.  We talked with the family, shared the 
purpose of our mission and, before bed, we had our 
devotions (prayer cells we called them) along with 
Chandler, their oldest son. 



     Lacy took the high bed.  John Sharp and I took the low 
bed.  It was the end of the first day.  I laughed to myself 
as I thought of the waitress we had met at the drugstore 
earlier in the evening.  After church we had gone there for 
a sandwich. she wouldn’t believe we were preachers. 
   “Don’t look like preachers!”  she determined. 
   “You don’t have to carry a ten-pound Bible and wear a 
black suit to be a preacher,” answered John Sharp. 
    “Christianity is joyous as well as serious,” I replied. 
    She wouldn’t believe it.  “You’re too rugged looking.”   
    “Christ was rugged,” John retorted.  “Too many people 
picture him as a nammy pammy.  That’s a lot of bunk.  
The difference between a Christian and a non-Christian is 
not how a person looks; it’s how a person loves.  Christ 
had an outreaching love that demanded respect from 
everyone--from fishermen to kings.  Any Christian knows 
that you’ve got to be a whole lot more rugged because 
you follow Jesus than when you don’t” 
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     Lacy interrupted the sermon but he proved our case.  
He showed the girl a photostatic copy of his license to 



preach.  “Told you that thing would come in handy sooner 
or later,” he said. 
     As I finished writing in my diary, I looked at John and 
Lacy sleeping peacefully in the dimly lighted room, and as I 
reached up to turn out the light, John began to snore 
lightly.  “Rugged preachers,” I thought, “That’s us.”  The 
last thing I remember was smiling. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
     Sleep remakes a man.  We were awakened early the 
next morning by the pleasing aroma of frying bacon. We 
bathed, shaved, and went in to breakfast.  We thanked 
God for the food, and ate heartily.  After breakfast, it was 
time for Mr. Cain to go to work.  As we went to say 
thanks, we realized that he didn’t even know our whole 
names!  So hurried had been our introduction.  We 
exchanged warm handshakes and said goodbye.  A 
handshake says a lot.  Men will testify to that.  Shortly, 
Mrs. Cain loaded us into her Nash along with her two boys 
(they also have a younger son) and a neighbor, and after 
dropping them at work, she took us out of town to an 
open place on he road. 
     we left a thank you note inside the door of her ice box.  
It read:  “I was a stranger and ye took me in, I was hungry 
and ye fed me...even as ye do to the least of my brethren, 
ye do it unto me.  In sincere Christian love.”  We signed 
our names.  thus far, we had spent less than fifty cents, 
and how much we had received! 



     A short ride with a young college student left us 
standing in a somewhat desolated place.  The world of 
auto drivers was not yet awake, and the surface of the 
road added to the total quiet of the morning.  It was a 
strange feeling.  We were just beginning our journey, but 
here for one brief instant we had felt the vastness of the 
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world in which we live.  A few cars passed.  None stopped. 
     “I’ve got an idea,” John Sharp broke the silence. 
     “Good.  What is it?” 
     “Let’s work up a couple of songs.  You know, make like 
a trio.” 
     It was a good idea, and we started singing a couple of 
songs.  Not being material for the Metropolitan Opera, we 
decided that we’d better stick to the easy stuff.  We 
concentrated our efforts on two songs, “You Are My 
Sunshine,” and “Do Lord, Do Remember Me.”  One, an old 
favorite, the other a moving spiritual.   
     John Sharp knew something about music and was not 
satisfied with what he heard.  “Singing ought to lift you.  
Let yourself go.  Sing!” 
     We were standing in a circle singing.  We were 
sounding better--almost good.  We had completely 
forgotten about hitch-hiking for the moment.  We were 
joyous in song.  A Buick hardtop pulled up ahead of us.  



The driver, an older man with grey hair and a twinkle in his 
eye, called out to us, “You fellows going someplace, or 
just giving a concert?” 
     Lacy ran up tot he car.  It was always our custom to 
send one member of the trio ahead to find out how far the 
driver was going, and if he had room for all three of us and 
our luggage.  John and I waited.  The “Montreal Please” 
sign was still hanging limp in our hands.  We were also 
using “local signs which read, “via Birmingham,” etc. 
It helped considerably. 
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     We reached the next town just about lunch time, and 
Lacy, John and I ate sandwiches and drank iced tea while 
“Pop” fixed his machine.* 
     It was late afternoon when we came into Nashville. 
Traffic was heavy.  People were just getting off work and 
now were anxious to get home.  We drove though the 
downtown area and soon were on the outskirts of the city 
heading north.  We wondered where Pop Tom was planing 
on stopping. 
   “How far are you going, sir?” 
    “Going to Indianapolis, Indiana fellows,” he said, much 
to our astonishment.  “You boys need to catch that boat, 
and somebody’s gotta help you get there.  I have a little 



placed in Indianapolis, and I’ll take you on that far.  that’ll 
help you along several hundred miles.  We’ll eat supper in 
Indiana tonight.” 
     We were thrilled Pop had not planned on going to 
Indianapolis until the early part of the next week, but said 
that it didn’t make that much difference to him. 
   “Anyway,” he continued,” my wife just died six months 
ago. She was always doing good things.  She was a happy 
woman.  She’d want me to do something like this.”  Mrs. 
Thompson’s influence was still very much alive. Goodness 
never dies--it is only evil that destroys. 
     We stopped for supper at a small drive-in restaurant 
just inside the Indiana state line.  The only similarity 
between what we ate for “southern fired chicken and the 
 
________ 
     *Pop was a factory sewing machine maintenance man. 
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real thing, was that both birds are called chickens, and 
that a frying pan was used.  but they say in Boston that 
we “rebels” can’t bake beans! 
     Pop would not let us pay the check. After he paid the 
bill he went to the car and waited for us.  He was leaning 
on the left front fender of the car when we came out. 



     “Boys, my house isn’t very big; but if you’d like,  I’ll be 
glad to put you up for the night.” 
     This was too much.  The thought had not crossed our 
minds.  But Pop seemed sincere in his invitation and we 
gladly accepted. 
     Before long we were in Indianapolis.  After cleaning up, 
we were all busy at various tasks.  Lacy was writing home.  
I was making my daily entry in our travelog. John Sharp 
was trying desperately to iron a pair of slacks.  I noticed 
the expression on his face.  He was having a real struggle.  
One never appreciates the cleaner’s art until he tries to 
press pants himself.  In all areas of life, from pressing 
pants to building skyscrapers, a man has to know his 
business. 
     “Say, bud, you having trouble?”  I ribbed him. 
     He retorted by making a face.  I stuck out my tongue.  
Lacy thought that we were much too childish and 
undignified for student ministers, but John and I liked to 
cut up. 
     “Soon as I get through here, I think I’ll come and bust 
you up a bit,” said John in a threatening tone. 
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     “Try it,” I said staunchly. 
     Just about that time Pop Tom interceded.  the battle 
was over before it had begun.  What a shame.  I was 
anxious to give John trouble.  Maybe it’s a good thing Pop 
stepped in. 
     “I’ll swear to goodness, John, you couldn’t iron a pair 
of pants if your life depended on it.  Here.  give me that 
iron.” 
     John stood back and watched.  He shook a fist at me 
behind Pop’s back, but I decided to be Christian and let 
him have the last shake. 
     We had our pryers and were more than ready to hit the 
hay.  It had been a full day.  Two days out and already in 
Indianapolis, Indiana.  We had coined another new 
expression.  John was so amazed at all that was happening 
that he passed the remark, “Good Lord, Lord.”  It stuck.  
We used it all during the trip. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 
 
     Pop got us out of bed early the next morning.  He had 
breakfast on the table.  We ate scrambled eggs, bacon, 
drank tomato juice and milk.  After breakfast, Pop went 
into his room and came out with three brand new shirts. 
     “You boys all wear a medium shirt, don’t you?”  
Medium was our size.  “Here, I want you to have these.  
You have to look fresh and clean on the road.  Just 
consider them a gift from a friend.” 
     Pop drove us to the other side of town where we were 
to meet the highway once again.  He had convinced us 
that it would be a better plan to go through Detroit than 
through New York.  After all, he was a man who traveled 
all over the country, and he knew best.  folks often cause 
themselves serious trouble, or hinder real improvement, 
simply because they don’t like to take somebody else’s 
advice.  As Pop drove off, we stood there with tears in our 
eyes.  Men can shed tears but aren’t “supposed to cry.”  
Pop had never shared the wealth of a home with children.  
His only joys were the companionship of a faithful wife and 



an occasional game of golf.  Now she was gone.  Yet he 
was a rich man in many ways.  Willing to share.  Anxious to 
be kind.  More “Pops” would mean much to the cause of 
Christ.  
     We stood on the edge of the highway awaiting a ride.  
Since we had changed our route, we needed a new sign. 
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I spoke to the fellows, “We need another sign, one saying 
‘Via Detroit.’  Think I’ll go into this place and see what 
they have to make a sign with.”  There was a liquor store 
immediately behind us. 
     Lacy smirked, “Sure it’s a sign you’re going after, 
preacher?” 
    “I’d better go with you to check,” John chimed in. 
    “You little boys stay right here.  See the regulations 
printed there above the door?  Only men allowed.  If 
you’re under 21, keep out!”  Lacy and John were 19, I was 
21.  “Be back in a minute.”  I went into the place. the 
manager greeted me with a smile.  “What can I do for you 
young fellow?” 
     “We’re Methodist preachers hitch-hiking to Europe,” I 
said, “and we just found out that the best way to Montreal 
is through Detroit.  We have been using direct signs to get 



rides, and we don’t have one for Detroit.  Can you help 
us?” 
     The manager of the store sat down on a tall wooden 
stool behind the bar.  He laughed slightly.  “You three 
boys preachers, huh?”  He motioned toward John and 
Lacy. “Kinda young, aren’t ya?” 
     “Not too young to preach about the love of God 
revealed in Jesus Christ,” I said. 
     He looked at me for a moment, lifted his eyebrows, 
tilted his head, shook his head slightly and got up off the 
stool.  He went behind the shelves of whiskey and came 
out with a box of crayons and a sheet of white wrapping 
paper. 
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     “Will this do?” 
     “Thanks a lot, sir this will be great.”  I made the sign, 
drank the glass of cold water he offered, thanked him 
again, and returned to our place on the road. 
     “Did you get it alright?” Lacy asked. 
     “I held it up so they could see it.  Lacy gave his 
approval by making the “OK” sign with the fingers of his 
right hand. 
     Before long we were on our way again.  We ate lunch in 
Coldwater, Indiana.  After lunch, we made a larger sign on 



butcher paper.  We invested in a box of crayons to work 
with.  We had not waited long on the highway before a 
sleek new Pontiac pulled to the side of the road.  Advance 
Scout Causey went up to the car to make the usual check. 
He motioned for us to come on. 
     Our new friend turned out to be a young Detroit 
lawyer.  Bob, a devout Catholic, was immediately 
interested in our mission.  “It’s a different sort of thing 
anyway.  You say you’re going to try to live with the 
people every place you go?”  We told him that this was 
out plan.  We wanted to contact the people on a personal 
level.  We wanted to remove ourselves from the “typical 
tourist” category.  Bob thought the idea was admirable.  
“Hope you fellows will have good luck.” 
     We were entering Detroit when bob decided to take us 
across the border.  he said that we’d never be able to 
hitch a ride through customs with that much luggage.  
Thus one our real fears was put down.  We had no  
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idea how we’d make it through the tunnel into Canada.  
We were afraid that the edge of the tunnel would be a 
poor place to catch a ride.  Once we were on the other 
side, it was necessary for Bob to surrender the title to his 



car to customs officials until here turned into the United 
States.  He must have realized this formality, because he 
already had his title ready when the customs inspector 
approached our car. 
     “Pull over there,” the inspector said a bit gruffly.  It 
was the end of the day and the man was evidently worn 
out.  He began to check our luggage.  We had been told 
that this probably wouldn’t be done, but he did it.  “any 
liquor, jewels or drugs?” he asked.   (As if you would tell 
him if you did.)  these fellows are good judges of 
character they say, and we appreciated his apparent 
satisfaction when we said “no.”  Then he began to open 
Lacy’s suitcase. 
     “If you open that thing up, you’ll have to close it 
back,” said Lacy jokingly. 
    It wasn’t funny to the inspector.  “You think so?”  he 
snapped back.  “Get every one of those cases out and 
open them up!” 
     John, Bob and I were embarrassed.  Lacy was 
dumbfounded.  He has that strange way of joking where 
you can’t always be sure whether he is serous or not.  The 
inspector made John and me take out our B-4 bags, open 
the monsters up and display all the contents. 
     Ironically he said, “OK, that’s good enough for now” 
before he ever touched Lacy’s bag! 
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     We rode on to a small restaurant near the border 
where Bob bought our supper.  He wouldn’t even let us 
pay the tip.  “I’d like to do my part,” he said.  “I’ve got to 
go now fellows, I had an appointment in Detroit ten 
minutes ago.”  Bob did more than he’ll ever know.  He 
taught us a lesson in understanding that should be learned 
by more people.  Catholics and Protestants both look to 
the same Christ.  We both seek “peace on earth, good will 
toward men>‘  We grow by constructive activities, not 
condemnations.  Now don’t misunderstand me.  We must 
cling to our basic convictions (so long as they are basic) 
but we should share a greater degree of cooperation.  too 
often we judge the priesthood by the priest.  In all areas 
of living, we must seek out the good and oppose the evil.  
We had moved from tolerance to understanding. 
     A new nation!  We were moved by the British flag 
floating over the /tourist Information building.  As we 
entered the building, we were inspired by the portrait 
marked Elizabeth Regina which was hung in all its majesty 
inside the main entrance. 
     “Which way to Montreal?” I asked. 
     The girl behind the desk gave us a map showing the 
best roads.  “You’ll find the Kings Highway easy going,” 
she said.  The King’s Highway is not always easy going, I 
through.  But then, we were thinking about different Kings 
and different roadways. 



     We failed to catch a ride in downtown Windsor.  It was 
our first and only failure.  so we caught the city bus 
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to the outskirts of the city.  We board the bus right in the 
midst of the evening rush hour, and us with all the 
luggage.  It didn’t take us long to discover how ignorant 
we had been in packing.  We learned a valuable lesson the 
hard way.  We struggled into the bus, and trying to stand 
out of the way, we straddled our suitcases.  Every time a 
person went to get off the bus, they literally had to climb 
around us.  However, they were compassionate.  The bus 
driver was a man of rare patience. He even responded in a 
decent manner when Lacy put his small grip through the 
glass of the fire extinguisher holder.  This wasn’t Lacy’s 
day. 
     We went out as far as the bus would go, and after 
getting off, we walked up to a curve in the road.  We were 
just out of town and the sun was setting behind us.  It 
was getting cool, and we were in our short sleeves, so 
comfortable in the summer months down South.  but now 
we were getting further North, and the nights were much 
cooler.  
     A few cars passed us and then what had once been an 
old Plymouth taxicab pulled to a halt.  The happy driver 



staggered out.  The man and woman in he front seat were 
still arguing that he should not have stopped but the 
driver went back and assured them that we were “just 
kids.”  “Now shut up,” he ordered.  They weren’t drunk.  
Just happy.  The little lady, an attractive blond in her late 
30’s, offered us a cold beer.  We refused politely. 
     “What’s the matter? she asked.  “You kids preachers 
or sumpin?” 
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     “That’s right mam,” said John matter-of-factly. 
     She withdrew her can of beer.  “Oh, really?”  she 
looked hard at us.  “Yep.  Preachers.  that’s what they are.  
You boys talk lazy--like South Americans. What are you 
doing up in this part of the world?” 
     We explained.  We tried to be enthusiastic but humble.  
She turned back around, took a swig of beer from the can, 
and looked at the fellow on her right.  “What do ya think 
of that, Jim, three preachers.”  Jim looked too.  they all 
laughed, and then supposing they had hurt our feelings, 
Jim turned and said, “Look like pretty nice boys to me.” 
     The driver looked around too.  He was going about 
sixty.  We were glad he didn’t look too long.  “You boys 
ain’t really telling the truth, are you?” 



     We said that we were really student preachers.  He 
thought for a moment.  “What do you do about women?” 
he asked, glancing at the blond siting between them. 
     “We usually date ‘em and marry ‘em,” said John 
quickly.  “What do you do?”  They took it right, and 
laughed. 
     Pretty damn smart,” the driver remarked. 
    The lady opened her wallet and showed us a picture. 
“That’s my daughter,” she said with pride. “you’d like her.  
She’s a nice girl. Goes to church ‘n all.”  The mother was 
proud of her “nice” daughter.  She was pretty, and we told 
the mother so. She looked at the wedding band on her 
hand and then at the two fellows sitting on each side of 
her.  We felt a little uneasy and were a bit thankful that 
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we had come to the place where they were to turn off the 
main road. 
     They dropped us off in front of a small hotel, its small 
neon sign reading “Tilbury Hotel.”  We thanked them and 
turned to go.  “Wait,” the woman called.  She gave us six 
dollars.  Two apiece.  She had tears in her eyes.  “I wanted 
to do that,” she said.  We each gripped her hand hard. 
     We stood there in the darkness, watching the car out 
of sight.  We didn’t say a word.  Words are such leaky 



vessels for thoughts to ride on.  How much good in the 
worst or us, I thought, and how much bad in the best. 
     As we entered the hotel lobby, we found that the 
place was dimly lighted, with no one at the desk.  We put 
the suitcases outside the door to the lounge and went 
inside for a drink of something cold. 
     “What’ll it be?” asked the bartender. 
     “Got any iced tea?” John asked for all of us. 
    The bartender showed a blank expression for a second, 
then he said.  “Over there to the right.  That’s the 
restaurant section.  They’ll fix you up.”  The men sitting at 
the tables near the bar watched us go into the restaurant 
section.  They were obviously amused. 
     After we drank our iced tea, we went back to the lobby 
to check on our stuff.  A short fat man wearing 
suspenders was behind the desk reading the evening 
paper.  He was leaning back on the chair, engrossed in the 
news.  We went to the desk and stood there. He kept 
reading.  Lacy rang the bell softly.  He kept reading for a 
moment, then lowered the paper just enough that we  
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could see his face.  “Can I help you?” he asked in a deep 
voice. 



     “I don’t know,” said Lacy. We wondered if he knew 
anybody that would let us work for a night’s lodging. We 
explained that we were young ministers hitch-hiking to 
Montreal.  He got up from behind the desk, went to the 
stairway, and started up the stairs. When he was about 
half-way, he stopped, turned his head slightly and said, 
“come with me.”  We followed.  He took us to the first 
floor.  He opened two doors, a double room and a single. 
     “Stay here,” he said.  “Give me a dollar for the laundry.  
Here’s the shower-room.  Towels in your rooms.” He 
started back down the stairs. 
    “Don’t we need to register or anything?” Lacy asked in 
a surprised voice. 
     “Nope.  I went once to the Southern United States and 
got myself in some trouble.  The people there treated me 
real good.  A kindness deserves a kindness.  Good night, 
boys.” 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
 
 
     Next morning we were on the road only a matter of 
minutes before a car stopped.  The driver was headed in 
the opposite direction from which we were going. 
    “Where you going?” he shouted. 
    “Montreal,” we replied. 
    “Good luck,” he called out and drove on.  It takes all 
kinds of people to make up a world. 
     On a super-highway just outside of Toronto, a black 
Buick stopped for us.  John was check-scout that day. 
     “ ‘Course I got room,” the driver said loudly.  “What 
the hell you think I stopped for?”  We loaded up and 
climbed aboard.  This man was a character.  Stripped down 
to his waist, he said he was a gambler and truck driver by 
profession.  “Been all over America,” he told us.  “Good 
country.  Ain’t nothing like Canada, though.” No place like 
home. 
     He drove on for a while.  He was heavy but husky. He 
was loud and free with his words, but not vulgar.  He 
laughed.  “Know where I got this car?”  We played along 
with him.  “No, where,” John asked.  “In a crap game!”  He 



laughed hard , then became very sober.  “Had to pay two 
dollars for the damn registration, though.  Ain’t that hell?” 
     Before long he demanded information from us. What 
were we doing in Canada?  Where were we going?  At first 
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we were reluctant to say, but then we spoke frankly.  You 
can’t stand up for your convictions in silence. 
     Later in the evening, he turned left off the main road 
into a small village in the midst of the gentle hills.  “You 
boys like Chinese food?” he asked.  “There’s a fine little 
place in this town.  A nice place like you’d like to go into.  
We’ll eat there.” 
     When it came time to pay the bill, I started out to pay, 
when he said, “Wait a minute.  I brought you here.” He 
thumped his chest.  “I’m paying this bill.” 
     He took us to the road, and after we unloaded out 
things, he called me over to his side of the car.  He looked 
at the steering wheel.  “Listen, Pal, I ain’t much at this 
sort of thing.  Don’t know how.  Take this for you and the 
boys.”  He put some bills in my hand.  “I’ll be thinking 
‘bout you.”  He put the car into first, and mashed the 
pedal to the floor. 
     I showed the money to Lacy and John Sharp. We never 
knew this man’s name, but we saw in him something of 
the spirit of Christ.  Beneath his crude appearance and all 



his tough words there was an attitude of real outreaching 
love.  From what he had told us as we had driven along, 
we knew that he was a loving father and a gentle husband.  
It took a fellow like this to make us truly realize that 
among all human personalities there are many potential 
“Jesus-men,” that is:  persons who have something of the 
personality of Christ within their souls.  The trouble is, too 
often we fail to bring the inner man out. 
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We will always remember our friend in the black Buick as a 
real Jesus-man.  Perhaps some day (like many of us) he 
will be “more like the Master.) 
     When evening came we were deep in the North Woods 
of Canada.  We stopped at a little town called 
Peterborough.  Our last ride was with an insurance 
salesman who put us out in front of a large United Church.  
(The major Protestant denominations in Canada have 
united forming the United (Protestant) Church.)  We saw 
lights in the building and ventured inside.  A man was 
working in one of the offices.  We learned that he was not 
the preacher, but a layman who cared for the preparatory 
duties of the church before the Sunday services.  We 
asked him if he knew of a place where we could put up for 
the night.  This was the nearest thing to a direct hint we 



made during the entire trip, but we were awfully tired.  He 
called several people, and got a cold shoulder. then he 
offered a small room in the back of his own house. 
     “You’ll be crowded, but you can make out.”  His wife 
was sweeping in the adjacent office. she called him. We 
heard them whispering in the other room: 
    “You just can’t ask perfect strangers into you home.  
You know that.”  Her argument was understandable in a 
way; but so many others had taken us in that I was 
flustered by her attitude.  We picked our things and 
started out. 
     John diplomatically sought to avoid embarrassing the 
husband.  “We appreciate your offer, sir, but we’d better 
say in town here closer to the church.  Thanks anyway.” 
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     I was too weak to resist the temptation to say a few 
words to the wife.  She was standing in the doorway as we 
walked by.  “You know, ma’am,” I said, “I surely am glad 
that we believe in a religion that knows no strangers. 
Aren’t you?”  I turned abruptly and walked away.  I was a 
bit ashamed of myself, because her attitude was 
understandable, but she showed us later that she had 
learned a lesson that night.  She didn’t say it with words.  
It was her attitude that spoke. 



     We tried at the Y. M. C. A.  “No place here, the 
manager said.  He never looked up from his checkerboard.  
“Y” managers are sometimes leery about transients.  “Try 
the jailhouse.”  He smiled to himself. 
     “Will they put you up?” questioned Lacy. 
    “Try and see,” answered the manager.  We collected 
our luggage and John Sharp, who had been making friends 
with a cute blond in the game room. 
    “Let’s go, bud, we said. 
    “Now?” he asked. 
    “Yep. Gotta report to the jailhouse.”  He shrugged his 
shoulders to the girl and we went across the street to the 
City Hall and Jail. 
     The jail was located in the basement of the building.  
There was a member of the Canadian police seated behind 
the desk. We put a letter on the desk.  The sergeant read 
it. 
    “What’s this?” he asked. 
    “It’s a letter of reference from our Bishop requesting 
that you help us.” 
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     He looked again. 
 
         “To whom it may concern:  These three ministe-    



         rial students are taking part in a Christian Witness     
         Mission.  They are men of high moral character and 
         integrity.  any assistance given on their behalf will  
         be sincerely appreciated.” 
                      (Signed)   Marvin A. Franklin 
                         Bishop of the Methodist Church, 
                         Jackson, Mississippi 
                         The United States of America 
 
     “What do you chaps want?”  He was puzzled. 
     “We want to stay in jail tonight.  We have no place to 
sleep, and can’t afford a hotel.”  
     He was slightly taken aback.  “Thirty-four years in the 
police service,” he said, “and I’ve met very few people 
asking to stay in jail!”  He looked at the letter and smiled. 
“Very well, we’ll put you up.” 
     The sergeant took us downstairs into the jail area. 
 There was a large table to the left just in front of the 
block where three vacant cells were located.  “Put your 
luggage there if you like.”  We took some of our stuff with 
us and left the rest.  “Will about twenty minutes be 
alright?”  We had no idea what he was talking about, but 
we assured him that twenty minutes would be fine.   
     The cells were painted white.  The walls were marked 
with names and places.  There was some crude art work.  
There was a basis and a commode, Both of which were 
operated with push buttons.  No seat on the commodes. 
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  The bed was a one piece steel spring tightly fastened to 
the floor.  The mattress was a green plastic covering 
stuffed with moss.  Not bad, we thought. 
     Then the sergeant came down.  “Well’’, time to lock 
up, boys.” 
     “You mean you’ll have to lock us in?” asked Lacy. 
    “Certainly.  National law.  Didn’t you know?”  The 
sergeant was locking the cells.  “What time shall I call for 
you in the morning?” he asked in a sort of a mocking tone, 
bowing slightly. 
     “About seven,” John replied immediately;  “We’ll need 
to iron our suits before church!”  The sergeant laughed 
and started back to his desk. 
     “Say, wait a minute,” called Lacy.  “Will you turn out 
the lights, please.” 
     “Can’t son.  National law.  See you in the morning.  
Sleep tight.” 
     I peered out of my cell to the right, where John Sharp 
was locked in.  Lacy had the last cell at the end of the hall 
to my right.  John extended his hand out through the 
bars.  He waved a meek hello, first to me and then to 
Lacy. 
     “Let’s have our prayer cells,” he said with a chuckle. 
We did. 
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CHAPTER SIX 
 
 
     Never form opinions about people or towns too 
quickly.  We are all prone to pass hasty judgments, and 
later find that we were completely wrong.  Such was the 
case at Peterborough.  Our impression after the first night 
in town, was that the only decent person in town was the 
sergeant.  We were wrong. 
     After ironing our clothes with a portable iron a friend 
had given John Sharp for the trip, we walked to the 
church, leaving our luggage at City Hall. The church was 
situated just to the right of the City Hall across the street.  
We were early for services, and as we entered the 
sanctuary, we saw our friend from the night before, the 
man who offered the room without conferring with this 



wife.  He saw us as we entered the front doors.  He was 
dusting the pulpit area. 
     “Morning, boys,” he called, waving the dusting cloth. 
We waved hello, and walked toward the pulpit.  “Have a 
good night?” he asked.  “Where’d you stay?  At the ‘Y’. or 
at the Empress (hotel)?” 
     Lacy answer the question.  “Well, sir, the ‘Y’ was full, 
and we couldn’t afford a hotel, so we stayed in jail!” 
     He thought we were kidding, but then he realized that 
we weren’t.  “In jail..” 
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     “Yeah.  This town has a good one too.”  It was John 
Sharp who spoke.  We laughed. 
     Actually, we put great value on our night in jail.  We 
had never been to jail before, and we felt that our short 
visit would give us real understanding when someday a 
parishioner would approach us with shame or regrets for 
having been there!  Understanding is never as complete, 
sympathy is never as sincere, unless you’ve shared a 
similar experience or situation. 
     Before long it was church time.  The minister, Reverend 
Lars Carlson, ascended into the pulpit as the service of 
worship began.  It was a lovely church.  It was finished in 



natural colored wood, beautifully carved.  Gothic in 
architecture, the sanctuary was modern enough that the 
worshiper was not depressed by a heaviness of 
atmosphere, while at the same time one could not help 
but be impressed by the spirit of reverence demanded by 
this place of worship.  We were mentioned during the 
announcement period.  Our friend must have informed the 
pastor of our presence.  After the service we were met by 
a small group of people.  Everyone was interested in our 
mission, especially the experience of the night before.  
Evidently, they were somewhat embarrassed that we had 
been “turned away,” so to speak. 
    What followed was more like a fairy tale than anything 
else.  The minister explained,  “This is Mr. and Mrs. 
Sackville.  They will take you out to dinner.  We have made 
arrangements for you to stay at the Empress Hotel 
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tonight.  That’s the hotel where the Queen has stayed, 
you know.” 
     The Sackvilles were the kind of people you like to 
know--interesting and interested.  He was a distinguished-
looking gentleman with grey hair cut in a flat-top.  His wife 
was lovely in manner and appearance. Both carried the 



wisdom of their years with a sense of humility and humor 
that was impressive to observe and fund to experience.  
After a wonderful meal (we ate at another hotel in town) 
they took us out to show us the town. 
    “How long can you stay?” Mr. Sackville wondered. 
    “Not very long,” I replied.  “We have a ship to catch.  
But we would like to stay long enough to meet with some 
of the young people, if possible.” 
     They planned for us to meet with the young people at 
a wiener roast on the coming Tuesday night. 
     In the meantime, we returned to our hotel room after a 
full day.  :”Some deal,” Lacy commented.  “Last night in 
jail. Tonight, the Empress.” 
     John Sharp came in with a morning paper.  He pointed 
to headlines.  “Student Pastors Say in Jail, Attend St. 
George’s Next AM.” 
     “We’re getting famous,” he said. 
     “Or infamous,” I added.  “Depends on how you look at 
it.” 
     Monday was a “difficult” day.  we spent the day with a 
young doctor and his family in their home which was 
situated on the edge of a beautiful lake.  We swam, and 
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sailed, and ate.  Beatitude! As we were skimming along the 
water in he family’s sleek sailboat, John passed a classic 
remark.  “Say fellows, maybe we ought to spend the night 
in jail more often.” 
     Next day, we moved in with a dear old family, the 
McCarrells*  they lived on Dublin Street, and were faithful 
members of St. George’s Church.  We were made to feel 
perfectly at home.  Mrs. McCarrell showed us to our 
rooms, brought us to the basement and explained how the 
laundry equipment operated, and told us when to be home 
for supper.  We were three new members of the family.  
What a pity that the world does not lend itself so readily 
to the love within it.  The family of man might become 
more than mere words. 
     After breakfast Tuesday morning, we all retired to the 
living room.  Mrs. McCarrell reached ofr her Bible.  She 
handed it to me. 
     “Read your favorite passage for us, son.  We enjoy 
having others join with us in our daily devotions.” 
     I turned to the twenty -fifth chapter of Matthew, and 
began reading with the thirty-fifth verse...”I was a 
stranger and ye took me in...”Here we were at home in 
another country sharing the message of the Scriptures..  
But more than that.  We were finding that the world has a 
great love potential which has never been released. 
________________ 
         *We recently learned of the passing of Mrs. McCarrell. As her husband 
wrote in beautiful tribute--”she was one of God’s chosen women”--how true. 
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That’s what Jesus meant to do.  Unleash the power of 
universal love to mankind.  Perhaps, slowly but surely, we 
are learning the meaning of love in human experience.  
Permanent victories will never come between men and 
nations until love is the victor. 
    That night we met with the youth group.  We built a 
fire, ate, sang songs, and spoke with real vigor.  They 
wanted to know about America.  We told them.  They 
asked about us, our homes, our churches.  We had the 
opportunity to express our innermost feelings.  We were 
always sincere, never haughty.  We went to bed that night 
satisfied that we had accomplished some definite aims 
with regard to the purpose of our trip.  They had 
deepened our understanding.  We hoped that we had 
broadened their vision.  They wanted to help in our 
mission, and gave us eleven dollars.  It was a meaningful 
gift. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
 
     Once more to the road.  The day was misty and wet. 
Our sign was in pretty sad shape, but our spirits were 
high.  The people of Peterborough had been generous to 
us in spirit and in truth. 
     We were still heading for Montreal, but we felt that we 
would make better progress now if we used “step” signs.  
since Montreal was hundreds of miles to the Northeast, we 
felt the best policy would be to go from one large city to 
the next.  A step at a time.  Our sign now read, “Ottawa, 
Please.”  The nation’s capital. 
     It wasn’t long before a man and his wife stopped for 
us.  We loaded up and climbed in, having to keep one of 



the monsters (the B-4 bags) under our feet.  We had not 
gone five miles before the woman turned to us and said, 
“Now you boys wouldn’t want to keep us company all the 
way to Montreal, would you?”  We evidently looked blank.  
“What I mean is, my husband and I are going to Montreal, 
and we would surely enjoy your company the whole trip.” 
     We were flabbergasted!  We told them or our desire to 
get to Montreal and why.  They “would be so happy to 
have us along.” 
     As we entered Ottawa, it was the husband, Mr. Paice, 
who spoke.  “Wouldn’t you fellows like to see the 
Parliament building, and the organs of government?” 
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     This was a pleasure we had not anticipated.  Those 
dear people took us through the entire governmental 
setup of the nation’s capitol.  They even drove us back 
through the section where the embassies were located.  
the sight-seeing took us off the road about two hours, but 
the Paices didn’t seem to mind, and we were 
tremendously grateful.  We got a kick out of posing for a 
picture with a Royal Canadian Mountie in front of the 
Parliament building.  We were told that a fellow has to be 
at least six feet one to get into the Mounties.  I don’t 



know if this is true or false, but this fellow was a mountain 
of man! 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
     Montreal is an intriguing city.  the French element 
there is so strong that all of the road signs, and many of 
the commercial advertisements are written in bothEnglish 
and French.  The children on the streets speak French or 
English--whichever you (or they) prefer.  Newspapers are 
published in both languages.  When we heard French so 
freely spoken, we knew that we were far from home. 
     After leaving the Paices, we decided that we would 
stay at a cheap hotel that night. 
     “Let’s splurge a little tonight,” Lacy said.  “After all, 
we’ve come 2,500 miles, and we’ve made money.” 
     It was true.  Not because we deserved it.  Not because 
we had worked long and hard for it, but because of the 
generosity of friends.  We had each made eleven dollars 
profit! 
     We stopped at a cheap looking hotel.  We couldn’t 
carry the luggage any further.  As we approached the 
desk, the clerk and an old man were carrying on a fierce  
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argument in French.  My French is elementary, but I could 
tell they were yelling something about beer. 



     Finally the desk clerk pounded a fist on the desk, 
pointed a finger in the direction of the bar and said loudly 
in perfect English, “Go.  Go and get your damn beer!”  
“Mon Dieu,” he exclaimed and turned to us.  “Oui, 
Monsieurs?” 
     “Do you have a cheap room for the three of us?” Lacy 
asked in English. 
     He looked at us.  Americans.  Boys, he thought.  “Here 
you pay in advance,” he informed us, in perfect English. 
     “Show us the room.”  The room was narrow with a 
huge window at the far end.  There were faded drapes.  
Two double beds, a glass wash basin and pitcher, and two 
old chairs made up the other furniture.  No private baths 
are to be found in most second class Canadian and English 
hotels. 
     “Eight dollars for the night,” the clerk said. 
     “We’ll pay five and no more.”  John and Lacy thought 
that I’d gone nuts. 
     The clerk looked at me and smiled.  “I will take five.”  
We paid in cash.  He stopped at the door and said, “Sign 
the register before you leave the hotel.  National law, you 
know.”  Yep, we knew something about national laws.  He 
pointed to the lock on the door, “And use this too.” 
     We bought a quart of milk and ate the lunch that Mrs. 
McCarrell had prepared ofr us that morning.  We weren’t 
far from the harbor, and we knew that it wouldn’t be very 
long before the Seven Seas would put into port, and we’d 
be on the high seas. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
 
     We left the hotel early the next day.  We would have 
liked to have left the luggage there, but we wouldn’t pay 
the “storage” fee they wanted.  We traveled by foot 
express all day, just looking around.  We decided to try to 
get lodging at some church until the ship sailed some days 
later.  A rector at an Episcopal church there received us 
warmly; but we felt that we should try our luck at a United 
Church, since our own Methodist Church is incorporated in 
that body.  There are a few protestant churches in 
Montreal; the city is mostly Roman Catholic.  The Catholic 
Clergy, we were told, has great influence in administration 
of affairs in that area. 
    Finally, we found a United Church.  St. James United.  In 
the very center of town, we were within walking distance 
to all major points of interest.  The location was actually 
better than most of the hotels.  It was late afternoon.  We 
knocked on the great oak doors at the side of the church.  
No answer.  Lacy saw a note which read:  “Ring for 
Caretaker.” 



     We rang, and in a few minutes, the caretaker, a ruddy-
faced Irishman, answered the bell. 
     “We’re three young ministers from the States, and we 
wondered if you could help us?”  I was doing the 
introductions. 
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     “What do you need?” asked Jim the keeper. 
     “We’ll be needing lodging until our ship sails for 
Europe.  We’re on a Christian Witness Mission, and we’ve 
just hitch-hiked up here from the Southern United States.  
We wondered if you could direct us to a place where we 
could earn our keep.” 
     He rubbed his chin.  “The pastor is on vacation.  If he 
were here, he could help.  Wait here, won’t you?”  He 
went inside.  Before long, he was back again.  “Come in me 
lads, and see.” 
     Jim led us through dimly lighted halls to a large, 
beautifully furnished room in one wing of the church.  
There were sofas, easy chairs, air-conditioning units, a 
piano, and to the right there was a fully equipped kitchen. 
“Ladies’ parlor,” he said with pride, “I’ve got a mattress 
down in the basement.  We’ll bring it up. there’s a victrola-
radio combination down there too, You can listen to the 
news.” 



    It was perfect.  Jim even gave us our own key to the 
“parlor.”  He showed us the secret place in which to leave 
the key when we left the building.  “For that’s the only 
key.”  There was a shower downstairs.  Jim brought us a 
big jug of orangeade from his icebox.  “You’re welcome to 
use the refrigerator downstairs if you like,” he said. 
     We bought groceries, took turns cooking, and lived in 
sheer comfort for a couple of days. But we were ready to 
work the morning after we arrived.  actually, we did no 
manual labor around the church for our keep, but Joyce 
Zuk, the church secretary, helped us make valuable con- 
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tacts.  We became part of the church family in those few 
days. 
     One morning, Joyce took us into the great sanctuary.  
How quiet and still it was. “Lloyd C. Douglas was once the 
pastor here,” she said.  We had not known that.  
Auditoriums and sanctuaries are strange places.  One 
minute they bustle with all the varied sounds of human 
activity; the next, strange silence.  Life is filled with such 
contrasts.  We live for fleeting minutes in fellowship and 
joy; then there are the moments of solitude and silence. 



     John Sharp interrupted my thoughts, “Say, ‘Tonk,’ (a 
nickname) we’ve been invited to a ball game tonight.  
We’re to play with the church league.  How about it?” 
     “Well, I’m not much, but I’m willing,” I replied. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
     That evening on the way to the ball game, we were 
walking through the park when a lovely young girl 
approached John.  She had blue eyes and sandy hair, and 
was well constructed, to say the least.  She said 
something to John and he looked embarrassed. 
     We decided to help.  “Let’s go, Johnny, we’ll be late 
for the game.  No time for women now.”  she watched 
John almost despondently as he turned and walked toward 
us. 
     “Do you know what she said?”  John was taken aback. 
     “I’ve got a pretty good idea,” ventured Lacy,  ‘You 
must have real appeal, boy.” 
     “Fellows, that girl needs help,” John said seriously.  
“She needs to be taught right from wrong,” he added. 
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     “You being noble or just human?”  Lacy asked. 
     John walked on in silence for a few moments, then he 
said, “The church needs to extend its outreach so much 



more.  Churches have always strengthened morality--but 
lately we seem to have become complacent.” 
     “Complacency is the church’s most damning sin,” I 
added. 
    “Yea,” John said.  “When we fail to act, we are 
responsible for the ‘loose’ women on the streets, and 
several other related realities too.” 
    “God help us in our complacency,” I murmured as we 
approached the ball park. 
     “God help us out of it,” John said with conviction.  
     We entered the ball park and met several of the young 
people there.  There were two girls, a Jamaican named 
Faye and a girl named Carol. 
     “You don’t act like preachers,” Faye remarked.  How 
ministers are misunderstood! 
    Lacy was rolling up the cuffs of his pants, “Christianity 
isn’t so much what you do or say, Faye, It’s what you 
are.”  He said it humbly, and Faye accepted the statement 
in that spirit. 
    We were playing the St. Lukes’ United team, and it was 
an important game.  John Sharp and I played in the out- 
field, and Lacy took a position on second base.  A beau- 
tiful fly out into right field.  John made a terrific catch. 
The next man up was thrown out at first base.  Another 
fly right into my mitt- I dropped it, naturally-I always make 
a dramatic-looking catch, then drop the ball. 
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John, Lacy and I were yelling and shouting during the 
whole game.  The other players didn’t say anything.  
Guess they haven’t picked up the psychology of the game 
yet.  You can rib a team to death!  Especially if you’re 
chewing a wad of gum at the same time you yell: 
     “One up, one down, easy man, easy out!”  You know, 
something like that. 
     The opposing team was leading 4-2.  I came to bat, I 
picked up a little dust, wiped my hands on my pants, and 
tried to look real professional.  Actually, I’ve always been a 
lousy baseball player.  I found a bat I liked, then I had a 
little prayer.  “Lord,” I said, “I know it’s not right to expect 
you to do everything, but couldn’t you just give me a little 
‘extra’ help this go ‘round?  I’ll do my part, but help me 
won’t you?” 
     I got up to the plate.  Strike one.  I didn’t even see the 
darned ball.  I figured I wasn’t gonna goof up like that 
again.  I swung like a rusty gate at the second ball and 
missed.  I swung so hard I knocked myself down. 
     “Calm down, ‘Tonk,’ I said to myself, ‘you’re looking 
negative.”  I looked up.  “Please, Lord.” 
      The pitcher from St. Lukes looked down theplate, 
wound up and let fly.  I never heard horsehide hit a bat like 
that before (that is, when I was holding the bat). The ball 
sailed over the outfielders’ heads in left field.  A home run! 
I strutted around the bases. 



     “Thanks,” I said under my breath.  Soak in the glory 
now, buster, you’ll never do it again. 
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     We lost 4-3, but at the moment, I didn’t care.  Don 
Knight, captain of the team, a student from England 
studying in Montreal, summed it up.  “Good game, chaps.  
You won in attitude if not in runs.  Good show.” 
     The group went to a restaurant for tea.  The rest took 
theirs hot, but John Lacy and I drank Cokes.  We talked 
about government.  People in Canada and England seem 
more interested in their government that the people in the 
States.  Diefenbaker and the new conservative 
government had just taken over in Canada then, and there 
was much speculation as to its success.  They questioned 
us about our governmental system.  I think they knew 
more about it in a technical sense than we did.  We felt 
this keenly and were determined to do something about it 
when we got home. 
     the two main topics of discussion in informal circles in 
Canada and England were the work of Billy Graham, and 
the integration problem. 
     We all agreed that billy Graham was dynamic, 
dedicated and sincere. 



     We agreed with them that the race issue was a severe 
problem.  We said that we thought the best solutions 
would come from the people involved themselves.  We 
maintained that no radical group was doing any 
constructive good.  We said that we were justly irritated 
by criticisms from hypocrites.  The solution is not so 
simple nor will it be reached overnight, we said.  The group 
was sympathetic and they understood.  But why  
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had the Supreme Court made the decision in the first 
place, they wondered, if it was to cause so much internal 
strife?  We had to admit honestly that we did not know, 
but we supposed that it was necessary from a political 
standpoint. 
     When the highest court of the United States 
government ruled that separate but equal laws were not 
consistent with the spirit and content of the basic 
documents of this nation, it destroyed the very 
foundation of the Communist propaganda which was 
declaring loud and strong that we officially condoned 
discrimination and prejudice.  It was our feeling that 
Americans have always done everything in their power to 
hold high the ideals and objects which we believe are 



worthy of our devotion, and that the ruling came as a 
result of what was thought at that time to be the best 
action for all parties concerned. 
     None of them had ever been to the South, and they 
were amazed to learn the Negro-white population ratio.  
Canada has only a 1 percent Negro population.  They were 
amazed at the Mississippi statistics (approximately 48% 
Negro, 52% white), and said that they had not dreamed 
that there was such a large number of colored folks living 
anywhere in America. 
     We held that the answer was by no means a simple one 
and that it would take true Christianity, real patience, and 
mutual understanding to bring about the best possible 
solution. 
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CHAPTER NINE 
 
     “You should see that boat, fellows.  You should see it!  
Lobbies, and dance floors, and finished in fancy carved 



wood.  What a boat!”  Lacy had gone to the docks before 
John and I had finished cleaning up the Ladies’ parlor. 
We wanted to leave it just as we had found it.  Lacy had 
gone to find out how early we could board the ship. 
     My first impression of the ship was not what I had 
expected.  It wasn’t as large as I had figured it would be.  
It wasn’t small, however, and once you board such a ship, 
you find that it’s a whole lot larger than it looks. 
     “This ought to make it across, don’t you fellows 
think?”  Lacy said admiringly. 
     John peered over the rail down the side of the ship to 
the water.  “Maybe,” he said. 
     The Seven Seas is a converted troop carrier operated 
by Holland-America Lines.  The ship is compact and 
efficient. The German crew makes a voyage all the more 
intriguing, and the fellowship of a smaller ship is superior 
to that found on larger ships.  This was our experience.  
We wanted to get settled in our cabin, and were well 
pleased with our accommodations.  The cabin was neat 
and clean.  Nothing elaborate, but there was an 
atmosphere that made you fell like you were on a ship 
rather than in a luxury hotel.  It was perfect for us.   
 
 
 

--52-- 
 
 



We unpacked our things and returned to the main deck.  
We wanted to be out there when we set sail. 
     “Wonder who our other roommate is,” I said as we 
watched the cranes on the ship taking aboard the last few 
pieces of cargo. 
    “Probably some fat old woman,” replied Lacy dryly. 
    “Don’t be silly, stupid; they don’t put women in cabins 
with men.”  John cut himself short and looked at me.  “Do 
they?” 
    “We’ll know soon enough,” I concluded. 
    Just after noon the ship cast off, and slowly, very 
slowly, backed out into the harbor.  The small German 
combo was playing “Auf Wiedersehen” and people were 
waving good-bye with handkerchiefs.  Some people wept 
while others smiled.  Some going away.  Some going 
home.  The same ship that leaves sadness at this port 
brings joy to the next. 
     There’s no feeling quite like watching your ship pull 
away from the pier for your first ocean voyage. 
     My younger sister had a pen pal in Montreal at that 
time, and the girl was supposed to have come to the dock 
to bid us farewell.  We had never seen her before, so we 
called out loudly, “Good-bye Denise Dorche, wherever you 
are...”  We felt something like the final scene of one of 
Jimmy Durante’s shows in triplicate. 
     We went up and down the length of the ship calling out 
to Denise.  She probably never heard us, but the 
passengers were entertained.  We stayed on deck for a  
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while, took a few pictures, then John and I returned to the 
cabin.  Lacy was making movies on the top deck and 
didn’t want to be disturbed. 
    Upon reaching our cabin, we found a young ma sitting 
on one of the bunks, unpacking a few things.  He was slim 
land tall with sandy hair, and wore thick-rimmed glasses. 
     “Bon jour,” he said. 
     I looked at John Sharp as if to say, “UH oh, a 
Frenchman.  And we don’t speak French.” 
     “Spriken se Deutsch?”  He tried German. 
     I exhausted my German vocabulary.  “Nine.” 
     John Sharp spoke kvery slowly and distinctly.  “We are 
Americans.  We speak English.” 
    Our fourth roommate laughed.  “Good chaps.  I speak 
English as well.” 
    This guy was a wonder.  A Swiss, he had studied in 
England, Italy, France, and several other places.  Where he 
had not studied, he had visited, and so he was a 
fascinating person to have around. 
     “In Switzerland, most all of our people speak German 
and French.  I speak several other languages, myself.”  His 
English was well lspoken with only a slight accent.  We 



became good friends and talked together often during the 
voyage. 
   “Switzerland is the world’s oldest and truest democracy.  
Our people are all artisans.  In Switzerland we...” 
   This guy sounded like a Texan from the wrong place. But 
we learned a lot about the tine Alpine nation, and were 
thankful to have so compatible a roommate. 
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     The first few days of the voyage were confined to the 
St. Lawrence waterway, and so the weather was calm.  No 
trouble with seasickness thus far.  In fact, I sort of like the 
gentle saw of the boat.  It rocked us to sleep each night.  
The occasional sounds of the metal plates groaning under 
pressure had a lulling effect.  It sounded very much like a 
groan of a mast and stay when a gust of breeze smacks 
the canvas of a sail board.  That sound. 
     Our first meal aboard ship was delightful. Our table 
steward, Kurt, proved to be an admirable comedian as well 
as an efficient waiter.  The rougher the sea, the better his 
show.  One morning the sea was strictly rough.  John 
Sharp and Lacy weren’t doing so hot.(I got sick on the 
way back, naturally. It was a much larger ship, the ocean 
was calm for the entire crossing, and the steward in our 
area commented that I was the only passenger aboard 
with seasickness.)  But this particular day John and Lacy 



were under the weather.  Only four of us at the table had 
found enough courage to face the breakfast.  four came 
through, four stayed in bed.  Kurt came out with ice 
water.  He circled around John and Lacy and back to my 
side of the table.  He studied their faces. 
     “You boys playing like plants today?” he asked. 
     They didn’t say anything.  Just a pitiful look. 
     “...you look so green,” Kurt concluded. Kurt and I 
enjoyed the jokes more than John and Lacy. Kurt’s 
attitude was refreshing and delightful. We enjoyed meal 
calls, and looked forward to them. To show our  
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appreciation, we made a certificate of merit, got all of the 
people at our table to sign it, and gave it to him at the 
end of the voyage along with our tips.  He was overjoyed 
and said that he would frame it and place it on his serving 
cabinet which was just at the head of the table where all 
could see. 
     We enjoyed the movies and entertainment aboard ship.  
We made many new friends.  On Sunday morning we 
attended the interdenominational protestant church 
services.  We gave out the song books, and helped take 
up the collection.  Christians ought to worship together 
more often.  Much can be learned in that way. 



     The ship’s chaplain was a short well-dressed fellow with 
a thin mustache.  I approached him to ask if it would be 
permissible to hold evening vesper services some place 
aboard ship during the week. 
     He shrugged his shoulders and asked, “Parlez vous 
Francais?” 
     I asked the chief steward instead. He not only gladly 
furnished a place for us to meet, but he put an 
announcement over the loud speaker each evening.  After 
the first two nights, however, we made the announcement 
ourselves, because the messages had been in such broken 
English that it was not understandable.  The man at the 
intercom center was happy to turn the mike over to us for 
the announcement. “English terrible language,” he added.  
I think he meant terribly hard.  I wonder. 
   Our cabin steward spoke only a few sentences of 
English, but each morning at exactly six-fifty (breakfast  
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for our sitting was at seven), he would fling the door 
open, smile broadly, and say, “Goot morgan, gentlemen. 
Wreakfast time?” 
     The next day it was rough and cold.  We moaned our 
way to “wreakfast” and went back to bed as soon as we 
finished eating.  It was three o’clock in the afternoon when 



we finally crawled out of bed.  At sea, time is confused.  
When the porthole is closed, it’s night time regardless of 
the status of the sun.  There’s always a cool breeze 
coming through the ventilation system.  A paradise for 
sleepers, but it bothered me.  I didn’t want to sleep the 
voyage away.  I’d probably never make another trip to 
Europe and I didn’t want to miss a single minute of this 
one, so I began setting the alarm. 
     Ten people attended evening vespers that first 
meeting. Thirteen counting ourselves.  And three of the 
ten were full time Christian workers, a minister (who had 
preached the previous Sunday morning) , and two 
missionaires.  In some ways Sammy Kaye would have been 
right at home during that service.  There was plenty of 
swing and sway, and bless my soul if a couple of those 
dear folks didn’t leave the room to be sick and return for 
the conclusion of the service. 
     Jane, a missionary to Africa, spoke to the group during 
fellowship period one evening.  A person like that makes 
you realize the importance of missions.  “We can hear the 
gospel preached three times a week in church, it’s on 
radio and T. V., we find the gospel on the newsstand, or at 
the book store, or at the train depot.” 
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Jane looked straight at me.  “But there are hundreds 
oflmillions of people in the world who have never heard 
the message once.  Not once.”  Jane spoke with deep 
conviction. 
     “We don’t go around preaching ‘repent ye.’  she 
continued.  You can’t win people by telling them how to 
live.  That method always fails.  First we show them. We 
try to live like Christians.  We grow our crops using the 
latest equipment.  We don’t tell those people that 
anything we’ve got is better than anything they’ve got, 
we just let them look.  Then when they come to us, 
wanting to know more about our tractors, or our dresses, 
or our customs, or our Lord, then we tell them.  In Africa, 
sincerity, not eloquence, makes a man famous.’ 
     “In America, some folks have the idea that they are 
doing the church a favor by attending.  What nonsense!” 
Jane went on.  “If only you had the slightest idea how 
much good one person can do for Christ over there, you’d 
never be satisfied with your religion until you gave mission 
work a try.  So many people claim that the days of 
adventure have gone by.”  She smiled.  Jane was a thin 
pale woman.  She patted the chair beside her.  “Every 
night, I sleep with a rifle right here,” she said, “To protect 
myself and others in the area.  Any day, every day is an 
adventure for us.” 
     That night we learned another lesson.  Jane was an 
“old time” Christian (she wore no make-up, etc.), but she 
had a spark, a radiance, a fire we lacked.  Religion must 
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be geared to the times, but anchored to the Rock.  
Religion without kself-giving is a sham.  Christianity 
without a living witness is barren.  Truly 
 
                    Christ has no hands but our hands, 
                    To do His work each day, 
                    He has no feet but our feet, 
                    To lead lmen on their way. 
 
     I thanked God for Jane and others like her, and joined 
John and Lacy who were still on deck. 
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CHAPTER TEN 
 
 
     I found a girl-friend on board ship.  Her name was Sybil, 
and she was ten.  She and her mother were going to visit 
relatives in Germany.  It seems as though the mother and 
her husband had just been divorced.  Sybil’s mother was 
dating a man on the ship, and on days when the sun was 
out, Sybil and I would play games together on the aft 
deck.  Or read the Bible.  She helped me pick out sermon 
ideas.  When the evening breezes grew chilly, we would 
share an army blanket and watch the sun sink beneath the 
endless blue of the ocean. 



     One afternoon, about six days at sea, Sybil and one of 
her little friends and I were coloring a picture in one of the 
lounges.  Sybil put her hand on mine and looked up at me 
with her big blue eyes and said, 
     “I wish you were my daddy.” 
     I didn’t say anything.  Didn’t know what to say.  What 
could I say? 
     She went on  “Everybody wants a daddy--somebody to 
take care of them and watch over them and play with 
them.  And, oh yes, punish them when they’re bad.  
Everybody needs a daddy.” 
     If Sybil’s mom and dad had focused their attention on 
making a happy home for their child, they might still be 
together today.  Love and marriage is a co-operative 
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enterpise, not a passion. It takes teamwork and effort to 
create a happy home and a healthy environment for 
children to grow into the adulthood that is useful to the 
world, and satisfying to the individual.  The responsibility 
of guiding immortal souls along the pathways of 
righteousness is a tough one. 
_________________ 
 



     One evening as I sat alone at a table near the ship 
snack-bar drinking an Orange Crush, I was confronted with 
a real challenging situation.  As I was sitting there drinking 
my drink, a girl with whom I had shared a “hello-how-do-
you-do” acquaintance stopped at my table and pulled up a 
chair. 
     “Mind if I join you?”  She asked as she sat down. 
     “No, not at all,” I said, rising slightly, “Glad to have 
company.” 
     “You’re one of those three young ministers aboard 
aren’t you?”  She asked. 
     “One of the three” I replied with a smile. 
     She came immediately to the point!  “I want to know 
something.  With ‘ship morality’ and going away from 
home, and all that, I wonder if you could straighten me up 
about sex before marriage. This disturbs me, and I want to 
know the way you feel about it.” 
     They tell me that one of the elementary rules of 
counseling is that you never appear startled at anything 
said to you.  I wonder if I betrayed the rule.  Not that 
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I had not heard the question before, but it did come sort 
of unexpectedly. 



     “I’ll be glad to share my opinion with you, but let me 
assure you that it is my opinion--and my personal 
conviction--that I’ll express.  OK?” 
     She waited politely for me to continue. 
     “What you’re doing is bringing a problem into the open 
that too many of us refuse to face.  We confine our 
questions to the silences of custom, and often are losers 
because we do so.  If we’re honest, normal, red-blooded 
young people this is a question that we need to face.” 
     Just about this time, another fellow who had been 
sitting at the table next to ours asked if he could join in. 
     “Sounds interesting,” he said. 
     “This fellow (we found out later that he was a Harvard 
man) had been drinking a bit too much, but he listened 
politely, and the girl didn’t seem to mind his intrusion. So I 
continued,. 
     “In order to make this a bit clearer, let’s be a bit more 
specific.  What you mean is how much sex before 
marriage, don’t you?” 
     She nodded slightly in agreement. 
     “Well, I feel this way about it.  Love is a sacred thing, 
and whenever you violate the sacredness of it, you’ve 
gone too far.  It’s a funny thing, but right has a peculiar 
way of verifying itself.  I mean, when you’re doing 
something that’s right, you don’t need to worry whether 
it’s right or not.  You know, one thing that Christianity has 
always 
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stood firmly behind is respect for individuals.  If two young 
folks enter into any sort of relationship that omits the 
element of respect, one for the other, then that 
relationship is not what it ought to be in the eyes of God.  
God had made us in such a way that the normal sex desire 
urges us toward fulfillment, and physical and spiritual 
fulfillment can never be most meaningful until you’re man 
and wife.  So I think that we need to use our good 
common sense, and the knowledge of the experience of 
others, plus our religious convictions as a guide to how 
much sex is permissible between boys and girls.  I can’t 
make a list of do’s and don’ts--I wouldn’t if I could--but 
this much I can say.  We guys must respect our gals, and 
vice versa.  right proves itself and we need to remember 
that love is not what it was meant to be unless both 
parties concerned are willing to preserve the honor and 
respect of the other while at the same time enjoying warm 
and wonderful companionship.” 
     Before the girl could say anything, the Harvard man 
spoke up:”  “Yea, and another thing.  A lot of dumb 
women think that being ‘loose’ with themselves is the 
best way to be popular.  IT might win them a false 
popularity, a thing of the moment, but if you’ll check the 



record, you’ll see that fellows marry the kind of girls that 
they can trust as well as love.  fast girls very seldom 
marry anything other than guys who are the same way, 
and the result is usually pretty negative.  I wonder if those 
girls who throw themselves at every boy who comes along 
knows that we really laugh behind their backs.” 
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     He thought for a moment, and then he added, “Of 
course, some girls run it into the ground the other way 
around.  They make themselves so pious-like that they 
don’t seem human.  Sometimes I wonder if they are just 
ignorant of the facts of life, and therefore scared of 
normal relationships, or if they really think they’re just too 
good for us.  I dunno.” 
     The girl had listened carefully to both of us. Finally, she 
said softly:  “Thanks.”  She excused herself from the table, 
and I didn’t see her again until the end of the voyage. 
Shortly after she left the table, Lacy and John came by 
and invited me to join them on the deck.  As we stood 
there in the night looking at the rolling white caps of the 
ocean, I said  “You surely do have to try to answer some 
tough questions in life don’t you?” 
     “About what?”  One of them asked. 
     “All sorts of things,” I replied, and let it go at that. 



 
__________________ 

 
     On the final day of the voyage, we took pictures of all 
of the folks who took part in the religious services which 
we conducted while on the boar.  Movies and slides.  
Funny thing.  Everybody showed up to have their pictures 
made, but only a few of the crowd had been consistently 
faithful in attendance to the services.  To some, pride 
seems more precious than Christ. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 

 
    Seagulls in the air heralded first evidence of land.  Soon 
we were meeting small fishing schooners on the water.  
Almost everyone gathered on deck to watch the Emerald 
Isle pass on our port side.  Europe in sight, and it all 
started with nine cents and a desire to serve! 



     The docks at Southampton were impressive.  The great 
cranes which ran up and down tracks near the water’s 
edge began unloading freight even before the telescopic 
gangplank was set up for passengers to disembark.  We 
watched with interest as the operator manipulated the 
controls bringing the mechanical gangplank to the side of 
the ship.  It was like those telescopes you used to get for 
a dollar ninety-eight.  Each section was a little smaller than 
the other one, and the unit finally stretched out to many 
times its original length. 
     “Think it’ll stay there?”  Lacy asked the ship’s purser. 
     “I think so,” he replied, “It’s been ‘staying’ for several 
years now.” 
     Lacy was off the boat and in the waiting room ahead 
of John and me; however, we came off a few minutes 
later.  We wondered why they didn’t check our passports 
as we came off the ship.  There was a man standing at the 
gangplank, but the didn’t ask for our passports, and we 
didn’t offer them. 
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     We had changed some travelers’ checks for English 
money, and were sitting on a bench trying to get over 
being in England, when suddenly the loud speaker blared 
out:  “Messrs. Keith Tonkel and John S. Gatewood report 



immediately to customs officials.”  We found the officers 
near the entrance to the ship.  They had to set up their 
stamping equipment to conclude their work for the day.  
We hadn’t know passports had to be stamped on arrival. 
     The luggage inspection was more a formality than an 
actuality, and I honestly believe that if I’d told the fellow I 
was a smuggler, he would have laughed.  (We had met a 
man on the ship who boasted of being a professional 
smuggler.  “They ask me if I have ‘jewels, drugs, 
merchandise, or other prohibited material.’  I say, ‘yes, 
chaps, I bought a whole batch of ties in Italy for two 
shillings (about 28 cents).  I’m going to sell them here for 
a pound each (about $2.80).’”  He laughs, and they laugh.  
then he takes his ties to market and sells them with a 
‘clear conscience’.)  We were disappointed that they 
didn’t check our stuff closer, like in the movies. 
     During the last few hours before docking in 
Southampton, we had become friends with three young 
girls from Wisconsin who were here to do a bicycle tour of 
Europe.  They would be staying in youth hostels abroad 
(not hotels, in hostels you share in the work), and since 
we were members of the association ourselves, we 
thought it would be gallant if we helped them carry their 
baggage to the place.  We had not wanted to use our 
membership 
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passes unless necessary, but it was getting late, and we 
voted that our first night in England should be spent in the 
hostel.  But here we were with additional luggage.  In a 
way, it wasn’t bad though.  The girls had packed more 
sensibly than we had, and the heavy bicycle bags sort of 
helped to balance the load. 
     As we walked toward the hostel, the boat-train passed 
and we waved goodbye to our many new friends.  Some 
were amused at our struggling down the road with all that 
luggage.  I was pleased to catch a brief glimpse of Jane, 
the missionary, as the train passed by. 
     Since only four passengers at a time are allowed in 
English cabs, and since we didn’t have the money to ride 
in cabs, anyway, we walked to the hostel.  It was about a 
mile and a half from the docks.  We rested several times 
along the way, and by now had resolved ourselves to the 
fact that we would either have busted backs or become 
muscle men. 
     “Hey, y’all,” Lacy said.  “Look.  all of the cars are going 
down the wrong side of the street.” 
     “Yeah, and the steering wheels are all mixed up too,” 
one of the girls added.  It’s a good think we kept joking 
around.  It kept or minds off the fact that those darn bags 
were getting heavier each step we took. 
     When we were about a block from where the hostel 
was supposed to be, a small English Ford pulled up to the 



curb.  The driver offered us a ride.  We looked at the tiny 
car.  We looked at each other, six of us, then at the 
baggage. 
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     “Thanks anyway, friend,” I said, “but we just have to 
go up the block here.  We surely appreciate your offer, 
though.”  He drove on. 
     Maybe these English folks aren’t so reserved, after all.  
We had been told that they were very reserved.  That 
fellow had stopped and offered a ride just like folks do in 
Mississippi.  People are the same all over.  Good and bad.  
Does and deadheads.  Unconcerned and friendly. 
     The hostel was a large brick building (most of the 
homes in England are brick), reasonably well kept, and 
sitting back from the road.  We rang the bell, and the 
manager came to the door. 
     “Can’t check in until six in the evening,” he said.  It was 
just before noon. 
     “Can we please leave this luggage here until tonight?” 
Lacy asked, almost pleadingly. 
     The big man stepped out of the doorway.  “Bring it in,” 
he said. 
     We had lunch and went to the local museum.  I had 
already been through the building and was standing 



outside looking over some statues on display there by 
local sculptors.  A “Typical” looking Englishman was 
standing next to me wearing grey flannel slacks, a teweed 
coat, and a mustache.  He was smoking a pipe. 
     “You are an American, aren’t you?” 
     I told him yes.  “How did ;you know?”  I wondered.  
     “The argyle socks and the crew cut,” he replied.  “Our 
chaps don’t dresss that way, you know.” 
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     I admired a statue.  It was contemporary and I didn’t 
understand it, but I admired it anyway. 
     “Been in England long?”  The man in the tweed coat 
asked. 
     I looked at my watch.  “About three hours,” I replied.   
     “In service?” 
     “No.” 
     “Tourist?” 
     “Not exactly.”  I told him about our Christian witness 
mission.  I explained our desire to broaden ourselves and 
to learn. 
     “You’ll need to have tough hides.  Some of our people 
resent the fact that we need you.”  It was obvious that I 
didn’t fully understand.  He explained.  “England was the 



greatest power in the world at one time.  We were 
independent, even majestic.  Now it appears that our 
greatness is dwindling.  We are dependent.  We resent 
that.  Don’t you see?”  I understood better now. 
     “History illustrates that great trust,” he continued.  
“Nations enjoy their moments of power and prosperity, 
then they dwindle.  We are the rule, not the exception.  I 
don’t think your country will be the exception either.” 
     I was a little ruffled by his statement, but after I 
thought for a moment, I realized that no rebuttal was 
necessary. Time will conclude the argument. 
     As John , Lacy and the girls came out of the museum, I 
shook hands with my friend.  “I’ll remember what you said.  
We’ll try to have tough hides.  Thanks.” 
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     We headed for town.  The bobbies (policemen) with 
their tall hats, the people shopping and talking on the 
street corners;  “Mississippi in disguise,” I thought. But 
this was England, and we “were there.” 
 

___________________ 
 



     About 5:30 that evening we returned to the hostel. 
This time they let us in. The men stayed in a cabin in the 
back yard, and the women were housed in an upstairs 
section of the main house. 
     After we put our things away and made up our beds in 
the bunkhouse, we went out into the backyard for some 
exercise.  We attempted to teach the girls something 
about Indian wrestling, but when they began beating us 
every time, we convinced the girls it would be more fun if 
we pushed them around in the wheelbarrow for a while.  
Everyone in the house (including a couple of fellows from 
Boston) was amazed at our escapades, but we didn’t care.  
We were blowing off steam. good clean Christian fun.  
Joyce stood on her head better than anyone else. 
     For supper we ate soup, boiled potatoes, and stew. 
From that time on, hot tea was the main drink served with 
any meal.  John Sharp swore he’d never drink hot tea or 
coffee, but before we returned home, he said that he was 
beginning to like the stuff.  After clearing off the plain 
wooden tables, the manager of the hostel showed us 
some films about the town of Southampton.  They were 
interesting and informative. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

 
     The next morning after breakfast it was time for our 
chores.  We tried to do our work better than average.  We 
always tried to do more than the minimum for we felt this 
was (and is) a basic tenet of Christian philosophy.  When 
we finished our work, we gathered again in the cabin. 
     Lacy said, “Fellows, we’d better go to town and do 
something about making reservations to get back home.  
You’ve got to do those things in advance, you know.”  We 
agreed that this was a wise move and left for town. 
     The French Lines office was located on the street 
nearest the waterfront.  We had passed within blocks of 
the place the afternoon before bearing our burdens of 
luggage, and we remember the location. 
     We walked into the small office and up to the desk.  
Like the ignorant kids that we were, we made this 
impetuous remark: 
     “Good morning, Sir.  We’d like to book passage on one 
of the French Line ships to the United States.  We want to 
sail somewhere about the1st of August.” 
     The man behind the desk listened attentively.  Then he 
let out a bellowing laugh.  “So you want to go back to 
America about August1st, do you?” 
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     We wondered what was so funny.  He quickly 
enlightened us. 
     “You chaps should have booked passage six months 
ago, or at the very least, six weeks before this time.  
Maybe then I could have put you home in August.  Now, 
maybe in October--or November...” 
     “But, I interrupted.  “Lacy and I have pastoral 
appointments, and we must be back in August.” 
     The clerk was perhaps more understanding than he 
ought to have been, the way we had come busting in with 
such a request. 
     “Tell you what we’ll do, chaps.  I’ll call the shipping 
companies around the country, and check for you.  I’ll let 
you hear the replies.” 
     By holding the receiver near the listeners, you could 
hear what was being said on the other end of the line.  the 
replies were all similar.  “August 1st.  Tourist class.  What?  
Are you crazy, Jack?”  The clerk put the phone down. 
     “I’m sorry, chaps, but what you ask is impossible.  
Wait.  Just a moment.  Just for the fun of it, let’s try the 
United States Lines. They are usually booked up far in 
advance, but let’s check.” 
     Upon calling the United States Lines, we found that 
there was a possible cancellation in the Tourist Class!  A 



party of three had informed the company that it might be 
necessary for them to postpone the date of their sailing.  
But they couldn’t assure us of anything at the moment.  
Perhaps in a couple of days. 
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     We told the clerk that we would call him from London 
in two days, and the rest of the business could be 
transacted through the mail.  We thanked him and left.  
We were given hope, and the possible cancellations almost 
sounded like a miracle. 
 

_____________ 
 
     Since our luggage and the small English cars made 
hitch-hiking out of the question, we headed for the 
nearest bus station.  We had fun trying to buy our bus 
tickets.  Lacy had not exchanged his traveler’s check for 
English currency at the docks, and the lady selling tickets 
at the bus station knew as little about American dollars as 
we knew about English pounds.  What do you say when 
someone asks you how much a dollar is worth?  Luckily, 
we had a card giving the approximate monetary values, 
and finally we secured our tickets. 



     The English equivalent of the American Greyhound lines 
is called the Royal Blue.  It would not be equivalent 
according to some standards, but it satisfies the needs of 
the people. 
     It took a while to get to London.  The national speed 
limit in England is thirty miles per hour and the bus cruises 
along somewhere around twenty miles per hour--wide 
open (at least, this one did).  It rode hard too, but when 
the sweet old lady sitting next to me said, “Aren’t these 
buses wonderful?” I was ashamed at my lack of 
appreciation. To be satisfied with what you have, rather  
 
 
 

--73-- 
 
 
than moaning about what you could have--that’s a healthy 
philosophy for life (assuming, of course, that you are not 
complacent, just content). 
     Early that evening we arrived in London.  No 
skyscrapers there--most of the building are not tall:  the 
vastness of the city is in its width.  It seems to spread 
from one end of the island to the other. 
     It seemed impossible that we were really here in 
London, England, but the combining of “faith” and “works” 
has always yielded amazing results. 
     It was late in the evening, so we decided to wait until 
the next day to make any personal contacts in that city. 



     The nearest youth hostel was full, so we were forced 
to stay at a cheap hotel.  It was neat and clean, and it was 
typically English (bed ‘n breakfast approximately $2.00).  
When we left the next day, we deposited a large part of 
our luggage in a safe place at the hotel. We were assured 
that it would be well cared for there. 
     That morning at breakfast we had discussed the 
possibility of splitting up the team.  We hated to think 
about it in one way, yet looking at it from another 
standpoint, it seemed like a wise move as it would enable 
us to cover more territory, and we would be able to utilize 
our time to greater advantage, since it was limited.  We 
decided to postpone the separation for a while. 
     “Let’s do it later on,” I suggested, “When the time’s 
right. 
     A call to Southhampton confirmed our reservation to 
sail home on the “United States”  July 31! 
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That morning we met with the Rev. Dr. Meir at his office in 
the Methodist Building.  Dr. Meir works with the Methodist 
Board office as a director in youth activities.  We had 
written him in advance concerning our objectives, and 
hoped that he could channel our mission into some areas 
where our witness might be most meaningful. 



     “So good to see you chaps,” Dr. Meir greeted us.  
“You’re in real luck.  the national conference of the 
Methodist Church is now meeting.  You could have never 
come to England at a better time insofar as meeting the 
great personalities of our church is concerned.” 
     This was a rare stroke of timing.  We missed a 2:30 
p.m. bus by one minute (after a mad but unsuccessful 
rush) and took the next train for Nottingham, the site of 
the Conference. 
 
____________ 
 
     Nottingham is one of England’s great steel centers.  
Even under usual circumstances it is a busy city, but with 
the National Conference being held there, housing 
accommodations were practically impossible.  We 
reluctantly decided to try the Y.M.C.A.  Since the 
movement was founded in England, we hoped that we 
might be received here in a more hospitable manner than 
we had experienced previously.  We got off the double-
decker bus at the “Y” and went in.  A little man in uniform 
was at the desk. 
     “Good evening, sir,” I said.  “We wondered if you could 
put us up for the night?” 
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     “Sorry lads,” he replied.  “We’re full to the top. Big 
conference in town you know.” 
     I leaned up on the desk.  “Are you sure you can’t help 
us?  We’re Methodist ministers ourselves.  We’ve come all 
the way from America to be here, and we surely don’t 
want to have to leave town.” 
     The man asked us to wait.  He went to the elevator 
and went up.  a few minutes later, he returned with a tall 
dark-haired gentleman.  “This is Mr. collins, our manager,” 
he said, “he’ll see if he can help you.” 
     We shook hands with Mr. Collins. 
     “We are filled up as Tim has just informed you chaps, 
but if you are wiling, we can make a place for you to 
stay.” 
     Nothing is more gratifying than a real willingness to be 
of assistance. 
     John Sharp answered for us.  “We’re certainly willing, 
sir, just show us where you’d like us to put up for the 
night.  Even a place on the floor will be fine.” 
    “That’s precisely where you’ll be!”  said Mr. Collins with 
a smile.  “We have a committee room on the second floor.  
We can bring in mattresses for the night, but we’ll have to 
take them away each morning wince we have conferences 
there most every day.  I’ll supply with towels, pillows, 
sheets, blankets, and food.  I’m sorry that we can’t do 
better.  After the Conference we can fix you with a room.” 
     “That will be wonderful,” Lacy said, “we’re sincerely 
grateful for your trouble.” 
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     The price would be nominal, Mr. Collins said. 
     Actually, the room was perfect.  We were near a toilet 
and shower room, and we only had to drag our mattresses 
a few feet each morning to a narrow balcony running 
across the end of the gym.  Mr. Collins gave us a key to 
the door opening onto the balcony and so we had access 
to a sort of private storage shelf. 
     We were just a few blocks from the Albert Hall where 
the Conference was being conducted, and we were in the 
very heart of the downtown area. 
     Mr. Collins invited us to his quarters for milk and 
sandwiches.  We met his family, very congenial people, not 
the least bit reserved.  They were intensely interested in 
our mission.  They surprised us by showing us a National 
Presss release on our Christian Witness Mission.  They said 
further that our trip had been mentioned over the British 
Broadcasting Company’s news programs.  England knew us 
as the three ‘Yank preacher-boys” with bright colored 
socks and short cropped hair. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
 
     Every major town in England has its market square.  
Here a man is free to express himself regardless of what 
his beliefs may be.  Free speech in its purest form.  While 
on one end of the square an atheist sets forth his 
theories, a Christian may be enthusiastically preaching 
God’s love on the other.  The “market” square (no longer 
a market except for an occasional popcorn vender or a 
balloon seller) was situated directly in front of the town 
hall.  It was a spacious concrete park with a few benches 
scattered about, and there were low walls running in 
various directions. 
     As we came onto the square a small crowd was 
gathering.  A man in clerical garb was setting up a 



loudspeaker system.  The people waited about patiently.  
Noticing some young people standing near the rear of the 
crowd, John Sharp approached them and introduced 
himself.  The young man introduced himself, then 
introduced us to the two girls with him. 
     “So you chaps are Americans, eh?”  he said. 
     “Yep,” replied Lacy, with an “all American” phrase. 
    “Why all the people,” I asked.  “What’s going to happen 
here?” 
    One of the girls, a hefty blond answered, “Open Air.” 
   “Open air what?” Lacy wondered. 
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     “Open air preaching.  don’t you know what an open air 
is?”  She looked at her friend.  “You do have open air 
preaching in America, don’t you?” 
     We said we thought so, but we didn’t know.  This was 
a new experience to us. 
     “Actually,” the young man continued, “This is quite 
exciting at times.  You see the atheists and the 
Communists glory in cross questioning the ministers here 
in public.  Gets a bit rough at times, you know.” 
     Having set up the amplification system so that all 
could hear, the minister got out an accordion, and said to 



the crowd, “Let us sing to the glory of God.”  He began to 
play a favorite hymn.  One or two people sang with him. 
     He stopped and with a big smile he said, “Surely you 
can give God more glory than that.  Cone on you blokes, 
sing!”  The crowd seemed to be pleased by the remark 
and ore people joined in the singing. 
     After a few songs, the accordion-playing preacher 
introduced the speaker for the evening. 
     “This is The Rev. Dr. Wigley.  Dr. Wigley is one of 
Methodism’s finest preachers.”  As the introduction was 
continued, we were deeply impressed to learn that Dr. 
Wigley was a personal friend of Kagagawa, the famous 
Japanese Christian. 
     Dr. Wigley was an elderly gentelman with grey hair.  He 
was slight and too possessed of pulpit dignity to be 
completely at ease in the open air services.  But Metho- 
dism in England is famous for its open air services during 
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Conference, and all the better known clergymen are 
expected to have something to say to the crowds.  The 
service was actually somewhat quiet and the questioning 
following the sermon was not severe.  The meeting closed 
with a song. 



     We made our way through the dispersing crowd and 
went up to meet the ministers.  Dr. Wigley had retired, 
and Reverend Byrd (the accordionist) was gathering 
together his sound equipment. 
     “Glad to meet you fellows,” Reverend Byrd said.  
“Here, can you help me with this wire?  I’m late for an 
appointment, and must return this equipment to Albert 
Hall.” 
     John Sharp wanted to be helpful.  “We’ll take the 
equipment to Albert Hall, if you like, Sir.” 
     Reverend Byrd stopped winding the electric wire 
around his arm.  He eyed the three of us.  “Jolly good,” he 
said.  “I’ll trust you to bring the stuff to Albert Hall.”  He 
pointed across the square to an old-yellow-colored 
building.  “See that building, there?  Just beyond that 
divide in the roadway?”  We saw the building. 
     “Bring the stuff there.”  He shook our hands. “Good to 
meet you chaps. Shall we see you in the morning?” 
     We assured Reverend Byrd that we would be at the 
Conference for the week. 
     “Good.  Well, have a pleasant night, won’t you?”  He 
hurried off to meet his appointment, leaving us with the 
sound equipment. 
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     “I guess we look honest,” John commented. 
     “Or else the people of the world are a lot more trusting 
that some of us give them credit for,” Lacy suggested. 
     We gathered the equipment together and started for 
Albert Hall.  The place was locked tight.  No sign of life.  
We decided that the only thing to do would be to take it 
back to the “Y” with us, and return it early in the morning.  
The battery was the heaviest piece of equipment, so we 
took turns carrying it.  We returned to our Committee 
Room, pleased that we had won a man’s confidence so 
easily. 
     As we were dressing for bed there was a knock on the 
door. 
     “You don’t think they’re going to have a meeting this 
time of night, do you?” I asked, jokingly.  “It’s 11:00 p.m.” 
     “I doubt it Bud...”  Lacy said as he went to the door. 
“Come in.”  Three young Englishmen entered one of the 
group spoke:  “Welcome to the Committee Room.” 
     A friendly visit.  Before long, another good ole “bull 
session” was in full swing. 
     Suddenly there was a comotion outside.  Our windows 
were open and we peered out to see what it was. 
     “It’s those blasted Irishmen, at it again,” one of the 
English boys shouted,” and here come the bobbies!”  They 
explained that the English and the Irish still had their 
Saturday night squabbles when the drink was strong 
enough, and the men were tired enough.  the little 
barroom the corner provided “weekly entertainment,” 
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as one of the boys put it.  The police hustled the two 
offenders off to the jailhouse with no further trouble.  We 
moved away from the windows. 
     Paul, one of the three visitors said, “You know our 
bobbies don’t use guns as the police do in America.” 
     “They don’t?”  Lacy was especially interested. 
     “No.  The only weapons they carry are small clubs, and 
they very seldom use them.” 
     “What do they do when they confront armed 
assailants?”  I asked. 
     “they simply tell the man to give them the gun.  If he 
doesn’t respond, they say it again, only louder.,” Paul 
answered. 
     “At home, a cop who did that would look like Swiss 
cheese,” John added. 
     “It’s all in what you’re accustomed to, I suppose,” Paul 
continued.  “We have great respect for our police here. 
The psychology of their action is:  if the police carry no 
weapons, then the offenders carry no weapons.*  Simple, 
eh what?” 
     John Sharp passed an interesting observation on to the 
group.  “You know, a copy is the only fellow in the world 



who gets the devil when he does his job. right. (I’m talking 
about the situation at home, I don’t know anything about 
English police.) He arrests us for breaking laws that we 
helped to make, in order to protect us and  
 
________________ 
     *How true this is, is not known,but in this case, no weapons were used. 
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our loved ones.  He draws his salary from tax money that 
we pay and all we give him in return is a lack of 
appreciation.  Cops are some of the real heroes of society, 
but we don’t act like it.” 
     We resolved then and there that we would love our 
cops more, and remember that laws were not made to be 
broken. 
     John and I weren’t sleepy yet, so we thought we’d take 
a walk.  We had been warned by two GI’s in London that 
the “teddy boy toughs” liked to catch Americans alone, 
and the other fellows warned us to keep; a sharp lookout.  
The “teddy boys” are the British rendition of the American 
“cats.”  They wear long sideburns, loud colors and draped 
trousers.  They act like “tough guys” are supposed to act. 
It’s a shame that so many unwilling fellows get sucked into 
gangs like these.  They would really rather “stay out,” but 



they don’t have the courage to oppose the conformity of 
the group. 
     We were walking back toward the “Y” when a group of 
the teddy boys began to follow us. 
     “Teddy boys behind us, John,” I said. 
     John looked around.  It was a large gang.  “Don’t walk 
any faster, Keith, we’re not about to run away from 
them.” 
     “You wouldn’t mind a little fight, would you?” 
     “Not if I could come out alive.  It would give me some 
exercise.  Sideburns don’t make a man.  I don’t care how a 
fellow dresses--that’s his business, but when guys band 
together for destructive purposes, that’s another matter.” 
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     We stopped at the next corner under a lamp post. 
     “Turn around and face them,” John Sharp suggested. 
     We turned and glared straight at the group.  One of 
the teddy boys approached us.  “You the Americans in 
town?” 
     “That’s right,” John said.  He moved a step toward the 
fellow. I moved up with him. 
      The teddy boy looked back at the gang, then he said 
to us, “You chaps wouldn’t care for a bit of a fight, now 



would you?”  He was looking at the pavement, making a 
circular motion with the toe of his blue suede shoe. 
     John and I looked at each other, then directly at the 
fellow standing there.   “Wouldn’t mind it a bit,” John said, 
“if we were forced to do it.” 
     The leader returned to the group.  They had a few 
words and walked by us and down the street.  They must 
have been bluffing.  We never saw them again. 
     “Some pacifists we are,” I said.  “We didn’t show too 
much of a loving attitude toward our enemies, did we?” 
     “They were playing with us Keith, couldn’t you see 
that?  I wasn’t about to fight that whole gang. They were 
just testing us out.” 
     “Well, I wish they wouldn’t make tests like that.  In the 
first place I was scared, and in the second place, there was 
no reason to fight.  Fighting’s bad enough with reasons.” 
     “Yea, I always choose it as the very last resort.”  John 
said.  “This hasn’t made me any sleepier, though.” 
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     We walked back to the “Y.”  It was late in the evening 
now, probably a little after midnight.  As we entered the 
building we met a man coming down the stairs.  We said 
“hello,” but he didn’t reply. Shortly after we entered our 



Committee room, we heard the sound of breaking glass.  I 
figured that one of the bottles of shaving lotion had fallen 
off the ledge of the balcony of the gym where I had placed 
them as we got our bedding out for the night.  I took the 
flashlight and went onto the balcony to look.  I didn’t see 
anything, and both the bottles were still standing on the 
ledge. 
     “That’s funny,” I told John.   “Wonder what that sound 
was?” 
     We didn’t think anymore about it that night, and finally 
dozed off to sleep. 
 

____________ 
 
     Mr. Collins waked us early the next morning asking if 
we heard any unusual sounds during the night.  His 
appartment is on the top of the building, and he is unable 
to hear anything that goes on on the lower floors. 
    “Just after John and I came in, we heard something like 
the sound of breaking glass, about12:20, I think.  Why?” 
    “We were robbed last night.  The fellow broke into the 
office and stole money and equipment. Broke right 
through the office window.” 
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     John and I wondered if it was the man we had met 
coming down the stairs.  We gave a description of him, 
but it was dark, and we really hadn’t noticed him very 
closely.  I distinctly remembered that he was wearing a 
corduroy coat, however. 
     Breakfast was humming with talk of the robbery.  
There was good fellowship here.  We met a very nice 
Negro resident.  A university student in town, he was from 
Egypt.  It was refreshing to meet such a brilliant person.  
He was immaculate in his appearance and manner. 
     “I think the crime was committed by some poor chap in 
order to feed his family.  Crimes are committed that way, 
you know.  I always wonder how wealthy folks can sit 
comfortably in their mansions oblivious to the needs of 
the world.  A bit of generosity to the poor would deter 
crime, I think.” 
     Lack of concern is the great disease of humanity.  
When men become concerned about the needs of the 
world, personally concerned, real progress will be made. 
     “Speaking of crime,” Lacy interrupted, “we’d better 
return that sound equipment, fellows, Reverend Byrd will 
be thinking we skipped town.” 
     We returned the amplifier system to Reverend Byrd 
whom we met at Albert Hall that morning.  Then we 
browsed around the book display set up in the educational 
building, bought a few paper-backs, and returned to the 
main floor. 
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     “You chaps will want to hear Yates and Soper this 
morning at the Market Square.  They are two of our finest 
open air speakers,” one of the old clergymen in the lobby 
told us. 
     Once again we went to the Market Square.  A larger 
crowd was gathered today.  People were coming from off 
the streets, from shops and buses.  A clergyman dressed 
in a black suit and clerical collar was standing talking to a 
distinguished looking colleague who in turn was dressed in 
a grey suit, wearing the clerical collar, and had a red 
workingman’s handkerchief in his top suit pocket.  The 
man in black slapped his colleague lightly on the back and 
stepped up on the low wall in front of him.  He took out a 
cigarette, lit it, took a puff, and looked straight out into 
the congregation assembled.  He let the hand with the 
cigarette fall to his side and with his left hand he pointed a 
finger to the crowd. 
     “Jesus Christ is concerned about you,” he said loudly.  
“What are you going to do about it?”  He preached with 
poise and assurance, and when he was done, he 
introduced Dr. Donald Soper.  Dr. Soper ascended onto the 
wall.  An impressive man with fire in his eyes. 



     “I am a Christian, a pacifist, and a socialist.  Let the 
questioning begin.” 
     A white haired main in the crowd called out 
“Christianity is a miserable failure!” 
     Dr. Soper looked directly at the man for an instant and 
them smilingly to all the crowd he said, “Now our 
communist friend here has just told us...” 
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     “I am no communist,” the man yelled. 
     Soper stepped down from the wall and peered at the 
button in the man’s lapel.  He returned again to his 
position and said, to the congregation, “My mistake.  I 
thought that c-o-m-m-u-n-i-s-t spelled communist.”  then 
directly to the man.  “Do you mean to tell me, sir that you 
ARE NO communist?” 
     The man shuffled a bit in the crowd.  “Well I am...” 
     “Very well, sir. Now if you will kindly keep quiet, I will 
seek to answer your question.  As I was trying to tell our 
communist friend, Christianity has not failed.  It has never 
really been tried.  Take medicine.  There are still diseases 
that kill.  Medicine has not achieved all of its objectives.  
Has medicine failed?  I say no.  Take politics.  There is still 
graft and corruption on local, national and international 
levels.  Does this mean that all of politics has failed?  



Again I say no.  Or take education.  Is it very intelligent to 
keep making war on each other?  It is smart to kill and be 
killed?”  He looked directly at the communist.  “Russian 
communism will never succeed. there is a human factor 
involved which you cannot eliminate:  man’s weaknesses.  
You know that a man is weak and stands in need of God, 
and yet you are not a Christian.  I ask you is that smart?  I 
think not.  Just because some areas of education have 
failed, you do not say that education as a whole has failed.  
Christianity has failed to meet all of its objectives, but it 
most certainly has not failed. We are plagued with 
hypocrites and wounded by radical conservatives, but 
Christianity  
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has done more for the world than any other established 
organization.  I challenge you to check the record.”  
     Soper could juggle the crowd in the palm of his hand.  
Just when they were on the verge of anger, he would 
insert a humourous story that would relax the tension.  
We were told that he is often threatened by furious anti-
Christian questioners, But he is fearless. 
     Another communist spoke up in the crowd.  Christians 
are communist!  Read the book of Acts, Soper!” 



     Dr. Soper smiled at the crowd.  Then to the questioner.  
“I have read the book of Acts my dear friend, probably 
several times more than you have, and I’ll be glad...” 
     “Acts is a treatise on communism,” the second 
questioner added in a loud voice. 
     “If you will kindly restrain yourself, my friend, I’ll be 
happy to clear this matter up for you.  Be patient.  If you 
are referring to the statements in the second and fourth 
chapters of Acts, and I’m sure you are (to the crowd:  
“they always do”), there are important differences that 
must be noted.  One:  These people shared because they 
had a spirit of Christian concern for one another.  They did 
not form a commune as a result of pressure by the state.  
they did not base their intentions on a Godless dialectical 
materialism.  They were motivated by a spirit of love 
about which you and all your colleagues evidently know 
nothing.  Two:  Communism, on paper, 
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is fine; but as I have suggested, you fail to account for the 
human element.  Have you ever read the fifth chapter of 
the book of Acts?  I doubt it.  It gives the reason why the 
commune failed--the human element, man’s selfishness.  
And selfishness, my friend, is not resolved in a form of 
communism--it is resolved only when man experiences the 



joy of sharing his life and possessions because he has the 
motivation of the love of God in his heart.” 
    The crowd wanted Soper to have the last word, and he 
usually did.  A “liberal” in many ways, Soper remains 
consistent with the basic tenets of the Christian faith.  
although we could not always agree with what he said, we 
admired him for his conviction and courage. 
     Another disbeliever hurled a question at Soper.  “Your 
Holy Bible is filled with contradictions--what have you to 
say to that?” 
     “Of course the Bible is filled with contradictions. But it 
is also filed with eternal truths, my friend.  It is sufficient 
for salvation.  Please don’t tie me to a literal word-for-
word belief in the Bible.  I believe in the divine revelation 
of the bible, I condone its message of love and 
redemption, but I do not accept the Bible word-for-word.  
No one accepts a literal interpretation of the scriptures. 
Certain groups claim they do; they may even believe they 
do, but they do not practice what they preach.  The Bible 
is infallible in its overall spirit and message-not word-for-
word. I have dedicated my life to teaching and preaching                 
from it--I can do no more.  The spirit of the living Christ  
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is greater than any book.  My Bible is a great part of my 
faith, but not all of it.” 
     The crowd stood listening for over two solid hours.  
Not one person walked away. 
     Dr. Soper was one of the speakers one afternoon at a 
convocation to raise money for the National Children’s 
Home Society which is sponsored by the Methodist Church 
in England.  After he’d finished a short speech, he said, 
“But the giving of our possessions for the support of 
homeless children should be an occasion of great joy.  We 
don’t intend to beg you for support, we are happy to let 
your joy be fulfilled through your giving.  Mr. accompanist, 
will you strike up the band?”  He took a  small piccolo out 
of his coat pocket and began to play a tune! The 
congregation was amused and generous. 
     We thought that we should not pass an opportunity to 
meet with these great men of God, so one day we boldly 
invited Dr. Soper to lunch. To our utter amazement, he 
accepted!  For over an hour we questioned him as we ate. 
     “So you don’t make my socialism, eh, Keith?  Well, son, 
I’ll tell you.  America is becoming far more socialistic than 
England in some respects.  We have no such thing as state 
supported public schools, and your workingman’s 
compensations and old age securities far surpass anything 
we know.  I’ve been to your country often;  I’m not 
speaking in ignorance.  You people dislike the word, 
socialism, but you are moving in the direction of a 
socialistic state.  As for my pacifism, I see that war  
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has accomplished nothing.  We fight and win until 
someone somewhere builds bigger and better weapons.  
then we lose.  War is the most impractical way to win a 
lasting victory in the world.  I choose the love of God as 
seen in Christ as my weapon, and I use it daily.” 
     It was time to get back to the conference.  We paid 
the check and returned with Dr. Soper to the meeting.  
Lacy met Dr. Leslie Weatherhead, and arranged to hear 
him preach at a later date.  We met the president of the 
Conference, Dr. Harold Roberts, and the vice-president (a 
position always held by a layman), Mr. Phillip Race. 
     that afternoon as I was sitting the in the gallery, Mr. 
Race approached me.  “Would you care to go along with 
me this Sunday night?  I’d be glad to have you assist in 
services.  I’ll be preaching in a small church about fifty 
miles from here, and will pick you up at your hotel.” 
     Although very much surprised, I assured him that I’d be 
most pleased, and told him that my friends and I were 
staying at the YMCA. 
    The rest of the conference was interesting and 
inspirational.  Church union is very much in the thoughts 
of the ministers there.  There were visiting dignitaries 
from other great churches, including the Anglican, to 



discuss possible union.  The Bishop of Salisbury held that 
union could make a stronger church.   “A Church divided 
against itself is not so strong as she could be.” Dr. Soper 
passed the comment that “Our Blessed Lord would smile 
on steps toward unity.” 
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     A distinguished Baptist minister rose to speak.  Black 
suit and clerical collar, in appearance he was not like 
Baptists I had known.  He spoke with greater courage than 
the others, because his was the only dissenting voice. 
     “Let us learn first to work together, cooperation for 
Christ is a step in the right direction.  Church unity at this 
time is definitely not the answer.” 
     From disagreement, a Christian can learn the sacred 
lesson of Christ-like love.  Agreement is often the death of 
creativity. 
     We learned to truly love the English people. 
     “Carry a message back to America for us, will you, 
Keith? a friend of mine asked.  “Tell them we are not all 
worn out and tired, but that we are a living, praying, 
working people.” 
    The English people are no different than those in the 
rest of the world.  They have learned much by suffering, 



for suffering is a great teacher; but they are a wonderful 
people. 
 
____________ 
 
     On one occasion we attended a National Youth 
Conference at a nearby town. the assembly questioned us 
concerning the race issue.  As the three of us stood 
before the congregation alone, we said very much the 
same thing we had said in Canada. They realized with us 
that race 
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tension was not just an American problem.  “We are 
seeking until we find. We have faith that God will help us 
to do the right thing.” 
     The young people said they deeply appreciated our 
mission. 
     As I drove to the “town nearby” with Mr. Race the next 
Sunday evening, I asked him why the towns and cities 
were still being rebuilt this long after the war. 
     “We had to build back our homes first, then the cities.”  
We passed a pile of rubble that had once been a church.  
“Do you see those little purple flowers growing out of the 



piles of brick?” he asked.  “We call those victory flowers.  
No matter how vast the destruction, or how         heavy 
the load, they always find their way to the surface and 
bloom.” 
     If only we could see the flowers of victory growing 
while we are yet in the midst of certain experiences, we’d 
be the richer for it. 
     We enjoyed the service, and had a chance to assist in 
an important meeting with a young man and his wife who 
wanted to enter the ministry.  In England, you cannot 
enter training for the Methodist ministry if you are already 
married, and he wondered if the situation was the same in 
the States. I told him it wasn’t, and that we would do what 
we could to help him if he should decide to come to this 
country and study. 
     On one afternoon we were taken by an English family 
to an International House. There, people of different 
faiths, and creeds, and countries live together.  More  
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valuable lessons were learned.  We had tea and supper 
there and were invited back for dinner the next day.  We 
gladly went, and became friendly with several of the 
residents of the House.  We talked Christianity with a 
Buddhist and a Moslem.  When you are challenged in this 



manner, depth is added to your Christian convictions.  You 
search out the truths of your faith with increased 
diligence. 
     We were constantly humbled by our need for more 
education.  Standards in England are different from ours; 
and while the English child is not socially adaptable like the 
American, still he is interested and capable in physics and 
biology even during his early school years. 

_____________ 
 
     Mr. Collins had fixed us up with a room after 
conference was over, and we stayed there one night.  
Soon we began talking once again about splitting up in 
order to spread our witness to more of the country. 
     I was re-copying some of the things I had jotted down 
in a notebook during the days of the Conference. 
     Lacy looked over my shoulder as I wrote.  “Hmmm,” he 
said.  “‘Truth is the first casualty of war...Religion must be 
a shot in the arm, rather than an idea in the head.’ Soper 
said that, didn’t he?” 
     “Yea. These are some of the notes I took during the 
open air services,” I replied. 
     Lacy sat on the bed.  John Sharp had just come from 
the shower room. 
 
 
 

--95-- 
 



 
     “Fellows,” Lacy motioned us to gather round.  “I think 
we need to split up for a while.  We’ve been here in 
Nottingham for over a week now, and we haven’t had 
enough chance to spread out.  I’ve arranged for a bike and 
I’m going to pedal toward the east.  What do you think?” 
     John thought for a moment.  “I don’t like the idea in a 
way, but on the other hand it’s probably the thing to do.” 
     We decided to leave that day.  We’d meet back at the 
“Y” during the early part of the next week.  Lacy left first 
on the bike.  We tried to tell him that he wasn’t used to 
riding a bike any distance and that he could do better 
hitch-hiking. but as usual he was determined.  We waved 
goodbye from the sidewalk out in front of the “Y” and 
with a reluctant handshake John and I each went our own 
ways.  I was to go west, and he was to go north.  There’s 
a certain feeling about saying goodbye to a buddy in a 
strange land that you can’t quite explain.  I stood at the 
corner and watched John Sharp walk toward the highway.  
He stopped down the road and turned and waved.  I 
waved back, we stood looking at one another for a couple 
of seconds, then we took up our luggage and moved on. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
 
     I headed toward Liverpool on the west coast of 
England.  I started hitchhiking, but before I caught a ride, 
an omnibus came along with a sign up front that gave the 
name of a little village about twenty miles up the road in 
the direction of Liverpool. 
     “How much to the end of the line?” I asked the 
conductor. 
     “Four pence,” he replied.  I bought a ticket.  It was 
worth four cents to ride twenty miles on anybody’s bus. 
     “Where you bound for?” the conductor asked. 
     “I’m heading west,” I replied.  “No place in particular.”  
In response to the blank look which ensued, I added, “Is 
this the way to Liverpool?” 
     “You can go on to Manchester, about seventy miles 
down the road by local bus.  Liverpool is not far from 
there,” he concluded. 
     So I rode local buses from one town to the next until 
late in the evening when I arrived in the city of 



Manchester.  I had an interesting experience on the last 
bus.  The conductor came by to collect and I didn’t have 
any English money at all!  My total wealth consisted of two 
Indian-head pennies, but he wanted sixpence.  I told him I 
had a traveler’s check, but he replied that he couldn’t take 
that. 
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     “Guess you’ll have to put me off,” I said.   
     He started toward the driver of the bus when a man 
sitting on the seat in front of me turned and quickly put a 
shilling in my hand.  He made a sign to keep it quiet.  I 
called the driver and paid him.  He must have thought I 
was pulling his leg, so I told him that “i got help.”  later my 
benefactor from he seat ahead got off the bus without a 
word, nor did he turn to wave at me as I had expected him 
to. 
     Evening, Manchester, England, and no money!  I tried at 
the police station.  They didn’t cash traveler’s checks.  
they sent me to a hotel in town.  They only cashed checks 
for guests.  I tried the YMCA near the hotel.  No dice!  
“These ‘cash ‘em everywhere’ checks aren’t good 
anywhere!”  I though.  It was getting late, and I was 
getting a little worried. 



     “OK Buster,” I told myself.  “Calm down.  Lord, we’ve 
come a long way together, and this’ll have to work out 
too.”  There’s always the jail, I thought, (but Lacy had the 
letter from Bishop Franklin.) 
     When I left the YMCA and started to walk down the 
street, I noticed a side door. I went in.  At the athletic 
entrance, there was a young man wearing dark-rimmed 
glasses at the desk.  I introduced myself and told him my 
problem. 
     “What work do you do?” he asked. 
     “I’m a Methodist preacher,” I said. 
     “Really, now!  I’m a licensed preacher in the Methodist 
church myself.  Come on, maybe I can do you some good.” 
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He asked a lady there to watch the desk, and he led me to 
the Albert Hall down the street.  (There are several ‘Albert 
Halls’ in England, which in turn are Methodist churches.) 
We went upstairs.  The preacher was not in town that day, 
and the sister in charge (they call their Deaconesses 
“sisters”) was busy preparing to move to another 
appointment.  She had been transferred by the recent 
Conference, and she and one of her friends were packing 
books. 



     “Sister Elizabeth,” my new friend, Leon, said, “this 
chap is a Methodist preacher from the States.  He’s in 
trouble.  Needs a bit of money, and I think a place to say 
the night.”  He looked at me.  “You don’t have a place to 
stay, do you?” 
     I told him that I hadn’t. 
     The sister stopped packing and introduced me to her 
friend, a worker in the church.  Just then another young 
fellow about my age came into the room and I was 
introduced to Tom.  Sister Elizabeth went over to the 
safe, opened it and brought out a small box filled with 
English currency. 
     “Here, take out what you need,” she said, placing the 
box on the table in the middle of the room, “and put your 
traveler’s checks in.  I don’t know a blessed thing about 
dollars and cents.”  I checked my “exchange” card and 
took just about enough money to make up for the ten 
dollar traveler’s check.  I short-changed myself a little bit, 
because the equivalents given on the card were approx- 
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imate, and I didn’t want to take more than my share.  
“There’re many trusting people in the world,” I thought. 



    Then Sister Elizabeth went over to the telephone.  
“How long will you be in Manchester?” she asked. 
     “Just a few days,” I said. 
     She dialed a number and the party answered.  “Mr. 
Hume?  sister Elizabeth.  I have a young yank preacher 
here. Wonder if you could put him up a few days?”  The 
party evidently asked my age.  “Oh, he’s about nineteen 
or twenty, I suppose.” 
     “Twenty-one,” I said. 
     “He’s twenty-one.  Just told me.  Looks clean-cut 
enough.  Fine.  Thanks so much.  Cheerio.”  She hung up. 
     “Tom,” Sister Elizabeth asked, “Will you take this 
young man out to Mr. Hume’s place?”  She gave him the 
address. 
     “Glad to,” he said. 
     We rode a bus far out into the suburbs, and when we 
arrived at the right stop, Mr. Hume was waiting on the 
corner. 
     “Ah, Tom,” he addressed my companion.  “so good of 
you to bring Keith to us.  Won’t you come home and have 
tea?” Tom offered thanks, but said that he had to get 
home. 
     I thanked Tom for his trouble, and walked with Mr. 
Hume to his home.  We were old friends even as we met, 
once again drawn together in bonds of Christian love. 
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The house was some eight blocks from the bus-stop, and I 
told  Mr. Hume how much I appreciated his hiking that far 
to meet me. 
     “No distance at all,” he said.  “We do that many times 
again every day.  Anyway, putting one’s self out for 
others has its rewards.” 
     I met the wife and elderly mother-in-law. They showed 
me to my room, an attic room with rafters overhead.  A 
single bed with a down mattress, a dresser, table and lamp 
made up the furniture.  It was quaint and quite 
comfortable. 
     “Make yourself completely at home here as long as you 
like,”  Mr. Hume said.  “Won’t you join us in tea and 
sandwiches before bed?”  We ate, and then we talked for 
a while before retiring. 
    “We had some young American girls here once,” Mrs. 
Hume said.  “We loved them.  They were so friendly and 
cooperative.  They changed our whole outlook about 
Americans.  I hate to admit that, but it’s true.  They were 
singers in a church choir and they made us so proud of our 
home.  ‘Men build houses, but only God can build a home’ 
one of the girls told me, ‘and this is a home!’  Mr. Hume 
and I hated to see them go.  My, how playful and full of life 
they were. And yet they prayed so sincerely, and wanted 
so much ‘to make a good example for their country here.’” 



     The next day I remembered, thank goodness, that I had 
made an appointment to preach at a small church in  
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Nottingham.  I was planning on returning to Nottingham to 
stay until I went to visit the pastor at Albert Hall that 
morning.  Eva, his secretary, introduced me to “The 
Reverend Walker.”  He asked about our trip, and how long 
I would stay there in town.  I told him about the 
engagement in Nottingham. 
     “That’s alright,” he said.  “You can take the train there 
this afternoon, and return tomorrow.  I’ll pay the way.  I’d 
like you to go along with our Young People on a trip up 
the country tomorrow evening.”  He handed me some 
money.  “Here take this and buy your train ticket round 
trip.”  He motioned me to come closer, and when I did, he 
whispered in my ear, “Use the rest to take my secretary 
to lunch.  Pretty little thing, eh what?” 
     Eva and I ate a hearty lunch at a nearby restaurant. 
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     I returned to Nottingham for an interesting evening 
with a your people’s group there.  They were intrigued by 
our Mission and questioned me extensively following the 
sermon. 
     I returned again to Manchester that night in time to 
catch the bus to a rural community about seventy miles 
out of the city of Manchester.  We traveled that far to 
hear the Lycoming Choir, a touring group of students from 
a small Methodist School in Lycoming, Pennsylvania.  The 
girls who had made such a fine impression on the Hume 
family were members of this group.  The Youth 



Department had chartered a bus, and was making this trip 
for the purpose of ‘being with’ the group a bit more. 
    The church was packed.  I joined our group in the tiny 
balcony at the rear of the sanctuary.  As luck would have 
it, I sat right next to the wife of the president of Lycoming 
College.  It was good to see someone from home, even 
though we had only been gone a short time. 
     The president of the school rose to speak.  “My dear 
friends.  We greet you as friends from the United States 
of America.  We have come to sing to the Glory of God.  It 
is our desire to be ambassadors of good will while at the 
same time we praise God through our singing.  Our 
students (he turned toward the choir, dressed in maroon 
robes and gold stoles) have worked and sacrificed to make 
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this trip.  We held cake sales, hamburger frys, and made 
personal sacrifices--almost every one of us--in order that 
we might come to share our choir with you.  We are proud 
of these students and their director.  We feel that their 
efforts and their achievements are worthy of praise. Thank 
you for letting us come to your church.  We hope we will 
prove ourselves consistent with our purposes.” 



     The president reclaimed his seat, and the pastor of the 
church rose to say a few words.  First to the choir:  “I 
trust that you have all found your homes for the night? 
We are scattered about out here in this land of rocks and 
hills, yet I feel sure that you yanks can find your way 
about.  In case there’s one or more among you that has 
no place to put up for the night, I’m sure that we have 
several families in the congregation that would be happy 
to have you.” 
     To the congregation: “I have heard many good reports 
about this group of American young people.  I received a 
letter from a pastor friend, who informed me that they 
had done more positive good for Anglo-American relations 
than any ambassador this country has ever had.  Not to 
discredit ambassadors and embassies--they have their 
place in international affairs, I suppose.  But this I must 
say:  On the level of personal contact, in reaching the 
people, most all of the traditional ambassadors have failed. 
These (he motioned toward the choir) are the 
ambassadors whose representation will do lasting good for 
America. I should add that their voices bear powerful  
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testimony to their faith. We are proud that they are here, 
but more than that we are thankful that they have come, 
for we have learned valuable lessons about the family of 
man. The differences between men and nations are often 
manufactured in the great factories of propaganda and 
national pride.  Man to man, woman to woman, child to 
child, we are all very much the same.  Now, I know you are 
anxious to hear the Choir.” 
     He took his place and the choir presented a lovely 
concert of sacred music.  Sermons in song. After the 
concert, we attended a reception held for the choir in the 
educational building of the church, and had the 
opportunity to meet the members of the group.  They 
were most congenial and they were typical of the 
wholesome type American youth that the world does not 
often meet.  Often the wealthy come with arrogance, 
while military men came with bitterness and would rather 
be at home. 
     I was talking to Floyd Todd, one of the members of the 
Choir. 
    “It’s good to see a fellow countryman over here.  
Outside of our group, you’re only the second American 
we’ve met here.  Say, the other guy was a Southerner too.  
We met him in Epworth.  Said he rode a bike there. A 
stocky short guy with red hair.  I picked him out as an 
American by those crazy argyle socks he was wearing.  
Boy, was he glad to see us--and were we glad to see him!” 
    “Short? Red hair? Argyle sox? 



   “His name is Lacy something-or-other, but I can’t 
remember that last name...” 
 
 
 

--105-- 
 
 
     “Causey?” I asked. 
     “Yea, that’s it.  You know him?” 
     “I hope so.  He’s one of the members of our team here 
in the country.  So he made it to Epworth, huh?” 
     “Well, imagine that.  You must be John or Keith.” 
     “Keith.” 
     “Well, I’ll be dawgoned!”  He called to the choir.  “Say 
kids, come meet Lacy’s buddy.  He’s here with the group 
from Manchester.” 
     We enjoyed the return trip to Manchester. A few of the 
choir members rode along with us since they were 
stopping at places along the way.  Before long, we were all 
singing, and it was a happy group of friends that came 
home again that night. 
    The following morning I met with the pastor of 
Manchester’s Albert Hall. 
     “How’d you like to speak to about 3,000 factory 
workers?” he asked.  He explained that his church was 
carrying on a program of factory evangelism, and that he 
would like me to see the plan in operation. 



     The “Chaplain” was a full time woman worker 
connected with the church who spent all her working time 
in factory situations.  Sister Marjorie is perfectly at ease 
with the workers, and should be. She works beside them, 
but in addition, she serves as counselor, teacher, and as a 
representative to the management when necessary.  She 
is important to the workers and the idea is yielding 
excellent results. Through her efforts many of  
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the workers have become associated with the church, 
while others learned to respect the woman for her 
dedication to Christ, and her desire to help anyone, 
anywhere. 
     When we entered the factory grounds it was lunch 
time.  The workers were eating in the cafeteria. 
     “This is excellent,” said Sister Marjorie, “We’d never 
get so many of the workers together at one time under 
ordinary circumstances.  We went from table to table 
talking as we went. Everyone greeted Sister Marjorie, and I 
was introduced as the ‘only broke American’ they had ever 
met.  Most everyone was friendly, but a few frowns were 
to be seen occasionally.  I remembered my friend at the 
museum.  “Tough hides,” he had said.  I asked sister 



Marjorie to be sure to introduce me to the frowners.  “I 
want to test my hide,” I said. she looked at me strangely 
but was too polite to question.  I smiled boldly and gave a 
hearty handshake to smilers and frowners. 
     We had lunch there, met with the president and other 
officers of the factory (they were helpful and kind), and 
then it was time for me to move on. 
     I had always been interested in youth work and am 
especially endeared to the work of the Children’s Homes. 
  Most people don’t know that many of the institutions of 
this nature in the world today cater to homeless children 
and not to orphans. The children are there because of 
broken families, or sickness, or financial poverty, etc.  It’s 
a terrible thing to have no relatives or friends. This is the 
plight of the orphan, and any man with a streak of 
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human understanding in his soul has deep compassion for 
such children.  But even worse than that is the child who 
is not wanted, or who is wanted but his family must turn 
him away for his own good. This is the sad situation in 
many of the children’s homes the world over. They 
deserve our physical and spiritual support. 
    I caught the bus to Edgeworth, where there is a famous 
Children’s Home just outside the city.  The bus line ended 



a mile and a half from the Home, so I threw my bag across 
my shoulder and started down the road.  The only traffic I 
saw the entire distance was a delivery truck going the 
opposite way. 
   I arrived at the Edgeworth Home just before lunch.  At 
the office, I introduced myself and expressed my interest 
in the work of the Home. The women there immediately 
brought me to one of the cottages.  I was to have lunch 
with the children. I arrived a bit before the meal was 
served, and was warmly greeted by the sisters in charge.  
In this institution they did not segregate boys and girls. 
    The sister explained. “We try  to make ourselves 
something of a large family. Brothers and sisters. That 
sort of thing, You know. We try to keep the same house-
mothers with them all along. makes it more like a real 
home.”  She showed me the living room, where a few of 
the children were playing. “Wait here till lunch. We’ll call,” 
she said, and went to help put the meal on the table. 
    A little girl came and sat next to me. 
   “Hello,” I said. 
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   “Are you and American?” she asked. 
   “Yes,” I replied. 
   She looked me over carefully.  “But you don’t seem to 
be mean and nasty.” 



   “Why do you say that, sweetie?”  I wondered. 
   “My mommie told me that all Americans were mean and 
nasty. They don’t care about anybody but themselves. 
And those soldiers. They say terrible words. Naughty 
words, too.” 
     “Well, I don’t say naughty words, and I try to be nice 
to everybody,” I said. “You see, just because there are 
some bad people in our country, that doesn’t mean that 
all of the people who live in that country are bad.  We 
have lots and lots of nice people in America.” 
     “My mommie used to tell me she didn’t like the 
American mommies because they have too many things,” 
she continued. 
     “Some American mothers think that it’s wonderful how 
happy Englishmothers are with so few things,” I related. 
     This evidently pleased the little girl. “I’ll bet there are 
nice people in America. We just don’t know them very well 
I suppose.” 
     “I guess that’s right,” I said. 
     We shared a good meal, and afterwards, I was given a 
tour of the grounds. Actually Epworth is a little village in 
itself, complete with a school, stores and other faicilities.  
I played some games with some of the children, and left 
late in the afternon, thankful for such Hmes and the 
devoted souls that run them. 

___________________ 
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     John Sharp and I were awfully glad to see each other. 
You would have thought that we had been separated for 
years instead of days.  The days actually had flown by, yet 
it seemed so long since we had separated. 
     That night at Nottingham once again we attended a 
Home Fellowship.  Groups from the church gather in 
private homes once a week for fellowship and prayer.  We 
enjoyed the session very much and fitted in well with the 
group.  After the meeting, we escorted one of the girls 
home.  She was going home alone, so we volunteer to 
walk along with her.  It was good that we did, because as 
we walked along three drunk teddy boys approached her; 
however, there was no trouble. 
     Later, John told his story briefly but with enthusiasm.  
He had hitchhiked as far as Rugby and had stayed with a 
swell family there. Everyone (including him) cried when it 
was time to leave. “I couldn’t get over how they received 
me.  When I first walked into the house, we loved each 
other.”  (He stayed with a minister’s family.)  “I’d play with 
the children every day. The husband and wife insisted that 
I take their bedroom, and they wouldn’t hear of anything 
else.  I tried to tell them that I’d be comfortable on the 
floor, or anyplace, but the ‘put their foot down’.  So I slept 
on their terrific feather bed. The whole trip was great.  I 
caught a ride back with a truck driver who went out of his 
way to bring me back here.” 



     Sound’s good.  I caught a ride in a truck myself, bike 
and all!”  Lacy spoke up from the doorway. A team united 
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once again.  Lacy told how he rode as far as Epworth, the 
home of John Wesley and his family.  “That blasted bicycle 
went along just fine for the first few miles.  Then my legs 
didn’t seem to want to go ‘round in circles any more.  So I 
just got off and rested fifteen minutes.  It worked out so 
good that I just took fifteen minutes out of every hour for 
resting.”   He told how he too stayed in the homes of a 
minister in Epworth.  His story was very much like ours. 
     “We think our guys have it tough back at home,” Lacy 
said.  “The man I stayed with, one assistant, and one 
layman hold thirty-three churches on their charge.” 
     “Thirty-three churches?” 
     “Yep, I said thirty-three.”  Lacy continued.  “The 
preacher and his family drive a 1928 automobile, live in a 
three room parsonage and are proud of it.  If they don’t 
get what they like, they like what the get!” 
     How did you like the Lycoming Choir, Lacy?”  I asked. 
     “How did you know I heard the Lycoming?” 



     “They told me.  I heard their concert one night last 
week.  I knew you were the short, fat, red head they were 
talking about.” 
     He made a fist at me.  “Did they say ‘short’n fat?” 
     “Well, they said short--I was just trying to be factual.”  
A brief wrestling match followed. 
     “Let’s call it a draw,” John suggested. 
     “Okay by me.  What about you, punk?” 
     Lacy scowled for a moment.  He sighed, “Alright--if  
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you want to give up, it’s okay by me.” 
     It was time to leave Nottingham to return to London.  
Our time at the YMCA was up that day, and we felt that 
the money would be better spent on a bus ticket than on 
the room.  We packed, bid Mr. Collins and all our friends 
goodbye and returned to London by bus. 
     When we reached London, we went to the hotel where 
we had stayed before.  We had left our mailing address 
there, and were anxious to pick up our letter from the 
Agency concerning our passage home.  Also we had 
written Winston Churchill desiring an appointment. We 
realized we were playing a long-shot, but after all, nothing 
ventured, nothing gained.  Nothing gained.  “Sir Winston” 



didn’t write.  Oh well, that’s life,” I said after checking the 
mail. 
     We loaded our suitcases once again and were ready to 
report to Dr. Mier for our housing assignments.  It was 
then we realized that we were back in London one day 
early!  We decided to make the best of the time, and 
proceeded to check our luggage at a subway checking 
station. We found that our luggage was too fat and the 
lockers too thin. 
     “Let’s carry it with us,” John suggested, “We might as 
well get used to it again.” 
  We rode the subway to the heart of London and got off 
at Picadilly Circus. It was still early in the day, and we were 
fascinated to see the traffic, the people and the buildings 
once again.  We changed our minds concerning 
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the luggage and left it all in the locker room at the main 
subway station. 
     “What do we do now?”  I asked. 
     “Let’s take in a show,” John Sharp suggested. 
     “Sounds good to me,” said Lacy, and we walked down 
the block checking on the shows as we passed.  We went 
into a movie house and watched an American film. 



 
__________________ 

 
     “Isn’t that just like us,” I said as we came out of the 
show. 
     “What do you mean, Keith?” Lacy wondered. 
     “I mean, here we are in London, England--on the other 
side of the world, a million things of lasting value to be 
seen, and what do we do for entertainment?  Go to see a 
movie that we could see  at a neighborhood theater back 
home.  It’s a sin.” 
     “That is kinda odd,” John Sharp continued, “but when I 
was a kid, I used to do the same thing.  When I’d go visit 
relatives in another part of the state, the first thing we’d 
want to do was see a movie.  Gramps used to always ask 
why in the devil we didn’t do something we couldn’t do at 
home.  Guess we were sort of silly.” 
     “Yea, guess so,” I thought.  “Well, let’s see what we 
can do to compensate for those two and a half hours.” 
     In the British Isles, during the summer months, the 
days are very long.  It is always ten o-clock or better  
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before dark.  It was early evening when we arrived at the 
Stoll Theater in downtown London. 
     “What about seeing Sir Lawrence Olivier and Vivian 
Leigh in Shakespeare’s ‘Titus Andronicus’ tonight?”  Lacy 
asked. 
     “That ought to make up for this afternoon’s cultural 
blunder,” John said jokingly. 
     “The show starts at 8:30 and it’s 7:15 now,” I 
remarked.  “We’ll have to find a place to stay pretty quick.  
We’ll need to clean up and change clothes. 
     “That’s right,” Lacy agreed, “Let’s go find a place.” 
     “Where?” John questioned.  “We’re getting down to 
our last few bucks, you know.” 
     “God knows,” said Lacy as he threw up his hands. 
     “That’s exactly right,” John replied, and we started 
down the sidewalk. 
     Before long we came to Kingsway Hall, one of 
England’s largest Methodist Churches. 
     “Say, fellows,” Lacy said excitedly, “This is Dr. Soper’s 
church.”  We walked down the long high hallway toward a 
door at the far end of the building.  A man dressed in work 
clothes came down from a flight of stairs located to the 
right and called to us. 
     “Where you chaps think you’re going?” 
     “We have come to see Dr. Soper,” I answered. 
     “And so do several hundred other blokes every day,” 
said the caretaker. 
     “But we are friends of Dr. Soper,” Lacy said. 
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     The man looked rather disgusted.  “Friends, eh?  Well, 
if you were such friends you’d know that Dr. Soper is not 
in town.  He’s away on a preaching assignment.  The 
sleeping facilities of the church are long since filled up for 
this night.” 
     I decided to try another angle.  The caretaker was 
walking us to the door.  I got out my little black note-
book, turned to a page written in red ink, and showed it to 
him. 
     “look here’s a note from Dr. Soper.  This should prove 
something,” I said. 
      
     The man peered at the note, and took the book into 
his own hands.  I was sort of hoping he wouldn’t read the 
note, for it said: 
          Keith, 
          A Christian should sit down be- 
          fore trust as a little child.  When 
          he finds it, he should rise up and 
          follow it wherever it leads. 
                            Donald O. Soper 
 



     We didn’t tell the man the note was a request to put 
us up for the night.  On the other hand, we didn’t tell him 
it wasn’t. 
     “That’s the Doctor’s hand, alright,” the caretaker said 
after a moment’s silence.  “You lads wait here a while.  Be 
back in a bit.” 
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     In a few minutes, the man came back accompanied by 
a woman dressed in the uniform of a deaconess.  “This is 
Sister Lottie,” he said.  “She is in charge now.  You can 
talk to her.” 
     Sister Lottie was a tired looking woman of middle age.  
Her grey uniform was soiled from a long day’s work. 
     “Let’s see this message from Dr. Soper, son,” she said. 
I showed her the note.  “That’s his writing alright.  What is 
it that you want us to do for you.” 
     We asked if there was a place that we could put up for 
the night.  We told her we were willing to work. 
     “I don’t have a vacant place that I can think of...but 
wait, could you chaps come back a little later?” she asked. 
    I told her we had a meeting to attend.  (Actually, we 
were going to the theater, but I was reluctant to say so.) 



     “Bring your things, and follow me,” she said. She 
showed us to a room where we could clean up and leave 
our bags,  “We’ll work out something for you.  When you 
return, the main gates will be locked.  Just ring for us.” 
     We thanked the Sister, and cleaned up for the theater. 
     I was buying tickets out front, when I heard Lacy cry 
out inside the lobby. Then I distinctly heard John crying 
out in a loud voice.  I rushed through the front door to the 
lobby to see what had happened. There were John and 
Lacy dancing happily around with two other fellows. Two 
brothers from their fraternity, their class, and our college, 
had just walked in the front door.  You can imagine our 
reaction! 
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     “Just goes to show you,” Lacy said later, “it’s a small 
world.” 
     “That mean that you ought to live right anywhere you 
go, preacher, ‘cause you never know who’ll pop in,” John 
said glibly. 
     We took our seats high in the balcony. 
     “Titus Andronicus” is one of Shakespeare’s more 
gruesome plays, but with Lawrence Olivier and Vivian 
Leigh doing the parts, it was a memorable theater 
experience.  We were satisfied that this was the more 



intelligent way to spend spare time on such a trip and 
were thankful for such an opportunity. 
     After the play, we met with our two American friends, 
 Sam and Russell, and went out for something to drink, 
which turned out to be warm powdered milk.  Later, we 
waked toward their hotel with them. 
     “Won’t you fellows put up with us tonight?”  Sam 
asked.  “We’re staying in a fairly good hotel.”  He pointed 
in the direction of the hotel ahead.  Just about that time 
we passed in front of Kingsway Hall. 
     “No thanks, Sam,” Lacy said, “We’ll be staying here 
tonight.”  He pointed to the huge church. The building was 
impressive with its great steel gates tightly closed, and 
the cross and dove coat of arms* painted at the top of 
the main arch over the gates. 
     We told our friends good night and we wished them an 
enjoyable tour of Europe.  We had said something about 
 
______________ 
          *Dr. Soper’s coat of arms 
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how nice it must be to see so many different countries, to 
which Russell replied,  “We’re going through several 
countries, you’re seeing them.” 



     We rang the bell at the main gate and in a few minutes 
Sister Lottie came down to meet us.  “Come on, boys,” 
she said.  “We’ve fixed you a place in Dr. Soper’s study.” 
     We went up in the elevator (the “lift” to the English) 
to the third floor.  Sister Lottie motioned to the door 
marked “Pastor’s Study” and disappeared down the hall.  
Sister Lttie had made up three beds for us. Even after 
working from morning till this late hour, she had gone 
down into the basement and brought up mattresses, 
sheets, pillows, towels and soap.  On the table in the 
middle of the room, a small “banquet” was prepared. 
Three plates of sandwiches, three bottles of milk, three 
apples, three bananas, three piles of cookies and three one 
pound notes in English currency. There was a note in 
Sister Lottie’s hand.  “Sleep tight like little teddy bears. 
Sister Lottie.” 
    That three pounds, I am sure, came out of her own 
picket, and you can be quite certain it represented a good 
portion of her weekly salary.  Yet she had never seen us 
before that moment a few hours ago. 
     We sat silently eating the food. 
     Finally John stated quietly, “you know, there’s a lot of 
hope for this old world.  I never realized it so completely 
until we made this trip.  The spirit of the living Christ is 
touching more and more people.  It’s almost too 
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wonderful to be true.  Do you suppose we’d receive 
foreigners this warmly at home?”  We all wondered. 
     That night, we gave thanks with more conviction than 
perhaps ever before.  Like teddy bears, we slept soundly. 

 _____________ 
 
     “Out you come, boys!  Come on! Rise and Shine!”  It 
was Sister Lottie standing at the door.  “Breakfast on the 
table.  You chaps going to make it or not?” 
     “We’ll be there in a minute,” I called out sleepily. 
     Standing on my mattress, I began to play the prettiest 
reveille until Lacy’s well-aimed pillow caught me squarely 
on the side of the head. 
     Sister Lottie gave us a big breakfast.  She introduced 
us to an assistant deaconess who we had not met the 
evening before. After we helped clean up the breakfast 
dishes, I called Sister Lottie into the hall. 
     “Sister Lottie,” I was ashamed.  “I wasn’t honest with 
you last night.  We went to the theater--there was no 
meeting.  In fact, I think we were misleading from the first.  
The note from Dr. Soper actually had nothing to do with 
putting us up for the night.”  The truth was hard to face, 
but the kindness shown by Sister Lottie deserved a better 
witness than I had made the night before. 
     She put an understanding hand on my shoulder.  “I 
know.  Don’t feel badly.  Ralph, the caretaker, told me that 
the note was in Soper’s handwriting alright, but that it 



said nothing about giving you a place for the night.  Did 
you suppose you had misled us?”  I admitted that I 
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wasn’t completely free from thoughts of deception. She 
appreciated the gesture and assured me of forgiveness.  
Better to suffer loss of pride than to bear pangs of 
conscience. 
     After breakfast we made use of the electric iron 
offered by Sister Lottie.  We wanted to look presentable 
for our English “parents’ which we were to meet that day.  
I was struggling to get the wrinkles out of a dress shirt as 
Sister Lottie looked on with amusement. 
      “You’ve never done this before, have you?” 
     I admitted my lack of experience, and taking over the 
iron, she put a press job on that shirt that looked better 
than you can get at any laundry.  When she finished, she 
looked at me and said with a wink, “Takes a bit of muscle, 
you know.” 
     As we shook hands in parting, we understood more 
vividly than ever before what Christians were talking about 
when they spoke of “bonds of Christian love.”  Even in 
these few short hours together we were drawn into a 
relationship that I believe will have eternal significance. 



     We met with Dr. Mier that morning and he informed us 
that we were not to report to our respective homes until 
evening, so we would have the day to look around the 
town.  We spent the morning at the Royal Museum, and 
were standing on a street corner wondering where to go 
for lunch when a man and his wife approached us. 
     “You boys are American, aren’t you?”  the man asked. 
     “Yes we are,” we replied politely. 
     “Looking for a good place to eat?” he asked. 
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     “Yes, sir, that’s exactly what we were doing.  do you 
know a place around here that’s cheap?”  John asked the 
question. 
     “Not cheap, but reasonable,” the man said with a smile.  
He introduced himself and his wife. 
     Their names were Wilson.  He was a history writer from 
the States doing research on Diderot.  He had just 
published the first volume, and now was working on the 
second. 
     They led us just around the block from the Museum to 
the Florida Restaurant.  “Here’s a good place,” he said. 
“Pick out whatever you like, boys, we’re going to treat.” 
     As we ate we talked, and finally the conversation fell 
on the state of Mississippi. 



     “Oh, I only know a few people in Mississippi,” Wilson 
said, “but I do have one very dear friend in Jackson, the 
state capital.  She was the librarian at a small college in 
that town the last I heard from her. Bethany Swearingen 
was her name, but I can’t think of the name of the college 
to save my soul.” 
     We were dumbfounded. 
     “The name of the school is Millsaps,” I said. 
     “Our school!”  Lacy added before I could get it out. 
     “What a coincidence,” Mr. Wilson said.  “Be sure to tell 
Bethany ‘hello’ for us when you get back home.”  We did 
just that. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 

 
     John, Lacy and I rang the doorbell at the address Dr. 
Mier had given us.  Inside a party was in progress.  A 



woman answered, and we explained that Dr. Mier had sent 
us there. 
     “Oh yes.  The American chaps. Do come in, won’t 
you?” 
     The party was being given for a family that was leaving 
the church.  We were introduced to the guests, and 
stayed for tea and sandwiches.  After the guests began to 
leave, the husband came to us and said,  “If you men are 
about ready, I’ll be taking you to your respective homes.” 
     We arrived first at the home of the Gordon Ingles 
where I was to stay.  I said thanks to the man who had 
brought us, good-night to Lacy and John and walked up 
the sidewalk to the front door.  The whole Ingle family, 
Mom, Dad, and their three daughters met me at the door. 
     “Welcome to our home,” Mr. Ingle said warmly. 
     I shook every hand and told them how very happy I 
was to be with them.  Shortly thereafter, we were sitting 
in the living room, drinking hot tea, and engaged in serious 
conversation. 
     “To tell the trust,” Mr. Ingle said, “We were leary about 
taking in an American, but our pastor assured us that it 
was the thing to do.  We are so happy that we decided to 
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 follow his advice.” 



     Later, I went to my room and to bed.  I was awakened 
the next morning by Mr. Ingle who brought with him a cup 
of hot tea. There is no American drink that is comparable 
to the Englishman’s cup of tea (i. e. in “consistent 
consumption”). 
     It’s the Sabbath. We’ll be off for church shortly. Can 
you take breakfast in about twenty minutes?” 
     “I can take breakfast any time you’re ready, sir,” I said.  
We both laughed. 
     We attended church together, and visited with Lacy 
and John Sharp after the services.  Dr. Mier had arranged 
for us to meet with a youth group at Westminster Church 
that afternoon, so after lunch I excused myself from the 
Ingle family. 
     “You’d best say goodbye to Carol (the youngest 
daughter, 13),” said Mr. Ingle.  “She’s flying to France for 
a seven week stay with friends there. It is going to be sort 
of a small scale exchange program.  We want Carol to 
learn more about France and her people, and this family in 
turn wants their daughter to learn more about us.” 

__________________ 
 
     We arrived at Westminster Road just after two o’clock 
in a driving rain. We walked up and down the entire street.  
No churches. Lacy was positive that this was the place.  
We walked up and down the street again. We were soaked 
to the skin. 
     “Please, let’s ask someone,” I suggested. 
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     We stopped a man passing by on a bike.  “You chaps 
must be looking for Westminster Avenue.  This is 
Westminster Road.  That’s on the other side of London.  
Way on the other side.” 
     We finally arrived at our destination late in the evening. 
The folks at the church had been waiting several hours to 
take us to various homes for a meal. We apologized, and 
tried to explain.  They were most understanding.  “We 
thought you might not show at all,”one young man said. 
     I was taken to a retired minister’s home and was given 
a towel and dry shoes. This family was disturbed about my 
being late, and you couldn’t blame them, but we had not 
been informed that we were supposed to have lunch with 
them at 12:00! 
     “Better later than never,” I said cheerfully. 
     The minister’s wife looked despondently at the soggy 
dessert she had prepared for lunch.  “I wonder,” she said.  
Then she looked at me with a twinkle in her eye and I was 
relieved. 
     Later, them minister and I became involved in a 
discussion over the social discontent issue in the States. 
     “Actually, you know, we are hypocrites ourselves,” he 
suggested.  “We have our discriminations too.  We just 
don’t like to admit it.  The terrible thing about the existing 



situation here, as I see it, is that we’ve had several 
hundred years head start on you.  You’d think we might 
have dissolved our prejudices in that time. Old prejudices 
seldom die, and they are quite slow about 
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 fading away!” 
     this is a world problem, not a localized one.  Only with 
true Christian love, patience and understanding and time 
will the issue finally be resolved. Force will always fail; only 
through love and sincere concern can we hope to find the 
solution.  Love suffereth long, but it will not fail. 

_____________ 
 
     We attended the evening church services at 
Westminster and heard a challenging message preached 
by a layman.  Laymen fill five out of seven pulpits in 
England every Sunday.  Following church, we conducted a 
meeting with the Youth Department.  The young people 
were very cooperative during the games and the spirit of 
Christian fellowship was genuine.  They were particularly 
interested to learn that our Methodist Youth Movement is 
governed by young people, and that our adult leaders act 
in an advisory capacity only.  In that country the young 



people participate, but they do not administrate their 
youth program. 
     After we closed the program with the MYF benediction, 
the counsellor said, “We deeply appreciate your coming 
here.  Such contacts draw us closer together. We live in a 
world badly in need of togetherness.” 
     Mr. Ingle and his wife came ot the church to pick us up. 
     “That was a long way for you to have to drive,” Lacy 
said. “We hate to put you out so.” 
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     Mr. Ingle pulled the car up to the side of the road and 
looked around at us. “Isn’t it true that you chaps are to go 
to Cornwall next week to take part in the Truro School 
program there?” 
     We told him that Dr. Mier had strongly advised this, 
and that we were planning on following his advice. 
     “Good.  Mrs. Ingle and I have decided to drive you 
down there. That will make the trip far more pleasant for  
you, I think.” 
     “But Mr. Ingle, that’s over six hundred miles.  You can’t 
do that!” 
     “Oh, but we shall,” he said gleefully, “I’ve already told 
the office that we’d be away for the week-end.” 



     Good Lord, Lord,” John said once again, and he was 
speaking for the team. 
     John and Lacy stayed with fine families also, but each 
of us, naturally thought there was no family like “our 
own.”  We visited in each others “homes,” had a meal at 
the Mindy’s (John’s family) and spent an afternoon with 
the Pearson’s (Lacy’s English home). 
     “I don’t know what I’ll tell those people when we have 
to go, Keith,” John was saying to me, “and I’m so 
attached to them and the kids, it’s going to kill me to 
leave. Every night they come in to kiss their ‘Uncle John’ 
good-night.” 
     We understood what John was saying. The same 
feelings of love and affection swelled in our breasts too.  
Parting is such sweet sorrow. 
     Mr. Inglelmade his car avilable to us and we spent one 
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entire day driving around London.  Buckingham Palace, 
men in fancy costumes for an award to be given by the 
Queen, the changing of the guard, lunch in a 
businessman’s restaurant, asking directions from the 
traffic police, St. Paul’s Cathedral, going down the wrong 
side of the road, four gears forward, taking turns behind 
the wheel, stopping for fruit at an open market--all were 



part of our unusual day. We arrived home late that 
evening in time to share fellowship with our families. 
    There was much to learn from our English friends and 
learn we did. 
     That night, as Mr. Ingle told of some of their war 
experiences, I realized how fortunate we Americans are.  
“During the London war-days we would say good-bye to 
our families in the morning--never knowing whether it was 
for the day or forever.  At first we hid away, in the bomb 
shelters and the subway vaults. But then we realized that 
life must go on.  No matter how bad the circumstances, 
how uncertain the future, you must keep going on.  And 
so, we went back to work.  The V-2’s (German rocket 
bombs) were so fast that they would explode before any 
sound was heard.  I saw an office building next to ours 
crumble to a pile of rubbish even before I head the whistle 
of the bomb and the sound of the explosion.  How quickly 
we all began to get religious!  Always where there is a 
need for God, we get religious.  In days like those, you 
either experience rapid growth in your convictions or toss 
them away entirely.” 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

 
 
     We had several interesting experience at youth 
meetings, during our mission.  One evening we attended a 
youth revival at a small church in the suburbs of London.  
Upon arriving, we found that the guest pastor was a man 
from America.  He was glad to see us and we were equally 
glad to see him.  A rather distinguished looking gentleman, 
he invited us to join in prayer with him before the service. 
     “It’s quiet in the pastor’s study, we usually have prayer 
there.”  We followed the evangelist and the pastor of the 
church to the study, pleased that we had been invited for 
pre-service prayer.  Prayer is always a privilege indeed. As 
the pastor was unlocking his office, the evangelist 
whispered back to us.  “We’ll be needing plenty of prayer 
to touch the hearts of the young people here!” 
     We wondered what our friend meant by his whispered 
warning, but before long we understood.  The singing 
went well, but when the time came for preaching, there 
began a general restlessness in the congregation.  The 
evangelist ascended into the pulpit, and “prepared” 
himself to preach in the traditional manner.  He opened 
the bible, carefully took off his watch and put it on one 
side of the pulpit, straightened out his notes and soon he 
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 put his hand out in the manner of a call to prayer, and 
closed his eyes tight. 
     He then prayed loudly.  “Our Heavenly Father God, 
these young people are marching straight toward the 
gates of Hell.  Come down to us and save these lost ones.  
By Thy Grace we can be saved.  Amen.”  He called out as 
if God were hard of hearing.  Condemnation.  Yet Christ 
said that he came not to condemn the world, but to 
redeem it. 
     Actually, the beginning prayer turned out to be the 
best part of the service.  The spirit of worship was lost in 
the midst of shouts and pleas that fit into no logical or 
coherent pattern.  The minister had not won the respect 
of the young people, and very few paid much attention to 
what he was saying.  But the time the sermon was 
concluded, practically no one was listening.  Only a few 
young people were so rude as to talk amongst 
themselves, but most of the interest had been lost in the 
shouting. 
     I leaned over toward Lacy.  “When we start getting 
people to accept God because they love Him, we’ll be 
following the teachings of Jesus. Fear brings a lot of 
people to the altar during a revival, but only love for God 
brings lasting religion into their hearts.” 



     “Listen to ‘Mr. Philosopher’ here, John.” Lacy 
whispered back.  “But I agree.” 
     Immediately following the benediction the young 
people began folding up the chairs and putting them 
against the wall. Two fellows moved the pulpit from the 
left hand side of the sanctuary and put it in front of the 
 
 
 

--129-- 
 
 
altar which was within the recessed area located at the 
front of the church.  Two other young people the enclosed 
two great doors.  We had not noticed that there were any 
doors in front of the altar area, for when they were open, 
it looked as though the doors were a part of the interior 
decoration.  While we watched all this going on, John 
added his thought to our comments on the minister’s 
sermon. 
     “Religion needs to be emotionally stimulating.  I believe 
that.  But it also must be intellecutally satisfying. That 
was the trouble here tonight, I think.” 
     “What?” I asked. 
     “Well, the preacher spent himself out trying to shake 
us up emotionally. But my feeling was that he was the 
only person all shook up.  There’s a difference in being 
sincere in the pulpit and being a dramatic actor.” 



     “Yea,” Lacy added, “and people can usually pick up a 
false note. But I think this guy is sincere, he just can’t...” 
John caught Lacy in the ribs with an elbow.  “Hey, what 
the devil...” 
     “Hello again, sir,” John addressed the evangelist who 
had walked over to where we were standing. The man was 
plainly irritated. 
     “I don’t believe in all this,” he said.  “I won’t stay here 
and sanction it with my presence.” 
     One of the young people brought in a record player as 
the last chairs were folded against the wall. A record was 
put on the player.  Rock and roll! Couples started to 
dance. The altar was closed way by the great doors, and 
the room looked very much like any other auditorium. 
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     “Come on outside with me,” the evangelist said. He 
pointed a finger toward the church building.  “Satan has a 
mighty hold at that place.  A mighty hold. Those young 
people won’t even listen to the Word of God.  I’m glad this 
was my last night here.  I shake the dust of this place off 
my feet.” 
     “That was some preaching, sit,” Lacy told him.  We 
shook hands and he left with his friend who had acted in 
the capacity of song leader. 



     “What did you mean, Lacy, by telling that guy ‘that 
was some preaching?”  John asked. 
     “I was being Christian,” Lacy answered. 
     “Christian?” 
     “Yea, Christian.  I didn’t say good preaching. I didn’t 
say bad preaching.  I said preaching, and I suppose that’s 
what he thinks it was.  Nobody else said anything to him 
about the service, so I did.” 
     We watched the preacher as he and his friend drove 
away in the Lincoln they had brought over with them. 
     I remarked out loud.  “You know the greatest thing you 
learn by politely listening to a poor sermon or a poor 
church program of any sort?  Charity.  Christian charity!” 
     We went back into the church building to round up the 
group of young people with whom we had driven out from 
London. We gathered our group together and started 
toward the door. 
     “Won’t you stay with us a while?”  It was the pastor 
who asked the question. 
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     “Thank you, no.  We are having a party at the home of 
one of our adult counselors, and we must be off to that.”  
One of our young people spoke for the group. 



     The kids headed toward the car, while John, Lacy and I 
stayed to say good-bye to the minister. 
     “What do you chaps think of all this?”  the preacher 
asked with real concern.  He motioned toward the couples 
dancing.  They were waltzing now. 
     “It’s an unusual place to have a dance,” I said. This was 
our unanimous feeling. 
     “That is true,” the minister said rubbing his chin with 
his hand.  He was clearly worried.  “I must explain,” he 
said.  He sat down on a chair.  “This same group of young 
people were going to terrible places for their parties.  Our 
churches condemned such places with a loud voice, but 
did nothing to eliminate the problem.  I am firmly 
convinced that I am doing the will of the Lord by getting 
these youth away from such unwholesome places.  Here, 
we see that no drinking of any sort is allowed.  We 
chaperone the dancing with strictness. The results have 
been both gratifying and disturbing.  Gratifying because 
most all of our young people have stopped going to those 
nightspots.  We have brought people into this church who 
would never have darkened the doorway of a church 
building under any other circumstances.  I had a boy, a 
teddy boy tough, just last Sunday come to give his life to 
God.  Jesus came to heal the sick, to win the lost, to 
gather the strays, not to appease the conformists.  We 
have no educational building here, so we must use the 
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sanctuary.  I am working hard for a youth center in this 
community, but my efforts thus far are fruitless.” 
     He stopped for a moment and gazed at his hands 
folded in his lap.  He looked at the young people on the 
dance floor.  “Men have prostituted the teachings of 
Christ.  They have imposed their standards upon the 
tradition of the church.  They find no real scriptural 
support for their statements, yet they condemn those 
who oppose them.”  He crossed in front of us to the 
doorway and looked out into the night. 
     “Of course, I personally am distressed that some of my 
parishioners are disturbed, but at the same time, I am 
convinced that it is better to save souls than to save face.  
It is better to have Christ-like convictions than to appease 
tradition.  If youth must play, let them play in a 
wholesome atmosphere.  If youth must be watched, let 
them be watched by persons who are concerned, not 
critical.”  He laughed slightly to himself.  “This concludes 
this show, chaps.  Sorry to get off on such a limb.  But I 
wanted to say this, for you may want to tell others why all 
this.”  He pointed toward the group of young people 
dancing.  “I do not say that I am right and others are 
wrong, but this I do say.  I am following what I feel is the 
will of God--not the will of the crowd.  There are others 
who feel the way I do, but they will not give active birth to 
their ideas.”  He walked with us to the door.  “All this to 



justify my position,” he said.  “Men always seek to justify 
themselves.” 
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     We drove to the house party in silence that evening. 
We were challenged by a man of conviction. Christians 
without convictions can be no more than sound and fury, 
signifying nothing. 

_____________ 
 
     There was another interesting encounter with young 
people in the London area. This was in the midst of the 
city, at a medium size urban church.  We were to meet 
with a group of young people on a Wednesday evening. 
     We crossed the city by bus, and after walking a few 
blocks we came to the dingy grey church where we were 
supposed to conduct a youth service.  We entered the 
building, but everything seemed silent. All the doors were 
open, but there were no sounds.  We turned down a dimly 
lighted hallway and walked toward the rear of the building.  
There was a small kitchen off to our left, and we saw a 
man and a woman sitting there. 



     “Good evening, sir,”  Lacy said.  “We’re the three 
American ministers who are supposed to meet with a 
group of young people here tonight.” 
     The man looked at his wife.  “Oh, you are the chaps we 
were informed about.”  He arose, and led us to a doorway 
near the back of the building.  “You’ll find the group in 
there,” he said.  “Just take over as you like.” 
      We thought that perhaps the man was preparing 
refreshments, or that he was the janitor.  We found out 
later that he and his wife were the chaperones! 
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     The room we entered was “smokified.”  Half the young 
people there had cigarettes in their hands.  The group 
looked tough, more like a bar-room crowd than a church 
group. 
     “Wonder what our preacher friend with the dances 
would make of this group,” Lacy said softly. 
     “I can see one thing right now,” John added.  “These 
coats and ties have got to go.”  We agreed, and pulled off 
our coats and ties, opened our collars and rolled up 
ourselves.  We went over to the piano.  John began to 
play some popular tunes, while Lacy and I fooled around 
with the drum and the trumpet that was there.  We got 



one of the boys there to play a number on the trumpet 
and shortly a crowd had gathered around the piano.  We 
began by singing popular songs, and then we toned down 
to religious music.  Soon the group drifted away to play 
ping pong, pool, and the other games that were available 
there. 
     “How in the world can we ever speak to this group?”  I 
wondered. 
     “This is one of those times when action speaks louder 
than words,” John said.  “Let’s teach these fellows 
something about Indian wrestling.” 
     “Sounds good to me,” Lacy said. 
     We started with a few willing kids and before long, just 
about everybody in the room was Indian wrestling, girls 
and all. Then came the showdown. The biggest guy in the 
room decided that he would take us on.  He was sort of 
the leaders, and everybody decided to watch and not to 
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take part in this round.  We felt that John Sharp would 
make the best showing for our team, so John took the 
fellow on.  Actually, it was a poor battle’ John’s 
coordination was far better than the English boy’s.  And 
more than that, John was used to doing that sort of thing.  
When John floored this character, our religious meeting 



finally got under way.  the cigarette smoke cleared away a 
bit, and we talked seriously with as many young people as 
would join our circle. 
     I noticed a beautiful girl alone in the rear of the room 
sitting on the stage.  I wondered why such a lovely girl 
would be so shunned by the crowd. 
     One of the young people noticed my obvious staring.  
He said, “Yes, she is pretty, isn’t she”  But she is an Indian 
(i. e., from India).  We don’t bother her at all.” 
     “Is she Christian?” I asked. 
     “Don’t know really.  We never have anything to do with 
her.  She’s Indian.” 
     That night as we rode home on the bus, a song kept 
running through my head. Try as I might, I couldn’t get it 
out of my mind.  “In Christ there is no East or West, in Him 
no North or South, But one great fellowship of love, 
throughout the whole wide earth.” 

____________ 
 
     Our last day at London was both enjoyable and 
distressing.  Enjoyable, because Mr. McPherson, one of 
Lacy’s London parents, took the afternoon off from work 
to show us London.  Distressing because Lacy had care- 
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lessly left one of our cameras on the subway. We inquired 
at the “Lost and Found” office but no such camera had 
been returned.  “Don’t feel badly,” Lacy,” Mr. McPherson 
said.  “It’s almost sure to be turned in.  Let’s not worry 
and see the town.” 
     We saw everything that we had missed before.  After 
lunch, Mr. McPherson took us to the London Stock 
Exchange, through churches, and cemeteries where men 
of renown were laid to rest; in the late afternoon, we 
ended up in John Wesley’s Chapel. We took turns standing 
in the pulpit.  I ascended into the high pulpit and preached 
a few words to the almost empty sanctuary. 
     “Why did you do that?”  John asked. 
     “Just wanted to say I preached from the same pulpit 
John Wesley did!” I replied. 
     We were shown through Wesley’s parsonage there, and 
the thing I remember most of all was a small room, almost 
like a closet, in one part of the house.  It was Wesley’s 
prayer room.  The “Powerhouse of Methodism” they call it.  
A place of prayer is a potential powerhouse for all men. 
     It was time to leave London.  Once again that odd 
feeling--when you leave a place and don’t know when or if 
you will ever return. It’s an experience you can’t express, 
and you can only understand if you have shared it. 

___________ 
      
     Mr. Ingle had remained steadfast in his desire to take 
us to Truro, so we spent most of the next day driving. 
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Late in the morning we stopped at a famous abbey ruins.  
A cathedral had once stood on this spot; today only 
remains were to be seen. but as you stood there you 
could almost feel the majesty of the church that had once 
existed there.  The motivation that leads men to build so 
magnificently to the glory of God is a noble one. 
     Early that afternoon, we stood beneath the rocks at 
Stonehenge.  Travel makes history come alive.  As we 
stood there, we could imagine the old Druid worshippers 
seeking to find a meaningful relationship with their god.  
How thankful Christians should be that they know the 
surest way, the most steadfast truth, and the abundant 
life. The guide explained how the heavy stones may have 
been lifted into place.  “Actually, we don’t know how it all 
was done; we just theorize.” 
     The hotel in which we stayed the first night was 
situated on the seashore overlooking the sea. That 
evening I stood at our window looking out over the water 
and watched the sun go down. 
     “Come on, Keith,” Lacy said.  “Mr. Ingle said it’s time 
to feed the preachers.” 
     After supper, Mr. INgle and I walked out to get the 
luggage out of the car and to lock it for the night.  The air 
was brisk, and a light drizzle was falling. 



     “Mr. Ingle, you shouldn’t keep doing so much for us.  
You’ve been wonderful, but we love you and your family 
far more than what you have done or can do for us.” 
    He turned to me and said in complete seriousness, 
“Keith, we want to do this for you; we want to do these 
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things.  Please don’t be embarrassed.  Let us witness for 
Christ in the only way that we know how--through sharing.  
Sharing of spirits and sharing of resources.”  He took out 
his billfold.  “I was planning on giving you this tonight 
anyway.  I want you to take this money for your bus fare 
back to Southampton. We won’t be able to take you, but 
we can give you a ride!” 
    He gave us nine pounds, about twenty-seven dollars.  
“Keep this quiet, won’t you?”  Sometimes you feel that 
“thank you’s” are so inadequate, but all I could get out 
was “Thank you and God bless you, sir.” 
     When we left the Ingles the next day, it was like 
leaving old, old friends.  Friendship knows not age or 
duration, just depth.  In the spirit of Christ, lasting friends 
are formed in a short time.  As long as we shall live, we 
shall remember walking hand in hand down the 
cobblestone streets at Cloverlly; standing and looking out 
over the rough cliffs toward the rolling sea at Bedrush on 



Steps; the three of us and Mr. and Mrs. Ingle walking on 
the sand and rocks below; the hot tea in the morning; 
prayer together at night.  Life is a series of meetings and 
partings.  Saying farewell to the Ingles meant saying hello 
to new opportunities at Truro. To bid farewell to one 
person or an experience, is to say hello to new people and 
different experiences. Thank God life is that way! 
____________ 
 
     We spent the first day attending chapel, sectional 
meetings, and getting to know people. 
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     The men stayed in large dormitory rooms, much like 
barracks.  There was a dressing partition behind very two 
beds, but there were no other partitions in the room. that 
night after returning from services we found Lacy’s bed 
was missing!  John’s bed and mine were resting on the 
floor in pieces. Everyone was “peacefully” sleeping. 
     Lacy climbed on top of the nearest bed, and shouted 
at the top of his voice:  “Where the devil is my bed!” 
     Silence for a few moments, then a giggle, then hilarious 
laughter.  We searched the room high and low.  No bed.  
No help was offered by any of our English friends, either. 



     Lacy took his position on top the bed once again.  
“Pick the biggest man in this room, and we’ll give you a 
sporting challenge.  English men are supposed to be 
gallant sports.  If we beat him in competition, give us the 
bed; if he beats us, we all sleep on the floor.  Is it a deal?” 
     “Say, just a minute, Buster,” I said. “Don’t be speaking 
for all of us without a conference.” 
     “Why not,” Lacy demanded loudly.  “John Sharp can 
beat any one of these fellows.” 
     “I can what?”  John Sharp said in surprise.  
     “Yea, you can,” Lacy interrupted with a smirk. 
     A big blond-haired ruddy-cheeked fellow was chosen by 
the English “team” which had mysteriously “waked” up all 
at one time.  “See, I’m much to small for him,” Lacy said.  
“Go get him, Little John!” 
     It’s a good thing we weren’t playing cricket. We might 
have lost.  Instead, we showed them how to play 
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“Korean Slapstick.”  The two opponents face each other, 
turn their feet at 45 degree angles, and seek to knock 
each other off balance by slapping hands together.  John 
came very near losing his balance once at the beginning of 
the round, but much to the cheering crowd’s 



disappointment, he regained his balance and quickly sat 
his English competitor on the seat of his blue pajamas. 
     A man entered the door at the other end of the hall. 
     “Hit the beds, chaps, it’s the old man!”  someone 
called. 
     We piled into our beds; Lacy hid behind the dressing 
partition. The little man, our “Dear Dead of Men” marched 
swiftly up to where John and I were sleeping “Peacefully 
on our mattresses on the floor.  Pieces of our beds were 
still scattered around. 
     He said softly and politely.  “I say, you chaps have a bit 
of a bouncy dream?”  Then at the top of his voice, “What 
in God’s name is going on up here?  Don’t you blokes 
know that it’s past time for bed?”  Momentary silence. 
     “Nothing in God’s name,” a meek voice called out from 
somewhere.  The counselor had to smile at that himself.  
most everyone else found it tremendously funny. 
     “Well, what in the devil’s name is going on?” he said, 
correcting himself.  The same meek voice from somewhere 
answered again.  “I say, that’s nearer the truth, you 
know.”  More laughter. 
    Then the counselor said in a pleading tone.  “Please, 
chaps, we must rise early in the A.M.  Won’t you go to 
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sleep now.”  No answer. “Good chaps,” he said hopefully, 
and returned ot his kquarters. 
     “Good chaps, devil,” said John as he was putting his 
bed back together. 
     Finally they brought Lacy his bed.  They had “stored” it 
in the shower room.  After all was peaceful once more, 
one of the fellows across from our beds said to his friend, 
“These American chaps are good enough sports.”  lacy sat 
up in bed and shook afist at them.  “Oh yea, you think so? 
An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a bed for a bed.  I’ll 
haunt every one of you all night long.  Fie on you! Fie!”  
finally, we let fly the gods of war and called it a night. 
     Lacy waked me early in the morning. The sn was just 
beginning to show through the windows.  It was about 
6:30 and we were due up at 7:00.  “Come on.  Let’s make 
like a bugle and get ole Victorious John out of bed.” 
     The two of us got in the middle of the room.  We 
cupped our hands over our mouths, and gave the bugle 
call. Heads startedpopping  up all over.  People were 
rubbing their eyes.  We struck up the music. 
           

“Good morning to you, 
 Good morning to you, 

      Good morning everybody, 
Good morning to you 

 _____we do mean you, 
    A____men!” 
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     It rained pillows for a few moments, then slowly 
everyone made the best of the situation. We had our beds 
made and were dressed by the usual getting-up time. 
     One afternoon after class as I was reading in my bed, a 
fellow from across the room came over to talk.  I was 
laying there in my pants and dress shirt.  I had taken off 
my tie, but the tie clip was still on my shirt. He admired 
the tie clip. 
     “We don’t have tie bars like that here,” he said. 
     I took it off and gave it to him.  He didn’t want to take 
it, but I insisted.  “Really, I want you to have it.” (This was 
an extremely generous offer--actually it was Lacy’s tie 
clip!).  He took it with thanks and later in the afternoon 
came back into the room with a paper bag.  He threw it on 
my bed. 
     “One good turn deserves another,” he said.  I opened it 
to find a beautiful new tie.  “I picked that up in town 
during free time.  I hope you will like it.  I told the man to 
give me the loudest thing he had.  “For an American,” I 
said.  “Here’s what you’d want,’ he said.  I hope you like 
it.”  I thanked him sincerely. 

____________ 
 



     We had to leave before the Truro school was over. 
since our bus left early, a special breakfast was prepared 
for us.  Several of the young people came down and joined 
us in breakfast, much to the cook’s dismay. It was 
announced the evening before that we would have to 
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leave the next morning, and several of the young people 
from the school wanted to go to the bus station with us.  
They were given special permission to do so. 
     As we were packing, one of our dormmates came up to 
us.  “There’s something I need to say, I want to say to you 
men.”  He paused for a moment.  “I thought that all 
Americans had the big head.  That’s not true.  I know it 
now, I just wanted you to know that.”  Another pause.  
“And another thing. I came here to this teacher’s training 
camp because my family made me, but I’ve found 
something very important here. Christians can really enjoy 
themselves. For everything they sacrifice, they 
compensate with fun and work and prayer.  I’m glad to be 
like that now, too.  You three have helped me become 
more like the Master--not much more, but some like him at 
least.  My deep thanks.”  We all shook hands warmly.  



those were the only words he said to us the entire time 
we were at Truro, but they were enough. 
     After we had finished packing and were ready to go, 
we went down to the cafeteria where the whole group was 
at breakfast now.  We bid everyone goodbye.  We told 
them how much we had learned in so many different ways.  
We asked if they would let us sing a farewell song. They 
would be glad for us to sing. the group paid particular 
attention as we stood in the middle of the dining hall. 
     “We aren’t much at singing,” I said, “but we wanted to 
leave you with this Negro spiritual that means very much 
to us.  To some of you this may be a poor farewell--- 
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we don’t know.  However, what you hear will come from 
our hearts.  True, this is a Sunday School training camp, 
but it’s more than that--this is truly a fellowship of faith. 
thank you for everything.” 
 
     We put our heads together and began to sing: 
    “Do Lord, oh do Lord, oh do remember us, 
     Do Lord, oh do Lord, oh do remember us, 
     Do Lord, oh do Lord, oh do remember us, 
     Look away beyond the blue.” 



 
     As we sang the verses, tears came.  “Man-tears,” the 
quiet kind. 
 
     “I took Jesus as my savior, you take him too, 
      I took Jesus as my savior, you take him too, 
      I took Jesus as my savior, you take him too, 
      Look away beyond the blue. 
      You can’t wear the crown if you don’t bear the cross, 
      You can’t wear the crown if you don’t bear the cross, 
      You can’t wear the crown if you don’t bear the cross, 
      Look away beyond the blue.” 
 
     We had never sung that well before.  The harmony 
blended with the melody; for us that was a real feat!  On 
the last chorus, everybody sang with us, and then quietly 
without another word, we turned and went out from Truro 
school. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 



 
     We said good-bye to the group who saw us to the bus, 
and settled down for the long bus trip to Southampton 
where the S. S. United States was waiting in harbour.  
Arriving the evening before sailing, we spent the night at a 
rooming house. We tried to do all of our souvenir shopping 
the next morning before boarding the ship.  We only 
bought a few remembrances for our families, and yet we 
wanted to shop around and get the best things possible 
for the lowest price. 
     At a last minute check we discovered that Lacy’s 
misplaced camera had been turned in at London.  John and 
I helped Lacy pay the collection fine for his camera; we 
were quite relieved to know that the camera was safe...(In 
England, a reward is given by the Lost and Found 
Commissions to persons returning misplaced articles. This 
practice encourages honesty and discourages stealing. the 
camera was mailed to us at home.) 
     We were supposed to meet in front of the American 
Express Company at 11:00 that morning.  At 11:30 John 
and Lacy were nowhere to be seen.  I waited until ten to 
twelve and had just about decided that they had boarded 
the ship without me, when they came hurrying around the 
corner. 
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     We took a cab to the docks, loaded our baggage on a 
dolly car, sort of a redcap on wheels, and were going to 
the customs office when our ticket agent came running 
toward us. 
     “Thank goodness, we’ve found you.  I couldn’t hold the 
ship up another minute. We’ve been waiting for you since 
10:00 o’clock.  Hurry, the customs officials are waiting for 
you.” 
    We were hurried through the formalities, and onto the 
ship. We waved goody-bye to our ticket agent as we went 
up the gangplank .  We had apologized to him for 
promoting a heart attack! 
    “You men are really luck,” the man at the head of the 
gangplank said.  “We were going to have to sail in one 
more minute.  You just did make this ship.” 
     Aboard ship, John had mail waiting for him, a letter 
from the family with whom he had lived during our stay in 
London. 

                “You three have meant much to 
                    us, and we hope that the friend- 

                  ship and love which we shared  
               will last  over the years. Bon 

                Voyage, and with you goes our 
love and prayers.” 
            The Mindys 

 
    “Some day,” John spoke slowly.  “I’ll get me a plane and 
come over here and bring all these dear people back to 



Mount Olive (his Mississippi home town) for a visit.  Maybe 
we can return their generosity and love.” 
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     Lacy added, “This trip has really proved Keith’s 
philosophy. there are no strangers in this world, just 
friends we do no know. where did you pick that up, 
Keith?” 
     I was lying in my bunk looking up at the top of our 
cabin.  “Somewhere,” I said. 

____________ 
 
    The ship docked at La Harve, France,  or about eight 
hours. We threw a penny out, so we could say “we 
touched a portion of France.”  We could have gone to 
France except that time prevented it.  Some day, I 
thought, perhaps we’ll come back and see the rest of the 
world. 
     The S.S. United States is a great ocean liner. She is a 
ship, but more than a ship. She represents the country she 
serves. When we boarded the ship we met several 
crewmen who made a bad first impression.  I”m sure they 
were busy, and that we were bothersome, but they should 
have been more gracious. We might easily have been 
foreigners making our first contacts with American people. 



Countries are judged by individuals as well as by groups, 
we must never forget that. 
     We helped conduct the Sunday morning religious 
service.  John preached the children’s service, and I 
preached for the Sunday night service. Attendance was 
good at both services.  After the evening service, several 
folks came up and gave us “love gifts;” and just before we 
got off the ship, a man and his wife stopped us in a 
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passageway and said, “Aren’t you the three young 
preachers we saw at the services last night?”  We told him 
we were.  “Here, take this “$5.00  My wife and I want you 
to have it to help you get home.”  This was another 
strictly voluntary gift. 
     We enjoyed a swift and meaningful voyage home. 
Excellent food and delightful entertainment made the trip 
all the more luxurious. 
     As we came into New York early that Monday morning, 
we had that feeling that it was good to be coming home.  
No matter how wonderful the experience, it is always good 
to come home.  The Statue of Liberty stood as a solemn 
reminder of the ideals of America, and Manhattan, bathed 
in the early morning sunlight, looked like a fantastic 
plaything--a toy city in the distance! 



     Lacy had been moaning about his girl off and on during 
the entire trip. He missed her.  He wished she were there.  
Since this was the case, and since he had to be at his 
church appointment earlier than either John or I, we 
pooled our funds and put him on the bus that left New 
York at 9:00 p.m. that night. 
     “Goody-bye and good riddance,” John said as we were 
loading Lacy’s baggage onto the bus. 
    Lacy looked at him with a pouting lip (obviously faked.)  
“Really?” 
      “Naw, not really, Buster,” John said.  “Go on.  Leave 
us.  Leave us to hitch-hike in the merciless city.  Go! 
Depart! Leave!”   
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     After the fake oratory, we said good-bye in 
seriousness, saying we’d see each other at Jackson in a 
few weeks when school started. 
     John and I stayed at the YMCA that night. Another 
most hospitable group. We went out to Coney Island for a 
while.  We were there just long enough to learn a most 
valuable lesson. Don’t let a man rush you into anything.  
Marriage--religion--college--throwing balls at concrete 
bottles--anything!  Take your time, consider all the 



possibilities. John Sharp and I forked out 50 cents we 
didn’t need to spend to some pitchman before we knew 
what happened.  Think about things.  That’s why God gave 
us minds. Try to make it a habit to act only after you’ve 
thought about it, insofar as that is possible. 
    John Sharp and I hitch-hiked from New York to 
Washington on the new super highway that connects the 
two cities. 
     “You’ll never get a ride on that highway,” a bus driver 
taking us out of town told us. But we did.  In fact, we 
went that way on purpose, simply because of the 
challenge offered by the man.  Late the following evening 
we were in the city of Washington, D. C. 
     We wandered about the city, looking at the President’s 
home and at other sights of interest. Even at night there 
is much to see in Washington. 
     “Keith,” John said, “let’s catch a bus, and go home!” 
     “How can we?  We don’t have enough money.” 
     “There’s probably some in the bank now,” John replied.  
“Mom said she’d deposit any money that came in 
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after we left.  Anyway, we could cover the check as soon 
as we get home.” 



     “They tell me this town is an impossible place to cash a 
check.” 
     “Yea, I’ve heard that too, but I don’t believe it.” 
    “We tried at several places.  The lady at the bus station 
assured us that check cashing for strangers is impossible 
in Washington. 
     “John, I’ve got a hunch.  You game?” 
     “Sure Keith, what is it?” 
     “That barroom across the street, I think we can get 
the money there.”  We needed about $10,00 to add to 
the money we had left after putting Lacy on his bus. 
     We told the bartender the truth.  He went to the other 
end of the bar, shook up a martini or something, and 
called to the waitress.  “Mable, give those boys something 
to eat, and cash their check.”  We ate sandwiches, drank 
Cokes, and hurried to the bus.       
     Even at that, we only had enough money to get to 
Meridian, Mississippi, which was still about eighty miles 
from Jackson.  We hitch-hiked a few miles down the road.  
It was getting late in the morning and we were getting 
hungry. 
     “How much cash you got, John?”  I asked. 
     “A nickel,” he replied. 
     “Guess how much I’ve got?” 
     “I wouldn’t know...wait, Don’t tell me four cents!” 
     “Exactly.” 
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     Financially, we had ended our mission just as it had 
begun. 
     “Let’s go across the street to that restaurant and see 
what we can buy for nine cents.  I’m hungry.” 
     We crossed to the restaurant.  The waitress gave us 
two big glasses of cold water. She sold us two ten cent 
boxes of vanilla ice cream for nine cents. After I finished 
my ice cream, I saw a friend seated in the rear of the 
restaurant, a young minister with whom I had worked at 
youth camps. 
    “How are you,” I said, shaking his hand.  “It’s good to 
see you.” 
    “He introduced us to his parents.  His father said, “Well, 
I hope you’ll excuse us. Bob, Mother and I have to go into 
Jackson today.  You boys don’t wan to ride along with us, 
do you?” 

 ____________ 
 
     It felt good to be in Jackson again. We had been a long 
way from home. Many experiences of lasting value had 
transpired, but now it was good to be home.  We finised 
our mission in much the same way as it had begun.  
Through our faith in God, and the good works of men, we 
had crossed land and sea learning of the unsearchable 



riches to be found in persons who live in the spirit of Jesus 
Christ. 
 

____________ 
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     This, of course, is not the whole story. We have shared 
here only some of the highlights of our experiences. But 
within these pages we have tried to transmit a message--
relay a hope. Here is a glimpse at the goodness in the 
world.  You only need to look for the good to find it, but 
you do need to look.  Expect good and you’ll not be 
disappointed. Too often we harp long and hard on the 
negative, but the old song about “Accentuate the 
positive, eliminate the negative” is a good philosophy for 
this modern day. 
     We have come a long way as civilized peoples. We live 
in fast moving times.  We share an age of new discovery.  
As we sit in air-conditioned living rooms, we watch the 
world march by.  We see tomorrow’s news today.  We 
think that we have made great progress. 
     The impact of Christianity on the world has shed its 
good results. There are many, many men, women and 
children who are living better, cleaner, more concerned 



lives because of the influence of the churches of Christ.  
Perhaps after all we are slowly evolving into the Kingdom 
of God. 
   Beyond the Iron Curtains, the Bamboo Curtains, the Red, 
White and Blue Curtains, beyond the great machinery of 
nations and government lies the real solution to the 
problems of a weary world. There the people dwell. There 
are those who really want peace on earth, good will 
toward men. 
    A move for peace is far superior to a desire for peace.  
How can we cry peace, peace, and build bigger and more 
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powerful H-bombs?  What has war proved?  No wars are 
won. They merely end long enough for nations to speak 
softly while they prepare to “carry a bigger stick” of 
destruction. there is always a stronger than the strong. 
     Real and lasting victories will come only when men 
realize that love is the most powerful weapon that the 
world has ever known. 
     Idealistic?  Yes. 
     Nonsense?  Never.  Love that is shared person-to-
person is the answer to local, state, national and 
international problems. 



     You and I can do something now. Everyone can’t travel 
around the world, but we can travel in circles of Christian 
love wherever we might be. The wide we spread circles of 
love, the quick men will turn away from hate and war. 
    We must realize that there is good in the world. We 
must dwell on it. 
   Complacency will not yield a better day. We must speak 
out for our beliefs. We must stand firm when we are right, 
and admit when we’re wrong.  We, the people, must act, 
not observe. Shun not the battle--face it; and Christianity 
is a battle, not a dream.  We must build on the only 
unchanging foundation, the Love of God. We must work 
together to build temples of Peace, and Brotherhood, and 
lasting Progress. 
     We live in days of optimistic darkness. The lights of 
optimism have gone out over much of the world.  The 
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dark is not light enough. We must remember that we are 
the light of the world. We, the individual, the all important 
people. 
     Surely today is not what it should be, but it is better 
than yesterday was, and it is not nearly so bright as 
tomorrow can be. We must keep hoping, and praying, and 



growing, and working. We are in the midst of a troubled 
night, but even after the longest night, it is finally the 
dawn. 
 

THE END 
 
 
. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


