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ANNUAL CLASS LETTER.
McCormick Seminary Class ’92 .

Letter No. 26.

Minneapolis, Minn., June 17, 1918.

Dear Classmates.—Your Committee again most gladly sends to you
the result of our efforts to secure a message from each of the classmates,

and our most cordial greetings accompany this the first class letter in our
second quarter-century of work in the Master’s vineyard. We bid you re-

joice with us in the part ’92 is having in making the history of the world
and of the Kingdom. The roll-call is as follows

:

F. L. BENEDICT (Army Y. M. C. A. 130). Fort Sill, Okla.—A gust
of the breeziest letter Pence ever wrote (he certainly sat up nights to

compose it) dropped from the mail recently. And it got me busy. Here
I am three days before the time ready to give account of myself. I

entered the army Y. M. C. A. work last August, resigning my pastorate,

rolled up my sleeves and got busy. If Bill and his gang don’t' get it in the

neck it will not be my fault. I’m not “doing my bit,” I‘m “doing my best.”

My fame has spread abroad throughout the states, yet not mine so much
as my hut. I am the sole force of the “tiniest Y. M. C. A. building in the

world,” doing regular army work. My building is 8x12x7 feet high.

There is not room inside for trouble, in fact, there is hardly room to

change your mind. It would be an awful place for most women, wouldn’t
it? You cannot help becoming attached to this cozy, snug-as-a-bug build-

ing. It is practically impossible to enter it without touching nearly every-
thing inside. I had to tack a war map on the ceiling because there was
no place on the side walls. We once had a large tent, and this hut was
for sleeping quarters, but an Oklahoma wind thought it was a football

and kicked the stuffin’ out of it. They removed the other men and left

me to hold down the job. I am the sole building force’, secretary, educa-
tional, physical and religious director, janitor, librarian, stamp vendor,
money order agent, and if there is anything I am not it must be lonely,

for I am too busy. My main work is to visit the hospital where 200 to

500 patients come and go. It is a splendid place to do personal work,
and one even half-witted could succeed. Your victim is down, he cannot
run, he is sick and thinks of his soul, and a little brains mixed with com-
mon every day sense enables a man to get right next to the soldier. Since
January 1st I have made 10,719 calls on the sick, had 3,358 personal Chris-
tion interviews and given away 1,816 testaments and portions of Scripture.
Many of the men are Christians, and a great many bring their testaments
to the hospital when they come. The 1,816 noted above represent the num-
ber who had no testaments, or none with them. It is no uncommon thing
to see six to ten men in a ward reading their testaments, and there seems
to be an absence of that fear lest some one should see them reading the
Bible. Ofttimes I preach a sermon from a question asked, and men gather
around and listen. Great work? The President couldn’t swop jobs with
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me. Even church work seems tame in comparison. The government is

arming these men with weapons of war, we are arming them with the

armor of God and the sword of the Spirit. You men who are in your
churches, won’t you help us? The Pocket Testament League is swamped
with demands. They have given me 1,800 testaments. I will need many
more when the new draft arrives. Send a generous offering to J. Lewis
Twaddell, 420 Witherspoon Building, Philadelphia, and tell him it is for

testaments for me, if you like, and I will give good account of my steward-
ship. I wish I had space to tell you some interesting incidents. Experi-
ence? I trip over experiences daily, solemn and amusing. God has indeed
been gracious to us. I have had excellent health. Pence with his 169

pounds of fat has no monopoly on the pork. He beats me by less than
19 pounds, and if the army beans hold out he may have to take second
place. The wife and boys are in Wichita, and they too have had excellent

health. I get to see them once every three months. God bless each and
every one of you and yours.

Later.—At the General Assembly Benedict made arrangements to be-

come the agent of the Pocket Testament League, and will travel up and
down the land presenting the needs of that great organization. His home
address is 1721 Fairview Ave., Wichita, Kas.

A. L. BERRY, Springfield, III.—Many distractions have delayed my
meager contribution to the class letter. Among them was the death of my
brother, buried last week. Have seen no member of the class since our
last letter, for the principal reason that I have seldom been away from
this immediate locality, and the farm I am spending a large share of my
time looking after. A letter from Schell informs me he is no longer in

the Ozarks of Missouri. I have been wondering if any of ’92 are repre-

sented at the battle front with a soldier boy or a Red Cross nurse in the

supreme crisis that is upon the world.

E. A. BOYD, McAlester, Okla.—My life during the past year has
been along the usual lines of “practicing law,” with the incidental work of
the Red Cross and Liberty Loan speeches added. I have been so inter-

ested in all movements which look toward a speedy winning of the war,
that all other matters seem trivial. The people in this community are so

vitally interested that they listen with pleasure to the discussion of the
vital and fundamental principals involved. To illustrate: I spoke recently

at a country district school to a full house of farmers, for over two hours
and was patiently and earnestly heeded upon the subject of the German
philosophy good and bad, taking as the basis the philosophy of Kant as

a representative of the good and the philosophy of Schopenhaur as a rep-

resentative of the bad. The outline of Kant’s philosophy, briefly stated

being: 1. God, the author of life. 2. Conscience, the guide of life.

3. The Catagorical Imperative, the rule of life. 4. Service, efficient and
trained, the aim of life—showing from German history, how Germany had
grown great in science, education, literature and government, under the
influence of such a philosophy. The outline of Schopenhaur’s philosophy,
briefly stated, being: 1. No God, Atheism. 2. Desire, the guide of life.

3. Expediency, the end justifying the means, the rule of life. 4. Ambi-
tion, personal power, the aim of life—showing from German history how
the latter philosophy had tickled the ear of the ruling classes, and had
been adopted as the philosophy of the German government. This is not
talking war, war is a disease, this is getting at the root of the disease,

and is helping to understand the war, and is making the neces-
sity of winning it stand on a firmer foundation than simple victory
of arms, and places that necessity where it belongs, namely, upon
triumph of right principles of thought and life. I find this sort of
an appeal not only popular, but permanently effective and produc-
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tive of immediate results in practical patriotism. At another
place I spoke to an audience made up principally of coal miners and em-
ployees of coal mines. On that occasion, I spoke of the antiquity of the

principles of human freedom, and called attention to the fact that time
had worked no changes in fundamentals, but only in details

;
also that all

permanent progress in human freedom must be based upon the moral law.

L. J. DAVIES (Shantung Christian University), Weihsien, China.

—

I presume the mail facilities are very poor in the Orient and Davies’ letter

has been long delayed on the way. We are sorry not to have his mes-
sage.—W.

W. H. ENSIGN, Hopkinton, Ia.—The memories of our twenty-fifth

anniversary continue to be a source of strength to us, and I hope God will

enable many of us to pray and work and write till we reach our fiftieth

milestone. Our church people were much interested in my accounts of the

reunion at McCormick, and take a personal interest in the class. Our
societies have studied African missions and Milligan’s two books have
done good service. We hope that the spiritual condition of the church is

“at high tide” for “God and home and every land” as President Wilson
desires, and most of all as Christ the Head of the Church prays that we
may be. Our finances were encouraging—the building has been rebeau-
tified

;
there was left to the ladies’ societies ninety dollars in gold, fifty

of which was for missions. Mrs. Ensign and I have had good health.

We think often and lovingly of you all especially of those where sickness
and separation are the experiences of these waiting and anxious days.

Our friends remembered us with more than twenty-five dollars on June
23rd last—the silver anniversary of our marriage

; reading the Herald
and Presbyter in 1892, we remember that June 23rd was Rev. and Mrs.
Findlay’s wedding day too. We shall miss, this year, Henderson’s mes-
sage. Our church service flag is to bear sixteen stars. I have all the
college bible classes, and it has been the busiest year of all. May the
Holy Spirit be with us all as we read Philippians 1 :3-ll.

A. F. ERNST (1302 N. 40th St.) Omaha, Neb.

—

These days are so
full of duties that I can scarcely find place to write my contribution to
the class letter. But I want to hear from every one of you, and believe
each feels the same with regard to the rest of us. The past year has
surely been an eventful one and has thrown a tremendous load of respon-
sibility on us and our churches. I am pleased with the response of my
own church to the many calls for giving and serving. Lowe Ave. Church
the past year gave $6,128 for benevolences and $5,719 for current ex-
penses. Our three Red Cross units have done a remarkable amount of
work. Our Boy Scout troop have been active along several lines. We
ended the year with church repaired, new furnaces and light fixtures in-

stalled and building re-decorated throughout. With all bills paid and
money on hand the congregation voted to increase my salary $300 a year.
We have kept well during the year and have abundant reason for grati-
tude. Our son Edgar graduated from the University here in June and
went to Camp Funston in October. He was with the field artillery for
a time and was then chosen for work with the headquarters division in

France. He left by boat March 4 and has arrived safely overseas. We
know he will faithfully do his part in winning the war for Democracy
and righteousness. We have twenty-nine stars on our service flag and
are proud of our boys and your boys.

E. S. EVANS, Sterling, Kas.—The 7th, coming on Sabbath, got the
start of me. Now I am five days late. I have been thinking of the boys
all these days, but these are busy times. One of our boys is in the train-
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ing camp, and the other is away from home. But, with much to do, and
health to do a good deal, we do not get lonely. I have enjoyed work, in

my small corner, very much, during the past year. The Bible seems to

abound more and more in precious themes. And from ever}7 outlook, life

with a purpose seems more precious and good. I would that I could give

the value of my experience to some young fellow, who could make it tell

in years of usefulness. But that can only be done to a very limited ex-
tent. In times like this, it is a wonderful privilege, even in a small way,
to be able to preach a large Gospel. I feel sure that the members of our
class appreciate the need of the hour, and that all are striving to meet the

demand. May the time quickly come, when He, whose right it is shall

rule. Best wishes, and earnest prayers for all the boys.

J. V. FINDLAY, Dalton, Ohio.—It is a pleasure to greet you once
more, though I have but little to write, as the year has been a very quiet
one. I have been fearing another nervous breakdown, and may have to

drop out of the work, at least temporarily. I was greatly pleased with
last years’ class letter. Best wishes for all classmates and their families.

W. S. FOREMAN (7019 Dale Ave.), St. Louis, Mo.—Ward’s red-

letter card has been staring me in the face from a very prominent place,

my wife gave it, on my desk, as soon as it arrived. Besides the call of the
card, I have had a continual reminder by that good wife of mine every .

day, “Have you written that letter yet?” Well, I am just getting to it, for
the liquor traffic in Missouri has been keeping me very busy here lately

and I do not know that I have anything new to add so far as my work is

concerned. I am still with the Missouri Anti-Saloon League and we hope
to put Missouri “dry” this fall. We are putting on a big organization for
the state, organizing every county and precinct in the state and that, of
course, is a tremendous job, but we hope that Missouri will go “over the
top” and into the dry column next November. The progress of the tem-
perance work throughout the nation, of course, is gratifying to all and I

am glad that the class of 92 is identified with this great reform movement
and is having at least an humble part in it. As far as the family is con-
cerned we are the same in number. I am sorry we haven’t got a daughter-
in-law or a son-in-law. or a grand-baby but alas so it be. Herrick John-
son is somewhere in France, with Uncle Sam’s fighting men. Like all

other parents, of course, we hated to give him up but we belong to the

fighting stock of the world and we couldn’t stay out. Hilda, the only
daughter in the family, is taking her first year at Washington University
having won the honors of her class in High School last year, which gave
her a four-year scholarship in the University. We hope that any of the

boys passing through our city will give us a call.

F. M. FOX (726 N. Limestone St.), Springfield, Ohio.—April 7 was
a strenuous day but I did not forget the boys and girls of ’92 though I

could not write. With all the distractions due to world conditions, this

has been the best year of my ministry in many respects. The problem has
been to keep our fine men and women doing the organized church work
and still leave them free to do the war work which it is absolutely neces-
sary for the church to do. It has really been a year of sacrificial service

for many of them and we have all had the consequent joy of giving as
never before. Mrs. Fox and Margaret and I spent our summer vacation at

Atlantic City and the surf put us in .good fighting trim for the year. I

have had the privilege of holding some special meetings this year, namely,
a week at Wooster with the students where T was constantly reminded of
Smith and Nesbitt and all our surviving Wooster friends. Also a week
at Camp Zacharv Taylor, Louisville, Kentucky, where I preached to the
soldiers, so rapidly passing on to France and the trenches. Tt was a great
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experience. Two of the Presbyterian churches of the city are vacant, and

I have had to care for many people in sorrow. Just now there is definite

talk of the union of the First and Second Churches of Springfield, and we
are all saying “The will of the Lord be done.” You see we already have

a branch church, the East Side Chapel, doing a fine work. We are just

forty miles west of Columbus, and expect all of you who attend the As-
sembly to pay us a visit. God bless and use you all, father, mother, sister,

brother, on land and sea, in camp, and in the trenches, and keep you in

the hollow of His hand.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Believed to be Somewhere in Indiana.—I have not

been able to stir Gilchrist out of his comatose condition long enough to

write his class letter, but hope that his whereabouts may be discovered

before the next class letter.—W.
F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Mo.—April 7—a glorious Sabbath ! Dr.

Holden for many years President of Wooster, now of the College Board,
has spent the day with us. Mrs. Hawley, who has been at Excelsior

Springs for a month in search of health is back for the day. Our two
boys are at home. It is a perfect day. Twenty-six years have sped away
since graduation—blessed years. The best are yet to come ! Whatever
they may bring, God’s grace is sufficient, and the goal is always nearer.

Neither the devil nor his German ally can work us permanent harm.
They can bring us tears and heartache and suffering, but we are on the

way to crown Jesus King. Park College is a wonderful place and the op-

portunity here grows more precious daily. One hundred thirty-two stars

on our service flag—161 missionaries have gone out of Park to the mis-

sion fields of the world—seven more graduates sail this summer. It’s a

joy to be here. The Lord bless you all ! The memory of the dear boys of
’92 who have gone “over the top” is an inspiration and a benediction. Let
us “carry on”

!

C. L. HERALD, Oxford, O.—Same entry as for previous years.—W.
F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—I have delayed my letter until my

plans had been definitely formed. Last September I resigned the presi-

dency of the college, to take effect June 30th of this year. The continued
and unavoidable strain of financial promotion apparently inseparable from
a college presidency today, had become increasingly distasteful to me, and
for the third time I determined, Providence permitting, to return to the
pastorate. My plans have worked out in the most satisfactory way. Re-
cently I received a proposal from the National War Work Council of the
Y. M. C. A. to go on foreign service, and at the same time I received a
very attractive call to the First Presbyterian Church, Indiana, Pa. I

was in great perplexity as to what I should do. The work abroad had a
compelling attraction for me, but there were many difficulties in the way.
I stated my problem and perplexity to the congregation at Indiana, with
the request for time to see my way through. They responded with the
proposal that if I would accept their call they would give me leave of ab-
sence for the service abroad. Their action was as unexpected as it was
generous and broad in spirit, and I have gladly accepted their call with
the year’s leave of absence to go abroad. In all my experience I have
enjoyed no such leading of a gracious Providence and I am very happy,
with my family, in the privilege of taking part in the great work with
our army, and of returning in due time to a work that promises to be so
attractive with the church that has dealt so remarkably with this situa-

tion. I expect to sail the first week in June for England where my work
will be at first. The American troops are concentrating in the English
camps and there is great need at this time in the organization of that
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work. I suppose that I will get to France in due time. I am not con-
cerned as to the nature of my duties or where they may be performed

;
I

am only grateful for the chance to get into it and do what I can. My
family will move to Indiana and there await my return. I have not heard
of any of our class going abroad though it may well be some have gone.
I shall look forward to the class letter which will reach me, I suppose, in

England. I can be located at or through the American Y. M. C. A., 47
Russell Square, London, W. C. 1. Fraternal regards and best wishes to

all the men of ’92. If any are abroad or going abroad let me know at

the above address.

J. B. HOWARD, Earlham, Ia.

—

This anniversary finds me located
in a new field, thirty miles west of Des Moines on the Rock Island rail-

way. The seven years I spent in the city of Des Moines were the most
strenuous and fruitful years of my ministry, but at sixty years of age I

felt I ought to seek an easier field and as what property I have is located
in Des Moines I preferred to locate near home. While in the city I re-

ceived 405 members into the two churches I served, Clifton Heights 66
and Park Avenue 339. The strain began to tell on me, and after receiving
three calls and each time offering my resignation, I finally came here.

This church has a beautiful new brick building, one of the nicest and most
modern church I ever saw, a membership of 162, and they pay me the same
salary that I got in Des Moines. They called me first in July of last year,

and again in January of this year. I have been on the field only three
weeks, but believe we shall like it very much. I went to the General As-
sembly at Dallas last year, and had a fine time. Four of the ’92 boys were
there. What a change from those days at old McCormick, and yet our
fellows were bright and efficient and second to none in their work for
Christ and the church. On my way south my wife and I stopped at Park-
ville and broke bread and several other things at the genial home of Haw-
ley. How splendidly he is situated, and the students love them both, and
they are doing a great work. I see Ensign at synod meeting nearly every
fall, and we have a nice visit together, and the class seems so near as we
talk of the old days. But our dead ! How we miss them, though the
time is getting shorter that we shall be apart. I have heard of Lee’s death,

grand, fruitful, active Lee, how proud we were of him. I saw him last at

Dillon’s home in Carbondale eight years this fall, and he was in poor
health at that time. May we all be no less faithful. In these awful days
what a joy to look up and know that soon, we hope very soon, the Lord
will come. Amen, come quickly. Lord Jesus.

B. A. KONKLE, Swathmore, Pa.—What a fine time we had at Chi-
cago last year. It was worth going half way across the continent. To
me it was a great trip in many ways. I celebrated my own birthday at my
father’s with my mother at the old home

;
spoke at the old high school

where I was a student over forty years ago, celebrated our seminary quar-
ter-century with a fine bunch of fellows, visited and spoke at Lake Forest
college, my alma mater, the first time in thirty years, and saw many of my
old associates and friends of those periods, that precious kind of experi-
ence that is sometimes vouchsafed to a man when he has passed the half-

century mark. But I will fill my letter with it if I don’t proceed to tell

you of the greatest news of the year, namely, that my work, begun eleven
years ago, is done, just finished during the past week. I bid you all re-

joice with me. I celebrated it with a most remarkable aurora borealis, at

least that helped coincidentally. I know how Pilgrim felt when his load
rolled off. To my delight, also, I am told that Philadelphia is considering
naming her beautiful parkway after James Wilson, just as I finished his

life. Possibly the suggestion grew out of my published plan in the Ledger
of December 2, 1917, proposing and outlining a project in Chester, Pa., for
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a “Penn Capital Park.” to celebrate the first capital of Pennsylvania at the

mouth of Chester creek, an outgrowth of my volume on David Lloyd and
the First Half Century of Pennsylvania. I addressed the historical so-

ciety of Chester on both subjects two days later, and our next governor,
Senator Sproul, was there, and he expects to put it on the Chester map.
The next thing now is the publication of my seven volumes—two works.
President McClure gave a splendid address before our social union last

winter. I had not heard him for thirty years. My daughter graduates
from high school in June, my wife is well, and I have been very well, grad-
ually approximating my normal strength. And now comes dear old Hend-
erson in a losing fight for life. May Uod comfort Mrs. Henderson, as He
surely will. I never think of him but his twinkling eyes are the first

thing I .see, and his sunny humor the first thing I respond to. I shall be
interested to read his life sketch in this class letter. May victory crown
our arms before another letter is issued. The finest tribute to Hyde
.that I have yet heard was given to me by Dr. Wanless of India last night.

( He said that Hyde was the great single personal influence in India.
]

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.—Pence’s 42 centimeter shot made
a direct hit here. My year has been full of active effort as a field man.
I have been over the top a good many times in Western Nebraska. Once
I took an auto scout trip through Wyoming and into Montana, and sev-

eral times struck oil with the car wheels. After seeing Wood last fall at

Omaha I was convinced that twenty-six years had passed since we sang
together for Dr. Marquis, “Shall We Gather at the River?” I am about
to be installed as pastor here, but still called upon to do home mission
work. My family is as of old, all on earth, with six grandchildren added.
The youngest boy is at Camp Logan, Texas. My constitution seems to

harmonize with that of the United States. The meatless days, Re^d Cross,

Y. M. C. A., war stamps, liberty bonds, war news, etc., have all made their

mark on me. I believe in you fellows, and know that you are all branded
“orthodox.” We can hold the line.

M. H. MacLEOD (1024 East Eighth St.), Pueblo, Colo.— I am almost
a month late in writing my contribution to the class letter. But perhaps
Ward can find a place for it in the appendix, if it reaches him too late for
a place in its proper setting. I beg his pardon for this delay, and its up-
setting of his plans. Now a few commonplaces : I sincerely remembered
you all on class letter day—remembered you as I rode on trains and
lodged at hotels. And I took the precaution to hold a telephone conver-
sation with McClintock, urging him to promptness. I meant to have the
privilege of sitting with him at a noon day luncheon; but he evaded the
ordeal. One of the year’s pleasures has been the occasional opportunities
of visits and fellowship with McClintock. His year at Colorado Springs
has been a delight to me. But, to my sorrow, he advises me that he is

soon to withdraw from the responsibility of sharing with me the burdens
of maintaining the honor and dignity of the class in this state any longer.
He goes south. Let him give the rest of the story. My work, and the re-

sults of it, seem too much like duplications of other recent years to de-
serve any mention. Home life has had a shade of disappointment in

the necessity of cancelling the school engagement of my little girl, and
keeping her at home for an enforced rest cure. Heart trouble and nerv-
ousness caused the year’s loss of schooling. But we think she will be
qualified for next year’s work with regained health and strength. My
boy is ending his second year in High School. Mrs. MacLeod is on the
road to becoming a past master in “Hooverizing.” And, all in all, we fare
so that we have every occasion to be thankful. We hope that like favors
may be your portions. My closing thought must be a reference to those
who have left us in the past year—Henderson and Lee. Splendid charac-
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ters. Let others write their virtues. I extend my sympathy to the broken
family circles that feel these losses even more keenly than an apprecia-
tive band of remaining classmates.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Colorado Springs, Colo.—Pence sent a re-

minder a few days ago intended I think for both MacLeod and myself. I

am late in sending on my answer but I trust it will arrive in time. I have
been having an enjoyable year. Came here last June as you remember
and took charge of the educational and musical work of the church. The
first has been successful and I have seen quite an advance made in the
organization and efficiency of the S. S. The second has not been quite so
satisfactory on account of the dearth of suitable material for a choir. We
held an efficiency campaign in January, having here an expert by the name
of McGarrah who stirred up things considerably and as a result we en-
tered in on a re-organization of the financial end of the church. The
pastor happened to be awa}' at the military camps and the burden of the
new scheme fell on his assistant. He managed to evolve a scheme, which
if carried out will go a good ways toward solving many church prob-
lems in finance. His missionary experience came in good play when the
matter was up. My work here will be completed in July and I will then
start work in the far south, not far from New Orleans, where I will take
up work in the church and Y. M. C. A. I would enjoy staying here and
the people have been most hearty in their expressions of desire to have
me stay, but the other work is the larger work and every man must de-
cide as to where he thinks his efforts will make for the most.

E. W. McCLUSKY, (2149 C Street), Granite City, III.—Here I am
again, always on hand, like a sore finger. Saturday, April 6, near mid-
night. My study has new paper on the walls. My wife’s grandfather,
Tolstoi, Mert Smith and George Nesbitt look down on me from the walls.

Also the faculty of McCormick. Professor Zenos’ smiling face attracts

me. Every time I look at it I think of many splendid things he has writ-

ten, but his address on “The Christ-Centered World” grips me. My class

picture, a little the worse for wear, is stowed away with my sermons,
some of which have been given the “once-over,” and a few much more
than the “once-over.” I have had some of the most marvelous experi-

ences of my life the past year, but can’t afford to pay for the space to tell

them. We all have Hoover-eyes at our house, my pants are wearing out,

but “notwithstanding.” and I know I had a Massachusetts egg the other
day because it had a Holyoke. I have tried to avoid mentioning the war,
but how can a fellow help it? My daughter Lillian, a Lindenwood Col-
lege student, was engaged to be married to a young Ann Arbor student,

the son of William Hough, general auditor of the Pullman Car Company.
He went to France about a year ago as an aviator in the Navy and be-
came an Ensign. Three weeks ago today it fell to my lot to tell my little

girl that her lover had been killed. Then I knew something of the mean-
ing of that text, “As a father pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth them
that fear him.” She is now in Chicago at the home of his parents. I

have never known such pleasure in preaching as these times afford. I

weep with my fellow countrymen and am trying to do my bit, but I also

rejoice in the thought of the new day this war is ushering in. Go for-

ward.

R. H. MILLIGAN (East 45th N. and Hancock Sts.), Portland, Ore.

—

Night after night I have lain awake until I have composed a class-letter

to my entire satisfaction. Morning after morning I have discarded the
same with disgust, as unworthy this great annual. At length, when loss

of appetite was added to loss of sleep, and I felt that I was slated for a

sanitarium or an early grave, I found myself one day in front of a second-
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hand store kept by a dago named Pencini. A sudden thought ! I recog-

nized it as inspiration. I ran in, and clutching Pencini by both arms, I

asked him eagerly whether he had any second-hand class-letters. He told

me confidentially that he had “black-hand” letters and second-hand class-

letters. I did not want the blackhands but I gave him Ward’s address.

He told me that his class-letters were always in demand in April, and
that he had orders from places as far away as Parkville, Missouri, and
Omaha, Nebraska, and Springfield, Ohio, and Washington, Pennsylvania,

and Saginaw, Michigan. He handed me a bunch of twenty which he said

had done service many times. I suspect that he had written them him-
self. A glance assured me that they were exactly what I wanted

;
so

brilliant that they read backwards as well as forwards
;
so profound that

their meaning will wait the hoped-for advance of posterity. I asked Pen-
cini what they were all about. He assured me that the subject of all of

them was Procrastination—which, he said, is the subject of the best class-

letters. The rascal knew a lot about human nature. Well, to make a

short story long, I gave him twenty dollars for the letters. So, for the

next twenty years my class-letter will be mailed promptly at 7 a. m., April
7th. The first of these letters is as follows : “As a precious and unctuous
ointment to me is this gentle impleading from our esteemable classmate
reminding me again of my deleterious conduct and my delinquencies. T

know that my laggard lingerings upon duty are staying the wheels of prog-
ress, retarding the onward way of things, and probably indirectly deferring
the consummation of a world peace. That is, the importunousness of the

insistency that I at once accord some purposive procedure in response
would indicate that some cosmic epoch sat twirling its thumbs whilst it

waited upon my recalcitrancies, and was unable to pick the lock of oppor-
tunity wherein to enter upon the sphere of eventualization. I am inflated

with inner boastings, my soul swells most dimentionally, when I conceive
my importance in this negative function as a retarder. I would that I

might function as conspicuously in some affirmative way in the processings
of this world. These raucous reminders to me of my delinquencies are
about the only provocatives I ever have of a sensation of essentiality to

anything. I shall try to mobilize my inertia, to disengage myself from
the idols of my emotional aversions, so as to render the disposements of
my mind less unplastic to the kneadings of your urgencies.”

There is more—much more. But my telephone has just informed me
that the Ladies’ Aid meets in half an hour and that I am expected to

have the floor swept and the fire started. However, I shall wait long
enough to say that the meaning of the above quotation in its entirety, seems
to be, as Pencini assures me. that punctuality is the death of wit.

WILLIAM PARKER, Carmel, N. Y.—We are still at work for the
risen and exalted Redeemer. In my church paper I see that another of
our classmates has gone home to be with Christ. Dear Henderson, his
rest has come sooner than that of the remainder of us. Of the things that
will interest you. that have fallen to our lot the past unusual year, I men-
tion only a few, the help we are giving, with you, in the prosecution of the
war, everybody in the church and community is busy doing something
for the Red Cross society, our men belong to the home guards (I am chap-
lain) and we have been mustered in as a state company, representing this

town. And then there is the sale of liberty loan bonds, forming war
savings societies, with numberless other activities. The winter has been
very severe and of long duration, so that attendance at the church ser-
vices has been far below that of last year. All of our young men and
some of our young women being in military service has helped in les-

sening the attendance at church services. The church’s benevolences have
been maintained, and there has been an increase in offerings to some ob-
jects. We feel sure that victory for our allies will some day come, and
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kaiserism shall fall into the pit which they have dug. Alay the purpose of

God in permitting this most awful war soon be accomplished in Russia,

France. Italy, England and all other lands. We pray daily that God’s
kingdom may come. His will be done on earth, and peace come with
good will among all men forevermore. The health of my wife and myself
is not very robust, but we are trying to hold out until the war is over. We
wait anxiously for the class letter.

E. H. PENCE, Camp Lewis, American Lake, Wash.—At last I am
able to command the leisure to give to this class letter, but I had to leave

civil life and get into the army in order to to do it. I wrote several letters

during the past two weeks, but none of them seemed to satisfy. I showed
practically all of them to Brother Milligan, but he saw no disposition to

let them go on. I am now at it for the month, to try out the camp pastor
idea, under requisition from the army Y. M. C. A. at Camp Lewis. I

shall give five days here, and two days, including Sundays, at Westminster
church, Portland. Things have happened since April 7, 1917. The U. S.

declared war on the 6th as a kind of mild preparative. It is a great
pleasure to have Doc Milligan as close neighbor here in Portland. Wish
I had time for more extended message, but have delayed this already be-

yond propriety.

O. L. PRENTICE, Romney, Ind.—Two or three years ago in my
class letter I rather poked fun at the boys who said they were too busy to
write class letters on April 7th. I now want to apologize for the remark,
and humbly beg pardon of any classmate who had his feelings hurt by
my thoughtless words. You see that I am assuming that you remember
what Pap writes, a rather violent assumption it may be. Concerning
April 7th of this year this is the schedule of the day: I preached three
times, served the communion twice, taught two Sunday school classes, and
rode seventy-five miles in a Ford, hence, pardon me, fellows, and I will

never say it again. And the days since have been almost as full as that

one. I have just returned from presbytery, where our youngest son was
ordained. It was a very gracious experience for my wife and myself.
I had the rich privilege of giving the charge to the lad. The son who was
ordained three years ago is now serving as first lieutenant somewhere in

France. We are of course very anxious, as all of you who have sons in

France are. but we would not have the boy hide behind his office as a
minister. We would rather he be buried a hero in France, if God so will,

than to have him a slacker at home with us. The youngest son tried twice
*o enter the army, but was rejected. The year just gone has been the
busiest and I trust the most fruitful of all the years of my ministry. I

will not give details, but will trust you to believe what I say. I was sick

last year at the time of our anniversary meeting, and hence could not at-

tend, but I hear the fellows had one great time together. I now expect
to be in the alumni meeting April 24th of this year. I have seen but two of
the boys this year. Gilchrist and I are near each other and meet fre-

quently. I met Stark at the Assembly last year, where he gave the report

of the Judicial Committee, and I afterward found out that he wrote the

most important part of it. It was splendid. He had all the eastern men
thoroughly beaten. I wish I had Stark’s brains and his appetite, though I

pity him every time I hear food conservation mentioned. Interest in my
work deepens with increase of years. The ministry of reconciliation is

glorious beyond all compare. Last year Williams was translated, and this

year Henderson went up to greet him. They have said “good night” to

us. and we may soon say “good morrow” to them.

U. G. SCHELL. Heavener, Okla.—I came here last July. I had
really wanted to go North, but the way did not open, and here I am in
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Dixie, a little below the southern line of Tennessee. With my parish

work, the duties of a presbyter, and often charged with the duty of help-

ing in war measures, I am a busy man. Our people are mosl of them en-
gaged in railroad service. Ministers are sadly needed in this part of the

land. We have a remnant of God’s people, the salt of the earth. This is

a mountain region, pure water, cool nights, good rest, and good old sum-
mer time. Was in Boyd’s office in McAlester last December, saw his

wife, his mother and his law partner, but he had been called away, so did

not see him.

W. S. SMITH, Bandon, Ore.—Pence’s letter reminding me that “on
the 350th day of April” I was to “send $75 to Ward and enclose seven
words therein” reached me in time, so that 1 might have complied with his

request on the day when we are all supposed to send our class letters, but

as usual I am a little behindhand. I am thinking that the fellows of the

class would hardly be prepared to get a letter from Smith written on class

day. Here is just a line to send greeting to all the boys of ’92 who are

still standing upon the firing line, each doing “his bit” to defeat the great
enemy of mankind. May God’s richest blessing- rest upon each one. upon
each of the homes, and in a very special manner upon those of our boys
who have freely given themselves to the service of their country in this

great struggle being waged in behalf of humanity. I have little or nothing
to say of myself for the past year that will be of interest to other mem-
bers of the class. Have found, as doubtless others have done, that it has
been a little busier year than the one preceding. Each year has it’s own re-

sponsibilities, and each year those responsibilities seem to bear down a

little heavier. It was good to see Pence at the meeting of synod, but we
are a long, long way apart and cannot hope to become over intimate. I

hope to see some of you, yea, a goodly number of .you, at the Assembly
next month.

H. R. STARK, (702 Adams St.), Saginaw, W. S. Mich.—Before
writing this letter, I have re-read the messages of the boys in the 25th
Anniversary Letter of last year, and it has seeemed almost like another
reunion. We have now completed the first lap of the second 25-mile stage
of our journey toward the goal. One cannot help wondering how many,
if any, will still be in line when the 50th mile-post is reached. Today all

of us are thinking of the last of our number to be called home,—Jack
Henderson. How disappointed we were that he could not enjoy the re-

union with us in Chicago last April, and how disappointed he was in being
compelled, at the last moment, by his physician’s orders, to abandon the
trip. I cannot help recalling his own words concerning Lee. in his -mes-
sage last year. “His letter seems like a voice from the skies !” Little did
he think that by another year his message to us would be “a voice from
the skies.” Dear old Jadk! His work is done, he has joined the band of
victors who have preceded us, and today, one of the glorious group of ten,

we can imagine him holding a blessed reunion with them, and looking
down upon us who are still in the trenches, waiting our call to go “over
the top.” This has been rather an uneventful year, save the insidious,

and serpentine deviltry of the pro-German crowd, which I have been up
against here, in this Milwaukee of Michigan, the hot-bed of pro-German-
ism. My daughter Edna is just finishing a special business course, ex-
pecting to take the civil service examination, and enter government work
in Washington, D. C., soon. Walter is just completing his third year in the
University of Michigan, and has enlisted, and been accepted in the naval
aviation branch of the service. It is hard to think of giving him up, but
I should feel still worse if he did not have patriotism enough to want to

go. I notice a number of the sons of ’92 are already in the service. May
God bless and keep them all, and return them in safety, if it be His will.
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I close with two special requests both of them important, and urgent

:

One is that each of us have his missionary society send a box of old
clothes, and other useful articles; to Pence, who is said to be in dire straits

since going to the frontier town of Portland, age, size and condition of arti-

cles unimportant, as anything, I am told, will be acceptable. The other is,

that Ward, father of the class, be, and hereby is, authorized to purchase a
pair of suspenders for Milligan, at the expense of the class, to relieve him
from that strange depression of mind, and localization of feeling “not akin
to pain,” that often comes in preaching, while one has to hold his trousers

up by keeping his hands in his pockets. Sincerest regards, and best
wishes to the whole bunch.

GRANT STORH (106 College Ave.), Waukesha, Wis.—

I

was not
at home on our anniversary day and am nearly a week late with my letter.

I fear to delay longer lest I put Ward to the inconvenience of writing me
a gentle reminder. The past year has been uneventful with us, but God
is good, and I have been permitted to continue my work in the classroom
and to preach occasionally upon Sunday. Am pleased also to report. that

the increasing cost of living has been met by an increase of salary. I

firmly believe that all salaries of preachers and teachers should be ad-
vanced in these times. In my class work I am continually remodeling my
course, both by addition and elimination in order to incite study and arouse
interest in real Bible study. This demands constant study upon my part,

which I am glad to do. I have found that it is not difficult to obtain good
results from seventy-five per cent of the students, but where Bible study
is required the difficulty is to interest the remaining twenty-five per cent.

The war has affected our college, of course, and, if prolonged, we antici-

pate a still greater falling off in attendance. But anything to win the war.
The present outlook for speedy victory is not encouraging to me. Even-
tually the right will win. “G'od on high is mightier than they.” If you
want an interesting study for an up-to-date missionary talk, discover and
develop God’s program for the world as revealed in the Book of Acts
through Peter and James, chapters 3 and 15. No need of pessimism if

we know the program. The only fatal mistake made upon the part of the
church has been her failure to carry out her part of the program. The
war has emphatically emphasized this failure. I am wondering how many
of the class have sons in the service of our country and of humanity. Not
having the sons I am thankful there are other ways of showing my patriot-

ism. Here goes for another year of service, and another of victory

through Christ.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, Grand Rapids, Minn.—Nature celebrated our
anniversary by spreading all over this north country a blanket of snow.
A young blizzard at this season is not a monstrosity up here, but March
had made a record for sunshine, and had made such flattering promises of

spring, that the storm of April 7th gave us something of a shock. Our
anniversary Sunday, therefore, was not a banner day in the inspiration of

the services. We have written “finis” to a hard year. Our people have
broken all records in “tithes and offerings,” but have surpassed perhaps
in nothing else. We have kept the “church-fires burning.” On the

whole, things have gone well with us around the “home-fires”—the health

of the household was never better. It’s the continued story of isolation

—

not a single class-mate crossed our threshold in all the year. Dear old

Henderson was the last here, and he has since joined the company of

Boone, Dillon, Foster, Lee, Hyde, Moore, Nesbitt, Smith and Williams,
bringing the number of these translated up to ten. A glorious company!
Two of that band are from our Synod. Minnesota is sorely bereft. Only
Ward is with me. We met at Synod,—permanent clerk and temporary
clerk. Ward excels at the clerk’s desk. And now we have completed the
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first year of the second quarter-century. May the years before us be
marked by deeper devotion, and still more bountiful harvests. What a

different old world this will be when the dove of peace returns

!

L. B. TATE, Barton, Fla.

—

As last year’s letter did not reach me,
though »I will get it when I go back to Korea, I have been wondering where
to write to reach Ward, but this morning I got a card from him, and this

letter is the result. I have been having a fine time in the good old

U. S. A., the best of all my furloughs, a little speaking and some hunting
and fishing, twenty speckled perch in less than three hours, thirteen of
them weighing over ten pounds. I have not done much bass fishing, my
largest being over two pounds in weight. I came to Florida on account
of my wife’s health which has been so much improved that I think we
will be able to return to Korea during the summer. I do not know
whether my observations have been accurate or not, but according to the

way it appears to me the churches in this country are very cold and formal
and indifferent. Only one or two men regularly at the prayer meeting,
and the non-praying church either dead or dying. I am off today on a
two months’ speaking tour, one month of which will be spent in Texas.
I certainly will be glad to get the class letter this year. Thus far I have
met but four of the classmates. I do wish I could see you all before
returning to Korea. My address during Tune and July will be Hickory,
N. C.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyeng Yang, Chosen (Korea).

—

It is a great dis-

appointment not to receive a letter from dear old Swallen. Dr. Baird re-

ports that he is still on the job, and a Korean paper gives a most glowing
account of the twenty-fifth anniversary celebration of Swallen and his wife
last fall. We hope he will send greeting in time next year.—W.

R. O. WALKER, Last address known to the editor, 24 Buccleuch
Place, Edinburgh, Scotland.—It is likely that the war situation in England
has so occupied our classmate that he could not find time to write. We
miss his kindly greeting.—W.

W. S. WARD (1214 Oliver Ave. N.), Minneapolis, Minn.—The past
year has been crowded with days and nights so busy that I have hardly
had time to keep myself in good spiritual trim. The memory of the re-

union at the old seminary abides as a hallowed experience of the year.

The class has suffered a great loss in the going away of dear old Hen-
derson. His death was a great shock to me, as I had seen him but a
short while before and he seemed to be getting better. When the tele-

phone message came it did not seem possible it could be true. It was my
privilege to represent the class at the last services held in St. Paul Jack
was a great man, a prince among men, and his place in the work of Macal-
ester college will be hard to fill. I miss him, for we frequently met in his

office here in the city. My youngest son, Paul, is now in training in the
aviation school at Berkeley, California, preparing to go abroad and help
make the world a safe place in which to live. God bless all the boys
from the homes of the ’92s’ and make them useful and loyal 'men, and
return them to the homes in safety. We engaged in a four weeks’ union
evangelistic campaign during the winter, and the church has been greatly
revived as well as the membership increased. We have a service flag in

the church which indicates something of the patriotism of our congrega-
tion, some of the stars representing men who are now in France. Not
many of the classmates have visited us during the past year, but some
of them have stopped in the city long enough to say “Hello.” Sutherland
and I sat at the clerk’s desk during the synod meeting, keeping track of
the proceedings. My health is better than for several years, and I am
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glad to report that my wife is now able to walk without either crutch or
cane, and we are thankful indeed to the loving Father who has so abun-
dantly blessed us. God bless and keep you and your dear ones through
these times which try the souls of men, and hasten the time when war shall

be no more and Jesus shall reign supreme.

Later.—Within a few hours after my arrival at home, following the
closing of the General Assembly, we received a telegram from California
stating that our second son, Sargeant, whom some of you knew, had died
very suddenly in Oakland, following an operation for intestinal obstruc-
tion. He had been operated upon three weeks previously for chronic ap-
pendicitis, and was reported as almost completely recovered, so that the
telegram was a great shock to us, but the Father’s grace is sufficient in

every time of need.

W. R. WILLIAMS, Marengo, Iowa.

—

Mrs. Williams writes that our
dear Roland is still suffering from that nervous trouble, his condition hav-
ing been made worse by the fact that one of his sons is in the service. He
knows it is his patriotic duty, but his nerves are not yet ready to stand this

increased strain. We hope that they may all be in better health the com-
ing year. Why not each one of us write him a cheery letter?—W.

J. G. WOODS, Mayaguez, Porto Rico.—It is our painful duty to again
record the failure of our Island brother to respond to repeated appeals for

his class letter. Hope he will be more tender hearted next year.—W.

J. F. YOUNG (2968 Harris St.), Omaha, Neb.

—

I am sure that I will

be very glad to hear from all of you. But that word “all” is getting less

comprehensive year by year
;
at least it does not comprehend so many as it

did last year. This time it is good “Jack” Henderson who is out. So
they fall out of the line one by one. I felt peculiarly depressed over
“Jack’s” going. He was a mighty fine man. But we are glad for him.
Glad the Master thought him good enough to be of nearer service to

Him. Now all the rest of you fellows stay mundane or militant or alive,

however you wish to put it for another year, at least. I make no promises,
but expect to be here. There is little to write concerning the Young fam-
ily. We are still three in number, and only one gaining in size. The year
has been one of those apparently colorless ones wherein each week suc-

ceeds its fellow, and the people sleep and eat and work and then go over
the same route again. Have had our joys and some little of the other
kind, but all in all the Heavenly Father has been jnst His same Good Self

to us all the year through. We have not seen the Kingdom come in nearly
so many lives as we had hoped, but maybe He is working in ways we do
not know. We have a long list of the finest young men in Omaha on the

“honor roll” of Westminster church. Four of them, at least “over there.”

all doing their bit to save the world for better things. Now goodbye for

another year, and the Dear Lord be very near each one of you all the way
through it.

Conclusion.

—

Our letter is a little shorter than usual this year, be-

cause I did not find time to write to several of our old-time friends and
sisters of the class whose messages will be greatly missed. We are glad
that the class is having such a glorious part in the great things that are
taking place in the world today, with representatives close to the firing

line, and hope that through the efforts of the faithful ones at home and
on foreign soil the peace for which we are looking and longing and pray-
ing may come. It is a holy war in which we are engaged, and God is

marching on. Before another letter is issued we trust that Kaiserism shall
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be no more, and love, justice and righteousness established in the earth.

May God bless and keep all the boys of ’92 and all their dear ones.—W. for

the Committee.
W. S. WARD,
E. H. PENCE,
F. W. HINITT,
B. A. KONKLE,

Commitee.

CLASSMATES AT THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY.

We certainly had a great meeting at Columbus, and to me one of the

joyful parts of the meeting was that derived from clasping hands and talk-

ing with the dear boys of ’92 who were there. Benedict, Fox, Stark.

Smith, Hawlejr and Ward were the favored ones this year, and we had

many delightful hours of conversation and fellowship, recalling old times,

renewing old acquaintanceship, rejoicing in the favors and mercies of

God, and in the privileges afforded by these stirring times to preach Jesus

Christ and Him crucified. Pence had been at the pre-Assembly evangel-

istic conference, but did not wait for the classmates to arrive, having some

pressing business in Detroit. We hoped that he might return to the As-

sembly, but he failed to again make his appearance. Fox came over as a

visitor and one day brought his wife, and it was a rfeal pleasure to meet

her. We greatly enjoyed the luncheon given by the old Seminary, at

which Prof. Carrier presided, and there found many of the “old boys”

whom we knew in Seminary days. It was a great assembly, epoch mak-
ing in some things, and our reunion was one of the delightful features to

the boys of ’92.—W.
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JOHN THOMAS HENDERSON

Son of Mr. and Mrs. Isaac Henderson, was born on the farm in John-

son County, near Franklin, Indiana, Feb. 27, 1864. Died in St. Paul, Minn.,

Dec. 15, 1917. In early life he became a member of the Hopewell Pres-

byterian Church, a country church distinguished for its deep spiritual life

and the sending of its sons into the ministry. After receiving such train-

ing as the school in the country could give, he took a preparatory course

in connection with Wabash College, Crawsfordville, Indiana, and after-

ward pursued a full college course and was graduated from Wabash Col-

lege with the class of 1889. As you all know, he entered McCormick Sem-

inary with us in the fall of 1889, where we learned to know, respect, and

love him as a man of sterling character, lofty ideals, and as an untiring

worker. During his seminary course he met Miss Sallie Banford to

whom he was married April 28, 1889. His first pastorate after graduation

from McCormick Theological Seminary was with the church at Pipestone,

Minn., where he remained for six years. The next two years were spent as

chaplain of Park College, Parkville, Mo. He then labored for five years

as pastor of the church at Janesville, Wis., when he accepted a call to

the Merriam Park Church, St. Paul, Minn. In 1909 he answered the call

to become assistant secretary of the Home Mission and Sunday School

work of the Northwest. In this work, as well as in his pastorates he

had manifested special interest in the work of the men of the church. For

this reason he was later made one of the secretaries of the National Pres-

byterian Brotherhood, which brought him in touch with the men of the

church in all parts of the country. June 7, 1912, he received the degree of

D. D. from Wabash College. In 1914, at the earnest request of the Min-

nesota Synod and the College Trustees, he accepted the position of field

secretary of Macalester College. He inaugurated an extensive move-

ment to bring before the people of Minnesota, and especially Presbyterians,

the great importance of Christian education in the small college. Through
his work and influence the circle of Macalester’s friends was widely ex-

tended and much financial support was gained. For years Dr. Hender-

son had worked under conditions of impaired health. He was planning

to leave with Mrs. Henderson to spend the winter in Florida when the

end came. And so another member of ’92 has joined the boys “over

there.” He did his work well, and we all agree that he was a good soldier

of Jesus Christ. Our sympathy and prayers go out for his beloved wife.

“The golden evening brightens in the ,West;
Soon, soon to faithful warriors cometh reft

;

Sweet is the calm of Paradise and blest. Alleluia !”

—

Fox.



ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCormick Seminary Class 92.

Letter No. 27.

Minneapolis, Minn., June 4, 1919.

Dear Classmates—Your Committee takes pleasure in again submit-

ting to you the results of our efforts to secure a letter from each one of

the widely-scattered classmates, and rejoices with you as we all share

together in the labors, the privileges and the rewards of our Christian

discipleship. The roll call is as follows :

F. L. BENEDICT (12 Rue d’Aguesseau), Paris, France.—It is about
time for the class letter, and as I expect soon to be touring France, visiting

the different camps, I am liable to be so situated that I will not have an
opportunity to write later, and I would not miss writing each of you.

Since last May I have been field secretary for the War Council of the

Pocket Testament League, and have spent much time visiting the churches
to urge them to give heed to the Word. I met so many of the class last

year that I refrain from mentioning any of them lest by chance I should
omit some. One I will mention, however, for he has gone to his reward,
dear old MacLeod. I had a very pleasant visit with him and his family,

and feel his loss very keenly. My present work is practically the same
as it was in the home camps. I have been loaned to the A. E. F. of the

Y. M. C. A. and expect to visit as many of the camps here as possible. The
men who have been in the battle front have a new vision, and the appeals
for the Testament is amazing. They are ripe for the harvest, and may
easily be brought into the church if the church is awake to its opportu-
nities. These men want the old time religion, the pure Gospel of service,

service to the fellowman, which is really service to God. It is to be hoped
the high ideals they sought when they faced the supreme sacrifice will not
be smothered by some cold and unresponsive church, or, worse, sophisti-

cated sermons which contain no spiritual food. Give these men the simple
Gospel and build them up. Their greatest task now is to maintain the
ideals they know they lacked and which multitudes of them promised them-
selves to seek. As for myself, I have been well and the family health has
been good. I am expecting to return to the States in September at which
time I will want a church. The grace of our Lord be with each one of
the class, and especially the loved ones who mourn. My home address
is 1721 Fairview, Wichita, Kas.

A. L. BERRY, Springfield, III.—Have just been re-reading the letter

of a year ago. Scarcely a page but records the sending of a member of a
’92 family to some branch of the service. We trust that none of the
service stars have turned to gold. The insurrection in Korea makes us
anxious about our representatives and their families there. With the
superior spiritual capacities that people have displayed it seems a pity they
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may not become self-determinative in their national life. We will look

forward to the Korean letters with a special interest. It has been my
privilege to meet two members of our class since the last letter,—MacLeod
and McClintock, both rendering effective service, the latter greeting us

from a new field in this letter.

E. A. BOYD, Kansas City, Mo.—I am informed that Boyd is now
practicing law in Kansas City, though I do not know his local address.—W.

L. J. DAVIES (Shantung Christian University), Weihsien, China.

—

Again has Davies disappointed us in the matter of class letter, but Dr.

A. J. Brown, secretary of our Foreign Board, writes that he is still presi-

dent of the Arts College of the Shantung Christian University, a position

in which he is exerting a large influence.—W.
W. H. ENSIGN. Hopkinton, Ia.

—

A very full day this has been, with

memories of you and prayer for you. Our Church held its Annual Meet-
ing and here I am in a station away from home en route to conduct a

funeral service in Jesup, our former charge. We trust that the New Era
finds our churches Spirit-filled and meeting the enlarged opportunities of

these challenging times. As chairman of the Movement in our Presbytery,

and with the Bible teaching in the College, my hours have been crowded.
It is a glad privilege to work and Mrs. Ensign and I are most grateful for

health
;
she has the Children’s work in the Presbyterial Society besides the

full work in our home Church. We all feel warm sjunpathy for those of

the Class who have seen bereavement—we saw in the church papers rec-

ords of the home-going of our MacLeod from his mountain watch towers
and of Mrs. Hinitt from her chair of patient suffering while her husband
was obeying the “call of the colors.” I hope all the “sons of the Manse”
so affectionately mentioned at our Silver Anniversary, are at home now
from their “call to the colors.” We have seen none of the Class face to

face this year, but in the upward and onward look as we work and pray
for Christ’s Kingdom where He “Floods all the thirsty East with gold”
we can see every one in line.

A. F. ERNST, (1302 Fortieth St.), Omaha, Neb.

—

I thought of our class

day before I got out of bed this morning. Later in the day I saw Young
and he spoke to me about the day, so I knew it had not slipped his mind.
The day has been a windy one, after a small cyclone last evening that

damaged over one hundred houses and injured many people. It passed
about five blocks from my church and home. I do not have much of in-

terest to chronicle at this time. We have had our work interfered with by
the war situation and the “flu”

; but have a small net gain in membership
and have just gone over the top in our canvass for benevolences and cur-
rent expenses. I have not written a book the past year unless the sermons
I have prepared might be published as such.. I have no thought of doing
this and only brief outlines will remain for those who may look over my
writings after I am gone. I have just prepared a paper to be read at our
ministers’ union on “Ministers’ Savings and Investments.” I am now at

work on a paper for our Fellowship Club on “Julia Ward Howe.” I have
not yet learned how Daddy Ward of our class is related to her. Benedict
was in the city of Omaha in December. He gave my people a fine ad-
dress. Every one stayed to its close. If he comes around, don’t be afraid
to turn him loose on the congregation, for he will make good. I did not
learn of MacLeod’s death for quite a while after it occurred. He was a
worthy member of our class and we can all say, “Servant of God, well
done.” My family are well. The older son, Edgar, is in France and does
not know when he will get his release. A. F., Jr., is as bright as his father.
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I pay him $1 for every “A” he has on his school report card. His last

card cost me $7. Mrs. Ernst and myself are both young and active and

enjoying our work.

E. S. EVANS, Sterling, Kan.

—

The past year has been one of great

importance. I trust the coming year may be one of great opportunity. So
far as our own work is concerned, last year brought many interruptions.

Our young men were called to the service, and prevailing sickness closed

our Church for long periods. However, our young men have been spared,

many of them already returned, and although sickness and death has been

in -our midst, our own people have been spared. Our Church has done
good work

;
in making up the reports, I was really surprised at what we

had done in certain lines. But we do not seem to reach the many in our

own community, who need to be reached. I still hope that power may be

given us for this work. May God’s blessing rest upon you all, and may
you be given power for the service to which you are called.

J. V. FINDLAY, Mili.ersburg, Ohio.—I have little to write about at

this time; have preached but few times during the year. We gave up our

work at Dalton a year ago after preaching there eleven years, a most
delightful pastorate, and had planned to drop out a year to secure a much-
needed rest, as I had been threatened with another nervous breakdown and
wished to avoid it if possible. The nervous strain of the pastorate is

almost more than I can stand up under. I arranged to preach at a near-

by town but had to give it up, and was about ready to accept an invitation

to another field, but feared I was not equal to the effort. We are now
living in our own home in our home town. God bless you all. Our best

wishes for each one.

W. S. FOREMAN (7019 Dale Ave.), St. Louis, Mo.—

A

postal dripping
all over with gore was handed me by our faithful postman yesterday.

I looked at it and thought of that dear, old, persistent brother of ours who
has all these years dug away at us for our class letter. I was really

ashamed of myself for I had fully intended to have that letter off on time.

I have wondered a little bit about that place you have all heard of where
they say the sidewalks are made out of good intentions. I wonder if this

is any indication of where I am finally going to land. But seriously, the

year for me has been one of strenuous opposition against the liquor traffic,

electing legislators, or helping to elect legislators, organizing legislatures,-

carrying on local option campaigns, editing the Missouri edition of the

American Issue, and a few other little things like that. I am glad to say
that the fight against old John Barleycorn has moved up a peg in old

Missouri, as we succeeded in ratifying the National Constitutional Amend-
ment and have just succeeded in passing through the legislature a bone-
dry law enforcement bill, which will help us to make the old state really

dry as soon as National Prohibition goes into effect next January. I have
not had the pleasure of meeting any of the boys during the year except
McCluskey who comes into St. Louis once in a while, and Hawley from
Park. I do not know just what they come for, but I presume they always
get a drink before they go away. When once a fellow has lived in St.

Louis, even for a short time, he manages to find his way back now and
then. The family are all well. Our oldest son, Herrick Johnson, after a
year’s absence in the great war, landed yesterday on Uncle Sam’s soil.

So we expect to have him home with us soon, and are profoundly thankful
that he not only had an opportunity for serving his country in this glo-
rious way, but also that he comes home unhurt. As the General Assembly
meets in St. Lous this year, I am expecting to see a number of you fellows
at that time, and hope to plan a gathering of those that do get here. I
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judge each one of you are rejoicing in the final victory over this great

enemy of the church (John Barleycorn), and are glad that for the past

six years the class of. ’92 has had a very active part in combating this great

world iniquity. I hope the year has been one full of joy and sunshine, and
flowers and fragrance, with large fruit for your labors.

F. M. FOX, (726 N. Limestone St.), Springfield, Ohio.—I am ob-

serving our anniversary by thinking of you and praying for you all, as

quietly and constantly as possible. The day began with a funeral, then a

luncheon and then a committee meeting. Well we have just finished an-

other of the hardest years for doing church work yet. However, the new
Era movement with its fine spirit and the Victory Campaign with its

intensive service, have crowned the year with Blessing and have lifted the

church up to a new vision and hope for the future. It is only in God’s
goodness that we are permitted to live to see this day and to put in our
best licks at such a time of world reconstruction as has never before been
known. Our work in the church is developing. One new feature came
with the signing of the Armistice, when after the church had been dark
on Sunday evenings for more than ten years the Men’s Club put on a

popular evening service, usually of a patriotic nature, which has filled the

church to capacity and often turned hundreds away. It is a religious

meeting with scriptures, prayer and church hymns and a gospel hook.
Sometimes strong speakers are brought from out of town, sometimes
moving pictures and sometimes a musical 'are enjoyed. Our work is

developing and we are happy in it. As for the family we are all rejoicing

in the restored health of Mrs. Fox, which has come after months of rest

cure and has seemed to work a miracle. She is better than I have ever

known her to be. Margaret is nearing fourteen and is in the Junior High
School. It was a joy to meet some of our boys at the Assembly last

spring and not long since I had the pleasure of taking lunch with the

Heralds at Oxford. Ohio. I am hoping we may hear from them in the
letter this year. We all send love to all of you. Eph. 3:14-21.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Moro, III.—I was sorry to miss writing my class

letter last year, but the notice came after I had left Indiana and was not
forwarded in time. I am now in Illinois. I was in Crawfordsville Pres-
bytery about fourteen years, and for a wrhile after leaving was quite home-
sick to get back. But now I like Alton presb3>tery very well, having
McClusky as a fellow worker. I have nothing of special interest to re-

port in regard to my life since nothing unusual has occurred. It was a
great disappointment to me that I was rejected for the war Y. M. C. A.
work because of my age. So far as family ties are concerned I could have
gone very easily, but I am truly glad the war is over, and I enjoy serving
as best I can where I am. Another classmate has gone to his reward,
another reminder that we shall not stay here alway. Some day he and
the other classmates who have “crossed over the river” will beckon us
over and we will go to be with them. Until then may we know the joy
t>f serving and growing in grace.

F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Mo.—The four Hawleys are all at Park
on this seventh of April, with much to be thankful for. Mrs. Hawley’s
health is some better than for several years. The boys were both in the
army, though neither one got overseas. Frederick, Jr., was second lieu-

tenant in connection with the S. A. T. C. at the University of Ohio.
Herrick was in the S. A. T. C. here at Park. How happy we were when
it was all over and we could be together again. College work was of
course greatly disturbed by war conditions. We had more than 300 stars

on our service flag, with ten gold ones. We are now back to regular work
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with many of our soldier boys in their classes, and will graduate a class

of forty-three in June, Frederick, Jr., being one of the number. We are

happy at Park, glad to have a part in training these fine young men and
women for service. And what a fine lot we have. Wish you could visit

us and meet them. I see Boyd frequently as he is now practicing law in

Kansas City, and is our college attorney. He is a good one, too. Our
prayers go up for all our classmates, and especially for those where there

is mourning. Our losses have been heavy this year. God bless you all.

C. L. HERALD, Oxford, Ohio.—Same report as last year.—W.
F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—The year has gone with a rush, as is

its way these days, and many changes have come. When I last wrote I

was about to leave for England. I sailed in June and was over there in

the United Kingdom something over six months. It was the great ex-

perience of my life, a period of great privilege in work. I was attached

to headquarters in London as Field Secretary for Army Work. About
half of my time was spent in London in the office, and the other half in

the visitation of our points of work in England, Scotland and Wales. I

enjoyed a very broad and comprehensive contact with the operations of

our organization. These operations were much more extensive than is

generally understood. At the time of the armistice we had some 700 sec-

retaries, besides women workers, in the United Kingdom, and our work
embraced over a hundred points where we were serving the army and
navy. A month before I returned I took the representation of the Army
Educational Commission for the United Kingdom, a work which has been
so splendid and fruitful of late. It was not my privilege to carry out the

plans that were being formulated, for, as is known, the sudden death of
my wife made it necessary for me to return to the States, which I did in

January. Of this I cannot write. I am now at work in my new pastorate,

and delighted to be back in the pulpit regularly and in the midst of the
human and delightful associations for which I have often longed during
the years when I was deprived of them. The work opens most encour-
agingly and with a fine prospect of helpful developments. I pray for God’s
blessing on all the men of ’92. May grace, mercy, and peace be with us all

!

J. B. HOWARD, Earlham, Ia.—This class day finds me with much
reason to be grateful. Our church went “over the top” yesterday in the
effort to increase my salary $300. We surely appreciate it. Just that much
more than I ever before received. We like this beautiful little town very
much and hope to be of some service to the Master here. Have been so
quietly leading the simple life that I almost feel that I have done nothin?
at all, yet we have been very busy. Since January I have been teaching in

the high school here, three periods a day, the first time I have taught in

thirty years, and it is renewing my youth as well as adding to my salary.

The family are all well and doing nicely. Dear MacLeod has gone ahead.
Well, soon, very soon, we shall all be there. The boys will go faster from
now on. I want to be found watching, and I pray God that Christ will

soon be here, in His glory. “Amen, come quickly, Lord Jesus.” The old
world needs Jesus.

B. A. KONKLE (218 Rutgers Ave.), Swarthmore, Pa.—Well, old
fellows, here we are again, and “with the world safe for Democracy.” Let
me see, “Where were we at?” But first let me say that I just heard of
MacLeod’s death, that stalwart old Scotchman who ought to have waited
until some of us more frail ones went. Mrs. MacLeod will know that our
hearts go out to her in sorrow, and she will know how to sympathize
with Hinitt in his bereavement. Mac was a dear solid old fellow, like a
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stalwart oak physically and spiritually, and he did a great work. It re-

minds me that one Sunday night not long ago our telephone rang, and
Mrs. James E. Foster, just arrived from Washington, with son and daugh-
ter, was calling. I had a delightful visit with them. You see I knew her
when they were married, and that baby daughter I was asked to baptize

is now a chemist for the government, and the boy a husky soldier about
to finish his studies in Yale, while Mrs. F. was looking the proud mother
she has a right to be. Wouldn’t Foster have been proud to see his family
as they are? The next night I was at the Metropolitan Opera House to

a great New Testament League demonstration, and who should be put up
to “wet the whistle” for several other speakers, including the redoubtable
“Billy,” but soldierly Chaplain Benedict, erstwhile of Oklahoma but now of

Camp Merritt near New York. Well, now, “Benny” just “did splendid,”

and he certainly waked up that vast audience. I winked at him, and
although I was in the front row of the balcony he was something less than
a mile away. But. Benny, to think that you would come to town and
overlook me only two blocks away from your headquarters ! Fie on you,
and some other things ! As for me. last June I began work on a new
book, “George Bryan and the Constitution of Pennsylvania, 1731-1791.”

George is grandfather of Rev. W. S. P. Bryan as well as father of the
Constitution of 1776. Every Saturday afternoon last summer I was guide,

taking from 50 to 100 of them at a time from League Island navy yard
and showing them around an itinerary I worked out, called “Old Phila-
delphia, the Capital of the United States.” I also took parties of 150 to

400 down the river. I worked it up for the War Camp Community Serv-
ice, and it was a great experience. Imagine your white-haired Dr. Konkle
(as people persist in calling me, even over my protest), with a flaming
red megaphone, white flannel trousers, white shoes, blue coat, decorated
with a war camp badge, at the head of a double line of blue jackets on
Chestnut street, roaring out the historic sites to which he pointed with a
light cane, while crowds gathered to look on. Then, too, I have put in an
oar in the public press, during the past year, in advocacy of an interna-

tional government
;

indeed,' I have been described as the chief advocate
of it- in Philadelphia. I believe in a real government but favor taking a
mere league if we cannot get the real thing.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.

—

I came very near to missing Ward
this year, no warning having been received as to the class letter, but I

thought often of the class during April. I am blessed with an undimin-
ished family scattered from Fort Sheridan near Chicago to Manila in the
Philippines. My wife is still the faithful commentator and critic of the
sermons and incipient mannerisms of your still imperfect fellow of ’92.

We are busy as. of yore, busy doing unadulterated mission work in a
rapidly growing town of four thousand souls. The “flu” during March
entered into my flesh and gave me more physical discomfort for several
days than I. ever before enjoyed. In comparison an examination in

Hebrew or homiletics seems angelic. Otherwise than the l'oss of fifteen

pounds of avoirdupois I am as of old, ready for the next play. We sin-

cerely hope that the last year has opened up a new era program for the
Hun, and brought peace to all who were thirsting for his blood. This
new era has made a field man of Ward and disturbed the rest of most
of our elders. We shall read with pleasure the class letter of 1919.

Hurrah for the boys in khaki,
Hurrah for the boys in blue,

For the Yanks and the tanks and the Victory loans
And the class of Ninety-two.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.—Paul has failed to respond to
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even the scarlet colored notices sent out from the class letter headquar-

ters, of which the brethren seem to be in such dread, but we hope to get

in closer touch with him before the next class letter.—W.
E. W. McCLUSKY, (2149 C Street), Granite City, III.—I move that

a fine be assessed against every member who dares to mention in this

letter the havoc of the “Flu.” I confess to at least thirty or forty sum-
mers, and I have seen some of that which the “Apostle” Job likens to

“sparks.” We all could relate troubles of our own and others. Why, one

of my elders, while harnessing a broncho last Tuesday was kicked just

south of his corn crib, and a neighbor lady let a can opener slip last Sat-

urday and cut herself in the pantry. Troubles enough, I dare say, and I

am not unmindful of the shadows that have come across our paths. I

have thought of Hinitt, Ward and Mrs. MacLeod and prayed for them
all. I myself have sorrowed as well as sung within the past year, but the

winter weather here was extremely delightful and God has given me much
liberty in my preaching. It surely cannot be wrong to “romp through life

forever young because one has the gift of play.” I have sometimes sighed

almost covetously for the patriarchality of Prentice, the politicality of

Light, the dignity of Howard and the marriageability of Milligan and Gil-

christ, but about the only distinction afforded rre cu^side of my own
parish is that of being called to “act foolish” in after dinner speeches at

banquets. • True. I do have one other distinction. I am told that I re-

semble the President. I was riding in an auto through the throng on
Washington Avenue, St. L~uis. November 11, when some wag shouted,

“There’s Woodrow Wilson !” I “sure” had an ovation, if I never have
another. I know now how it feels to be “great.” I told the chauffeur to

hurry least some “fool” mieht shoot me. If I do look like President

Wilson, I am glad that I did not have to go to France on the George
Washington and live for ten days on nothing but water. Boys. I have
more to be thankful for than I have space to mention. God has given me
the confidence and help of some great and good men in the Church.
Among those born of woman there are none greater than Doctor McClure,
our beloved president, and Doctor Zenos, our beloved professor. May
their light and the light of dear old McCormick continue to shine.

R. H. MILLIGAN (East 45th N. and Hancock Sts.), Portland, Ore.
—As I was saying, this fellow Pencini last year furnished me with
twenty second-hand class-letters—written, I imagine, by myself—and I was
complacently thinking that my class letters for the next twenty years were
ready. Conceive my chagrin when I recognized most of those letters in

our own class letter of last year, dated Michigan, Ohio, Pennsylvania,
Illinois and even Oregon—though I am mentioning no names. And Pen-
cini had sworn that there were no duplicates ! I went to him again to see
whether I could get an unused letter for this year. He had none on hand,
owing to the extraordinary demand preceding the date of April 7th. He
even names certain Professors of McCormick Seminary among his steady
customers. But Pencini is a versatile chap, with unlimited resoursefulness
of expediency. Like a flash he proposed that if I would use my influence
to get him made Secretary of the Navy he would immediately appoint
W. S. Ward a chaplain, attach him to a certain dreadnought and send it

under sealed orders to the middle of the South Atlantic, there to remain
until three full months after April 7th. He added: “Of course, I shall see
that his ship is not equipped with wireless.” I took him up on it and
began correspondence with President Wilson. The President, however,
fatally complicated the matter by asking me for a recommendation of
Pencini in the form of a letter that he could read to his Cabinet. Know-
ing Pencini as I know him, such a letter is impossible. No one but a
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Son of Perdition could write it. And I—am I not a member of the class

of ’92? This fact has steadied me. In virtue of this anchor I have weath-
ered the storm of temptation—at least for this year.

WILLIAM PARKER, Carmel, N. Y.—I am sorry not to have much
to contribute toward the class letter this time. I still make my home at

Carmel, but hope soon to have a call to some other church. Candidating
is not an enjoyable occupation. My health is good and I think I am a
better preacher and pastor than ever before. All the protestant ministers

in this place have resigned, one after the other, so that all the pastoral

work of the town, visiting the sick and other duties, has fallen to me as my
duty. We send 'our love to you all. The charter members of the class are

going home one by one. Let us hope that we who remain shall yet ac-

complish generous service for Christ.

E. H. PENCE (E. 17th N. and Schuyler Sts.), Portand, Ore.—Ward
has borrowed a bottle of red ink from some Bolshevik friend, and his

cryptic admonitions on postal cards makes my gentle postman plainly

suspicious. My only safety is to debolshevik this correspondence. Let me
say that April 7 comes along during the busy season out on the coast.

Easter is a great day, and the membership drive is at full tilt about then.

For the reason that accessions are stressed then they rather thin out during
the balance of the year. The fact that there was no Easter within the past
ecclesiastcial year gives Portland showing for gains an impoverished
aspect. Nothing to tell out of the usual surmisable, save of the great good
pleasure to meet Scott Smith and his wife, Stella, who was a classmate
of my wife and self at Hanover college. Time deals graciously tender
with these dear girls. God bless ’em. A rather unprecedented year in

business and halting interruptions lies behind, and a very hopeful one
ahead. Blessings upon all of you.

O. L. PRENTICE, Romney, Ind.

—

This letter will be like the writer,

rather short, somewhat heavy and considerably involved. It is necessary
for me to employ an amanuensis and typewriter to soothe Ward’s ruffled

temper. With me, they that look out of the window, are darkened at

present. I greatly feared our class letter was a thing of the past as I

received no official notice earlier than April 17. I rejoice that I was mis-
taken in my apprehension. To me the year has been uneventful save for

a raise in salary. A son has returned from France, safe and sound; a
daughter graduates from Western College in Tune; our third son was
married last June and added one to our household. He is still preaching
in the same Presbytery as I am. I have met none of the “92” boys this

year. This I think sums up the leading events of the year in our life. I

shall await the class letter with impatience and if I do not receive official

notice before April 7, 1920, I shall write promptly to Ward at the same
old stand on that date.

U. G. SCHELL, Heavener, Okla.

—

My desk is piled high with cor-

respondence, I have to preach the opening sermon of presbytery for an old

scout and comrade, by request, April 8th, my reports on several commit-
tees are unfinished, we have a program for passion week and Easter com-
munion on hand, with my family and field, with sermons and pastoral

visitation, I have wondered how I would dash off a few lines for the class

letter. Ward certainly believes in the perseverance of the saints and will

never take “no” for an answer, so here goes. If I were a sinner in Ward’s
parish (very much enlarged now) and saw Ward coming at me with a

Gospel hammer and tongs I would submit and decide to be a Christian.

It is lovely in Oklahoma just now, old Mt. Totem lifting up his head in
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splendor. We have plenty of sinners to work on, and if the trial of faith

is precious, we have that, too. The past year has been a good one. Ward
will think I am growing in grace, for I am on time this year. With the

old time enthusiasm and friendship.

W. S. SMITH, Bandon, Ore.—Smith is just in receipt of a card

from Ward marked in red ink, “Eventually—Why Not Now? Class

Letter !” This means that the aforesaid Smith is again on the delinquent

list. Intentions were good this year, but when something prevented the

letter going forward on time he decided to drop out of the list, but this

reminder brings him back to the realization that there is no escape. The
year has been crowded with work and sickness. The entire Smith family

were 'down with influenza in a mild form and our church was closed for

three months because of it. But with it all we feel that we have been
highly favored when we think of how others have suffered. It is with

deep regret that we note the departure of another classmate, but our loss

is dear old MacLeod’s gain. We deeply sympathize with his dear ones
and take this opportunity of expressing it. We also note with deep regret

the great loss sustained by Hinitt and express to him and his loved ones
our sympathy. Most cordial greetings to all members of the class.

H. R. STARK (Y. M. C. A., A. P. O., 708), Nevers, France.—For
the first time in many years my class letter is behind time, but there is a

reason. Even now I can take time in the rush of this busy life over here
to drop but a few lines. From the above caption you will see that I am
“over here” sending this message to the boys “over there” in the home-
land. I resigned my pastorate last November to enter the Y. M. C. A.
overseas work, left in December, in Paris early in January, and have been
on the job since. I had been anxious to get into it ever since the war
started, and this was my first opportunity. Upon my arrival I was im-
mediately assigned to this part of France as religious director of the

Y. M. C. A. in the Nevers division. This is a beautiful city on the banks
of the Loire river, 180 miles south of Paris. Our sixteen divisional secre-

taries have their offices here, from which as a center we work the entire

division. I have charge of the religious work in twenty-two camps with
about 50,000 men. My job is to visit all the camps, address the men and
have general oversight of the religious work of the Y, in co-operation
with the chaplains. I am fascinated with the immensity and variety of the
task and consider it the greatest opportunity of my life. If I could do so
tomorrow I would not trade jobs with the pastor of the largest church
in America. It is the kind of work I enjoy. The boys are hungry for a
religious message, and I have never had a more respectful or reverent
hearing in any congregation to which I have ministered than I have had
by the boys here. I wish you could all have this experience. I am ex-
pecting to remain a year, or until the army is demobilized. I shall await
the class letter this year with unusual anticipations of pleasure. All good
wishes to all the fellows scattered abroad.

GRANT STROH (200 E. College Ave.), Waukesha, Wis.—

T

his is

the day of days for the class of ’92, and it is now 8:45 a. m. I do not
remember ever to have begun my letter to my fellow classmates so early
in the day. Although this is Monday I am not writing thus early because
no other job is calling me, for tomorrow I am to start the seniors in the
study of the book of Revelation, and as it has been a number of years since
I last taught that book I have planned to spend most of the day preparing
the introductory lesson. As I write of this I am wondering how many of
you have ever taught this book. It is wonderfully fascinating, and espe-
cially so in these days when so many are taking a renewed interest in the
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study of prophecy. On account of the world war, and also because of the

present disturbed condition of society and the uncertain future, I find

that many people are questioning as never before. Ought we not, as re-

ligious teachers, to be able to act as guides? I am praying for all my
beloved classmates. What a time of unparalleled opportunity for service.

We were a missionary class, and I trust we still are. Now is our big

chance. People are willing as never before since Apostolic days to part

with their money. If only there will follow the dedication of themselves
and of their sons and daughters, there is hope for the speedy evangeliza-

tion of the world. The Lord has been gracious to us another year. As
a family we have been reduced to four residents. Our eldest daughter,
Margaret, has entered Y. W. C. A. work and is now industrial or extension
secretary of the Y. W. C. A. in Racine, Wis. She finds the work very
interesting. No two days alike. Our second daughter, Harriet, is spend-
ing the year in the Bible teachers’ training school in New York, and has
been having a wonderful year, both as to the courses of study and her
spiritual experiences, and also as to her life in the city'. She hoped t !o
spend two years there, but instead of returning in the fall is booked to sail

September 2 from San Francisco for the Hwai Yuen station in China. I

am wondering whether she will not be the first of the children of the class

to go into the foreign mission work. And now I want to hear about some
of the boys of the class who entered into government war service.

H. B. SUTHERLAND (2619 Oak Park Ave.), Minneapolis, Minn.
—-Ward has been lenient—very patient. Had I observed class day by
writing, I should have reported illness in the Sutherland home. But
now, two weeks tardy, we are glad to report all in the enjoyment of normal
health, and happy in our new parish environment. We are also permitted
to report our installation at Homewood, April 17th. so that I am aeain a

full-fledged city pasto:\ this time in Minnesota's metropolis, and in beau-
tiful Homewood. With the opening of the new year. Ward was pro-
moted to the rank of Assistant Synodical Superintendent, a merited dis-

tinction. and as he responded to the call “come up higher,” he paved the
way for us to Homewood. So we find ourselves established in a pulpit

marked by the memory of Ward. And let me tell you. Ward is a fine

man to follow,— all church machinery running smoothly, and considerable
machinery too. In our next contribution to the class letter, we hope to

report something really worth-while from our first year at Homewood.
Tardiness forbids a more extended message this year.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyeng Yang, Chosen.

—

Greetings in Isaiah 40:9
and 2 Cor. 5 :20. Praise God the war is at an end

;
would it might be the

end of all wars, but the end is not yet. How grand was the part our
soldiers played. We are wondering whether all the boys have come back.
Our son, J. Wilbur, returned to America, landing the day before Christ-
mas. He was not in the fight, but has spent nearly two years in the army.
Was there ever a more wonderful time in which to live? What an op-
portunity is now presented to the Giristian church ! Has she learned her
lesson? Will she? Brethren, can you imagine what would happen, were
the Christian citizens of our heavenly kingdom to manifest the interest,

enthusiasm, and devotion toward our Lord’s work of saving the world
from sin, as our citizens,—Christian citizens,—were to save the world from
Militarism? Anyway it is an object lesson the church should take to

heart ; and missionary effort and zeal ought to be many, many times
quadrupled, both as to men and money. I am still at the old task, ever
new and ever fresh, with the glow of heaven’s light streaming ever more
clear and radiantly down upon our silver locks. The year has been one of
special blessing and joy in the service of the King, with more of the Holy
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Spirit’s power than ever before. Our eldest daughter, Olivette, who has

served her three years contract on the field, having organized and estab-

lished the industrial department of the Korean Girls’ Academy upon a

self-supporting basis, has returned to the States, and is now in Torrey’s

Bible School at Los Angeles. Our second daughter, Gertrude, is now
with us and has taken up the work that Olivette left, and is also succeed-

ing nicely with it. The younger two daughters, Esther and Mary, are fin-

ishing second year High School in our school for foreign children here

in Pyeng Yang. We hope we may be able to keep them with us another

year. We are supposed to take our furlough in 1920, when I trust I may
see many of you in your fields of labor. Prayer and best wishes for you
all.

LATER—Mrs. Swallen adds this note, which will interest all of us :

“I will add a note to say that Mr. Swallen is at our farthest station to the

north, almost three hundred miles, teaching the men in Bible institute

work for one month, and we expect him home next week. Because of the

trouble in Korea our country circuit has suffered severely, most of the

pastors are either in prison or in hiding. Pray for Korea, for we greatly

need your prayers now. Mr. Swallen is now in blissful ignorance of what
is happening, having a blessed time with the Christians of Kangkei, the

trouble not having reached there yet. Schools here are all closed, both

government and our own. The government tried to open their schools a

few days ago, but I understand they have closed again. The seminary
could not open, and it now looks as if we could not have any women’s
Bible institute this spring. God reigns and all will be well. Praise His
name. Rom. 8:28.”

L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen.—We have not been able to secure a

letter from Tate, but the Secretary of Foreign Correspondence of the

Southern Presbyterian Church writes that “Mr. and Mrs. Tate went back
to Korea from their furlough last fall, and I have not had a single letter

from him since he went back. He is, as you perhaps know, a very stren-

uous worker and spends a large part of his time away from his home
itinerating among the villages of his field. That is one reason why we
do not receive letters from him more frequently.”

R. O. WALKER (39 Wesley St., Waterloo), Liverpool, England.—
Since September, 1917, I have been acting as modern language master in

secondary schools in the Liverpool area for the Lancashire Education
Committee, but my family remains in Edinburgh at the old address (24
Buccleuch Place), the housing problem here being still an acute one,

owing to the war. We are all well. My wife is at present teaching
Spanish in Edinburgh, and my daughter is at the University there. My
eldest son hopes to go to the University in the fall. He was discharged
from the army in January, shortly after being made second lieutenant.

My other two boys are at school. The “Key” to the First Spanish Course
by E. C. Hills and J. D. M. Ford, professors of Spanish at Harvard
University, was prepared by me, for Heath’s Modern Language series,

about a year ago. I think it is in use now in the United States also. If

I had been somewhat younger I might have come out to the “States” to

take up the teaching of Spanish in some college and also to help my sons
to get on in life, but I fear it is rather late now to think of it. My warm-
est regards and best wishes to every member of the class.

W. S. WARD (1214 Oliver Ave. N.), Minneapolis, Minn.—The past
year has been one of the most strenuous I have ever experienced. At
the time my vacation should have been taken last summer all but one of
the resident Presbyterian pastors were away from the city and I post-
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poned my rest time till a more convenient season, then came the rush of

the fall work, presbytery and synod, and then came the flu, and while our
churches were closed the work was more than doubled, suffering and
sorrow and sickness and funerals until by the first of December I was on
the verge of a breakdown. In December I was elected to the position of

assistant superintendent of home missions in the synod, and I began my
new labors the 15th of January, since which time I have visited more
than sixty churches and traveled 7000 miles. I like the work very much,
though I do not like to be away from home such a large part of the time.

Sutherland is now my successor at Homewood church and I recently

“charged” him at the installation. I am glad to have him for a successor

and neighbor, and he is getting hold of the work in splendid form. In

last year’s letter I recorded the death of our second son, Sargeant, whom
many of you knew in seminary days. This year it is my great sorrow to

tell you of the recent death of our eldest son, Irwin, who was a victim of

the terrible epidemic which has caused so many homes to be in sadness
and distress. His widow and little girl are now with us. Of my other

boys, Norris is in Chicago, bond salesman for the National City company,
and Paul is traveling in Montana selling paper for a wholesale concern.
Norris was in Y. M. C. A. work, first at Camp Funston and then in the

personnel department of Chicago headquarters. Paul was in the flying

service, secured his commission but did not get overseas, and was dis-

charged in January, never having had an accident or been injured in any
wa.*. while in the service, for which we were grateful indeed. Mrs. Ward
continues to improve, and we hope some day will be entirely restored.

God has been very gracious to us and given us strength for the bur-
dens and cares which have come upon us. Our hearts go out to Mrs r

MacLeod in her sorrow, and we pray that she and the children may find

increasing comfort in the conscious presence of the Savior. May dear
Hinitt know as never before the comfort of the companionship of the dear
Lord, and the cheer of His promises. May God bless and keep all the

boys of ’92 and their dear ones.

W. R. WILLIAMS (422 W. 24th St.),Cedar Falls, Ia.—It is very
kind of Ward and Hinitt to keep reminding me of my duty to the class,

and I would write promptly if I had in me the spirit of cheer which I

ought to have, but which to me seems so elusive. I have been preaching
Sunday mornings at a village seven miles north of here, but my heart is

not as happy in the work as it should be. I long for the faith and peace
and joy which alone give power to a servant of Jesus Christ. I do not
feel that I have made the progress in the inward life which one should
make. How great it is to have a place, even the lowliest, in the kingdom
of God. My son Elwyn is very successful in his ministry at Colfax, Iowa,
Wendell, who was in the army, is happily married and now settled in a
business house in Chicago. Gra e has been carrying too mgny stu J

ie> in

her school work and is now taking a few months rest. I am now feeling

fairly strong physically, and we are living qu’te n ar the college where
my wife’s sister has taught for seventeen years. I would love to hear
from any of the classmates, and wish them all manner of success and
blessing in the work for the Master.

J. G. WOODS (U. S. Customs Service), Mayaguez, Porto Rico.

—

I did not get “over there,” though my heart was “right there.” However,
I did my little bit during the world war. First, I went on a special mis-
sion in a Spanish vessel to Cuba, Venezuela, Colombia, Panama and Cura-
coa, D. W. I. It was some trip, and I enjoyed it immensely. I got next
to a lot of information of value. Here in the office I have worked like

a Trojan. I had to take care of the interests of the Treasury department,
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Commerce department, State department, War Trade Board, U. S. Ship-

ping Board, etc. The newspapers talked paper shortage, but I saw none.

I never saw or signed so many documents and offioial papers in all my
life before the war. I had to vise all passports and identification cards

of outgoing passengers from my port and had to handle the applications

of all aliens and all citizens in my district who wished to obtain permis-

sion to leave the island. Not even a mail package could leave the local

postoffice without my vise. I sure have had my nose to the grindstone,

and then on October 1, 1918, we had a big earthquake which destroyed all

our brick buildings so that our beautiful city in a few seconds looked like

the devastated ruins we see and read of in the magazines and that the

Hun is responsible for in Belgium and northern France. For months the

quakes continued, of course in milder form, and we still feel them. The
handsome custom house building was destroyed, so we have neither home
nor office. I am working in a shed and staying with friends in an old

frame building which has a movement of its own when a shock comes.

But, best of all, I still keep well and cheerful, not even the flu got me,

though I had to sleep in the street for some nights, and it carried off a

lot of our people. May you all enter into the new era with renewed
fervor and fight the good fight for Christ as our boys fought in Europe.

J. F. YOUNG (2968 Harris St.), Omaha, Neb.

—

That date, April

8th, looks at me a bit reproachfully, recalling the fact that I am one day
late. The 7th had a minister’s meeting and a noon-day prayer-meeting,

and a funeral and quite a little time spent in visiting tornado stricken

parishioners, so there seemed little time left to think of you “good men
of ’92.” We have had another tornado, and it came on a Sunday evening
again, but as it passed much nearer to the home of Ernst than to us I

will let him tell of it, or you may read of it in the papers. This past year
has been rather uneventful, and yet there have been some things of class

interest perhaps. Ernst and I are nearby neighbors and cheer each other

along our pilgrim way pretty often. He and Hawley and I were pretty

nearly the “whole thing” at the seminary commencement here last spring.

Oh, of course, there were the class that graduated and the faculty and
some other people and things that entered in, but Hawley gave the ad-
dress to the graduating class and Ernst prayed for him and. the class and
the rest of us, and I charged the man who had come “out of the east,”

and was made “Professor of Hebrew.” Hawley thought that was a great

joke that I, who know so little Hebrew, should tell the man who knew so
much of it what he was to do. I rather thought it was funny myself.
Benedict “blew” in upon us here, a while ago, in his breezy, characteristic

style, and stirred my people up very much as he talked to them of the
“Pocket Testament League.” Enjoyed your visit, “Benny.” Come again.
I heard Ward’s voice over the telephone, one day last summer when I was
passing through Minneapolis, and called him up, and by the way men,
congratulate Ward on his new and big job. Very glad for the Synod of
Minnesota. So sorry that we have to mourn again, and this time for that

tower of strength and source of hope to many a man and woman among
the mountains of Colorado. MacLeod was pure gold all the way through.
I think that I got to know him, while in the seminary, a little better than
some of the rest of you did, and then we had visited them in their home
in Pueblo, and I just want to bear this testimony, that he was one of
God’s own men, and did a splendid work. I wonder who will be the next
one to go home ! Only eleven have gone in the twenty-seven years, but
I expect we might as well face the inevitable that we will go faster from
now on. Well it does not matter much where we serve Him, whether here,
with our limitations, or out beyond without them, only that we may know
Him and serve Him, this is all that really matters. Now good-bye for
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another year. The Dear Lord keep and use us each one as best He can
and for His glory.

Conclusion.

—

In spite of the terrible experiences through which many
of the classmates have passed this year, the suffering and sorrow and dis-

tress to which they have ministered in the name of the Master, there has
been in the letters a wonderful spirit of optimism and cheer. Many of the

sons of classmates have been in the service of the government, yet so far

as I know they have all been spared. And the year has been one of
triumph in spiritual things, wonderful privileges have been ours in pushing
forward the Kingdom May peace have its victories no less important than
those of war With the binding tie of the class letter to keep us in touch
with one another and inspiring us with the thought that we are one in the
great work of the church of the living Savior, let us go forth this new
year to larger endeavors and successes than ever before in our lives.

These are wonderful days, may the results be in keeping with the days.

—

W., for the Committee.

W. S. WARD,
F. W. HINITT,
E. H. PENCE,
B. A. KONKLE,

Committee.

CLASSMATES AT THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY.

There were only two of our boys who were really delegates to rhe
Assembly, Stroh and Hutchison, though Hawley, McClusky, Gilchrist,

Ernst and Foreman were in attendance. The fellows were so scattering

in their attendance that it was almost impossible to get them together,

but we succeeded in getting six of us around the end of a table at the
McCormick banquet. There were about 140 of McCormick men present,

and we were so far from headquarters that we were practically alone.

The six present were Hawley, Hutchison, Ernst, McClusky, Stroh and
Foreman. We came away from the banquet with two honors. First,

our class yell took the cake. Some young class gave one, and Hawley
called on your humble servant to produce something snappy, so after a
moment’s reflection we yelled, “Who are you? Who are you? We are
the class of ’92.” After we broke loose no one else had the courage to

try it. Then the librarian was urging the fellows to keep up their class

records at the seminary and remarked that there was only one class

which had the honor of a perfect record, and as he remembered it was the

class of ’94, so Hawley and I both broke out at the same time for a cor-

rection, and we ’92 boys were held up as the model for all classes to

follow. The Assembly was great, as you all know long before this time.

With Hutchison to champion the woman’s cause, and Stroh to see that

the new era did not flag things went along very fine indeed. The rest of

us had the privilege of clapping our hands in the gallery. All the fellows

looked well. Hawley has a few more gray hairs, Ernst is growing more
dignified, Hutchison more florid, Stroh’s hair parts about the same where
there is any left to part, and McClusky—well, the Lord is having a hard
time with him, to keep him in preaching trim—if anything, he is more
fickle than ever.—Foreman.
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Greeting from An Old Friend.

A. C. ZENOS (2 Chalmers Place), Chicago, III.—As you may very

well conjecture, the year in the Seminary has been a rather trying one.

It began while the war was still in progress. Many of those who would

have been students in the Seminary heard the call for service in the army

and postponed their entrance upon theological study. Some of these I

fear will never reach the ministry. Others, though coming later, will

approach their studies with the conceptions of the ministry somewhat

different from the ordinary and typical. At all events, so far as the past

year is concerned, their failure to appear left us with very much
diminished numbers. Our total enrollment was 143 as against 216 two

- years ago. Besides the smallness of numbers we felt at the beginning the

spirit of restlessness. The students who had come back were uneasy and

eager to shorten their course and get into the service. Of course, this

spirit disappeared after the armistice was signed, and for the remainder

of the year good work was done in the classes. The Faculty was also

weakened during the year, first by the death of Dr. Hobson, and after-

wards by the resignation of Dr. Hill. To cap the climax, Dr. McAfee
was summoned at the beginning of the second semester into the Y. M. C.

A. service in France. These defections, however, were met by the utili-

zation of Dr. Howard Agnew Johnston and Rev. Charles L. Ogilvie in the

departments of Theology and Homiletics. The vacancies in Apologetics

and Homiletics have been filled by the election of Drs. Macintosh and

Boyd, and so the faculty expects to be fully manned at the beginning of

next semester. These are some of the incidents of the year’s life in the

Seminary. When I think of the class of ’92—the Senior class when I

entered the faculty—I feel grateful that it has been my privilege to have

had a share even for a single year in the life of the class. And the

further away the year ’92 recedes, the deeper becomes my regard and

attachment to its noble band of Christian leaders.
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MALCOLM H. MacLEOD

On January 29, 1919, our classmate died at his home in Pueblo, Colo.,

of pneumonia, following the influenza. On Sunday, January 19, he had

preached in Brandon on “Righteous Peace,” and was so ill at the time

that he could not stand, so he remained seated while he delivered his last

public address. He was born in Nova Scotia, fifty-nine years ago, took

his college course at Park, and after leaving the seminary he filled pastor-

ates. at Winemack, Ind., Ontario, Cal., Alamosa and Pueblo, Colo., and

for the past twelve years has been pastor-evangelist of Pueblo presbytery.

He was married to Miss Mary E. Gray of Ontario, Cal., who together with

the two children, Malcolm, aged fifteen, and Margaret, aged eight years,

were with him at the time of his death. How full those years must have

been we who knew him as a classmate can easily imagine. We remember

his bigheartedness, his jovial ways, his fidelity to duty, his rugged honesty

in every detail, his faith, his unswerving purpose, his loyalty to Jesus

Christ. Those who knew his work best since leaving the seminary speak

in the highest terms of his efficiency. Westminster college recognized his

worth and honored him with the degree of Doctor of Divinity. His

brethren of the presbytery honored him time and again in various ways

and continued him for many years in the responsible position of “min-

istering to all the churches.” And a year ago he was a very prominent

candidate before the General Assembly for the position as permanent

clerk. He did his work well, and “having, served his own generation by

the will of God, fell on sleep.” As classmates our lives were all enriched

by the fellowship of the three years, and we hereby extend to Mrs.

MacLeod and the children, now living in Ontario, California, our deepest

sympathy, and pray the richest blessing of heaven to rest upon them.

—

Hawley, for the Committee.



ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
MCCORMICK SEMINARY CLASS 92.

Letter No. 28.

Minneapolis, Minn., June 15, 1920.

Dear Classmates—For awhile it seemed as though we might have
to give up issuing the class letter this year on account of the high
cost of printing and the exceedingly busy life everybody is living, but
the letters finally arrived, at least part of them, and I am sure you
will find them interesting and helpful, and the fine brotherly feeling

shared in by the members of the class will be made stronger as we
share in the experiences of each of the dear boys and his dear ones.

The roll call is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, Cal.—A detailed account of the past year
would necessitate a volume, not a letter. I can only hope to give you
a brief account of what transpired. After spending part of my time
this year under the War Council of the Pocket Testament League in

visiting churches and camps, I was finally loaned by the War Coun-
cil to the Y. at the Y’s request, for intensive work in France, going
over in March and returning in September. On the trip over, on the
Leviathan, there were only 135 passengers, including Secretary Dan-
iels and myself. On the return trip, on the Northern Pacific, we
were herded in like cattle. Quite a contrast. I never saw a ship
roll as that Northern Pacific. One noon, just as mess was sounded,
a list to port sent five hundred dishes of soup on the floor. Most of

us had no soup, though some of us had to wade thru soup to get to

our places. In France my work took me everywhere. It was a splen-

did opportunity, both in reaching the men and also in giving me a
first hand knowledge of France. Met many former college school-
mates, and one day, in Paris, who should I meet but Stark. The
same genial Stark of former years. It was a treat to me I assure
you. At one place I had the pleasure of being the guest of a former
French counselor to China. From him I learned much about the
French people which in no other way could I have learned. He took
me to the reputed tomb of Lazarus, and many other very interesting

places not usually visited by the A. E. F. When I reached home and
had laid aside my uniform, I found I was much worn, and endeavor-
ed to recuperate my exhausted strength. In November we moved to

this sunny clime and have been here since my arrival waiting for

something to turn up. I do not know what the future has in store

for us, but unless something turns up my next epistle will possibly

be written under my own vine and fig-tree. We have gone out with a

telescope to see a few ranches offered for sale, and with the telescope
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endeavor to catch a glimpse of the prices. The class letter reached
me in Paris, and to say I was more than pleased is to put it mildly.

I was “delighted”, and hied me off to a quiet corner and read it thru

at once. That one letter, under the conditions, was worth more to

me than all the letters I have received from you fellows. May God’s
rich grace attend each one of you, and the families bereft of the
loved ones gone before.

A. L. BERRY, Springfield, 111.—Again returns the day of privi-

lege to learn of the achievements of the class in various fields. It

was a great surprise to me to learn in the last letter of the passing of

MacLeod. He seemed well and strong when I met him in the sum-
mer. I have nothing to contribute of interest to the class except that
I had the privilege of listening to two first-class sermons delivered by
Ernst at the Westminster Church while spending his vacation with
his folks here in the county.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kan.— I spent the big part of last year in

being ill, and quite a little part of the time in the hospital getting
properly trimmed over to suit the tastes of a certain very eminent
surgeon. This particular surgeon is quite a geologist, and, having
discovered that I had a very large stone in my kidney, his curiosity

was so great that he could not be appeased until he had taken it out
and examined it. Not being quite satisfied, he then decided to make
another exploration, and in doing so took the kidney itself out and
overlooked putting it back. As it seemed to please him, and as I

had no further use for it and found that I could get along nicely
without it, I let him keep it. But that is not interesting, so let’s

start over. I recently spent about twelve days in North and South
Dakota doing matinees and “one night stands” by way of a speaking
tour in connection with the Interchurch World Movement. I enjoyed
my trip very much, because I am deeply interested in the movement,
and believe that it is a move in the right direction. In fact I have
greatly feared that as a working force for putting of soul into life

the church is dead, and that everybody knows it but the church. In
fact it is now being realized that nations can lose their souls, quite

as emphatically as individuals, and that keeping out of hell individu-
ally is an insignificant part of Christianity and not a very important
part. “I am come that ye might have life, and that more abundant-
ly” is now known to>*^ a 24-hour-7-day-52-week realizable fact, and
that if the church cannot harmonize the souls of men in their rela-
tions between birth and death, its fitness to train men for the celes-
tial orchestra may well be doubted. In a word, if it does not know
“time” sufficiently well to teach me to beat the base drum, I may
well question its knowledge of eternity sufficiently to instruct me in
the art of playing symphonies on the harp. This Interchurch Move-
ment should awaken you ministers to the fact that laymen of the
church would like to have you really believe in the potency of the
gospel you are supposed to preach and to have you believe in the es-

sential greatness of the souls of the men (un-awakened possibly) in

the world’s active life. The average layman knows more about poli-

tics, the league of nations, moving pictures, civic problems, vice

crusades, sanitation, and corruption in cities' than the preacher who
wastes his time and opportunity in preaching about them. In fact,

when the political “pup” is born, if it happens to be of the “clerical

gender” it usually goes to barking before it gets its eyes opened, and
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cut. If the church expects to live and have the support of red blood-

ed men, it must cut out quibbling and waste and competition and
join forces and deliver “the goods”; and the only goods it has to

deliver is awakened soul and enlightened (not simply trained) minds
and quickened consciences (both individual and social) . We Presby-
terians have been taught that “The chief end of man is to glorify

God, and to enjoy Him forever”; but the church has spent so much
time teaching us to glorify, that we have not had any instruction on
how to enjoy. We have been taught that “Sin is any want of con-
formity unto, or transgression of the law of God,” and the Church
has been busy dealing with the transgressor, but has forgot to teach
the law or how to conform. Our religion has been like our patriot-

ism; we were adepts at rallying around the flag and at making fourth
of July orations, but it took a draft to get an army big enough to de-
fend the principles of freedom which cost our forefathers rivers of

blood and sacrifice to get for us. We spent thousands prosecuting
(rightly) the I. W. W. after they were made, but let the socialists

and anarchists furnish them the literature and philosophy of hate
which made them. Both the church and the nation have got to back
up and wake up and build up. It does not require any new prin-

ciple or discovery. All that is necessary is for the nation to apply
known principles of liberty, and for the church to teach and preach
the fundamentals of the Gospel, and take off its high-heels and short
skirts and low necks and get sane.

L J. DAVIES (Shantung Christian University), Weihsien, China

—

(We are sorry that Davies has disappointed us again this year, but
hope that he will not be so busy when the next class letter season
rolls around—W.)

W. H. ENSIGN, Hopkinton, la.—This day finds me away from
home, having attended a meeting of the Iowa Home Board at Des
Moines yesterday. While there, who should look in upon us but our
own Howard, and so I am writing with a hand that is still warm
with the feeling of his hand grasp. A blessed year this has been.
Good spirit, evangelistic interest and generous giving. We thank God
for all these tokens of His presence. Just now correspondence is

under way looking toward interchurch gatherings, the county con-
ference will be held tomorrow. Lenox college rejoices in a fine spir-

it and in having as its president, Dr. John F. Hinkhouse, so long and
lovingly known in our synod. Dr. Hinkhouse has a son teaching in
the Syrian Protestant college and another on the staff of the Conti-
nent. Our church kindly gave us a purse to take a vacation last

summer, and we also attended the New Era Conference at Lake Gen-
eva in September. At the annual meeting this week our salary was
increased. The membership of the church has also increased. Do
you know we are nearing the thirtieth anniversary of our graduation?
It makes us see how young and hopeful we are. Mrs. Ensign joins
me in kindest regards to all the homes and hearts of our class. John
17:24.

A. F. ERNST (1302 N. 40th St.,) Omaha, Neb.—I left home early
on the morning of April 7 to assist in county conferences in the in-
terest of the Interchurch World Movement and was engaged for four
days in this work. I thought of the class day and letter, but was too
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busy to write. Have been on the go since, hurrying like the typiea!

American, who rushes as if he were about half an hour ahead of an
epileptic fit. But why offer excuse. We are all in the same class.

Guess I belong with those who seem to be born a little late and nev-

er catch up. Mail just came and I expected a red-lettered card with
an accusing finger pointing at me, but am disappointed. Maybe fa-

ther Ward is busy also. Well, I’m glad to be alive and to have part

in the great work that the church is doing. We had a fine year and
are filled with rejoicing. Have received 83 since the last letter. We
more than met our New Era apportionment, our church is out of

debt, we have all our bills paid, and have money in the treasury. The
congregation gave me a $600 raise in salary, which means that I

must work harder than ever. I am feeling fine and fit for my most
strenuous endeavors. Mrs. Ernst is well and ready for her best ef-

fort. A. F. Jr., is finishing the eighth grade and has a splendid rec-
ord. Our elder son, Edgar, returned to us in October, after nineteen
months in France. He had a wonderful experience, a fine opportuni-
ty to see interesting places, and an excellent training. He has gone
into business in Omaha and is with us in the home, so we are a hap-
py family. I was sorry that Young removed from our city. That
leaves me to represent our class in Eastern Nebraska. Light is

shining in the West End.

E. S. EVANS, Arlington, Kan.—A happy greeting to you all. The
last year has been a good one for us. About one year ago, I ob-
served that things were coming to the point where I could do the
kind of work I had always wanted to do, so I planned to leave Ster-
ling, and take up work of a more rugged nature. I gave the church
at Sterling notice that I would close my work with it, August 31st. 1

tried to get in touch with work in which I was interested in western
Kansas. In August, our church let me off for one Sabbath, and I

went, as a stranger, into a place where ministers are scarce. I set-

tled down, in a little place, and began work, as if it was my field. I

had a splendid time, for several days. I found sick people, and acted
the part of pastor to them, became acquainted with as many people
as I could, and invited them to services on the following Sabbath.
Things were opening up for me, with great promise. But all along,

I was guarded enough to know they would not turn out as well as
they promised. Still, I did think I would get the p'jace. There had
been no minister in that region for months, when I went there. But,

on Saturday evening, before I wps to preach, word came to me that
another minister was on his way to take up work with those peo-
ple. He was expected the next morning, but they were going *to lot

me have the place for that day. I answered that if he came, he
should have one of the services. He did not get there the next day,

but sent further word that he would be there without fail, one week
later. That gave me a clear field for one day, the attendance was
good, and I preached two of the best sermons I could.. Early Mon-
day morning, I left the place. Some time later, I heard a rumor
that the man never came to the field at all. While my mother was
living, I could not go beyond the reach of a doctor. Then, the boys

were left to our care, and while they needed them, I would not go

where there were not good schools. But the time came, when the

boys were not in need pf schools. Then, I thought I could do as T

had always wanted to do; go right out on the border. I am not

young, but I am like Caleb; my strength is hot abated, nor my eye
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dim. So I was as much disappointed as a younger man might have
been, when the other man claimed my field. But I had a week of ex-

perience that was worth all it cost me, and I should not complain.

When I reached home, I found waiting me, an invitation from the

Church at Arlington. I answered, that if they would wait until I

finished my work at Sterling, I would come and see them. I preach-

ed for them twice, the first Sabbath in September, and have preached

for them every Sabbath since. We have a splendid and responsive

people here, and are thoroughly happy in the work. I feel like a

young fellow, who is just beginning. When you want a happy vaca-

tion, go out to some place where they scarcely know a minister from
something else; let them find out by accident that you are a minis-

ter, work up your congregation and preach for them.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio.—I am still at Millersburg,

and have not felt like taking up the regular pastorate, although sev-

eral fields have been offered me. Have preached a good many times

during the year and conducted a number of funerals. For a time i

was the only resident Presbyterian minister in the county, but now
the vacant fields have been supplied. Best wishes to all of you.

W. S. FOREMAN (1141 Syndicate Trust Building), St. Louis, Mo.
— (A recent letter from Foreman gives us the sad intelligence that

his wife is in a very dangerous condition, probably internal cancer,

and there is practically no hope held out as to her recovery. He asks

to be remembered to the boys, and his wife joins in loving greeting

to the classmates scattered up and down the earth. Our hearts go

out to these dear ones in their distress, and I am sure we all pray
that great peace and comfort may be given them in this time of trial,

and that the presence of Jesus may be very real to them.—W.)

F. M. FOX (726 N. Limestone St.), Springfield, Ohio.—As usual
i;he year has been full of the grace and mercy of our Lord and we
are saying again “The Lord hath been mindful of us therefore He
will bless us.” We have had health and opportunity and hard work
with blessing, and what more could we ask? Glad to say that with
us men and women have turned from war work back to church work.
In my ministerial experience there is something new under the sun
to report, namely the uniting of two churches. Two attempts at

union failed, when suddenly, as of the Lord, church union bobbed
up again. From the first I favored the union and said “The will of

the Lord be done.*’ I will not be in the way of the union of two down-
town churches and am willing to be eliminated for the good of the
church and the progress of the Kingdom.” Both pastors played a
sacrificial hit and worked for the union, which was consummated in
November. An invitation came to me at once but I was advised not
to go for the sake of the work. The other pastor answered a call
February 1st. Then began a campaign of personal evangelism. I

have never seen such a fine, direct, systematic, persistent piece of
work as our busy business men put over. The result was a climax at
Easter time,—people turned away from the church Friday evening,
Sunday morning and Sunday evening; 78 members received, 66 of
whom came on confession of faith. This makes 106 members receiv-
ed since the union was effected; 221 for the entire year; and $43,-
674.75 paid out for all purposes during the year. Recently I present-
ed my resignation to the congregation to take effect not later than
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April 1, 1921, and as much earlier as I shall desire, and insisted that
it be accepted, which was done. Our pastorate here has been a beau-
tiful and happy one, in the midst of such fine, responsive people. The
strong men of the city have developed in the work of the church in a
very remarkable way. During the year they gave me an endowed Chev-
rolet five-passenger Sedan and a good substantial increase in salary.
Mrs. Fox’s health has* been restored and Frances Margaret, now 15,
is in school at Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. From now on we will
hold our ears to the ground and await indications from the Lord.
The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ be with you all and your wives
and children, yea, and your grandchildren.

•

E. P. GILCHRIST, Moro, 111.—April seventh has come again,
this time a bright and beautiful morning, and my pleasure is to re-

member every member of the class in my morning devotion, and to

pray that God’s richest blessing may attend the life and work of each
one as we enter upon the new year’s work. The years are passing so
rapidly that it seems as though we must work with greater persis-
tence than ever if we are to accomplish the work we hoped to do.

The past year has been a very happy one to me. Nothing great ac-

complished, but a steady growth along all lines in the work of the
church. I am glad that we have not been called upon to mourn the
loss any of the class this year.

F. W. HAWLEY (Park College), Parkville, Mo.—On April 7th I

came through Chicago, returning from New York, and thought of that
other April 7th, twenty-eight years ago, when we said our good-byes
and started out with the blessing of old McCormick ringing in our
ears. Wednesday and Thursday of this week, April 28 and 29, I

spent at the Seminary attending the meeting of the Board of Direc-
tors, of which dignified body I happen to be a member. I suppose the
present student body thinks about as much of the present Directors
as we thought of those who presided over our destinies in those far

away days of ’89-’92. Park has more students in McCormick than
any other college, Wooster coming next, so 1 feel pretty much at

home there. The year has been a busy one, but we have been unusu-
ally well, and happy in our work for tnis fine bunch of students
Fred Jr., graduated last spring with high honors and is now in one
of the Kansas City banks. He comes home each night, as we are
only nine miles out of the city. Herrick is still in college. Mrs.
Hawley is the greatest president’s wife that ever was. and is doing
great things for these 475 youngsters of ours. Blessings on you all.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—A few words will tell the story of

the year, a year on the one hand of work that has been prospered,

and on the other hand a year of great sorrow. In August, my dear
daughter Margaret, aged 22, was suddenly taken from me, and it

seemed that the loss of wife and daughter within eight months was
more than could be borne. But there is help in the time of need, and
my work has been a refuge and a help. All good wishes to the men
of ’92. I seldom see or hear from them, but it is good to know that

the union of service continues. May it be extended yet for many
years, and a great record of achievement the world over attained.

J. B. HOWARD, Earlham, la.—I think this is the first time in

twenty years that I have been late with my class letter. The Pres-



bytery of Sioux City has asked me to take up new work within its

bounds and as it is new, and at a much larger salary than I have
ever had before, it has appealed to me very, strongly and has taken

up a great deal of my time. However, as our church here says they

will not let us go, we will not know for a day or two whether
will be here next year or not. Our family -is still well. My oldest

goes to San Gabriel, Cal., the first cxf May as assistant to the pas-

tor of the big Spanish mission. My second daughter graduates from
Park in June and is a student volunteer. We have not had any re-

markable success in our work here as this field with four churches
finds little room for advance work. I held a ‘meeting, however, in

Sioux City Presbytery for two weeks which resulted in 43 confessions

and the call to that impprtant work by the Home Mission Committee
of that Presbytery. As I am next to the oldset man in the class, I am
trying to get things in order to retire when it becomes necessary, so

have built me a nice little home in Des Moines and my daughter has
moved into it and we hope she will stay until we get ready to move
in when we are ready to retire. I pray God may be with you all, and
flint He will keep you ready for the great things that are just ahead
of us.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—It happened twenty-eight years
ago, fellows—almost thirty years. Father Time is on our tracks. It

has been a great period, and it has been a great thing to have some
part in it. The past year, in my own case, has witnessed the com-
pletion of a new manuscript book, “George Bryaii and the Constitu-

tion of Pennsylvania.” During the present year 1 hope to have eight
volumes in press, the work of the last dozen years, all but one buok
of which would have been issued before this were it not for the war.
They will appear in the following order: Lloyd, Bryan, and. Wilson.
My Bryan manuscript is right now being used by a member of the
State Commission on Constitutional Revision. A number of over-en-
thusiastic friends have gone so far as to say I ought to have been or
that commission. I spoke on our state constitutional history before
the Constitutional Club of Philadelphia, composed of about forty law-
yers. The Public Ledger has published my letters on the principles
of an international government, into which the League of Nations
should develop, on an average of once a month for about two years,

and one of the big corporation lawyers of Philadelphia was so kind
as to say that they were the most illuminating and helpful writings
he had seen on the subject which, if true, I ascribe to my long study
of that chief maker and builder of the constitution of the United
States, James Wilson. Stark has been in Philadelphia somewhat the
past year, and we have had some good old-fashioned visits. He has
been doing a most interesting work, but will tell you of it himself.
John Boggs and his family visited us last summer, and from his
home at Rollins College, Winter Park, Fla., remembered me with a
box of oranges from his own trees last winter. My daughter is at

West Chester Normal School this winter, and my wife has been
much interested in college settlement work in the city. Doubtless
I shall ,see several of you at the Assembly, for this is written in
April, but I am sure I shall miss a lot of you, too. Possibly I should
add that I am contracted to write a new book and negotiations for

a second contract are in progress.

SA(M.UEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.—Thanks to the man of the birch



bark and acrobatic mentality, I thought of and prayed for our class
on April 7th, and resultant of a heavy snowstorm, I am writing to

them on the 11th. Ernst and I have met twice during the past year
and enjoyed recalling events of earlier years. In contemplation I

catch a mental vision of our McCormick company of ’92 doing won-
derful things, “and who knoweth but these are come into the King-
dom for such a time as this.” The church needs prepared men now
as never before. The greatness of the task and the marvel of the op-
portunity are understood now as never before. If we had glimpsed
the now vision in ’92 three-fourths of us would have enlisted for over-
seas service. Surely we are yet a strong company and can do mighty
things. Our banner will be noticed even in the mighty Interchurch
throng. The skill of Hinitt, the scholasticism of Stark, the crowns
of glory won by Ward and Hawley, together with the mighty faith of

all, will more than amaze the gods of this world. The Light family
is as of yore, only differing in that it has developed into five families,

in all fifteen souls. I am still in the Home Mission work and wish
you all increased joy in His service.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.— (Paul’s brother informs me
that he is still in this southern city, but we have not been able to

secure any word from him. Hope his health is completely restored,
and know he must be very busy.—W.)

E. W. McCLUSKY (225 South High Street), Belleville, 111.—Some
of you fellows ought to be feeling pretty happy. We will soon reach
the time in our church when the man who has preached thirty years
and is sixty-five years old, will automatically be placed among the
moth balls like a set of furs in the springtime, and receive $600 per
annum. In two years you will have covered the required term of

service. Possibly some of you will have to wait five years after that
before you are sixty-five, and then you will be paid $600 to enjoy life

in the Retired Ministers’ playground. Now let some pessimist speak
up and say that the ministry is not a fine thing even from the finan-

cial point of view. Are you sick, Father Ward? I did not receive a
postcard from you this year. I am writing this letter of my own
free will and accord without being prodded or coached. I am in a
new parish, but not far from my former one and among people some
of whom I have known for years. I am kept right busy with the va-
rious movements, such as the I. C., the L. & N., the C. C. C. & I., the
Old Adage and the New Era and the P. D. Q., etc. I even squeeze
in a sermon once in a while and occasionally say my prayers. You
might think I would not have time for such trifles, but I “watch” the
time. Well, fellow's, memories crowd into my mind today which. I

cannot express. Life for me has been furnished with experiences on
t;he mountain and in the valley, and I recognize full well today that
if we could have a reunion we could all laugh and weep together. I

adore the majesty of God but more than ever do I rejoice in the gen-
tleness of God. I do not have a sense of steadfastness in my accom-
plishments, but I rejoice in the steadfastness of hope. I kneel be-

fore the throne of grace today not without a fewr tears as I think of

the boys of ’92 and their labors of eight and twrenty years. My motto
still is, “It Can be Done.”

R. H. MILLIGAN, Portland, Ore.— (Milligan is giving up his work
in the Rose Hill Park church, and has not yet definitely located. We
hope he will come East and settle in the Mississippi valley.—W.)
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WILLIAM PARKER, Strawn, Tex.— I have not much news con-

cerning myself this year. On account of my wife’s health as well as

my own, we came to Texas, and have been at this place nine months.
Our church has gone “over the top” in benevolences, many persons
have been added to the membership, and I leave the church self-sup-

porting and pledged to give $2,000 and manse to the next pastor. Re-
cently I have been honored in that I have been a supply to the City

Temple, Dallas, the pastor, Dr. Frank Smith, ex-moderator of the
General Assembly, being ill. This church has a membership of

1,000, a great edifice, and ah organization accomplishing much good
in the city. The Presbytery may offer me city work, but I am com-
pelled by the condition of my health to look for light work. Wish
each one of you every possible blessing the coming year.

E. H. PENCE, (Westminster Church), Portland, Ore.— (Pence
could not be persuaded that enough of the boys would respond this

year to make the issuing of the letter possible, and has delayed con-
tributing his share of the news matter. I am sure he will be glad to

hear from the rest of the classmates.—W.)

O. L. PRENTICE, Romney, Ind.—At 4:00 p. m. this memorable
day some subconscious power asserted itself and said, “You have un-
til this minute forgotten the day and the letter.” So I sat me down
and did the job there and then, and here it is. It is pretty hard to

write a letter that will inform and interest a lot of old fellows, but
if we are to get we must give such as we have, and I surely want to

receive the class letter. Not much to chronicle, and nothing at all

startling. We are as a family in fine fettle and proudly report the
arrival of a second little granddaughter and the fact that our young-
est son has been called to a church in Indianapolis. These things
make Ma Prentice pretty proud. Yes I have something of interest
to tell, though I had for the time forgotten about it. When I wrote
last year I was almost blind, not being able to read for nearly six

months, due to a cataract. Last October I went to a hospital and had
the offending thing cut out and now I read about as well as ever, and
drive a car like Jehu. Our church work goes on nicely, the new era
allotment fully raised and some other good things done. My, what a
time in which to live and preach and serve. The only wonder to me
is that every one does not want to be a minister. I am glad that two
of my sons are ministers. Thirteen years ago I wrote the classmates
that my next birthday would put me over the dead line. One guess
will give you my age now. The work grows upon me, and I am now
a better man and a better preacher than at fifty. The home mission
board recently sent a representative to see me and asked me to un-
dertake one of the biggest and hardest home mission fields in the
church. Once you get started it is easy to tell a lot more than you
thought you would. Hope Ward will get the class letter out quickly,
for I am anxious to hear from the boys.

U. G. SCHELL, Heavener, Okla.—We have had a good year, our
membership has been much increased, our town is increasing in pop-
ulation and the coal mines are increasing their output. A manufac-
turing plant is locating here, and there is splendid prospect that we
will soon have natural gas on tap. Our church appeals to people of

Northern antecedents, the South being predominantly Baptist. How-
ever, we can provoke them to jealousy if not to love. My health has
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been good, much better than that of my wife. Our daughter is in

her junior year at the Western college in Oxford, Ohio, while our
son is with the K. C. S. Ry. One of the pleasant memories of the
year was to meet Ward in Minnesota last summer, and have nearly a
day in his genial company. I wish you all a great year, with increas-
ing joy and usefulness.

W. S. SMITH, Bandon, Ore.—A letter from Pence reminds me
that the class letter is due. and for once I mean to surprise the ed-
itor by being on time. As usual I have little of real interest to the
classmates. We are well along in our sixth year among this good
people, yet the work is small and there is little to tabulate. How-
ever, we have the consciousness of being of some real help to our
people and to the entire community. We begin to feel as though we
were really a part of the community. I am hoping that we shall
soon have some more McCormick men at work in this little presby-
tery, which is the baby presbytery of the synod. A letter from Dr*
Zenos received last evening contained the recommendations for two
of the class of 1920 whom we hope to secure for two of our vacant
fields. The latter part of February, while in attendance upon the
meeting of Synod’s Home Mission committee, it was my pleasure to

have a visit with Pence and his good wife and daughter. He and his
wife were classmates of Mrs. Smith at Hanover college. Pence is the
same old chap of former days, a litUe stouter and with a little less

covering on his head. One of these days he is destined to become
famous through a discovery of the remains of a long extinct race,

which he made while visiting the coast last summer. By painstaking
effort he has assembled the parts; until you see the exact likeness of

that departed race. Now he is engaged in writing the history of that
race, and sometime in the future he is going to give it to the public,

and we will be wondrously glad that Pence belongs to the class of
’92. If any of you ever visit Portland, be sure to hunt Pence up and
ask him to show you his handiwork. Mrs. Smith joi'ns me in best

wishes to all the class of ’92.

H. R. STARK (156 Fifth Ave.), New York, N. Y..—A year ago l

wrote you from the other side of the water and for the first time re-

ceived and read my class letter in a foreign land. In some respects,

it was for that reason all the more enjoyable, and welcome. Since
that time much water has flowed under the bridge. The war is over,

at least theoretically, the army has been demobilized, and like snow-
flakes on the water has melted into the great ocea’n of American
life. But for all that, it was a wonderful experience, and those for-

tunate enough to get into it will never forget it, and life will be
more meaningful and richer than ever before. It was worth the price
if for no other reason than the added appreciation it gave of home
and native land. But every true American should blush for shame
at the dastardly way in which our unspeakable politicians have at-

tempted to undo all that the boys did over there, and render the sac-
rifice they made vain. They have disgraced America in the eyes of

the world. They have made us the Benedict Arnold among the na-
tions. On the fatal day in March when the blind leaders rejected
the Peace Treaty, and the League of Nations, the American govern-
ment reached its low water mark—the lowest point since the Declar-
ation of Independence 144 years ago. May God have mercy on our
miserable souls for we have just as good government as we deserve.
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and in some inscrutable way thwart the evil councils of our false

leaders, and save us from the consequences of our own folly. I am
now linked up with the New Era in New York, a movement in which
I heartily believe, and which in my judgment is destined to save the
church from dry rot, and set it on the read to greater and more splen-

did achievements. I am to go down to Philadelphia soon to take
charge of the Speakers’ Bureau for the Eastern District, including
Pennsylvania, Delaware., Maryland, West Virginia and the District of

Columbia, with headquaters in the Witherspoon building, during the
coming simultaneous campaign culminating in May. I have seen
Konkle a number of times recently, and greatly enjoyed the renewal
of our long-time, and I trust, ever-enduring friendship. He is a great
fellow and numbers among his friends many of the intellectually

elite of the city. Quietly and unostentatiously he holds the even ten-

or of his way, unruffled by the confusion, turmoils, and upheavals,
social, industrial, political, religious, and otherwise, and is doing
some fine things in the way of writing that will live after he is gone.
T h^d the pleasure of meeting Benedict in France, and of preaching
for Hinitt recently. He has one of the most remarkable churches in

America. My heart goes out to all of you today in the fullest fellow-

ship, and ceaseless accord.

GRANT STROH (153 Institute Place), Chicago, 111.

—

Three weeks
late, and I hasten to write lest I receive a reminder from Ward.
Sick with the “flu” upon the regular date of writing, and very busy
ever since. In fact this is about the busiest place that has fallen to

my lot, but also the happiest. Before going further, some of you may
want to know “Where I am at.” I am in what one of Chicago’s lead-
ing judges said to me the other evening is “The greatest place in the
world.” He voiced my sentiments, though some of you may not agree
with him. On February 2nd, I became identified with the work of

the Moody Bible Institute. The courses of studv have been strength-
ened and some of the fanatical spirit possessed by a small percentage
of the students years ago has been eliminated. It is not unlikely that
announcement will be made in the near future of another strength-
ening of the curriculum. The recent growth of the Institute has been
quite unusual, and the only explanation is that the training students
receive here has come to be recognized as worth while. Formerly
students would come for a term or two, but now most of them take
the full two years’ course, or rather one of the five two-year courses.

We are also each year getting more college and university graduates.
The boarding students in the day classes number more than 800, and
in the evening classes more than 700. The faculty numbers thirty-

two. We are using twenty-three buildings, but need more. In the
correspondence department more than 10,000 students are taking the
nine different courses offered, including the Christian Herald course.
But best of all is the Christian spirit which prevails here. I have
never before known what genuine Christian fellowship means as I

see it here manifested daily in the lives of students and faculty. My
own work in the Institute is a small part, and I am telling you these
things not only that you may rejoice with me because the Lord has
been gracious to me, but also that you may get a little glimpse of the
great work being done here, which I have suggested rather than stat-
ed. I know of no other institution that is doing so much practically
towards the evangelization of the world. You know of my missionary
spirit. Upon August 26th my daughter Margaret sails for China un-
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der appointment of the Y. W. C. A. Praise the ^ord half of my chil-

dren will be in China when she arrives, and’ I shall feel highly hon-
ored if the other two shall follow when their turns come.

H. B. SUTHERLAND (2619 Oak Park Ave.), Minneapolis, Minn.—
Homewood is surely “making good.” Our first year here has surpass-
ed all expectations as to growth numerically and financially, notably
in the response by the adult members of the congregation. We have
no reason to lament our coming to this work. Homewood is length-
ening her cords and strengthening her stakes. Our lot has fallen

with those (may their tribe multiply and increase) who have the
good fortune of a substantial increase in salary. It wonderfully
“strengthens the weak hands and confirms the feeble knees”—on the
whole, stiffens the backbone. Fortunately all has been well with us
in the household, just a little more sickness than normal, but noth-
ing really disquieting to the soul. The winter has been long—wel-
come the promise of spring. Ward last fall shook off Homewood
dust from his feet, and became a resident of South Minneapolis.
With the opening of the new year, however, he repented, returned to

his old pulpit for one Sabbath, permitted our people once more to look
on his face and hear his message. Aside from Ward, whose fellow-

ship is beyond compare, I have not seen a single- classmate during
the year. The letter is next best. Hope the roll call will be com-
plete. The letters this year should be brim full of interest. “Awake,
awake, put on thy strength, O Zion”!

\ W. L. SWALLEN, Pye'ngyang, Chosen.—“Grace, mercy and peace
from God the Father and Jesus Christ our Lord” to the Class of ’92.

The joy of His presence has been rich and precious all the year. We
are a scattered family now. Olivette at the State University, Colum-
bus, O.; Gertrude is a junior at Wooster College; Esther is a senio-

in the high school at Wooster; and Mary is a junior in the same
school; J. Wilbur is married and at home in Cleveland, while Mrs.
Swallen is perambulating among her children in the States, I am
alone still on the field. Quite a scattered family we are just now. but
we hope that we may all be together at Wooster for a year at least

from next September. I have my passage engaged and hope to sail

from Kobe early in July. I trust I may be able to sec more of our
class during my stay in America this time than I have heretofore.

My home address will be at Wooster, Ohio. Call and see us. Con-
sidering conditions out here the past has been a year of progress.
Although many of our pastors and good workers have been shut up
in prison, new workers were ready to take their places. A great
wave of enthusiasm is sweeping over this distressed land, and men
and women and money are being dedicated to the cause of Christ as
never before. The Forward Movement is being pushed with energy
in all the churches and with great success. Already in most of the
churches they are far in advance of the standard set for the church-
es by the General Assembly. We are preparing for a great campaign
next fall. But we can’t wait for that, it is on now. In your praying
do not forget us here in Korea. This is a wonderful time to be in

Korea. God is moving among the paks. God is blessing the Korea
Mission in China also. It is said that the foreign missionaries of the
different denominations in that section of China have visited the
Korea mission to inquire into their methods that is effecting such
marvelous results.
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Praise the Lord His Word is true.

Praise Him for His guidance, tod.

Praise Him for He came to bless

Praise Him for His faithfulness.

Greeting to all of you. Heb. 13:20-21.

L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen.— I am ashamed that I let last year
slip by without a word from me, and I am late this year also, but I

have just gotten home after a month’s absence teaching and waiting
for one of our most efficient workers to die. Fo^ a week we expected
each day would be her last, and as that station was shorthanded,
there were not enough to bury her unless her husband did it, so I

waited. Mrs. Nisbet’s death makes our little mission twelve short of

the normal number of helpers. If you want a very interesting mis-
sionary book to read, get the book written by Mrs. Nisbet and pub-
lished by our Executive Committee of Foreign Missions. We are just

starting in on a month’s Bible class for the leaders of the churches.
I am keeping in my usual health, but since the siege of the “flu” in

the fall of 1918 I have not been quite up to normal. Having two new
fields to look after, I was greatly pressed, and while conducting a

series of meetings I was taken with the “flu”, but kept on preaching
in the villages during the day and inviting the people out to the night
services, and then preaching at night. The last day I walked eigh-
teen miles, preached at two other points and again at night, and
when I got home on Monday my temperature was above 102, so I stay-

ed in for three or four days until my temperature was down to 101

and then out for ten days of work from church to church. It did me
no good. Political conditions are still unsettled here. May God’s
blessing rest upon each one of you.

R. O. WALKER (24 Buccleuch Place), Edinburgh, Scotland.

—

Greetings to all of you from this old Scot. I am still Master of Span-
ish, in the Liverpool area, for the Lancashire Education Committee.
Had to take to teaching to make both ends meet, owing to the war.
The swift years pass and the graph of one’s life describes, perhaps,
a downward curve. Yet each day, it is still true, we may wake to

live aright, inhibit our bad tempers, etc., and seek God’s smile of ap-
proval, however gray one’s hair or the skies over us may be. My
two eldest, a daughter and a son, are seeking honor courses at Edin-
burgh University, and my second son will, I hope, begin the study of

medicine next winter. Continued life at Liverpool, away from wife
and children, is very dull. I may return to Edinburgh to some part-

time Spanish appointment, even at financial loss. It is interesting to

hear about you all and to see how each steers his bark upon life’s

now smooth, now tempestuous sea. Once a year we give each other
a word of cheer as we steer onward, seeking to keep, with God’s ap-
proval, a heart above it all. Immensely giad to think you are all

drinking nothing stronger than tea and Adam’s wine over there.

“Come over and help us.” ’Tis a great fight to be in.

W. S. WARD (3115 Fremont Ave. S.), Minneapolis, Minn.—The
past has been a very busy year with me. I have traveled about 20,-

000 miles since I last wrote the boys, and such work seems to agree
with me very well, for I am relieved of a host of little petty cares
and annoyances which the ordinary pastor has. But I am also a
lonely man, for I have no people to call my own, and no church



people who have more than a passing interest .in the* welfare of my-
self and my dear ones. I am glad to record that my; wife is better

than last year, and now gets around very well with the use of a
cane. Our family is now reduced to three, only Paul is with tis,

the others having moved in various directions. The Lord has been
very gracious unto us all the year, for which we praise His name.
I think you know that I am assistant superintendent of Missions in

Minnesota. If any of you men want to come to the North Star state

to work, let me know, and I will try to lpcate you. I expect to spend
my. vacation in California visiting my mother. Hope to . see Mrs.
Lee while: I am there. Schell spent his vacation in our state last

summer, and we had a good visit recalling the days that are now
long past.

W. R. WILLIAMS (422 W. 24th St.), Cedar Palls, In.—For the
past six weeks I have been at the Colfax Sanitarium, Colfax. la,
spent a short while in Chicago and visited friends in Cedar Palls,

la., trying to find myself and gjet on my feet once more, and enmo
home feeling much refreshed. Since Inst November I have avoided
any public services, as the last time I attempted anything of the
kind I was overwhelmed with a sense of my unworthiness and unfit-

ness to undertake the direction of other lives and to minister in the
sanctuary. (Since the above was written Williams has returned
to the sanitarium, having suffered another nervous relapse, ard gets
very lonely indeed away from his home and family. He would cer-

tainly appreciate a letter from each of the classmates to cheer him
in his hours of great depression. Why not send him a cheery greet-
ing today?—W.)

J. G. WOODS (U. S. Customs Service), Mayaguez, Porto Rico.

—

It seems to me I have little that would interest the class this year.
The working classes down here have caught some of the fever of the
North and we have all kinds of strikes now and then; just now it is

the longshoremen, and the men refuse to handle cargo until their
demands are met, meanwhile vessels enter the harbor, blow their
whistles, wait awhile, and then depart without discharging or lad-

ing cargo. Our situation is critical as our supplies are diminishing,
and prices—they have soared to the seventh heaven. Sugar that we
produce raw, brown now retails at 24 cents a pound. You and I are
not in it- with these longshoremen; not even experts at the agricul-

tural station can earn what they demand. Ordinary labor is better
paid than professional skill or brains—a man now is worth more hom
the shoulders down than from the shoulders up. Brawn beats brain.

With all good wishes that the labors of the dear classmates may be
crowned with success.

J. F. YOUNG (429 W. Mason St.), Green Bay, Wis.—My typewriter
is in storage in Omaha, hence, for Ward’s sake, only a few' lines this

year. Dislocated in Omaha last summer, am still unsettled. Have
had a strange year, but in many ways a pleasant one. Went back
to student life in Auburn seminary for. two months l^st fail, while
supplying the First church there. Have had a number of openings,.,

but. “the” place lias not yet seemed to appear. Am supplying every
Sunday, and could be preaching in two or three places each Sunday
for weeks ahead if there wrere that many of me. I left Ernst to his

own destruction or otherwise, in Omaha, pud have never heard a wrnrd
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from him since. Hope he is behaving himself. The family is well,
the same in number, but larger as to bulk, as Herrick is a six-footer.
Love and best wishes for all of you.

CONCLUSION—There have been many days since sending out

the first class letter notices this year when your Editor has seriously

considered advising the discontinuance of the enterprise on the

ground that there was not sufficient interest in, the letter to induce

the men to write their letters without considerable pressure being

brought to bear and several “reminders” sent to the delinquents, but

when the letters finally came in there was such hearty unanimity of

expression of appreciation of the class letter that it seems a mistake

to counsel stopping the enterprise, so we may confidently look for-

ward to at least two more annual letters. That will complete thirty

years, and as we expect to have a reunion at the old Seminary at

commencement season two years from now, the question of the exis-

tence of the class letter after that will be decided at that time. Let

every member of the class begin now to prepare to attend that re-

union. I wish to thank the members of the class who have so nobly

assisted in meeting the high cost of publication, and hope that they

will find the more enjoyment in perusing the letters from the dear

fellows who are so splendidly carrying on the work the Master has

given us all to do. We are so glad to hear from the families of the

boys who have gone to their reward, and to know that their wives

and children are “carrying on” in the Savior’s work. God bless every

one of you, dear classmates, and keep us all faithful to His work.—W.
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GREETINGS FROM OLD FRIENDS.

A. C. ZENOS (2330 North Halsted St.), Chicago, 111.—The re-

quest for a message to the Class of ’92 finds a responsive chord in

my heart. I can never forget my peculiar relations to you all. Not

only the accident (I would rather say, the Providential leading) that

brought me into McCormick Seminary at the beginning of your sen-

ior year, but also the unusually cordial way in which you welcomed
and treated me during the year, and still further, the manner in

which you have permitted me to share in your class life and class

history during the years since, make it a peculiarly precious rela-

tionship to me. But you wish to know about the inner life of the

Seminary during the year. I am glad to be able to report to you

that your Alma Mater is in a most healthy and satisfactory condition.

The gaps in the faculty made by the death of Dr. Hobson and the

retirement of Dr. Hill have been most satisfactorily filled by the ad-

vent of Drs. Macintosh and Boyd, respectively. These brethren have

added vastly to the strength of the seminary and you will be grati-

fied to know that in tone and spirit they are perpetuating the tradi-

tions so familiar to you all. Not only is the faculty complete and in

normal strength, but the seminary is keeping pace with the progress

of the world in educational methods and standards. The curriculum

has been revised. It now includes instruction in Sociology, Missions

and Religious Education. You will be glad to know that, as when
you were in the seminary it was the ambition of the faculty to have

the best balanced and vital curriculum, and that you had the advan-

tage of that ambition, so in these more modern days we are trying to

give your successors in the seminary the best and most practical

type of training for the ministry of the day. Our numbers, which

were rather depleted by conditions of the last two or three years,

have picked up with surprising rapidity and the prospect of a fur-

ther increase is quite bright. Your class still holds its proportion of

representation on the Board of Directors in the persons of Drs. Stark

and Hawley. This is a fact that gives me peculiar gratification. I

shall look forward to the annual letter with great interest.

MRS. R. M. DILLON, Paoli, Ind.—I am glad indeed to have re-

ceived copies of the class letter as they have been issued, and great-

ly enjoy hearing from the members of the class, all of whom were

dear to my husband. During the past year I have been called upon

to give up another of my dear ones. My baby boy, Edgar Hugh, aged

ten years, passed away February 12, 1920. He had a severe attack of

whooping cough but was recovering very nicely when he took the flu

and was ill but four days. When he passed away I was in bed with
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the same disease, also my mother and my daughter, Mary Margaret.

It seemed so hard that I was not able to care for my boy in his last

hours. In the Herald and Presbyter of April 7th you will find the

obituary of Dr. and Mrs. Frazer. He was my mother’s only brother,

and their bodies were brought here for burial. We had three funerals

within three weeks. We have been in towfi this winter. Craig, the

eldest son, is married and lives in Indianapolis. Dorothy is physical

director of the Y. W. at Green Bay, Wis. My other two sons have

work all the time, with good pay, but it does not go very far in these

days. My kindest greetings to you all.

MRS. J. E. FOSTER (242 F. Street N. W.), Washington, D. C.—
The Fosters missed the class letter for two years, because we had

failed to send Mr Ward our new address, but Mr. Konkle has that

lack now supplied. My daughter came to Washington nearly two

years ago to take a position as chemist in the. U. S. Geological Sur-

vey, and I came here to be with her. My son, after being two years

in the service, was discharged last spring, and came to Washington

where he worked for the Government until September, when he re-

entered Illinois college. He was given a semester’s credit for his ar-

my service and was graduated at the end of the first semester. He
is now in Chicago, in the fuel department of the Swift Company. We
had the great pleasure of seeing Mr. Konkle last year in Philadelphia.

He was one of my dear husband’s close friends, and I was very glad

indeed to see him again. He took us sight-seeing, and he certainly

knows “his Philadelphia.” Should any of the class of ’92 be in Wash-

ington at any time, we hope they will look the Fosters up.

MRS. J. T. HENDERSON (4343 Kenmore Ave.), Chicago, 111.—It

is with mingled feelings of pleasure and sadness that I send greet-

ings to the class of ’92, the class that my husband loved so dearly.

His last class day was spent in St. Paul, where he with Mr. Ward
and Mr. McClintock met in our home and on their knees remembered
the classmates in prayer. As Mr. Ward has asked, I too observed the

day in prayer and supplication for you all, and again reading some of

the old class letters which are now dearer to me than ever. I shall

look forward to the class letter with eagerness, and feel a deep inter-

est in every member and his family. Since my husband’s death I

have made my home in Chicago, where I live a quiet and uneventful

life, making a home for my mother and brother. I would like to take

this opportunity to thank each one of you who sent me such loving

messages of sympathy at the time of my husband’s death.

MRS. GRAHAM LEE, Gilroy, Cal.—1 am glad to greet you, and to

add my line to the class letter, which is always so welcome to me. I

sorrow with your sorrows and rejoice with your joys. We are still
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out here on the little ranch, near Gilroy. The Lord has blessed us in

so many ways, and I am so thankful to Him. The four children, who
are fast growing up, are a great comfort to me. Mylo, the eldest, re-

turned from Prance last May, having been eight month “over there.”

He had twelve days in the front line trenches, and you may know I

was thankful to have him back home safe and sound. He is running

the ranch for me. Margaret, the next, is in the junior year at Occi-

dental college, Los Angeles. She is happy in her work and is a stu-

dent volunteer. Graham is also at home, much interested in ranch

life. Henry finishes grammar school this year. Poor old Korea—how
she has suffered—and how my dear husband would have suffered

with her, had he been in Korea during these trying times. What a

wonderful spirit these people have shown. The Lord help them.—

I

know He will, by making Himself more real to them. The latest

report tells of 2,400 new inquirers in Pyeng Yang, after the spring

classes, and these more in earnest than for several years past. So

the work goes on. I would love to be out there, but my work place

seems to be here just now, and I am trying to do what I can to help

along His kingdom here in Gilroy. In some ways it is harder than

Korea. Pray for Korea and her loyal people. My greetings and best

wishes to you all.

MRS. AGNES R. NESBITT (980 N. Church St.), Rockford, 111.

—

Our kind and faithful Mr. Ward has asked me to “send a message to

the beys.” It gives me pleasure to send greetings to the classmates

of my dear son. In these days of unrest and dissatisfaction I thank

our dear Heavenly Father that He has spared so many of you to

preach “peace and good will toward men.” May your work be abund-

antly blessed, and in years hence, when you are only waiting “till

the shadows a little longer grow,” have the satisfaction of knowing

your work is well done. May God bless you, each one.
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OUR CLASSMATES AT THE GENERAL ASSEMBLY.

Konkle writes as follows: Stark, McClusky* and I are the only

fellows of ’92 at the Assembly. Stark is in the hospital and I only

get a look-in occasionally as a rest from my own labors. But we
have had one of our several reunions at his bedside. His right eye

went out suddenly some time ago, and a specialist at . our Methodist

hospital, who found a new mode of operation for that trouble in

France, has made his the first case in America, and it promises to be

successful in restoring the sight. I found him whistling like a calli-

ope when I entered his room. They say he sings, too, but I do not

know what musical education “they” have had. They fed him while

I was there. Now, I ask yo % , if a man with one eye requires three

nurses in successive relays to feed him one meal, how much would
he eat if he had two eyes? For it required three successive nurses

to feed him that one dinner while I looked on in amazement, so to

speak. I recall that I ate half a chicken the last meal I had at the

Presbyterian hospital, and I thought I was making a record, but I

never had more than one nurse to feed me one meal. Stark reminds

me of the way our McCormick moderator, Sam Palmer, eats up As-

sembly business. He’s a good one, if he is from Ohio. It is the

great reunion Assembly, and it was dramatic to see our great church

statesman, the venerable and invalid Dr. Roberts, wheeled in on a

chair to hear the results of his life work for union and federation.

And the great Inter-Church debate reminded one of the greater

League-of-Nation debate—similar general belief in the need of unity,

but the constitution in each case giving cause for reservations by the

one body which had done so much to make the union possible. The

unanimous election of Palmer as moderator was a key-note event, and

a splendid one to witness. Ex-moderator Baer impressed me as the

biggest man in the Assembly.





ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
MCCORMICK SEMINARY CLASS 92.

Letter No. 29.

Minneapolis, Minn., June 13, 1921.

Dear Classmates—It is with extreme regret that we send out the
Class Letter under so late a date, but we have done the best we
could to induce some of the men to hurry up, and have waited a
long while for two of the overseas letters, which have not yet ar-
rived. It seems to your Committee that as the membership becomes
smaller we should have a more tender regard for each other. Here’s
hoping for better things next year . The roll call is as fallows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, Cal.—April 7th I was aroused from my
slumber at five in the morning and asked if I desired to go fishing.

Can a duck swim? I was on deck in no time and fishing, ere I re-

called it was the da^y of all days so sacred to the class of ’92. A
trout took my hook about the same instant I recalled the day, and
be it said to my credit, I caught the trout and remembered the boys
with a gracious God bless you all. From that time all through the
day I remembered you. It was the best class-day 1 in years, out there
in all God’s out doors. Yes, I’m here in Taft yet, but hope this

spring! will find a change. This is a great town. No wonder, though,
when one considers the na,me. There are many fine people here at-

tracted by the high wages. Teachers, even preachers, working in

the oil-fields. Our church has grown from nothing, practically, to

importance, and our Bible school has simply outgrown all accommo-
dations. The main work of the church is the Bible school. Strange
thing about it, there are more boys than girls in attendance almost
every Sabbath. In this field one must needs follow the Pauline
principle and be all things to all men if by some meatis men might
be saved. As a family we are all in fair health. God has been gra-

cious unto us and we are, glad. God’s blessing upon the boys and
their families of the class of ’9-2.

A. L. BERRY, (Hotel Silas), Springfield, 111.— (Berry is still in

the capital city of Ilinois, presumably engaged in agriculture. He
sent in his financial quota, but thought his life so humdrum that

the classmates wo'uld not be interested in his story. The editor pro-

tested, but protest evidently not heard.)—W.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kan. (?)— (It has been impossible to get
in touch with Boyd this year, though Hawley was commissioned to

secure his message, and as Boyd is the attorney for Park College, it
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appeared to be not a difficult task, though the result does not regis-

ter success. We miss his messages, as they give us another view
point on our work.)—W.

L. J. DAVIES, (Shantung Christian University) Weihsien China

—

(We are distressed that again we have to record that we have been
unable to secure a message from this our classmate on the other
side of the great seat, but have no doubt he is continuing in his great
work in the great university.)—W.

W. H. ENSIGN, Hopkinton, la.—Again we write in special pray-
er to God, and again w’e gladly visit through the class letter. We
must keep this going till the last of our number remains, and he
must write one for McCormick’s files as long as he lives. I hope
we may celebrate our thirtieth anniversary in a reunion at McCor-
mick. We miss genial Roland Williams; he and his good wife and
daughter entertained Mrs. Ensign and myself in their Cedar Falls
home at a fin'e repast during the Young; People’s Conference of our
Synod in that city in July 1919. What a reunion we had! My own
brother Samuel, passed away in November 1918; and now, as if to

reflect some of the glory of service, his son Russell is in McCormick
and his daughter Evelyn is under appointment to go as a missionary
teacher to Japan. Our church has had a splendid year and God has
given increase in membership and in benevolences. At our Lenox
College Commencement we expect Dr. H. C. Velte, of India, an alum-
nus of the class of 1879.

A. F. ERNST (935 North Thirty-ninth St.), Omaha, Neb.—Class
Day name just after our annual congregational meeting. The past
year has been a good one in our church. We received ninety-five

members and report a total of four hundred communicants. Our
church gave over six thousand dollars for benevolences and a like

sum for current expenses. We have a, balance of over one thousand
dollars on hand 1

, which is to go toward th'e fund for an addition to
our building to be used for a gymnasium and additional Sunday
School room. There is an increased interest in the church, which
believe is general, and I believe we shall all find more encourage-
ment in church work. We expect to have Gipsy Smith with us for

a great meeting next fall. Last summer I bought a beautiful resi-

dence into which we moved on July first. It is located in a fine sec
tion near the church and we are delighted to occupy for the first

time our own house. I have a splendid garden spot and invite you
fellows to come and taste and see that what I grow is g)ood. My
elder son, Edgar, is in business here and living with us,; but he is

miK-h interested in a young ln.dv here in the city and is likely one
of the<?e dav« to leave father and mother and cleave unto her. A. F.

Jr. entered High School in September and has grown almost as large
as his dad. We have all kept well and have been able to provide
r.^d eat. three meals a day. I am sorry to learn that Pence has been
ill and hope he has fully recovered. I favor the thirtieth Anniver-
sary reunion.

E. S. EVANS, Arlington, Kan.—With a four-day apology to my
credit, 1 address you. We are still at Arlington, and are happy in

the work. We have not made the gain we had hoped to make, but
oi^r people are kind enough to tell us the year has been a good one.
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We hope for a better year to come. We are planning for a daily

vacation Bible school. I hope we can make it succeed. I think
there is much to be accomplished along that line. It is the Bible
Study, we hope to make the main feature. I am just getting ready
to go to Presbytery, to vote against “Organic Union’’. For my own
part., I am ready to drop fads, and go to work. A re-union at the
Seminary next yea>r would surely be fine. Every one who could at-

tend would surely enjoy it. For my own part, I know not what a

year may bring. I have not learned to plan to go away, and I al-

wayfs feel that I cannot leave my work. I hope the coming year
will be a good one for each of us, and a year of advance for the
Master’s Kingdom.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio—It is with deep interest lint

I remember in prayer my classmates and their families this morn-
ing. We rejoice in what has been accomplished, and regret our
failures. I have not seen any of the classmates this year, but h°pe
to see Swallen and his wife and have them in our home in the very
near future. I have had charge of the Hopewell church here since
last September. We moved here in October. Hopewell is not far

from our home town of Millersburg. We have received twenty-four
into membership in the- church and now have 201 on the roll, geod
substantial people. This is a beautiful place, right in th^ mb’st of

the gas and oil field, so that we have free gas for the church and
manse, for fuel and light, and get $300 additional each year for five

years, and no hole to go down. The church property was leased in

this way about the time we came here. This is my wife’s home
church, and about half of these people went to school to her previ-

ous to 1892. Her father, mother and brother are buried here, and
her grandfather gave the two acres of ground which we are now en-

joying. If you want hickory nuts, walnuts, chestnuts and fruit of

many kinds, and a ( ride in our Ford coupe, come and pay us a visit.

We have fresh a.ir and sunlight in abundance on this high spot.

W. S. FOREMAN, (7219 Dale Ave.), St. Louis, Mo.—A little late

as usual, but in, just the same. I haven’t failed to get my squib
into the class letter a single time. That is a good record for sys-

tem, eh! and a little persistence (on the part of my wife.) Well, I

am in a happier frame of mind than when I last wrote. My wife
who was not expected to live but a short time when the last letter

went to print, I am happy to sa.y, is still with us and able to carry,

as usual, her household responsibilities. Her recovery was a direct

answer to the prayers cf the many who asked the Father to spare
her. All the best specialists of the city could offer us, a year ago,

was an agonizing few months at best; but no malady is beyond the
reach of the Great Physician, and to Him be all the Glory. My fam-
ily are still intact, both boys and daughter at home and are all en-
joying good health. My work is still with the Missouri Anti-Sa’oon
League. My hopes of being relieved from this post of duty seem to

be slim just now as the forces of evil are organizing for a mighty
comeback in 1922 for a Congress that will give us a stronger beer
and wane. Let every one of you classmates pray and preach, lest

we lose the benefits of this, one of the greatest missionary efforts of

the ages. Hoping all have had a great year. Now that we are sober-
ing up as a nation and one of the greatest enemies of the progress
cf the Kingdom is being done to decth, the opportunities for bring-



ing men into the Kingdom are greater thah ever before. I hope your
coming years as pastors will be marvelous indeed.

F. M. FOX (517 Westview Ave.), Germantown, Philadelphia,
Pa.—It has been a privilege to remember you all in special prayer
today. I am grateful for this anniversary, whiich still binds together
those who trained for life service together so many years ago.
Though we are all walking on the shady side of the hill, yet we are
not old, since one is no older than he thinks and feels. At any rate
after serving the Covenant Church, the united churches in Spring-
field for more than a year, leaving it thoroughly organized, we ac-
cepted a call to the Summit Church of Germantown, a part of the
preparing and six young men are studying for the ministry. We like

City of Brotherly Love. The church is in a strictly residence dis-

trict, one of the most beautiful places I have ever seen. It is a real

church of 650 members, missionary in spirit, having sent eleven
missionaries into the field, (we started another one to India last

month) another one is awaiting the definite call, two others are
it and pray that we may be able to lead them on to greater achieve-
ments. Milligan did a fine job of preaching in our church last va-
cation and we had the privilege of entertaining him in our home.
Then we had a good time together at Atlantic City later. He is

ready to do a splendid work in the church which opens to him.
Have not seen Stark of New York, two hours away* and Konkle is

a/bsent in Raleigh, N. Car., writing history. I have heard from both
of them recently. Mrs. Swallen spoke for us in Sprinfield and we
hoped to have Swallen come but moved before the plans were com-
pleted. When you come east, tarry in Philadelphia, and come out to

517 Westview Ave., Germantown, and we will all be glad. May it be
a good year for you all. Exodus, 23:20. Howr about the thirtieth

anniversary? Let’s celebrate it at rid McCormick Commencement
next year! I am willing, D. V. Write and tell Ward you will come.
Hurrah for Willard—bless him.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Hardin, 111.—How quickly April seventh
came this year, but it brings to mind pleasant memories. I thought
for awhile this morning that I would not write to the class this year,

for there is so little Jin my life that would be of interest to* the other
members of the class. Of course I have my church work, and la^t

year hyd it’s joys as we?l as disappointments,, but it was a. good year,

and I am happy in it’s results, though I wish it might have been
better. I think it would be verv fine for the class to get together
next year, and if there is a reunion, I will try to be there.

F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Mo.—Just had a visit from Swallen.
Som r of you will remember what a strenuous time a few of us had
for three years in pulling him through the seminary. But when I

have read and heard from others what a really great work he has
accomplished in Korea, I have been ashamed of the little some of
1 he rest of us are doing. But we also had a visit from his wife, and
I discovered the secret of the lad’s success. Here’s to Mrs. Swallen!
And here’s to the wives of the class of ’92! A big part of the suc-
cess of any of us is due to them. A lot of big things have been done
at Park during the past five years, but I don’t get any credit for

them. Those who know, say, “It’s Mrs. Hawley’s work.” And so it

is. And when I hear of some of the big things seme of you are do>
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ing, I say, “It’s his wife.” I’m for tho reunion in Chicago next
year. Why not have an illustrated edition of the clrss Icttir? Bles-
sings on your heads.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—Another year of work without any-
thing startling to report. Gocd results have come with the usual
amount of work accomplished in securing the same. With inter-

church delusions gone and a general spirit of sanity on the increase
in the church and the nation, we may hope for a fair field of effort

in the midst of trying times, fn the home we remain as we wsr
last year, plus the added year of effort. A visit from Milligan was
greatly enjoyed, and we are hoping to have Swallen with us next
week. I am for a reunion of the class in 1S'22, our thirtieth anni-
versary. It will be practically our last chance, and we ought to

accept it. Sincerely hope it can be brought to pass.

J. B. HOWARD, Earlham, la.—On April seventh I sat down at

my typewriter and wrote a class letter, but forgot to mail it, and
here in Des Moines I got Ward’s letter punching me up. We h <vc

no news to write except a S350 raise in salary and our daughter
Dorcas teaching in the high school at Earlham. Our baby graduat-
ed from high school last spring, and is now teaching. We will send
her to college next year. Our eldest will scon be married and will

locate in San Pedro, Cal. Gladys, our third girl, is living in our
house in Des Moines, where she will probably remain until our re-

tirement, which we plan to do two years from this spring. I will

then be 65. We have had a delightful visit with Mrs. Swallen, en-

tertaining her in our home, where she spoke for us. Surely God is

doing great things for them and through them. Dear Williams is

gone. Poor man, life weighed heavily on him the last years. His
son is a 'very talented preacher in our presbytery, at Cclfax, la. I

have not seen many of the classmates this year. I was at Park col-

lege when Dorcas graduated last June. Hawley has a great school
and he has done a great work. I believe it deserves a million or

more from the Presbyterian church. To my mind the college at

Parkville is doing work that is superior to any with which I am fa-

miliar, and turning out a fine class of young people. I must now
close. My wife and I have been here at our Des Moines home for

several days, planting fruit trees, flowering shrubs, etc., getting

ready to move in two years hence, if not before. I hope to see you
all at the old seminary at the reunion next year. God bless you
every one.

B. A. KONKLE (Box 31), Raleigh, N. C.—Gentlemen of ’92, I

greet you from Dixie land. It is by no means a new experience, for

I have often written in and of the South. I little thought when, in

1906, I took James Wilson’s remains from this state to Philadelphia,
that fourteen years later I would be writing a life of North Caro-
lina’s great governor of whig days, John Motley Morehead. My vol-

ume is practically a history of this state from 1800 to 1866, a great
story of physical and political development. The great war has de-

layed publication of my three works, for I should have had eight vol-

umes on the counters before this. I came down here January 1st,

and I go back home nearly every month. I saw Swallen, and had
him to dinner one das', and never a word did we say about the Jap-
anese. Swallen is so full of Korea, that I doubt whether he knows
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the Japs are there at all. Saw Stark several times, and he se-ems to

be moving pictures into the churches in fine style. Heard Milligan
preach a fine sermon in Yates Hill church, and exchanged a few
cracks with him as he went like an aeroplane through the Quaker
City. Pox seems to be there as I write, holding down the town
while I am away. My wife is devoting herself largely to college
settlement work in Philadelphia, under the direction of Davies’ sis-

ter, who is the Jane Addams of our town. My daughter graduates
this spring. Last spring I spoke before the Ladies Board of the Con-
federate White House Museum in Richmond; this month I am to

speak here in Raleigh before the N. C. Daughters of the Revolution
and Historical Society people, and next November I am booked to

again address the Historical Society of Pennsylvania. As to the thir-

tieth anniversary of ’92 at the seminary next year, I say, let’s go.

Blessings on you, every one.

/

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.—The new era has gotten such a
cinch on me that in spite of good intentions and spiritual interces-
sion for the heroes of McCormick ’92, my class letter failed to ma-
terialize on April 7th. If ai real repentance again opens the door,

my pen is hereby indicting the words thereof. The fellow who loves
to say good things about his friends is, so far as he knows, as vigor-
ous and active as ever—still busy boosting the Great Cause and
preaching the Gospel. Our family is still the same as of yore, with
the addition of eight hearty grandchildren. My church is growing
in every way. I was looking over the list of the clasis to find a can-
didate for stated clerk o.f the General Assembly and found the hearts
of every one of you of the rig|ht color, the weight and quality of the
grey matter up to the required standard. I realize, however, that
the commissioners to the Assembly hare no wav to discover this in

time to put the right man under a microscope and each take a look
so that they might vote with the needed Presbvterian assurance.
Pennsylvania has been singing the praises of Dr. Gemmell, andsure-
Iv he is efficient, and not. fair from the perfection aimed at by our
class, for he trained with us awhile. As educational chairman of

our presbytery, it would give me great pleasure to share with you
the literature that the new era has provided for this wo^k. I have
sufficient for the entire class. Be assured that I am happv. and
wish you all could share my joys. Read Psalm 128, if you are anx-
ious for more particulars of your humble servant.

P. W. MeCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.— fThe be^t information ou -

fnirmble at this time indicates that Paul is still in Laurel, Miss.,

having charge of the educational work in a very large church there,

and giving much of his time to the music of the church. If he has
free access to the pme cr^an it is not. surprising that it is hard to

got am v word from him, for we all know how passionately fond of

nm> ho has always boon. \y>iite to him and tell him how m n nh
v.T mi rp his messaiges.)—W. The following letter from Mrs. Mc'Clin-

received as we were going to press, gives us a little informa-
tion concerning! our dear classmate, which is gladly accepted. “This
i s just to carry our greetings to all the members of the class. My
husband is very busy, and I believe very useful these days. The
Sunday school has more than doubled and the church grown verv
much since he has been here. Our only regret is that in Mississip-
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pi we almost never meet any of our old friends. Affectionate re-

gards to all the members of the class.”

EDWARD W. McCLUSKY (225 South High St.), Belleville, 111.

—

You see I live on “High” myself, but Foxy has at last reached the
“Summit.” He was always a good climber save once when, in 1891,
he attempted to climb on a» Chicago cable car and broke his ankle.
He got well and tried it again. That time he caught the “Grip ’

and now he is at the top alright. Our class distinguished itself at

the last Assembly. I was the only member who was a commissioner.
1 understood there was to be some “Light” there from Nebraska, but
I failed to discover it. Everybody seemed to be in the dark. Kcnklo
is entirely wrong as to who was the biggest man in the Assembly.
You know Konkle lives in one of those townis of which Philadelphia
is a suburb. One day we lunched together in a cellar—apologies to

Uncle Sam and Mr. Volstead—£ind Konkle paid the bill. After
lunch we were both taken to the hospital. No, we were not disabled,
but Stark was. I have often wondered how we got out of that hospi-
tal. Being a noted (?) commissioner I was asked to preach in one
cf the most promineint churches in the city. None of the Board of

Publication inhabitants seemed to know where it was situated. Hunt-
ing some Presbyterian churches in Philadelphia is like hunting a
needle in a haystack. I have engaged Hawley to ch.s,pcrone my
youngest daughter, for which I pay him a largp salary. Thanks,
Hawley, I’ll write you personally later. 1 no longer look like the
president, but when I ride my bicycle wearing a Prince Albert coat

the people still stare and murmur something about Woodrow Wilson,
private citizen. My son, having been compelled to give up the pas-
toral work is general advertising and sales manager of the best

manufacturing plant in this city. Lately the Streator (111.) church
sought him as pastor, he having preached there as a student. My
eldest daughter has established a monarchy by marrying a man.
named Koeniig, a Methodist preacher’s son. “Ain’t it awful, Mabel?”
Lillian, the “tow head” is children’s librarian here. Mother and I

still laugh and cry and pray together, and to-day we send love to

you all, and vote for a 1922 reunion. I always knew Boyd was no
fool. Great letter, old main.

R. H. MILLIGAN (253 West ICOth St.), New York—Since leaving
Portland last July, I have seen several of our fellows, Fox, Stark,

Hinitt and Konkle—Fox and Hinitt for the first time in many years.

I wonder whether you all realize how greatly these four men raise

the general average of our class—Konkle, in good looks; Hinitt. in

scholarship; Stark, in ability; Fox, in character; and all of them
in human intelligence. I supplied Fox’s pulpit during his vacation,,

aind I found the whole city of Springfield, sixty thousand people,

mourning over his resignation, since they had come to know him as

some of us know him. Later in the summer Bre’r Fox and I spient

a week kicking up our heels in the surf at Atlantic C'ity. Being used
to the Pacific for these ten years, the Atlantic Ocean seemed very
small indeed for bathing purposes —terribly confined—but I made ro
complaint. It was like Konkle to come all the way in to Philadel-
phia from his home in Swa.rthmore just to hear me preach. Think
of that! He was dreadfully disappointed in the sermon. But I

greatly appreciated the downright friendliness that brought him to

the service. I have heard great praise of the work that he is do-
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ing. Hinitt has a cnurch in Indiana, Pennsylvania, sufficient in
size to accommodate the whole city, and I imagine that one could
take the census of Indiana any Sunday morning in his service. I

spent a delightful day with him; and without asking his permission
1 recommend a day with Hinitt to any of you who may be in extreme
need of tonic, He keeps open house. Still, as a matter of polite-

ness I hope that you will notify him before your arrival; and please
don’t all come at once. Stark is my near neighbor here in New
York, and the way that we two young fellows sometimes carry on
is something awful. I will admit that Stark occasionally goes too
far. In spite of the grievous loss of the sight of one eye he is still

game, and is making good, as you would expect. He had a great
war experience in Europe,and he tells it greatly. I know no man
who gets so mad when he talks about the Germans. Portable furni-
ture is not safe in the same room with him. But a German in the
same room with him would need to be exceedingly portable. I might
havo mentioned that Mrs. Stark has insisted upon storing their fur-

niture and renting a furnished apartment. This arrangement, 1

imagine, will continue until Harry’s patriotism subsides to the sta-

tus of normalcy. I hope that Ward, at his own expense, is making
ample provision for a great reunion next year—our thirtieth anniver-
sary. It ought to be the biggest celebration of modern times—such
a “blow-out” that the “ninety-twos” shall henceforth be known as the
“ninety-toots”. The foregoing is only an introduction to what 1 had
intended to say in this letter. I have stimply been warming up for a
start; after which start I would probably have stnicken out every-
thing I have said thus far. But a peremptory “reminder” from Hin-
itt, delivered at this very moment, commands me; so I hastily sign
my name and leave the letter unwritten.

WILLIAM PARKER, Knowlesville, N. Y.—I have not much to

contribute to the class letter at this time, but I shall be very glad to

receive another united expression from you all as to how it goes
with you. Last July I returned to New York state after a year’s pastor-

ate in Texas, and have gotten back to an old presbytery to which I be-
longed soon after leaving the seminary. The Knowlesville church is

an old organization, and the best rural church in Niagara presby-
tery. We have a graded Sunday school, study classes for young and
older persons, Christian endeavor, boys and girls scouts, a brother-
hood with at least 110 members present at every meeting during the
autumn and winter months, and a similar organization for women
numbering 100 members. Now, what more can I write? I have had
another breakdown in my health, so that I may have to move to a

more southerly climate for next winter. Would any of you fellows
like the pastorate of this church? Let me hear from you. It is a

fine congregation in every way, and a good salary.

E. H. PENCE (E. 17th and N. Sc;huyle<r St.), Portland, Ore.—

I

have word from W. S. W. that I’m canned; that, having proven my-
self a castaway, what profit were my preaching to the others of

you. There is irrefragiMe logic in his position, and only the noted
elasticities of his clemency, and the inexhaustible resources of his

oil tank to keep full the lamp to burn now admit my tardy arrival
to recognition. We all get sick, off and on, more or less—but I ha.d

mine in mid-October, just past, and for the first time since we sep-
arated in ’92 I had to indulge an extended absence, two full months.
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from my pulpit. But I’m alright again, thank you. Maybe I had
not gotten back to normal after the strains of war work. For
awhile it appeared that I would be the messenger of you chaps on to

the boys who have gone. It has been good to see Scott Smith a
couple of times per year. He failed last year at Synod to rally to

the support of my eulogies in nominating him to Moderatorship of Sy-
nod. Being absent, he could not serve. Ward made us happy early
last summer by a visit. He took a most uncley interest in his
hordes of gookish nephews. If a likeness of one of these, my prog-
eny, and therefore a nephew to all of the rest of you, my brethren

—

appears as part of my letter this year, it will be in the interests of

explaining Scott Smith’s cryptic allusions in his last year’s letter,

and also of some references which Waird may make. All of which
is scarcely theological enough to merit admission to this apostolic
encyclical, but can claim sufficient justification to the editor as be-
ing in the interest of a relieved mental tension upon the rest of you
who have not seen a “gook” or a “konko.” Milligan I miss like ev-
erything. He left Portland about a year ago. I had a letter from
him in which he instructed me about addressing him. I wrote, fol-

lowing instructions; the letter was not returned to me, and I must
presume either that he received it, or that some person impersonat-
ing him claimed it at the post office. A scurvy act, but the wretch
was sufficiently punished if he tried to read it. I have no sympathy
for him. I am trusting to Ward’s usual instinct for missing men to

find Robert and to get this word to him. And now, May 7, I get a

postal from Ward. He tells me that Berry, Boyd, Davies, McClin-
tock, Prentice, Tate and Woods are delinquent. I wonder if by chance
it appears indicative of a lapse of rassionate enthusiasm— that Ward’s
noted patience must thus be irked. If he’ll ha!ng cn, it may be that
out somewhere upon the limb of our second childhood we may be
cycled upon a recrudescent return to the ardours cf the days just

subsequent to graduation. Boys, let’s keep her up. Any one may be
the last, for if ever Ward gets writer’s cramp, it’;s good night to

this serial. Blessings on all of you.

0. L. PRENTICE, Romney, Ind.—After several ineffectual at-

tempts to secure a message from our dear old Prentice, who has nev-

er before failed us, I received the following from his son John, wrho
is pastor of the Sutherland Presbyterian church, Indianapolis: “Fa-
ther is wjpll, and still balances the 200 weight. He is at Romney,
where he has been for the past nine years. About a year and a half

ago he had a successful operation for a cataract. Before this he
was unable to) read for almost a year. Now he has sight in one eye,

reads, drives a flivver and bestows wistful glances at his grandchil-
dren., Two of his sons are ministers, one of his daughters has gradi-

uated from Western College and the other will take her second year
at Wooster next year. He is the moderator of h,is presbytery, Craw-
fcrdsville. Mother is well. I am sure I have not given you all the
things you wanted to know, but since my class, McCormick ’18, has
not started the class letter practice 1 have had no previous experi-
ence. You may be assured father wr ill knowr that he has negleced
his duty. I trnst this will be of some little service to you. May I

congratulate you on having such men as Dr. Swearingen in the West.
I was a commissioner under him. He is a wonderful moderator. I

just noticed his name on your letter head.”
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U. G. SCHELL, Heavener, Okla.—On the whole this has been a
good year, and while expansion has not been so marked as in previ-
ous years, it has been satisfactory. Our church is now planning to

revamp, repair and enlarge capacity for Sunday schoal and social

purposes. I began my fifth year of service here April 1st, and my
health is reasonably gpod. Our daughter will graduate in June,
with the highest honors, from the Western College for Women at Ox-
ford, Ohio, being one of three in her class admitted to the honor
society. My son is making good in the railway service-, being clerk
fcr the chief despatcher here, and in line for a good position. We
are expecting to keep our family together this summer, but cannot
hope that this shall be prolonged beyond- that period. I appreciate
being in so honorable a company as our class, rejoice in the success-
es of each member, and have great expectations for the future of the
boys of ’92.

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Ore.—For once I mean to be on time,
even though it be jfust -a line to let the fellows know that Smith is

still on the job. The year has been one of busy routine work, and
yet one which we believe our Master has honored. We have receiv-

ed five on confession of faith, baptized three adults and eight chil-

dren. We are closing our work with this good people after nearly
seven years of hard but pleasant service. When we came here,

September, 1914, they had a heavy debt upon their building, which
was just nearing completion, and they were much discouraged and
ready to quit. They have since paid off nearly the entire indebted-
ness and have increased the pastor’s salary from fifty to one hun-
dred dollars each year. We had greatly hoped that the church should
become entirely self-supporting before we closed our labors, but they
will need home mission aid for another year. We are taking up an-
other work in this same presbytery, Coquille, and will move the fam-
ily as soon as school is out atnd we can secure a suitable building in

which to live. Just now all roads lead to Coquille, and the matter
rf getting a house is a very serious problem. The only thing to

be done, as far as we can see, is to g)et busy and build a manse, and
this is a big undertaking for the little handful of people who for the
past two years have been federa fed with the M. E. church South,
and must now come to self-support or die, because the Board of

Home Missions has refused them further aid. Ward says to vote on
the thirtieth anniversary reunion next year. I would be very glad
indeed if we could all get together on that occasion. Probably we
ra'nnot all meet there at that time but we can all send our photos
to Ward and have another pictorial edition of the class letter. I sug-
gest that we have such a letter, and then honorably retire our faith-

ful and untiring Ward by retiring the letter. If we are to have such
a letter, let the pictures be up-to-date, no back numbers. We want
to see the faces of the men as they appear after thirty years of serv-

ice, and rot as they appeared some years ago. Good wishes and ear-

nest prayers for each one of you.

H. R. STARK (920 Broadway) New York.—Time—and Konkle

—

have an unpleasant way of recalling us to our duty. Both remind
me that another anniversary is at the gate. For once I shall write
on time. This morning my thoughts have 'been wandering back to

the old days and haunts of 29 years atgo. In the absence of the class

picture to look at as an aid to memory, I have sought in imagination
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to recall the “spittin image” of each one of you, first, as you used
to be in those days, then as I fancy most of you are now. In the
mere attempt there was pleasure, fellowship, and uplift. Last year
when the class letter was printed I was in a hospital in Philadelphia,
temporarily laid aside with a serious operation upon my right eye.
Though the specialist had hoped for a successful issue of the opera-
tion, I regret to say that after a year no benefit has been derived,
and while the appearance of it has not been affected, I have suffer-
ed the complete loss of sight in that eye. Some day I am still hoping
it may return. Meanwhile, like others, I shall have to say, “Thy
will, not mine, be done,” and get along with one, thankful that I have
that. Acting on my specialists’ advice, I have decided, for the time
being, to 'give up all thought of resuming the pastorate, and to take
up something requiring less reading and study, that I may conserve
the strength of my other eye, until I sec how it stands the added
burden put upon it. Last September I accepted a position with the
International Church Film Corporation of this city engaged exclu-
sively in the production and distribution of motion pictures for the
use of churches and Sunday schools. As you know, it is practically
a new movement, but we feel that the possibilities of usefulness are
limitless, and the field is unoccupied. We believe that its power
for good is as great as its power for evil. In the hands- of Chris-
tian men, and controlled hy motives of unselfish service, it can be
made an instrument of righteousness for the advancement of the
Kingdom. Either the church must christianize the movie, or the
movie will unchristianize the church. It is really remarkable to

witness the gradual awakening of the churches of all denominations
to the value of this mighty instrument. I trust you will all lend
your hearty support to the movement which carries with it such
potentialities. Two more of my classmates have decided to come
east. Fox, after a life of strenuous activity in the Middle West,
has conclluded to retire from active life, and spend the evening of

his days in the sunset glow of the rest that remaineth to the min-
isters of Philadelphia, as a sort of earnest, and prophecy of that real

rest that awaits the true and the faithful in the next world. By
thus retiring early he will doubtless add some years to the alloted

t.hree-score and ten, and I shall have the chance to see him oftener.

Milligan, too, is another star that has arisen in the East. He is a

near neighbor of mine, and he warms his feet several times each
week at our fireside. There is no more welcome visitor at our home
than he, and I cannot tell you how much his company has meant
to us this past winter. We walk and talk together; we eat and
drink together; we work and play together; we go to church, and
stay alt home together; together we burn the midnight lamp, dis-

cuss and settle vital problems secular and ecclesiastical, national,

and international, particular and universal—to our great satisfac-

tion. He is a friend worth having. May his shadow never grow less.

We have become veritable David and Jonathan. The l?vdy of the

house is in her usual good health and seems to grow younger with

age. Our daughter Edna is with us, and at present has a good

position in a downtown office, not far from mine. Walter, now in

the employ of the National City bank of Wall street, was sent by the

bank to London last year to study British finance, returning in Feb-

ruary to accept an appointment with the International Banking Cor-

poration to a position in one of their foreign banks in Kobe, Japan,

where he now is, and expects to be for four years. 1 cannot close
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this letter without a reference to the sad loss which we all feel so
keenly in the taking away of our dear classmate^ W. R. Williams.
He and I were like brothers. We had been neighbors for years both
in Iowa and in Indianai. He was a noble soul, a sweet Christian
character, whom it was good to have known, and who once known
never can be forgotten. He was a preacher of unusual power, with
all the Welsh enthusiasm, fire, and inborn genius for preaching. A
glorious reward is his. May God bless and comfort his dear ones
left behind. For the class reunion next year my vote is YES.

GRANT STROH (601 College Avenue), Wheaton, 111.—The years
seem to pass more and more swiftly. My present position contains
little of monotony. Each day is full of interesting work, and no
two days are alike. The Moody Bible Institute is a very busy place,

aind students and faculty alike have no time to waste. My family
is widely scattered. Two in China, one teaching in a high school in

Wisconsin and one a freshman in Wooster college. Mrs. Stroh has
been with me at the Institute most of the year, but we have pur-
chased a home in Wheaton, 111., and expect to move soon after the
first of May. I had the pleasure of dropping in upon Hawley in the
fall, a,nd catching a glimpse of his important work, and had the
pleasure of several visits with Swallen, who attended our Founders’
week Bible Conference here in February. Both classmates are do-

ing a great work, as you all know, and we rejoice with them in it.

Again our hearts have been saddened by the calling home of anoth-
er classmate during the year, but another victor has gone to his re-

ward. I vote for the reunion next year, our thirtieth anniversary,
and will do anything I can for the boys if you will come.

H. B. SUTHERLAND (2619 Oak Park Ave.) Minneapolis, Minn.
—Nothing spectacular or of sky-rocket effect to report for Home-
wood this year. We have plodded through the year, happily mark-
ing progress. Our annual meeting disclosed the fact that we have
made a net gain of ten per cent numerically so far as membership
counts, and a “seven times” 10 per cent gain in cur offerings. Best
of all, it was in the hearts of our Homewood people to vote another
increase to the pastor’s salary. We are hoping that this adding of a
few hundred dollars to the salary may become an annual affair—

a

fixed habit in Homewood. Ward came over on our anniversary dav
and spent a couple of hours with us. Together we harked back in

memory some twenty-nine years. It made the day all the more
worth while. Ward knows the class of ’92 as no other member can
possibly know it, and I wish all you fellows could know how gen-
uinely he has you on his heart. Since our last letter it has been
my good fortune to grasp the hand of Swallen, the first time for

many years. He tarried for a day in the Twin Cities. On top of

thts came another treat a few days ago, a hand-clasp and visit with
Young’s “better half”—her work with the Women’s Board having
brought Mrs. Young to Minneapolis. It is needless to say that Mrs.
Young “made good” on her mission here. We number one less than
last year, now that Williams W. R. has passed on. However, the
promise is that a goodly number of the class will round out full

thirty years of service. And, judging by the spirit of the class let-

ters, there will be no grand rush even then to “H. R.” attached. 1

vote for the reunion next spring.



W. L. SWALLEN, Wooster, O.—Last year I was left alone in

Korea—my family having returned to this beloved country. My lone-

liness pretty nearly did me up. I myself returned in July. My first

experience of interest in this country was with dear brother Ward,
who kindly taught me how to cross the streets in Minneapolis with-
out getting run over. My! I appreciated his nerve, and wondered
when I would be able to do it alone. I found my family—all except
my son, in the Sanitarium at Battle Creek, Michigan. They were
not sick, but there on other business. They put me in the Sanitari-

um the next day after I arrived and was kept there a month. (I

will not tell what they did with me) but when I left I felt more
like a youngster than I ha.d for ten years. I spent most of the win-
ter visiting churches from New York to Kansas City, observing how
the work was being done here and with what results, but especially

to tell of the wondrous work of Grace in Korea. I had hoped to be
able to visit many of you in your homes and to help stir up your
good people in your flourishing churches, but it seems I have not

found my way to many of you. I managed to call at Park and had
a good visit with Dr. Hawley. I did not recognize him at first, and
I could not think just why, but I finally waked up to the conclusion
that it must be that I was looking for a saint, when lo, and behold,
I was gazing at the face of a business man! I wonder if it would
affect all of us that way if we were to give up our churches. Well,
though Hawley’s looks have changed somewhat—looks so to me any
waiv—his heart remains the same. It was refreshing to meet him
with his dear wife and children in his own beautiful home. I am
delighted with the work he is doing, and I am going to turn over
to Park two of my girls and see what he can make out of them. A
great revival is going on in Korea just now. How I would like to

be there, and will be soon, I trust. I want to hurry back to those
beloved -people where I am needed more than I am here. We are
praying for a great world wide revival in the church. Would that it

7night come soon. This is a special time to be an ambassador of

the great King. It seems so many (I do not mean of our class)

have been playing false. Is it not time we were more fully appre-
ciating our high calling in Christ Jesus our Lord and King.

The King, His sovereign rights on earth,

Is coming to maintain;
He’s coming, as He said He would,

In righteousness to reign.

This world, so shattered, bleeding, torn.

Above all else, needs Love;
Not that which springs up from beneath,

But comes down from above.

No armies with their shot and shell,

Can bring to earth sweet Peace.
No juggling of the master minds

Can Satan’s grip release.

The world’s solution ’s not in man
But in the coming King.

’Tis He, and He alone for all,

The hoped-for Peace can bring.

Then let us pray, and hope, and wait;

And waiting, busy be,

To others telling of His Love,
i

Till we the King shall see.
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L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen.— (Tate’s good resolutions in regard
to writing his class letter on time have failed to bear fruit, and we
are deprived of the pleasure of hearing what he is doing in that far-

off land. Trust that he may write not later than Christmas in order
to get the message in time.)—\V.

R. O. WALKER (24 Buccleuch Place), Edinburgh, Scotland.

—

Greetings to you all, this time from Edinburgh. I am now on the mo-
dern Slanguage staff of the well-known Scottish school, George Wat-
son’s College for Boyis, within ten minutes walk of my ain fireside. My
chief subject is Spanish, but once every week I have the eldest lads
in the school for a Bible lecture or talk, fellows of 18 or so. They
are forced to listen to me, though I try to maike them listen wil-
lingly, taking as my subject for the year, “Paul: His Life, Times
and Writings.” One could scarcely choose a better theme. If any of

you should be wasting half the week wondering where your next
week’s text and sermon are to come from, a miserable state to be in,

try what this above old-fashioned theme will do. A splendid litera-

ture there is on the subject, and behind the literature a more splen-
did man, and the splendid man’s Master to spend the weeks and the
Sundays with, with undying interest. In fact, as a “working force
for putting of soul into life,” to quote from Boyd’s last year’s let-

ter, try Paul and Paul’s life. He will help us to save “losing our
soul” and beating the air. My wife and children are quite well.

My eldest has now taken first honors in French and German at Edin-
burgh University, and the others are also working steadily towa’

d

their goads. If any of you come over here, look me up. ’Twill be a
joy to see you.

W. S. WARD (2443 Harriet Ave.), Minneapolis, Minn.—It seems
such a short time since issuing the class letter, that I can hardly* re-

alize that almost twelve months have gone by, but so many things have
happened in that time that in some ways it seems much longer. It

was my great privilege to go to California last summer for a visit

with my dear mother, and on the way I took dinner with Ernst and
had a short visit with him amd his family. I also visited for a few
hours with Mrs. Lee, and found her and her children getting along
finely. Spent half a day or so with Pence and got acquainted with
those wonderful prehistoric creatures of which Smith wrote in his

class letter last yeair, and have a couple of samples on my desk.
They are certainly weird but very interesting characters, and Pence
is a wonderful man to have brought to light such remarkable look-

ing emanations of his own fertile mind. Early in February I went
to Missouri to bury my sainted mother, and saw the McCluskys for

a few hours, but missed Foreman as he was out of the city. How-
ever, I called up his house on the phone and was delighted to hear
the voice of his wife who was so. very ill last yeair that we did not
expect her to live, but she was almost miraculously spared. Swallen
was here for a short time last fall, and we greatly enjoyed his sta^

with us. I am still assistant superintendent of home missions in

Minnesota, and traveled over 20,000’ miles last year, but my health
is good, and my wife continues to improve, for which we are very
thankful. Our family is scattered, one boy in Davenport, la., one at

home, and the widows of the other boys are widely separated, one in

California and the other in Florida. One of the- sorrows of the year
was last September when I went to Columbus Junction, la., to ccn-
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duct the last services for our dear classmate Roland Williams. He
had been a great sufferer, and we rejoice that he has now entered
into rest eternal. Sutherland and I had a prayer meeting on our
class day and remembered the boys of the class and their homes and
work. It is good to have him here. I see him quite often at Pres-
bytery and other meetings, and he is doing fine things at Homewood
church. God bless you, each one-, and may many of us be permitted
to meet at Chicago next spring.

J. G. WOODS, Mayaguez, Porto Rico.—(Our classmate who pre-
sides over the work of the U. S. Government in the customs depart-
ment, in the land where grape fruit abounds, has not yielded to our
tender solicitations, and we have to record no message from the is-

land o/ sunshine and flowers and tarantulas.)—W.

^ J. F. YOUNG (204 W. Brown St.), Iron Mountain, Mich.—This
is the day, and Ward is waiting. I think I will surprise him. Per-
haps it will startle him to get my' class letter tomorrow. It does not
seem to me that I have much to write. If I told the story of the
past year it might be interesting, but tedious. If told, two words
should be written over it, viz., “waiting” and “homeless.” But I do
wish to bear witness to the care and keeping of the Heavenly Father.
Mrs.’ Ycu'ng ^nd Herrick were both very ill with “flu” last May, but
an out-of-door summer at Winona Lake built them up, and we have
all been very well since. Mrs. Young has been in Minnesota for near-
ly a month now, as field secretary for the Women’s Foreign Mission
Board, and has had visits with two of you. Herrick is a senior in

the Green Bay (Wis.) high school. Our “laries and penaties” are in

Omaha. A bit scattered? Yes, I think if never before we knew the
meaning'of the word “homesick” we do now. I came he’’e in August,
partly as an experiment, and partly because these people offered me
three thousand dollars salary and an old manse, which I rent for

thirty dollars a month and feel like a rent-hog in doing it. This is

a northern mining town, dirty, rambling, bedraggled, and up to ten
months ago well-nigh hopeless. There had been two mines here,

but one was closed and flooded, and the people feared lest the other
should pass the same way. Then came Henry Ford with several

millions and great plans, and hope mounted. Now industrial condi-

tions are such that even Henry is not talking with as much quick-
ness. The church has gotten awake, at least she seems to be rub-
bine her eyes. They pay my salary ahead of time and seem happy
in doing it, and a goodly number of people have united with the
church and come into the Kingdom, and they seem likely to build a

new church. We have not felt justified in moving our goods here,
as the winters are long and severe, and I dread the bite of “forty

below.” My tastes and energies at my age do not long for pioneer
work.such as this will be at least for a number of years. What the
future holds, I know not. Enough concerning the Youngs. I did re-

member you men of ’92 in prayer today. The Lord keep us and use
us, everyone. Oh, yes. If Ward wonts it, a reunion next year will be
the thing. If he wants it, that should settle it.

CONCLUSION—As I have read and reread these letters from the
classmates I have rejoiced in all their successes, and thanked the
Heavenly Father for all they have accomplished for Him. I am sure
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that we all miss the cheery messages of the boys who for so many
years greeted us from various parts of the world, and who have
now gone Home. This should make us more loyal to those who do
remain, and give us a deeper interest in this bond of our fellowship,

our clasis letter. The thirtieth anniversary reunion will take pilace at

commencement time next year. We are grateful for the splendid in-

vitations from members of the faculty. As we have a classmate in

Chicago, Stroh, I will appoint him a committee to arrange the details,

and you can depend on the necessary arrangements for our comfort and
enjoyment being made in due time. We hope that as large a num-
ber as possible will be present. Make some sacrifices to get there.

This will possibly be the last of c.ur great reunions.—W. for the Com-
mittee.
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GREETINGS FROM OLD FRIENDS.

J. G. K. McCLURE (2348 N. Halsted St.), Chicago, 111.—No
one could be more appreciative than I am of the faithful service

that has been done by your classmate Ward year by year in secur-

ing material for your class letter, and in issuing that material in

such attractive form. I study each of these letters with the most
careful attention, noting each experience through which the mem-
bers of the class have passed, and I sympathize with them in their

trials and I rejoice with them in their successes. The Class of

1892 has accomplished blessed results for the world’s good. That
good has been done in every part of the wide earth. The knowledge
of what the class has accomplished is an immense stimulus to the
life of the Seminary today, for it puts cheer into the hearts of the
Faculty, and it stirs the energies of the- undergraduates. I earnest-
ly hope that in 1922, when the class celebrates its Thirtieth Anni-
versary, as many members of the class as possible, will return to

the Seminary for the Commencement week. We a,re making special

efforts in these present days to have our Commencements so attrac-

tive and satisfying that the Alumni who return will feel that their

visit to their Alma Mater has been both a jioy and a, profit to them.
The presence c*f the members of the Class of 1892 will do much to

give eclat to the cpincluding week of the Seminary life in April 1922.

We shall look for you with eager anticipation.

A. C. ZENOS (2 Chalmers Place), Chicago, 111.—Ward’s reminder
concerning) the annual class day and the reunion of the
Boys of ’'92 in spirit and by letters addressed to him, comes as
a pleasant means of stirring up memories of mv first class in Mc-
Cormick Seminary. It is always a pleasure to hear from the Boys
of ’92 and to speak to .','.11 of them once a year through the class
letter. It is a greater pleasure of course to see them personally,
shake hands with them and hear more in detail of their labors and
their successes by personal touch and conversation. I hope no mem-
ber of the class will come so near my home as the limits of the
city of Chicago without giving me the privilege of seeing and speak-
ing with him by a visit to my study. We are certainly having a fine

year in the Seminary. The traces of disturbance of life on account
of the war are steadily disappearing. We have maintained our
numbers this year, and that me.ars that we Imne to gain with the
coming year. We are still below the high tide of the years ’92 to ’96

in this .particular, but the prospect is good for our climbing up to it

next session. By the way, next year will mark the 30th anniver-
sary of your graduation. I hope you are to have a reunion at the
Seminary at the commencement season. The 25th reunion is still

fresh in my memory and it would be a rare privilege to have a sim-
ilar season of fellowship and refreshment on the occasion of the
next anniversary. I trust the practical difficulties in the wav of. this

suggestion may not be insuperable. My heartiest love and the bless-

ing of God upon the Boys of ’92!
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WILLIAM ROLAND WILLIAMS

Rev. William Roland Williams passed away on September 22,

1920, following an illness of several years. Born in North Wales, the
son otf a beloved Welsh clergyman, he received his early training in
his native country. While still a young man he came to this coun-
try and completed his training at the McCormick Theological Semi-
nary,, being1 graduated in the class of 1892, and was ordained to the
Presbyterian ministry and served in that ministry all the years of

his life. He was united in marriage* to Miss Rachael Hughes, Colum-
bus Junction, Iowa, who together with three children survive the
deceased. The children are: Rev. E. G. Williams, Colfax, Iowa,;

Wendell Hughes Williams, Chicago; Grace Elizabeth Williams, Ce-
dar Falls, Iowa. The funeral services were conducted from the home
of W. H. Hughes, a well beloved brother-in-law, at Columbus Junc-
tion, Iowa. The remains were taken to the Central Presbyterian
church of that city, a church which was the scene of his ordination
and of his first pastorate. Rev. W. S. Ward of Minneapolis preached
the funeral sermon a,nd Rev. Dr. Ruston, pastor of the church assist-

ed. Interment was made in the Cambrian cemetery. The bare re-

cital of W. R. Williams’ academic and churchly achievements leaves

an immensity to be told. The greatness of the ministry is to be found
in such as he. He was rare in winsome power in those days when
we knew him first ait McCormick, and those of us who were unused
to the Welch accent early learned that when we could not understand
Roland’s words, the man spoke always so plainly that we could not

mistake his meaning,—we could take him absolutely upon trust of his

gracious kindness. A native of Wales, son of the manse, dedicated
by every yearn of his soul to the ministry, he brought to America his

talent and gave it utterly to his commission. In its variety df tal-

e’nts and parts ’92 was an extraordinary class. There is a subtle

touch upon the memories of those gone. Nesbit, our first fruit, Mert
Smith, Boone, Lee, Foster, Sam Moore, the two Williams, John Hyde,
Jack Henderson,—there is a haunting fragrance of God’s veritable

Presence in the recall of these men. As widely different in the inci-

dentals of person and character as could well be conceived,—but one
supreme fact commonly characterized them all,—the devoted passion
of loyalty to Him in whose glorious Presence they now stand. But
Roland Williams irradiated a gracious transparency which was his

alone. A wisdom, not this-worldly, shaped to the ends of a gentle

love, gave rare complection of sanity to Roland’s speech. He illus-
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trates that iin loving one always plays safe, and that the greatest ag-
gregate strength in a life is to be had in being always gentle. Ro-
land’s early self-committal to this tra^it in his Master saved him
from, the need of finding this out only after much waste of power and
after long and costly experience,’

—

the price most of us have paid to

learn it. We knew little in the Seminary of each other’s endowments
of talent save as an academic recitative aptitude, or its absence, gave
hint; we were unable to know whether or not Roland was to turn out
to be one oif the Wales sons of thunder. But this we knew,—God had
already nurtured in him the thing basic to all ministerial achieve-
ment, namely, 'the power which he had in virtue of what he was, to

mold men.’ He always wooed our gentler natures, and in the pres-
ence of his purity we wanted always to be the high something at

which he accepted us. I hear now the cadent music of his voice. I

shall be disappointed a bit if, when I see him again,, his tongue
shall have lost the sweetness of its baffling accent. Thank God for

him, and for having knowtn him, and for the better men we are, be-

cause Rciland always conceived of and accepted us as so much better
than we were.,—(Pence for the Committee).





ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY CLASS 92 .

Letter No. 30

Minneapolis, Minn., May 29, 1922.

Dear Classmates—With joy we send out the Class Letter which records

the experiences closing the third decade of our labors in the Master’s vine-

yard. We are glad that so many of us are still actively engaged in His

service, and we rejoice with you as you read of the triumphs of the Kingdom
in which our class has had a share. And we are thankful to God that we
have been laborers with Him as well as for Him in this great enterprise of

saving souls. The roll call is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, Cal.—Thirty years ago today! It seems but

as yesterday when it is past, and as a watch in the night. I might ruminate,

expatiate, sermonate, (Let’s see if there is such a word. Evidently the

dictionary fellows have never met it. But you fellows know what I mean.
No, I don’t mean sermonize. You see I had to have something to harmonize

with ruminate and expatiate.) Thirty years! I am not thinking today of

the changes which have taken place in these score and ten years. Nor the

men who have gone to their reward. No, nor the little preachers who have

come into our households to carry on our work. What I am thinking of
f today is the work we ourselves directly and indirectly have accomplished.

If all the good could be rounded up, what an imposing sight it would be.

The men who have been reconciled to God thru our ambassadorship. The
men they have won, and the rest who thru them have been brought to God.
What a multitude! Beside, there is the storehouse full of good deeds done
in His name. The cups of cold water given. I believe there is material

enough in the three decades of work to enable a fellow to ruminate, and
in order to use ail the material it would be necessary to use all the other

“ates” mentioned above. I am not thinking so much of the good I have done.

That is small when compared to the good I know some of you have accom-
plished. And most of us are only now fully equipped to do more efficient

service. And possibly there may be another score of years of earnest work
for the Kingdom. As for me and mine, the Lord has been good to us. We
have had good health with plenty to eat and enough to wear; and more than we
could do in the vineyard of the Lord. I have just about recovered my strength

after the three years warwork service. I never realized how much of myse-f
I gave to that work until I began to recuperate. But I would not have missed
it for the world. I never pray, “Thy kingdom come,” that I do not think of the

hundreds of thousands of Testaments I gave to the men, who* at that time
seemed eager to get them, and equally as eager to read them. Good seed
may lie dormant a long time, but eventually it will bring forth the fruits of

repentance and good works. God’s word will not return unto him void. I had
the good fortune of meeting Mrs. McLeod and her family recently. Malcolm
Jr. is certainly a fine young man. What a reunion it will be on the banks of

that pure river, clear as crystal. How goodly a number are already there. God
bless their memory, and the work of the men still in the harness.
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A. L. BERRY, (Hotel Silas) Springfield, 111.— (Berry seems to be very

busy at this season of* the year, and has failed to send in his class letter.

He wrote to Stroh that it would not be possible for him to attend the

reunion, so the editor has no late news concerning him.)—W.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kas.—(Hawley reports Boyd as a very busy man,

a railroad attorney having large interests under his supervision. We miss his

virile messages, and hope that he may respond next year.)—W.

L. J. DAVIES (Shantung Christian University), Weihsien, China— (We
had hoped that Konkle’s inspirational invitation to Davies to send in his

class letter might produce results, but we are again compelled to record a

failure. We still have hope, because Davies wrote me as he was starting for

China that he would attend to his messages to the class and I am confident

he will do so.)—W.

• W. H. ENSIGN, (1156 East 17th South St.), Salt Lake City, Utah.

—

During morning worship and through the day we have prayed for you and
have tried to picture your persons and places on the mind. At General

Assembly last May there were ten of us—Dr. and Mrs. Young, Rev. and Mrs.

Swallen and daughter Gertrude; Ernst, Snyder, Hawley, and Mrs. Ensign and

myself. You may know we were McCormick ’92, loyal and true. Last July

there came to us the call to the Bible department of Westminster College

here and we have had glad and busy days. The eight years at Hopkinton,

the seat of Lenox College, our Alma Mater, were very precious and now we
want to be used of God in helping to plant and tend here another garden of

the Lord. Mrs. Ensign finds large opportunity in the church—Third Pres-

byterian—and I have preached some in a nearby church temporarily pastorless.

We both have work in the church societies, so the pastor’s heart is still ours.

This is a great mission field, and Bible knowledge is much needed; some
are so appreciative of its truth. The Faculty is composed of genuine
Christian people and they honor the Word apd works of God. President

Reherd is a McCormick man and one of God’s noblemen. We have met
many Christians here, and there is fellowship in all the Protestant churches.

Several men have spoken here:—Moderator Swearingen, Dr. Weir, Dr. C. L.

Thompson, Dr. Weston Johnson of San Francisco and others. We shall be
with you in spirit at the Thirtieth Anniversary but are too far away to be
present in the circle that will gather in dear old McCormick to celebrate God’s
mercies and the sweet comradeship of the class of ’92. “Be strong in the

Lord and the power of His might.” Ephesians 6:10.

A. F. ERNST (935 N. 39th St.), Omaha, Nebr.—I have been looking
over my records for the past thirty years and find that I have preached about
three thousand times. That would mean about fifteen hundred hours con-

tinuous preaching. Sp.aking at the rate of fifteen octavo pages an hour
the total amounts to 22,500 pages or fifty volumes of 450 octavo pages each.

I presume the prayer meeting talks and funeral discourses and miscellaneous
addresses would add fifty volumes more to the library. I know a great

portion of this has been chaff; but I trust there has been considerable wheat
that has served to feed hungry souls and to fall into the soil and bring forth

fruit. If all the sermons of the class of ’92 were published they would make
a great library, not only in the number of volumes but also in the true worth
of the contents. It has been a glorious privilege to proclaim the gospel for

these years. That is only one item in our varied and many sided ministry.

Surely we should be grateful at this thirtieth anniversary. The past year has

been another one of joyous service and rich blessings. My church has

prospered and not a discouraging thing confronts us. Gipsy Smith was here

in the fall for a big union meeting. The religious atmosphere was improved
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and Christian people helped. I had the privilege of attending the General
Assembly at Winona Lake and enjoyed delightful fellowship with some of

our classmates. Mrs. Ernst and myself have not been as well as usual this

spring and our plans for the next few weeks are uncertain. Our older son

expects to be married in June and that event needs attention. So I am not

sure that I can be at the class reunion. My heart is enlarged for all of you
and I pray for God’s blessing to rest upon you.

E. S. EVANS, Arlington, Kas.—Early this morning, I remembered that

this was the great day. Thirty years seems such a little while. “A span is all

that we can boast.” The year has been a happy one for us. We have put

the most that we could into our small field. A very interesting feature of

the work of the year was a Daily Vacation Bible School, which my sister

and I held for five weeks during the summer. We are planning for another

this year. During the summer we took an enforced vacation. It was our

privilege to revisit the home of childhood. I tried to shake hands with as

many of my old schoolmates as I could find. It was pleasing to see the

kind of men and women into which many of these had developed. During
this time, I met Findlay and Swallen and their families. It was a blessed

season of renewed fellowship, and I came back to the work with vigor fully

restored. Brethren, it is our great privilege to contend earnestly for the

faith once delivered to the saints. It is good to have such a gospel to preach.

I can not understand why the many are willing for pictures and amusements
to usurp the place of the gospel sermon. But still, faith cometh by hearing

and hearing by the Word of God. It is the spoken message that is the

power. With tender wishes for all.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio.—The close of this year finds us

continuing the work at Hopewell church, where the work has gone on quietly,

with nothing unusual to stir us up. We are getting ready to celebrate the

centennial of the organization of the church, the first three days of September.
We had the very great pleasure of a visit from Swallen and his wife and
daughter. It was a real treat to have him speak to my people in the morning,
his wife speaking in the evening, and the daughter sang at both services. It

was also a very great pleasure to have Evans and his sister with us for a

brief stay. I think I had not seen Evans since 1 was in his home in South
Dakota about two years after graduation. So many of the boys have passed

over to the world beyond our number seems so small now. I am always glad

to hear- from the families of the boys who have received their crowns.

W. S. FOREMAN, (7019 Dale Ave.), St. Louis, Mo.—I am going to

give Ward the surprise of his life by writing ahead of time and sending him
my fee for printing. The only fear I have is he may fall dead and spoil

our class reunion. I hope to get there and see you fellows again. Thirty

years seemed a long, long time when we looked at it from the front steps

of the Seminary as we stood there with our diplomas in our hands, looking

out on the wide, wide world and making our arrangements to take our first

step into the great untried fields, but when we look at it from our present

standpoint it seems but yesterday—for thirty years are but as yesterday
now that it is gone and thirty more and we will have about all been gathered
to our Father but we have been privileged to work during the thirty greatest

years of the world’s history. The world has made its greatest advance during
this period due, no doubt to our getting here just when we did. The
greatest advance in science, the greatest in manufacturing, the greatest in the
missionary activities of the church. We have lived, we have moved in a
grand and awful time—in an age on ages telling and no telling what will

be the future development of the things we have started: The wireless, the
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submarine, the aeroplane, the auto, Woman Suffrage, Prohibition and even

poison gas^ Ha! ha! We have had a hand in the greatest war in history and
in the reconstruction of the world after and now we are headed for a Universal

Peace. What more could we ask? Just now we are standing still wondering
what it all has meant. I feel like a fellow who had been tearing around
in a dense forest bumping his head now and then against a tree—then

tearing through the underbrush—climbing over rocks and suddenly found him-

self out again in the open trying to get his bearings, and trying to discover

which way he had better go. Oh, how we need some National leaders both in

the church and in the state. But we will wait. Sure deliverance will arise

from somewhere. Now as to our family we are no more and no less. The
Lord has been good to us in sparing our lives. Daughter is away this school

term teaching high school. Mother and the two boys are still about the same.

You are all familiar more or less with the great program of the Anti-Saloon

League to insure the final victory over the liquor traffic. I fear too many have

mistaken the foundation for the house and have thereby made it almost im-

possible to complete speedily the superstructure. Let us not be weary in our

well doing. The world is depending upon America to make this thing go.

If we fail, the liquor traffic will not only come back in America but will get

a strangle-hold on the world for generations to come. I hope to be at the

reunion. I wish every man could be there. Love to every one of you and a

prayer for your continued success. God bless and keep you and yours.

F. M. FOX, (917 Westview Ave.), Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa.— I

cannot express my regret for my inability to attend the 30th Anniversary of

our Class of ’92. The celebration of our 25th Anniversary with its fellowship

and prayers, was such a wonderful inspiration to me that I can scarcely give

this one up. As it is, from this distance I shall join you in thought and
spirit and prayer. I am sure we are all grateful for God’s presence which
has never failed us in these thirty years; grateful for those who have gone

to their reward and all that they have accomplished; grateful for those of

us who are spared to continue in the blessed ministry. I am sure that we are

all confident that He will lead us in the days that remain and will ‘show us

the glories of a setting sun. Here’s to the boys of 92, present or absent, God
bless them and theirs according to His riches in glory by Christ Jesus.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Hardin, 111.—Life today is not what I thought it would
be thirty years ago. I do not feel as old and worn out as I supposed I would.

The years have been very good to me. While I have had some sorrows and
many disappointments, the joys have far outnumbered the sorrows. While I

do not know how long I shall continue in active service, the past year has
been delightful, but when I see other ministers of my age rejected because
of the age limit, I presume my time is not far off, and I shall try to be pre-

pared for it. It is doubtful about my going to Chicago for the reunion, but

I certainly would be glad to meet the members of the class if I thought many
would be there. Our presbytery me ts at Chester on the 17th. I will be glad

to see the place where Ward used to preach, and wish he were going to be
there.

F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Mo.—Thirty years! and boys yet! Plenty
of gray hairs and bald heads and grandchildren have come to bless the class,

of ’92, but none of us are old. The talk about the “dead line at 50” is not
for us of that good class. Good years are behind us, the best are yet to

come. They have been b essed happy years in the House of Hawley and we
praise God for them and set our faces hopefully toward the future. Park
still lives and thrives and continues to bless the world. We are happy in

having a part in it. Blessings on you all.
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F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—The years succeed each other so rapidly

and the work continues along such obvious lines that it seems there is but

little that is new or strange to relate. We have had thirty years of the

leading of the right hand of the Most High, and that is worthy of grateful

mention. As to the past year it has been filled with the usual work. One
special feature with me has been the privilege of serving on the General

Ass mbly’s Committee on the reorganization of the Administrative Agencies of

the Church, an intensely interesting task. What the Assembly will do with

the report remains to be seen. I expect to be at the Assembly as a commis-

sioner, and hope to see some of the fellows of ’92 there. Family affairs remain

as usual with a good increase of health and happiness. The church work
goes well, and I am greatly enjoying it. Stark, Fox, Milligan and I had a

small but delightful reunion in New York in January. I wish that once again

we might all be together, but that seems one of the impossibilities. I hold

in affectonate memory all of the men of ’92. God bless them all.

J. B. HOWARD, Earlham, la.—Pence’s letter came ahead of time so

will write the sixth “Lest I forget.” I am now in my fifth year in this old

Quaker town. Boys if it has ever occurred to you that every Quaker has a

halo around his head, forget it. They are just exactly as human as the rest of

us, no better and no worse. Five years has usually found us restless. It

has been about our average. Though we never staid out our good will but

once in the thirty years since we left the seminary. That one time we just

had to make a sacrifice hit to save a fine location and the future of a good

church. It was worth what it cost. I have just looked up at the old Class

picture and all our old profs, have gone on but Zenos and Carrier. Twelve
of our classmates have joined them. I wonder how many of us are still

in the pastorate. I am not sure of but 19. How many are there. Ward?
Since Ensign left Iowa for the Mormon country, I am the only one left in this

best of the states. It is my old home state and the place is not far away.

One daughter has married since the last class letter and lives in Los Angeles.

Our baby is in Park College. One is Domestic Science teacher here. Mrs.

Howard is in fine health and still a wonderful help in the church. After

thirty-four years of life together, she is now, as we go down the slope together,

an ever increasing source of help and comfort. At 65 I cannot hope to preach
much longer as a pastor, but I praise God that I have had a part, however
li- tie, in conquering the world by the “Blood of the Lamb and the word of His
Testimony.” I pray for you all, that you may all continue to be fruitful and
that you may be comforted even as you have comforted others.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—Gentlemen of ’92 and especially, those

of you who go to Chicago for the reunion, I want to express my deep regret that

I was not with you there, especially as you were so thoughtful as to celebrate

my birthday at the same time, the 25th of April. Returning from the south on
Feb. 1, I found my new book in press, the Bryan book, and between that and my
prospective work. “Thomas Willing and the First Half-Century of American Fi-

nance, 1731-1821,” I have been so pushed that for the first time the class letter is

written as late as April 15. After the Bryan book is issued, the first book I have
published for fifteen years, my North Carolina book goes on the press, and a

trip to Chicago is out of the question, much as I want to go. In the next
three years I expect to issue four works, nine voulmes, the work of seventeen
years, and the job looks formidable enough, I assure you. I gained in health
and weight during my year in North Carolina, and am now doing some of the
best work of my life, and doing it more easily. I saw none of the class during
the year, nor have I heard from any, I think, except Ward; haven’t even con-

nected up with Fox in Germantown, though I have been hoping to every day.

I have given three addresses during the year, one at St. Mary’s Episcopal
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seminary for girls, in Raleigh; one before the City History Society of Penn-

sylvania, and one before the Historical Society of Pennsylvania. I have

written three sketches that have been published, and have had a good deal to

say in the Ledger along my line of political science. So you see I have “come
back” after my long illness. It seems good to be at home again, even after so

pleasant a stay as that in North Carolina. Of course you will all now bsgin

saving your money to come to the sesqui-centennial of Independence in Phila-

delphia in 1926.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.—You were in our thoughts many times

on this our class day. To me the memories of our three years at the dear

old seminary are all pleasant. We are hoping to hear good news from all the

survivors of the class. As men we are now just beginning to ripen. We were

never so able to do and appreciate. Ernst is the only ’92er I have met face

to face this year. Pence’s letter of repentance showed that he too had been

wrestling with the New Era, and was like Jacob, a better man afterward.

My year has been devoted to the home mission church at Sidney. We have

done our best to keep up with the new era literature sent out by the powers

that be. Our month’s vacation gave us an auto tour through Wyoming and

the Yellowstone Park. There we met the bears, elk, antelope, buffalo, and

great trout on the most familiar terms, and feasted on marvelous visions of

forests, lakes, canyons, geysers, and the eternal hills. Eight grandchildren

adorn our otherwise unchanged family circle. Our would-be medical mission-

ary is attending the medical school at Omaha, and occasionally hears Dr.

Ernst expound the Gospel. Our skies are bright, the vision within brighter,

and the struggle with our environment as delightful and interesting as ever.

The demands on the average pastor almost prevent the joy of old-fashioned

fellowship of friends, but we hcpe favoring breezes may blow some of the men
of ’92 to the reunion at McCormick.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.—Konkle’s reminder has lain on
my desk for some time; for after missing out on the class letter for several

issues, I am almost ashamed to write. I have been here in the south for

nearly four years and have enjoyed every minute of it. This is a wonderful

little town with a very wonderful church. We have many northern people,

Iowa, Michigan, Wisconsin and Ohio;—the lumber industry is our greatest

business; and our townsmen are united in making it the best city in the

state. My work is congenial if somewhat unusual. I have charge of the

church school, the music and the finances. Our little church of 371 members,
raised last fiscal year a budget of over $17,000. We are now beginning to

work on plans for getting a new plant; both church school and church.

Our present idea if carried out will mean a plant costing somewhere about
one hundred and fifty thousand; and will of course be largely expended in

the school building and equipment. Beside the usual work of a church we
are greatly interested in social conditions here, and have at work a negro
preacher through whose activities we hope to establish a better relationship

between the races, at least locally. We do not see much in the way of

results yet, (he has been at work for only five months) but it is a
difficult though exceedingly important problem and we are, you might say,

experimenting in the hopes of working out some solution. Our family con-

sists of three children. The oldest boy after his release from the aviation

service, went to the University of Minnesota and will graduate there during
the coming summer. The second boy after a preparatory course at Lake
Forest Academy, is now in the University of Alabama. The daughter is

at home with us. My love to all the classmates. I am sorry to have missed
the 30th reunion, but could not go.
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E. W. McCLUSKY, (225 S. High Street), Belleville, 111.—I have called the

roll from the Atlantic to the Pacific, from the Pacific to Hong Kong, from

Hong Kong to New York and from Iron Mountain, Michigan, to the Gulf of

Mexico, and I find all present true and loyal members of the class and en-

titled to all the rights and privileges of the Older of the Knights of McCor-
mick. Just a few days after our graduation thirty years ago 1 was in Chicago

on my way to my first parish. The old dormitory which had always greeted

me with warm cordiality was cold. I remained a night or so in the building,

tried to make a fire in one of the grates with hard coal which refused to

ignite and then left the old building with a “homesicky” feeling and a tear

away down in my inside. I went down to Barker’s Second Hand Book Store,

and as I was leaving his place whom should I meet but Billy Sunday? He
“grabbed” my hand and said in characteristic fashion, “Hello, Mack, how do

you make a sermon?” In about three minutes I gave the whole secret away
to him and now look what he has done! He has surpassed his teacher in

drawing the multitudes. What do you think of it, fellows, Ward and Ernst

both purchasing homes of their own? I suppose, however, that I may be the

only one who is still living in a tent. But if my earthly house of this taber-

nacle were dissolved, I have a building of God. a house not made with hands,

eternal in the heavens. That’s not saying anything against any of you who
have a house and lot on earth. I only wish I could say I have one, but I have

not. Benedict brags about being such a good fisherman. I would wager that

if his cork \\
rent under he would call for help and shout that his cork was

sinking. Impossible for me to attend the reunion as I had intended, for

I have a previous engagement the night of the 26th of April in St. Louis,

which, is imperative. God bless you all.

R. H. MILLIGAN, (253 W. 100th St.), New York.—As I was saying,

Harry Stark has been a father to me. I was saying this a year ago when
Hinitt’s stern “reminder” dropped on me like a thunderbolt and I did not

wait to finish the sentence. Stark is our hard-boiled conservative, our fire-

and-faggot traditionalist; just as Swallen is our theological Bolshevist, our
idol-smashing higher critic. “Brethren, let your moderation be known to all

men.” Stark regrets that the fire that burned Servetus has been extinguished.

A colder world is in need of it today. He would rekindle it against all

liberals. Have you ever been in Harry’s presence when he was feeling his

Calvinistic oats?—as Pence would phrase it. He worries about me. I have
some respect for Darwin, while Stark swears by W. J. Bryan and Dr. Torrey.

I accept Copernicus, while he was an ardent disciple of Ptolemy. You ought
t:> hear him prove that the world was made 6,000 years ago, in six days of

twenty-four hours each. His main statements are accompanied by an imposing
array of affidavits, ancient and modern, and the argument in its totality is a

syllogism. He predicts a terrible future for all those who go to other books
than Genesis for their geology and astronomy. Incidentally, he is expecting the

end of the world almost any time—especially about now. He regards pajamas
as a sign of unbelief, and those who wear them he calls Egyptians. He him-
self wears a long white shroud, trimmed with coffin-handles and edged with
blue tatting. If I ring the door-bell too suddenly he responds with a shout
and grabs the few things he would like to take with him; among which
things is that good old aggregate picture of the class of ’92. But, as I was
saying, he has been a father to me. One memorable day, in the latter part of

January, Hinitt, Fox, Stark and myself took lunch together in a unique
restaurant in the famous Greenwich Village of this city. The restaurant is

called the “Pig and Whistle,” and is so Bohemian that you may eat out

of a trough if you wish; nor is anybody surprised if you get your front feet

into the clam chowder. It was a happy occasion; so much so that we spoke
a kind word about each of you. A few weeks ago I spent several days with
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Fox. He has a great church, and, like many of our fellows, he is doing a great

work. I am proud of our class. My activity during the past year has been

limited to writing for various publications, chiefly those of our Board of Pub-

lication.

WILLIAM PARKER, Knowlesville, New York.— I am glad at the close of

another year to again contribute to the class letter. We should be very grate-

ful to Almighty God for calling us to the gracious ministry of His Gospel and
caring for us these thirty years. That care of a child of God is so wonderful,

and the divine help that has made our imperfect service successful and
crowned it with great joy to many souls is also wonderful. The heart says

“What am I to be called to such a high calling of God?” The Apostle Paul

answers, “By the grace of God I am what I am,” and we must all say, “To
God be the glory.” I dare say some of us feel that we must soon lay down
the heavy regular work of the pastorate, but we will never cease our testi-

mony, and do what lighter work we can for Christ and His Church. The
year now closing has been a spiritually successful year in my church, there

having been marked progress and interest. My wish is that we may all have
another ten years of testimony, a continuance of the blessing of God upon each

member of the class, in the home and in the church, and every blessing upon
the dear old seminary, it’s larger endowment, and that larger classes of

students may pass through her halls to bless the world.

E. H. PENCE, (E. 17th N. and Schuyler Sts.), Portland, Ore—April 7

is at hand; it is here; today is it. Being jaded by the monotony of life I have
concluded to invite the novelty of a serene and impeccable conscience with

respect to this Class letter. Thus far it feels so good while I am writing that

I think I’ll go ahead and finish. Indeed, as I proceed the feelings of com-
plaisance are so intoxicating that I could covet for all my dilatory brethren of

the Class a share in this amiable and complacent inebriacy. Not having
Robert Milligan here to phone me this morning, I am thus left to my own in-

itiative. He usually indulged in some impertinently relevant inquiries on this

perennial April the 7th, being careful to make them over the phone. The past

year has left its usual trail of neglected and overlooked and hind-sighted

things, and I’m about averagingly behind on things encouraging to insomnia.

Saw Scott Smith recently, who sits annually with me on the Synodical Com-
mittee on Home Missions. Fear I’m too far off to fringe the dear sons of

’92 at their thirtieth. Let’s forget it. I remember at the ’92 Commencement
there appeared a lonesome antiquity who had graduated along about 1872.

My recall of him is too vivid for me to covet his classification. There’s more
chance of a decent reunion at Des Moines, only, though, we may rest assured

that those who get there will not have gotten to Commencement. Blessings

on you. brothers, come to the 1925 Exposition. Come in your jitneys and bring
your tent. I’ll recommend a good grocer.

O. L. PRENTICE, Frankfort, Indiana., R. F. D. No. 2.—Here begins the

tardy letter. Today is as fine as any day God ever favored the race with.

Splendid sunshine, balmy air and a green carpet soft and healing to tired

feet. To make the day complete for me, came a letter from one of my church
boys announcing his decision of entering Princeton seminary in the fall.

This is the sixth fellow I have helped find his way into the ministry. This
lad is in the State University and has captured most of the prizes offered by
the University. Our own work for the past year has been uneventful. We
have moved and find ourselves again in the church we came to twenty-seven
years ago. Fifteen years ago we left this church, but were invited back and
came. We hope to do some good work here. A community building is the

first project in mind. Ninety-nine percent of our Sunday School remains for
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a church service. My eyes, which were darkened for a time, are now
serviceable, and I read everything in sight. Smith’s Life and Letters of St.

Paul I find very fascinating. None of our class are now in this presbytery.

The last '92 man I have seen is Stark, who called on me about two years ago.

The death of a brother-in-law made it impossible to attend the class

reunion and banquet. Sixty-five years is not too old to preach. The work
of the ministry looms larger and larger as the years speed on. I wonder
how men in the ministry can grow pessimistic and whine at its difficulties.

Christ did not, and we ought not. My sons are very happy in the ministry.

God’s blessing as gentle as the dew and as beneficent as the sunshine be

upon you all.

U. G. SCHELL, Ong, Neb.—1 have but little to write this year, as I am
moving. Have you ever moved? Then you know the full measure of

romance and poetry that is in it. We are out of the beautiful mountain
region of the south, and on the wide prairie once more. We were useful in

our former parish and hope to be here. This little church has given us a united

call and a cordial welcome. We have a good church house and an unusually

fine manse. This is an exceptionally fine community as almost everybody
goes to church. I left a good many sinners behind in the southland, and I

feel almost ashamed when I think of it, to leave such an opportunity and follow

the line of least resistance. But we had to find a higher altitude and get

out of the malaria. Then you know if there is a recluse in the class, that

honor belongs to me, for I love the quiet retreat. I am sorry I cannot attend

the thirtieth anniversary reunion. We hope all who can attend may richly

enjoy the renewing of fellowship, and remember the absent ones. One of the

pleasures of last year was to be at dinner with Ward and family in Minne-
apolis, and also to visit awhile with Sutherland and his wife, who came in for

the evening. Long live the class of ’92!

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Ore.—Here is just a word of greeting to the men
of ’92, and an earnest prayer for the blessing of God upon you and yours.

I wish 1 might be with you at the thirtieth anniversary reunion, but this will

be impossible.

H. R. Stark, (490 Riverside Drive), New York City.—After a somewhat
long and devious journey we have at last come abreast the 30th milestone.

Ward’s cordial and affectionate letter, and fatherly warning against the peril

of neglect reminded me of the occasion, had any reminder been necessary.

I shall emphasize the importance of the event by writing on time, thus sparing

our genial editor and willing servant undue anxiety. Thirty years ago this

evening—how short the time, and how much has been crowded into it

!

It scarcely seems possible that almost a third of a century has gone, and we
are no longer young. But despite appearances, I like to flaunt the facts, and
say that I am as young as ever. There is nothing new to report concerning my
work. During the past year I have been engaged in the somewhat difficult

task of trying to persuade churches to adopt the motion-picture as a regular

part of their curriculum. In the meantime I have been rubbing up against

some of the fellows who man outposts in this section of the Near East, notably
Fox, Konkle, Hinitt, and Milligan. Konkle missed a fine opportunity of

refreshing himself with the other four of us around the hospitable table of

the “Pig and Whistle Inn” in this city a few weeks since, and of helping settle

some of the important living issues of the day, such as the reorganization of

the boards at the next G. A., whether a radio station should be erected on the

island of Yap, whether the open door in China is the front or back door, where
is Wrangle and why? If four nations can form a hobby-horse League, why
can’t fifty-two nations form a real one? Whether disarmament will disarm, the
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Bonus and why, the great volume that might be written on “What the Present

Administration Has Not Done,” the somersaults of Henry Cabot Lodge, the

passing of the Old Guard, European reconstruction, the future of Bolshevism,

and the next war

—

whether it will be fought on land, in the air, or under the

sea, with bombs, gas, liquid fire, chemicals, or pen and ink-bottles. The full

report of our conference is at present contained in a strong steel box, the

contents of which will probably later be turned over to Konkle to publish in the

form of a White Book, since he alone possesses the historical bias, and judicial

poise necessary for such an important work, besides being wholly unprejudiced,

not having been present at the discussion. I am glad to report that Milligan,

my neighbor, is still with us, and a frequent guest at our home. Together we
are doing what in us lies to help leaven the lump of this great and wicked

Babylon, counteract Hylanism, at the same time managing as best we can to

keep out of the clutches of footpads, burglars, and assassins. We are happy

under the circumstances to report that we have not yet been held up, robbed,

murdered, or mangled under the wheels of the modern juggernaut. Since he

began to sojourn in the East, Robert has become quite progressive. He has

sloughed off the narrow conservatism which he developed in early years, as

a snake leaves its last year’s skin behind it. Can any good thing come out

of Princeton? Yes,—if it is far enough out. Robert is the living proof of it.

That one year at McCormick, and subsequent association with this class have

saved him from a perilous orthodoxy. Just now he is in a strait ’twixt two,

whether to return to the Pre-Mil fleshpots of Seattle, and the West, or remain

in the free atmosphere of the metropolis. Here’s hoping he remains. Tho I

voted for the reunion, and would be glad to be present, I fear it will not be

possible. I shall be with you in spirit. May the Lord continue to bless and
guide us all durng the coming years.

GRANT STROH, (601 College Ave.), Wheaton, 111.—Thirty years rich

and thirty years young. They have not seemed long, have they? And how
full of precious experiences, some of them trying, but all testing and needful.

The result—gray hairs and some bald heads, but who cares? These
are not all, merely the externals; within are the hallowed memories. Most
of us are on the youthful side of sixty, and ready for years ahead of

vigorous service and hard knocks if need be. We follow One “who for the

joy that was set before Him, endured the cross, despising the shame, and is

set down on the right hand of the throne of God.” The past year has been
a busy, happy one for me. It is a joy to be in the center of the fight, and
a fight for the Truth is what it is going to be from this time on. I welcome
it. The old Book is going to stand. Nothing has the power that is in the

old-time Gospel. There are plenty of substitutes offered in these days, but

they will fail to do the work of the genuine Gospel, which is the “power of

God unto salvation.” This year I am doing more classroom work, and the

classes are large and enthusiastic. In such an atmosphere one finds it

impossible to grow old. I am wondering how many of the boys will attend

our thirtieth anniversary. I can assure all who come a hearty welcome. I am
waiting.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, (2619 Oak Park Ave.), Minneapolis, Minn.—
Homewood is verily proving a worthwhile job. We have no ambition to court

a bigger proposition; have plenty to keep us busy, and, while returns do not

loom large, yet we rather lik^ the thrill of it all. We have never found
preaching more exhilarating than today, though some of the accessories are

growing less inspiring. Really, thirty years in the pulpit is but a fragment
of the period one would choose. Our thirtieth milestone is reached with

bounding step, and the set of our face is foreward. True, this last year has
meted out to us some experiences we should not have ordered had the choice
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been our own, but we have had much to appreciate and enjoy. The ap-

proaching Easter seems promising. Minneapolis impresses us more and more
with its tremendous possibilities for church growth and influence, and our

hearts’ desire is that Homewood may be a “peculiar people, zealous of good
works.” We rejoice with those of you who are looking to the reunion at

McCormick.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, (Korea), Chosen.—And this is the thirtieth

Class letter to you. Though some have finished their service and gone on
before, a goodly number are still left to labor while He tarrieth. I wish we
might all meet at the reunion this time, but that is impossible, for some of us

at least. We had our furlough last year and were happy to meet a number of

you. I am among the oldest of the Class but the snowy locks of some of you
make me appear young beside you. We returned last fall arriving at Pyengyang
Oct. 1st. We returned to Korea as we came thirty years ago. We left all our

children in America; two at Park College, two in Chicago, and four in Cleve-

land, i. e. Wilbur and his wife and two children. The oldest daughter,

Olivette, is under appointment and expects to sail for Korea in July. The
second daughter, Gertrude, has another year to complete her course at Moody
Bible Institute. The Western Circuit of which I have had charge for more
than twenty years has been made a Presbytery. There are forty organized,

and twenty unorganized churches in the Presbytery. To do the work in this

territory there are, besides myself, twelve pastors and / t̂welve licentiates ! 1

wlT out to a xS55Ih_Jast Sunday where there were 6l6hi the Sunday School ,

and between 500 and 600 in the church service. We have three churches of

about that size in the Presbytery. The work out here is as encouraging as

ever, though the problems are many and varied. The Orient is moving fast.

The young Koreans want everything that is modern, the partitions which
have hitherto separated the men from the women in our churches have had
to come out. And it is no more an uncommon thing to see a young man
walking on the street with a young lady. The past year is also noted for

much improvement in the Sunday School work. The young people are taking

hold of the work and are enthusiastic workers in the Sunday School and church.

There never was a time when we needed men and money as badly as now.
And that is because there is such an opening everywhere. The opportunities

are almost limitless. From what I have seen while in the States and hear

since my return of the conditions in the church at home, the Class of ’92 needs
to stand fast, and contend for the truth of the Word of God. We need men
of conviction. Where there is conviction there will be contention for the

truth. We trust that the coming years may be as full of blessed service as

have been the past thirty years, and that it may be pleasing to the Lord to

lengthen out the service of each one of those who remain of the Class of ’92

while He delayeth His coming; even so may He come quickly. Mrs. Swallen
joins me in best wishes to all.

L. B. TATE, Chunju, (Korea), Chosen.—A note from Konkle reminded
me of what I was intending to do while at home this time. I did not write

last year because I was doing so little that it seemed unworthy of mention.
For the last twenty months, under the doctor’s orders, I have done only half

work. Three years ago, while suffering from a severe atack of the flu I

carried on a week’s meeting in the country, with the result that my heart

has a leaky valve and my blood pressure is from 170 to 200. The blood
pressure and murmur is a little less, but at times I have so much oedema that

the doctors are anxious about me. For years there has not been such a

readiness to hear the Gospel as has been for the last year and a half, and I

am not allowed to do as much as I used to do. hence I am sometimes very

much in the dumps. I wish I could meet with the class this year at the old
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seminary. My wife’s health has not been good for the last five years. Her
heart has become so weak that even an ordinary amount of work makes it

skip beats. The doctors allow her to teach but one hour a day. We have

become so useless that unless we improve we will remain in the United States

when we go on our next furlough. I will be at home a month this time, as

I am to teach in our Bible Institute. We are having the longest cold spell

in years. I received only seventy for baptism last year. Last year I was the

delegate from the Federated Council of Korea to the meeting of the Federated

Missions of Japan. The Federated Council here is composed of the four

Presbyterian bodies, two Methodist bodies, Y.M.C.A. and Bible Society. The
Federated Missions of Japan includes most of the regular mission bodies.

I am on most of the boards of control there are among the missions, in-

cluding the Union Medical College. God bless you each one and use you for

His glory.

R. O. WALKER, (24 Buccleuch Place)
,
Edinburgh, Scotland.—Konkle’s

reminder and the Government income tax reminder dare not be disobeyed.

Well, I am still in the land of the living though beginning to have more ail-

ments. Am still at George Watson’s college for boys, in the modern language

department, with two weekly Bible periods thrown in. During this my
Easter holiday I am correcting proofs of a small book on Introduction to

Spanish, written for Messrs. G. G. Harop’s Bilingual series. So the thirtieth

reunion will be closing tonight, April 27th. All I can be with you is in

spirit. As life lengthens, and the skies in some respects become greyer, may
our buffeted souls still aspire towards “the beauty of holiness.” This is

surely our deepest need, therefore my prayer for myself and for you all.

I am happy to report that my wife and family are well. My daughter and
two eldest sons are at Edinburgh University, my third son is still at school.

Kindly greetings to you all.

W. S. WARD (3224 Lyndale Ave. S.), Minneapolis, Minn.—The year

just closed has been a busy one for the Wards. I continue in the employ of

the Home Mission Board, and travelled 25,000 miles last year overseeing the

churches and attending to my duties as Assistant Superintendent of home
missions in this great state. I spent most of my vacation planning the winter

campaign, during which we visited twenty-four churches on various Sundays
and put on a publicity campaign through which in three services each Sunday
we presented the work of the nine boards of the church, and it was the

biggest thing I have ever done. The pastors and elders helped me, of course,

and they in turn were helped. This was demonstration work and proved to

be very profitable to all concerned. I had the grippe twice during the

winter and my wife had it three times, and it has been slow work getting back
on my feet. I lost my voice for awhile, which is no joke for a preacher.

Last fall we bought a home, or began to buy one, at the above number, and
hope to make this our abiding place for some time to come. Just now I

am making garden and setting out shrubbery, in which all of us are taking
a deep interest. I was greatly privileged in that 1 was at the thirtieth anni-

versary reunion, and attended the exercises conn oted with the graduation of

this year’s class. Foreman failed to keep his appointment to represent the

class at the alumni banquet, and I was substituted at the last moment, but

did not cover myself nor the class with glory. Young is writing an account
of the reunion which I am sure you will read with great pleasure. Here’s

hoping that we may have a larger reunion in five years.

J. G. WOODS, ( U. S. Customs Service), Mayaguez, Porto Rico.—More
than three and a half years ago the severest earthquake ever felt in Porto
Rico destroyed our beautiful custom house building, and I have be n camping
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in the custom house shed ever since. I am now assured of a new building, and

work will begin on it in a few months. The custom house is like a big cage

and I have often felt like a caged wild animal. I thought of the boys of ’92

on our class day, and remembered you all before the Throne of Grace. I

am sorry indeed that I could not get together with you after thirty years.

Our class letter is really the only touchstone between us. The union of our

church with 'others has brought so many new congregations and ministers that

even the religious press doesn’t aid me in keeping tab on you. My good health

continues. I haven’t lost a day nor needed a physician, except the Great

Physician, in the twenty-one years I have been in Porto Rico. All love to

you all.

J. F. YOUNG, (801 Hunter Ave.), Bloomington, Ind.—These are busy

days! It seems that we must have started out in the ministry at the very

busiest season of the year. Little wonder that some of the men forgot about

the “Class Letter” even if Ward does disturb us. In spite of the press of

work today, I have thought of you and prayed that each might be helped and
kept and used in a greater degree out in the years ahead than in those past.

Thirty years ago we graduated! For thirty years we have been writing these

letters. The really remarkable fact, to me, about it all, is this: that a bond
fashioned during three years— it was really less than two, only twenty-one

months—has been binding us for ten times three years. Certainly no ordinary

bond this. Personally I do not want to break it. Neither do I want to have
the letter stop. Possibly some of us think we are getting old. I realize that

my hair is less and what I have left is much more the color of the northern

snows than thirty years ago, but men, think of the men up in Ward’s bishopric,

Campbell by name, and dwelling at St. Cloud, who according to reports, but

recently began his fifty-eighth year of service in that one place, and then think

of what we have ahead of us. Why we are only about half way along. Here
is hoping that everyone may continue for thirty years more. I am glad to

report a very happy visit with Ward and Sutherland last summer in Ward's
home. It was a great joy. I had several other visits with Ward out at a lake

where I was doing some conference work. The Lord bless the good man! I

am sure that the most of us do not realize how much he thinks about us,

how he forgives our neglect and overlooks our forgetfulness, and all the rest.

By all means men, send your check along with the letter. Ward has been
out dollars and dollars each year because somebody forgets. As to the Youngs,
we are pleasantly situated in this University city. We have Herrick with us,

a freshman in the University. There is much to be done but I am not worrying

c bout it. It will come along I know. I hope to see a goodly number of the

class at McCormick in a few weeks.

CONCLUSION—In spite of the extraordinary difficulties connected with

all manner of Christian work and the extreme indifference of even professing

Christians to the advance of the Gospel of our beloved Lord, I am sure that

you have noticed the note of triumph in these letters from our boys. Scarcely

a word indicating pessimism or lack of faith in the ultimate accomplishment
of the purpose of our Redeemer. It is a great thing to be connected with
the triumphal march of our King. May God keep us faithful to His cause.

In one or two of the personal letters to the editor something was said about
this being a pictorial edition. That would have been a fine idea but it is so

difficult to get even a message from some of the classmates that the editor

dared not undertake to secure photos from all of them. At the reunion,

where the future of the Class Letter was freely discussed, Hawley very kindly

offered to print the Class Letter each year on the Park College Press if the

editor would prepare the copy for publication. His offer was gladly accepted
and he is hereby appointed a member of the Class Letter Committee. Send
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your letters and cash as usual to Ward at address given in his letter, and he
will get everything ready for the printer. Be sure to write early, as the

College closes early in June and the work must be done while the school is

in session. May God keep each of the dear classmates and make each one
useful in His work.

W. S. Ward,
F. W. Hinitt,

E. H. Pence,
B. A. Konkle,
F. W. Hawley,

Committee.

APRIL TWENTY-SIX, NINETEEN AND TWENTY-TWO

THIRTY YEARS AFTER

Ward asked, me to write a bit concerning the reunion for the Class,

Letter. To tell of the acts and words of those who were present might be

possible, but to write of the reunion is not so easy. There is something more
than words and deeds about a class reunion. We who were present wish that

every member of the class had been with us and had carried away something
of the deeper joy of that hour.

.
Stroh had arranged that we should meet in

the Faculty dining-room of the Moody Institute for dinner on Wednesday
evening. The roll call was as follows: Ward, Hawley, Foreman, Young, Dr.

Zenos, Stroh. Not as large a number as we hoped. The conversation travelled

the usual paths, and finally came to the Class Letter. Ward admitted that

the letter had been an expense of about ten dollars each year these last

years. None felt like giving it up, and Hawley made this offer, that if each
man would send in his letter and one dollar each year to Ward, as formerly,

then Ward would get the “copy” in shape and send it to him in Park College

and he would see to the printing and mailing of the letters. We elected Fore-

man to respond at the Alumni Banquet Thursday evening, and Foreman and
his raven locks—he has hardly one gray hair—went away and we saw them
no more. What happened, “Billy?” I never knew a man from Missouri to

run away thus. Then we had a prayer service. No it was not a service. We
just prayed like we used to in the old days, and stood up and joined hands
and sang, “Blest Be the Tie That Binds” and parted for—maybe five years,

maybe longer, who knows? Concerning the response at the banquet Thurs-
day night. Stroh and I b ing a majority, for Hawley had gone to New York,
and Foreman “was not,” voted unanimously that Ward should make the speech,
and he did himself proud. Anyway we were very proud. The best speech
that was made. You noticed the name of Dr. Zenos with the rest of us. it

is probable that some of you who have not been back at the seminary do not
realize the strong affection which Dr. and Mrs. Zenos have ever had for our
class. We were the “out-going” class when he came in, and he says we were
“nice” to him. We certainly appreciated him then, and have more and more
each time we have met him in all these thirty years.

J. F. Young
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GREETINGS FROM OLD FRIENDS

J. G. K. McCLURE, (2348 N. Halsted St.), Chicago, 111.—We look forward

to the return of the members of your class for their thirtieth anniversary

reunion at Commencement this year with great eagerness. Through the labors

of your Class Secretary we have been kept in touch with your doings through

the annual letter, that has been so full, so explicit and so satisfactory.

Every time a member of your class answers the requests of Mr. Ward for infor-

mation, he enlightens and cheers the hearts not only of his own classmates,

but also of the Faculty of McCormick Seminary. These thirty years have seen

characters develop of remarkable strength and of remarkable beauty. The ser-

vices performed by the members of your class in all parts of the world are

outstandingly significant and impressive. You will find upon your return for

your reunion that the present Senior class gives promise of great usefulness,

its members are scholarly, faithful, consecrated and brave. We expect the

class that comes thirty years after your own to reproduce much of the splendid

labors that have characterized the Class of 1892.

E. G. WILLIAMS, Colfax, la.—In behalf of my mother and brother and
sister as well as myself I would send a word of love and greeting to all of the

fellowship of ’92. It is our desire that altho’ father cannot answer to your
earthly roll-call, the name of W. Roland Williams will thus be recorded again

in this Class Letter. We rejoice in the confident assurance that he has

entered into that larger life prepared for the servants of God and that he knows
the “peace iliat >asseth all understanding.” Mother is resident at Cedar Falls,

Iowa; and is active and in good health. My sister Grace lives with her there

and is finishing her last year of college work. Wendell is married and in

business in Chicago. We are all trying to “carry on” in the service of the

Master. Wendell is active as a layman in church-work, having charge of a

troup of Boy Scouts connected with his Sunday School. Grace has been

accepted by our Board for service on the foreign field and expects to take

training at the Presbyterian Hospital in Chicago that she may work particularly

in one of our mission hospitals. I am in the pastorate here at Colfax; and
have just closed a very happy and fruitful year in the work. It is a great

joy to be in the ministry and to endeavor to fill, if somewhat imperfectly, the

gap in the ranks which father once filled with such a sweet spirit. We are

grateful for the messages of sympathy we received from many of you, for the

comfort of Dr. Ward’s presence at the funeral, and for the beautiful tribute

written by Dr. Pence in last year’s letter. We all unite in the affection that

prompts this greeting.
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F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, Cal.—After thirty years of skulls and crossbones

it needed no reminder for me of April seventh, and I was beginning to think

the committee concluded I did not need it, for until today no reminder came.

But the habit of thirty years was too much for Pence. One came from him,

todayv full of venom and humor. It was like reading a Sunday suppliment. I

am still in Taft. No, that is not truth. I am not still, not even at night, for

I snore to beat the band. Our church has increased in leaps and bounds
until we are crowding ourselves out of house and home. This is an oil town
with transient population. The “biggest little city on earth,” and doing a

land office business in oil. My congregation has changed three or four

times since I came here. I’m running a sort of cold storage to keep people

in the strait and narrow path. They come and go, but our membership has

increased almost eight hundred percent, and our Bible School a thousand per-

cent. It is impossible to do pastoral work such as visiting, excepting on rare oc-

casions, so when the treasurership of the city became vacant I was appointed

and have been doing the light work required for about three months. The ad-

ditional money earned buys enough gas to make the wheels of the auto spin.

Outside of the flu, and I had a whole flock of it, we have been well and pros-

perous, grown in grace and in the knowledge of the Lord, and as ambas-
sadors for Christ have won many men for the kingdom of God. May the bless-

ing of God abide upon all members of that happy band which started out so

many years ago, and now have grown a host, tho some have gone to their

reward and await our coming.

E. ALLAN BOYD, Wichita. Kan.—A. busy railroad corporation lawyer will

hardly feel competent to write anything of particular interest or helpful to

his ministerial classmates. The lines of study, thought and endeavor are too

divergent. Both, however, deal with human nature, one in relation to its

moral obligations and derelictions, the other in relation to its legal rights and
greed. One seeks, or should seek, to support his pronouncements upon the

authority of the Bible, fairly and honestly interpreted; the other seeks, or

should seek, to support his opinions upon the Constitution and laws of the

land, honestly and fairly interpreted. The danger of making a mysterious
fetish out of the authority and of indulging in fanciful and impractical con-

clusions is equally great to both. The minister may have an accurate knowledge
of the Bible and the lawyer may be learned in the law, and both be fools.

“He that heareth these sayings of mine and doeth them I will liken unto a
wise man .” “He that heareth these things of mine and doeth them not,

I will liken unto a foolish man.” Unless the knowledge of the Bible can be
realized in terms of daily living, it becomes merely useless excess mental bag-
gage. Unless the knowledge of the law can be expressed in the improved daily

relationships, it likewise becomes a mere mental overload. If your parishioner
leaves the church unenlightened as to how to live a better life, he may as well



have attended a show or any other entertainment. If my client leaves my
office not knowing how to deal lawfully in the matter under consideration,

I have obtained his money under false pretenses. In a word, all knowledge,
which finds application in conduct, increases wisdom, all the rest increases

folly. Further affiant saith not.

E. S. EVANS, Arlington, Kan .—April 7th was the busiest time of the year.

Hinitt has reminded me that I failed to write on that date. The year has been

spent in Arlington. Service has been pleasant and we are entering another

year in the same work. It is a gracious favor to be permitted to preach the

Gospel. I appreciate it more each year. There is nothing else that I enjoy

as much as to declare the unsearchable riches. We held tour Daily Vacation

Bible School, the only extra effort of the year. That school is a splendid op-

portunity for a pastor. Our children have always made splendid progress in

the few weeks that we have them. As part of our work, we always try to give

the childhood and youth of Jesus. We take it right from the Bible. I have
heard from but few of the boys this year. I hope you have all had a good
year. May you be enriched in every utterance, and filled with all fulness.

W. H. ENSIGN, (Westminster College), Salt Lake City, Utah—Again our

band meets around the throne of God in grateful praise, and in humble ac-

knowledgement of His mercies. Last Sabbath, in helping a brother pastor,

I preached in American Fork, where our beloved Sam Moore spent a furlough.

We have in the College here two students whose little brother at home is

named Graham Lee Patterson—the parents knew and loved our Graham Lee
in California. T think. This is a wide field, and truly a missionary field

of great promise. May God use this empire for His kingdom! In last year’s

letter. Howard spoke of us as being far from Iowta, but we feel in spirit near

you all. Some day the false faiths will fall and God’s own Word must be
known. President Reherd says that the main reason why deep thinking peo-

ple are interested in the work here is because it is distinctively a religious

work. “Wherever one man may help another, that spot of earth is thine

and mine.” “He shall see of the travail of His soul, and shall be satisfied.”

Mrs. Ensign unites in kind regards to all and your households.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio—We are again back in our own home
in Millprsburg. I am not preaching except occasionally, and I do not think

we will again take up the active pastorate. My wife and I teach in the Sun-
day School in th^ home church. We celebrated the centennial of our Hope-
well Church last September, and had a fine time. We had the church hear
candidates before we left and I mod°rated a call for the present pastor be-

fore we completed our work. It is a rare pleasure to hear from the dear class-

mates once a year through the class letter.

W. S. FOREMAN, (400 New England Building), Kansas City, Mo.—Re-

ceived Ward’s card yesterday regarding our class letter. I am going to be
prompt once in mv life. In fact I am going to be more than prompt—I am
going to run ahead of the usual this time. I am going to, in other words “be
an early bird” and save him from any anxiety whatever on my part this time.

We have certainlv put many grav hairs in Ward’s head during the past thirty-

one years, but nobody else could have done it as he has. I ^m going to try my
best and remember the 7th as a day of prayer for the boys that are still left

and the families as well of those who have gone before. God bless them all.

You will notice by my letter head that I am no longer in St. Louis. I moved
to Kansas City at the request of the Board of Directors of the Anti-Saloon

L^agu" last November. Now the Superintendent has resigned and the Board
has ask^d me to take charge of the State as Superintendent—a job which I

am very, very reluctant to accept. I have been the State Superintendent’s



closest associate for nearly nine years, and I know the battles we have gone

through and the strain it brings to a man in the League, but this work has

been on my heart for a long time. I notice a little resolution attributed

to Lincoln which said, “I will get ready. Maybe my chance will come.”

I should like to change that and say, “Years of efficient service along any

line will surely bring the day of (responsibility.” Being broken down ner-

vously, I almost fear to take the lead. The Lord, however, can strengthen

any man to discharge his duty and if it is my duty I will do the best I can.

I feel like my work has been like unto the old tie-hacker or the pump puller.

I have been clearing the fertile fields for the rich harvest the churches are

reaping today by reason of the overthrow of the booze traffic. The Apostle

says, “One sows and another reaps,”—but they both equally share in the rich-

ness of the harvest. The family is all unusually well. Mrs. Foreman, William

and I are in Kansas City. Hilda is teaching her second year in high school

at Cape Girardeau. The oldest son, Herrick, is in St. Louis in business for

himself. So you see we are scattered around somewhat, which breaks up the

dear old home nest and oftentimes causes an aching void in the hearts

of the mother and father. I have been unfortunate enough not to see any of

the boys this year except President Hawley. I meet him now and then in some
church court. Give my best love to all the boys and I wish them every blessing

in the world.

F. W. HAWLEY, Park College, Parkville, Mo.—May 21—Look at that

late date! But this member of the class waited on Ward to gather up the

messages of the delinquents and hand them in to our college press for

publication. In the meantime I have attended the Assembly and heard Pence
second the nomination of Wm. J. Bryan for Moderator. Pence made the

best speech there, but didn’t land his man. Young and Stroh loafed around
the lobby, each leading his own wife. They looked worried. I left mine
at home and had a good time. Reason, I knew that during my absence the

College would be in good hands. Park still lives and thrives. Come and see

us.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—It is difficult as the years go by to avoid

platitude, repetitions and bromides. Another year finds me in the thick

of activities, for with my church work to care for and the heavy work that

has come to me as Secretary of the Reorganization Committee I have been
having a very busy time. It has been a year of unusual blessing. We have
had the best year of work and results in our church that we have ever had
and enter upon the work of this year witlh good hopes. The work of the

Reorganization Committee goes on apace and we expect to present to the

General Assembly the four boards completely organized and in operation.

Those of you who read the report of the Committee or are present at thei

next Assembly will realize that we have had a big job on our hands and
that we have given real work to its consummation. It has been a great

privilege to have a part in this work, which we hope will result in great good
to the activities of the church. At all events, we have tried to do an honest
job in a thorough and faithful way. There is no change in our home, save

what an additional year brings. We are blessed with health and as much
material good as we ought to have. For all this, we give thanks to Him,
the Giver of all good gifts. My affectionate and prayerful thoughts go out
to every member of the class of ’92.

J. B. HOWARD, Milan, 111.—This is five days previous but while I think
about it I might just as well write. Ward’s card came several days ago and
reminded me of the fact that another year had come around. After serving the
church at Earlham 4 years where there were twice as many churches as
the place needed I decided to take the first place that opened, where there wa9



a real need. Rev. W. C. Snider who was with our class during our senior

yr. taking Post Graduate work, asked me at the General Assembly last spring

to come to Rock Island, 111., where there was a real need. I came, I saw
and moved. The field is double. Cleland is in a nice growing section of Rock
Island. It had by reason of a big church fuss, lost many of its best members.

Only twenty-eight remained of resident members. Milan had been without a

pastor for five years. These two churches were connected by trolley; three

miles apart. We held an Evangelistic meeting first in Milan. This lasted

for fifteen days, then in Cleland for two weeks.. Had to do most all the

preaching myself and also most of the leading of the singing. Altogether

fifty-three were added to the two churches, thirty-eight of these in the Cleland

church in Rock Island. And most of these were heads of families. I am glad

I came. I am feeling better than for years. Mrs. Howard i6 well and doing

great work as the pastor’s right hand man. Three of our daughters are on
the Pacific coast. Two are married and one in school in Pasadena. The
other goes west this summer. So we two young folks have each other and
God and hope in Christ and a great opportunity. I saw Ward and Hinitt at the

General Assembly at Des Moines last spring. It seemed so good to meet them.

Des Moines is a great city and our home is there. But I imagine that our next

move will be to California where all our children, but one, are now living and
where she will be in the next few months. But maybe it will be we will go on
a longer journey and a more permanent abode, who can tell? May God bless

every one of you and your families and make you increasingly fruitful as old

age, and the judgement day, and the orowning day draws nigh.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.,—Gentlemen of ’92, hail old boys with

white hair, bald tops and thickening eyebrows and whiskers, hail to ye!

I scored three-score-and-two the other day, so I have eight more presumed
to be due me; but let me inform you confidentially that I had a great grand-

mother reach 109. The past year has been a very lively one for me, two
books were issued, the first since 1907. To my astonishment. Governor Sproul

r ^viewed it in the Ledger, three columns, with my “picture” while the same
paper had ex-secretary Daniels review my North Carolina book. expect

to have my two most important books in press this year, one for issue next

fall and one for next year. Meanwhile I have been at work on the financing

and preparation of my new book, “Thomas Wibling and the First Half Century
of American Finance,” which will be in press next year. Incidentally I have
secured provision for the erection of a statue to the “Father of Modern North
Carolina,” the hero of my book, on a public square in Greensboro : while I

have a’so secured a full-length nine-foot oil painting of the hero of my big work,

James Wilson, which will probably hang in Independence Hall. Some book
reviews have occupied me, and I am on the Ledger staff of reviewers. During
the past year I have ejoyed visits with Fox and Milligan. We lunched at

Wanamaker’s and the sound of the orchestra was drowned by the roars of

hysterical laughter that melancholy Milligan caused Fox and myself to emit.

Hogarth and Gargantua had nothing on Bob. Philadelphia seems so quiet since

he left. News item: About the time you read this, if it comes out late, I will

have acquired a son-in-law.

SAMUEL LIGHT. Sidney, Neb.,—On April 7, I needed visible evi-

dence of things to be. Then I thought of our c^ss and class letter, but no Ward
Pence or Hinitt gave me a hint of such responsibility as a class letter on
that date. Until Frederick W’s tardy, missive arrived I was a doubter. I

suppose you were just as busy as an atom of dust in a cyclone. It is fine to

think that the spirit which made it possible for us to live together three

years at McCormick is still ahve. As I look back on my attempts to play
the organ at chapel services and give Stark pointers in “Final Causes,” both



seem failures. As of yore, intentions are good and my theology and philosophy

still agree. I confess it is still encouraging to think that my choosing,

acting, reciting and preaching were all divinely foreordained and included in

the great program of this world, that long before any daghes forte or lene

appeared upon earth my studies, tasks and duties were fixed. The logical de-

duction is helpful yet, for it is unavoidable that I must be heard and things

could not go on as planned without my part. As a consequence I am still

at it harder than ever in spite of tremendous opposition. Eight grandchildren

are aiding me, otherwise our numbers are unchanged. Most sincerely do

I hope that you are all as happy in your work as is the Presbyterian preacher

at Sidney, Nebraska.

EDWARD WRIGHT McCLUSKY, Lebanon, Illinois—A year ago I con-

cluded that I would like to be free from the responsibilites of a pastorate

for a time, and resigned. At two separate meetings the congregation re-

fused to grant me the privilege. Presbytery was also about to refuse my
request, when a McCormick man of the Class of 1891 pleaded for me and
I was allowed my release. I had declined in rather rapid succession four

calls to far better churches than the one I had, and later declined a call

to a southern church in St. Louis. I remained in the Belleville manse
all summer and supplied the pulpit for months after I had ceased to be

pastor. I am writing from Lebanon, Illinois, the seat of the oldest Methodist

college west of the Alleghenies. It is a beautiful suburb of St. Louis and a

few miles from Scott Field—the Government dirigible field—beyond which,

a few miles further, lies Belleville. The church here is somewhat rich in its

history and asked me to live in the manse and supply the pulpit. This I

consented to do. I preach and ride and play and go and come and stay as

I choose. Rather easy for one of my energy, and I presume I will engage
ere long in more strenuous tasks. Gilchrist and I have not seen any mem-
bers of the Class the past year except Mrs. Stroh. Grant is her husband. I

heard part of a church service on a recent Sunday, from Minneapolis, where
Ward’s wife lives. I suppose Milligan and Stark are still frolicking around
New York at “The Pig and Whistle,” “The Cat’s Toe Nail” and other places

of elegance. Pretty gay life, I say, for two o’d stagers. G^christ is a prince,

and he is doing a great work in this Presbytery. Dear “Old” Father Prentice,

Howard and Ward. (, ? ) How we “young fellows” look to you for example and
inspiration! God bless you all, my Brethern. I understand that Light is

increasing in “Darkest Nebraska.” Ensign is the last man I would have chosen
to become a Morman. You never can tell. I wish I were a millionaire, re-

taining the “wanderlust” I have always had, and I would visit some of you
and let you entertain me gratis. But as you sit at your radio to-night hear
from me Psalm 23.

R. L. MILLIGAN, 253 West 100th St., New York—“Late, late, so late and
dark the night and chill!” These remorseful words come to my mind as

I look at my calender and think of Ward. Like that royal reprobate, Henry
III a Canossa, I stand shoeless and shirtless in the snow, hoping for the for-

giveness of Pope Willard I. My plea is that I have had grippe twice this

winter, and it has left me possessed of two devils, laziness and fear, in

alternating supremacy. During the half-wakeful hours of the night fear

holds sway. Then I think of the final Judgement. The rolling thunder
becomes articulate, and addressing itself to me. asks: “Why did you not write

your class letter in 1923?” Realizing the inadequacy of my reason I am
silent for shame. Thereupon, I am requested to lay aside sheep’s clothing

and go over to the other side among the goats and ragamuffins, to be per-

manently associated with bootleggers, Fundamentalists and heresy-hunters. I

waken up in cold sweat, and I resolve to write that letter tomorrow, first thing

after breakfast. At breakfast I take two cups of strong coffee, and the result



is that I laugh at my fears and dare to be as lazy as I please. The demon of

cowardice is thus expelled, but the demon of laziness takes it’s place and holds

sway all day. So each night, like the fool in the fable, I roll the stone to the

top of the hill, and each morning after breakfast I let it go tumbling again to

the bottom. At last, however, I have resolved to outwit the world the flesh

and the devil by writing this letter before breakfast. Let no one imagine that

I exaggerate the inertia that follows two attacks of the grippe. All the winter

I have worn low shoes just to save the effort of lacing up high ones. By the

way, I had expected to meet most of the class at Canossa; but there was not

even a track in the snow. I was evidently the first of the class to arrive.

That is scandalous. I advise Ward to harden his heart (after accepting

my letter) and to answer: “Late, late, too late: ye cannot enter now.” Those

fe.'ows who do not write their letters until after April 20th (today) ought

to be compelled to pay the dues of the rest of us as well as their own. Besides

this letter I have achieved nothing of note this year. I have had the pleasure

of seeing Stark frequently. I have taken a fatherly interest in him, as I did in

Pence in Portland, restraining the fiery impetuosity of; genius, in each of

these two outstanding notabilities who are contributing so largely to our

class’s destined renown.

0. L. PRENTICE. Geetingsville, Ind.—The year’s chornicle from this end

of the line will contain nothing very new or strange, the ordinary routine of

a rural minister is all I have to report. Good health, some small success in

the church, one item of which is a new manse practically finished, with all

the conveniences a city home can afford. We touch the button, electricity does

the rest: My sons in the ministry have so far acted like Pence, and I am
quite proud of them. They both dropped in on me last week when I should

have been writing this letter. They took home several dozen eggs and some
choice country cured ham, but the sage advice I gave they left in the study.

WeT, May 4:h is still my birthday. It all happened in 1857, the same year

the legislature of Indiana established free schools. Quite a coincidence, I say.

I am still at my work, early and late, in season and out of season, and it

increasingly means more to me. Let us keep up our best licks till the day be

gone and the reward be in sight.

U. G. SCHELL, Ong, Neb.—I pause for a few minutes this morning to

send my brief contribution to the class letter. My first year has passed since

our return to Nebraska. We have a nice little church and good manse, and
the people are loyal and appreciative. Our toWn is somewhat over-churched

as we have the Lutheran, two Methodist and the Presbyterian churches.

Our daughter has been at home this year, teaching English in the high

school. Our son had a very close call for his life in the hospital at Fort

Smith, Ark., last December, such a serious case of appendicitis that he
almost died on the operating table. All the family were at his bedside

as soon as we could reach him. He gradually recovered, and has been
at his desk since the latter part of February. My work here is not as

exacting as some of my fields have been, and I now have some time for

meditation. I have not seen any of the boys of ’92 this year. I expected
to see Ernst at synod last fall, but he failed to come. I still keep young
and try to be useful. Best wishes for each of the classmates.

H. R. STARK. 490 Riverside Drive, New York, City, N. Y.—This is the

p’ace, and this is the hour for reverie, for introspection, and for reflection.

For once I am going to make it brief, partly because of lack of time, and
partly because I do not wish to have the aspersion cast upon me that I

always write the longest letter in the book. There is not much new to

record relative to me and the Stark family. Domestically, the outstand-

ing event of the past year was the return of my son, Walter, from China and



Japan where he had been for the past two years in connection with the

foreign department of the National City Bank of New York. I had the

pleasure of marrying him a month ago to a fine young lady of Yonkers,,

N. Y., and they are now happily located in Lansing, Mich., where he has

charge of the department of Banking and Economics, in the Mich. Agri-

cultural College. As for me I have gone back to my first love, the pastorate,

having just completed my first year as pastor of the Community Presbyterian

church of Edgewater near by. It is a growing community of commuters, and

I have an opportunity of doing what I have always wanted to do, build up

a new church, instead of biulding on another man’s foundation, working

along broad, liberal lines, agreeable to my heretical views. Theologically,

I am with Fosdick, (my neighbor in Union Seminary), heart and soul,

and doing what I can to instill the same principles and spirit into my own peo-

ple. I most sincerely hope and devoutly pray that the heresy hunters, and

“Fundamentalist” of the Presbyterian church, who are trying to discredit

all who are fortunate enough to disagree with them, will receive what is

coming to them at the General Assembly in May. Robert Milligan still

drops in every week with his sunshine and good cheer. He and I are doing

what we can to counteract the influence of Hylanism, denounce the sins of

the Government and the rottenness of American politics, while incidentally

pointing out the way to universal peace, prosperity, and happiness. With
abiding interest in all the old classmates, and hearty good wishes.

GRANT STROH, 601 College Ave., Wheaton, 111.,—April 7th was a

busy day. but I found time occasionally to think of the class and remember
the members at the Throne of Grace. My confidence in the class of ’92 is

unshaken. Its members always have done good work, and will do so

to the end. As for me, the past year has been full of daily blessings.

My work is always interesting. Giving instructions to such a keen body of

students as we have here prevents the work from growing stale, while con-

stant contact with such devoted, zealous students helps keep one young. Then
too, the Christian fellowship with both students and members of the faculty

is a rare and exalted privilege. The pastorate has its advantages, but

the pastor is often a lonely man on account of the lack, sometimes, of

mature spiritual fellowship. During the past few years the Moody Bible

Institute has become more and more an educational institution. The
classroom requirements are more rigid, the courses broader in scope. The
new pastor’s course has also raised the standard. All things considered,

both the educational and practical work course, I know of no place where
better training can be received for the work either of the missionary or the

pastor. I am keenly anticipating a new course next term with those in

the third year in the pastor’s course in the subject of “The History of

Doctrine.” This will be a fitting climax to my courses in church history.

The only exceptional thing I accomplished last year was the publishing of

a booklet “His Glory.”

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 2619 Oak Park Ave., Minneapolis, Minn.—Another
round of fallowing and sowing, with a bit of reaping—just a few sheaves
gathered in. One craves the thrill and joy of a large harvest, but we don’t

experience it every year. Can it be that we sow too sparingly? Our annual
congregation meeting— the fourth at Homewood—was the best ever in attend-

ance, enthusiasm and promise. The set of our face is forward. We are finding

more men with a mind to serve in official capacity, holding stewardship more
sacred. This stirs the pastor to magnify his office. Nineteen hundred and
twenty-four will mark the fifth anniversary of our pastorate, and the fifteenth

of the organization of Homewood Church, and plans are in embryo to make
the occasion noteworthy. Three times before it has been our lot to celebrate

the fifth anniversary, and once the tenth, but we hope to round out five years
here more nearly “well done” than at any land mark of the past. We are about



reaching the coveted goal in the education of our two children. If all goes

well both Kenneth and Katherine will have degrees conferred by the Univer-

sity of Minnesota in June, Kenneth having completed the seven years of the

medical course. Indications now are that he will go on the pay-roll of the

University immediately upon receiving his degree. It will be a “grand and glor-

ious feeling” to get back some of the “fifthy lucre” we have thru the years,

with real self-denial and sacrifice, put into that institution. Classmates,

ECELSIOR

!

L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen, (Korea)—As 1 grow older, instead of

forgetting you, the more I desire to see your faces again. It has not been

many of you I have seen since leaving the seminary. At present, indications

are that when I go home in 1925 I will not return to this land, so may have

an opportunity of seeing you once more. I am still under the Doctor’s orders,

doing about half work. During the past year we have started three new meet-

ing places, and two that were started last year now have quite good congre-

gations. Last Sunday, though a bad day at one of those places, there were

100 out in the morning and fifty out at night. At present I have forty-two

groups or churches for which I am responsible. On counting up I find that

I have started sixty-eight meeting places, or an average of two and one-quarter

per year. Many classes have started class letters, but I hear of not one that has

continued as long as our own. Let every one say, Three cheers for good old

Ward!

R. 0. WALKER. (24 Buccleuch Place), Edinburgh, Scotland—I seem to

have little of a fresh nature to chronicle. Am still at Geo. Watson’s College

for Boys, engaged chiefly in the modern language side of the school, but I

also give one Bible lesson a week to the senior form, and one also to three

other forms. Of course one has to handle old testament history in accord-

ance with the newer light, but the Book is still charged with high moral and
religious instructions. I am also now an expert in the use of the strap. When
I am forced to “wallop” any one, I never know whether I may happen to be

waToqing a future cabinet minister or not. Time will tell. But as there

were five “Watsonians” in the Lloyd George ministry, I think I*have some fair

chance of making some future Lloyd George toe the line. As a family, we are

all well at present. God’s goodness is indeed new every morning. Our chil-

dren are progressing with their studies. Our daughter is teaching and our

e’dest son is a B. Sc. At present, in my spare time. I am reading the proofs of

one addition of the Italian Bible for the B. F. B. S. of London. The years

are passing swiftly. Love and good wishes for every member of the class of ’92.

W. S. WARD, (3224 Lyndale Ave S.,) Minneapolis, Minn.—If rapidly

passing days and years is a token of advancing age, I think we must all

be growing old, steadily marching to the sunset of life. But none of us will

grow old if we keep our hearts young and our ideals inspiring. The past

year with us has been a year of intense activity. I am continuing in the

employ of the Home Mission Board, or Board of National Missions as Stone
and Hinitt have decreed, traveling and preaching days, nights and Sundays,
with “the care of all the churches” resting heavily upon me. Had the pink-

eye and the grippe during the winter which incapacitated me for a week or so,

and made me slow up for more than a month. If there is any joke about
the grippe it wears off early in the game. We are now in fairly good hea til

and keep busy all the time. Our youngest son is now in business in Detroit.

Pence’s oM town, and the house seems very lonely indeed. Have just received

word that I have been appointed to teach home missions at the Presbyterian
Young Peop’es’ Conference at Lake Koronis in July. This is a synodical

affair, and I feel quite honored. I see Sutherland occasionally and preached
for him a few weeks ago. No other classmate has crossed my line of vision



during the past year, except that I saw Hinitt and Howard at the General

Assembly. God Less you every one, and make you useful in His Work.

J. G. WOODS, (U. S. Custom Service), Mayaguez, Porto Rico,—I continue

in the customs service. Today the new governor of the Island, Judge Trower,

takes the oath of office and pronounces his inaugural address. I have seen

all the previous governors come and go. so that tells how long I have resided

in Porto Rico. Our last governor resigned, and while he did not get along with

the majority of the political leaders, he did more toward the Americanization

of the island than ail his predecessors. We are expecting great things from

Governor 1 rower, and an era of political peace and economical prosperity.

The Government is constructing me a new customs house. I have had to wait

nearly five years, but i am going to have a very beautiful building. My best

wishes to you ail. May you have all success in your labors of love. My
prayers go with you, and l shall join you on our class day tomorrow before

the Throne of Grace.

J. F. YOUNG, (801 Hunter Ave.), Bloomington, Ind.—I am almost a week
late and now we have landed on Friday the 13th with only a few minutes to the

good, but will write a few sentences and send them along so that Ward will

not worry about me. 1 had some plans about how I would get my letter writ-

ten ahead of the day and, the more the shame of it, when the day came I

forget all about the fact that there had ever been a seminary class of which
I was one forty-eighth, not very important. So I did not pray for any of you
last Saturday, and 1 expect you need someone to pray for you, but I am think-

ing that 1 need your prayers these days more than you need mine. If any
of you fellows ever served as the pastor of a Presbyterian church located

under the shadow of a great State University you know what I mean. That
will do for that. We have had a rather commonplace sort of year. Successes

and failures, joys and disappointments, health and sickness much as the

rest of you have had. The ‘‘flu” hir us hard and now Mrs. Young is

struggling with tonsilitis. Wish the sun would get to shining so these

millions of germs would dry up and Row away. Wonder how many of

you will be at the Assembly at Indianapolis! Better come along. We
will be glad to see you. Now goodbye for another year. The Dear Lord
deal kindly with each of you as 1 am sure He will. With every good
wish for you all until that day when we look into His face and become
like Him.

A. C. ZENOS, 2 Chalmers Place, Chicago, Illinois,—It seems like

yesterday since we met in reunion, celebrating the 30th anniversary of

your graduation, and here another year has passed and another letter is

to be issued. These letters of course are welcome for the fresh touch they
give each year with each of you, and for the reminder of the work we did
in common in studying the Word of God and in preparing for the service

to which we were called. But the multiplication of them, with its suggestion
of the flight of time, and of the diminishing number of opportunities for

service upon earth and for fellowship with one another in the old accustomed
ways, brings a tinge of pathos with it. We must not, however, allow it

to diminish our ardor in the work before us, but labor on, knowing that
our labor is not in vain, whether it be much or little. Wlhat I have to say
to you on the 31st anniversary of your graduation is a very simple word,
and I trust it may encourage and comfort you. It is this: The dominant
note in the life of the beloved Seminary is the spirit of devotion and
loyality to Christ and of reverence and zeal for His Word, just as it was
in your student days. Many things have changed. The campus is sur-

rounded by lines of transportation. The tumult of business is much louder
and more constant all about us. The buildings have been altered in many



ways. The Faculty is almost entirely different. The course of instruction

has been modernized. The Seminary has endeavored to keep step with

the present day needs in harmony with present day methods of life, and

work. But through all these changes, the supreme goal and motive remains,

what it was and the spirit of McCormick keeps its distinctive character

I know that you would not have it otherwise. Those of you who have

returned to the Seminary from time to time will not need to be told that

many changes have come since you left it. Some of these are apparent in

the outward equipment of campus and buildings. We have been sur-

rounded by transportation lines of all types and new buildings have gone

up. Others of the changes affect the personnel of the faoulty. Still others

the course of instruction. You will permit me to say hat the last class of

changes are all in the line of progress and improvement. Perhaps if you

were to begin your course of study over again, you would agree with me on

this point. But I can assure you that on one point there is no Change—the

Seminary is controlled by the same spirit of loyalty and enthusiastic de-

votion to the Lordship of Jesus Christ and of love for His Word and enthusiasm

for His service. As you continue in your labors, let your hearts be cheered

with the assurance that the Master you love and are serving has many
more preparing to follow in your footsteps and continue your good work.

ADDENDA
Dear Classmates: The following lazy lubbers reported or didn’t report

after May 23. The printer had gone to press the 20th and these are conse-

quently Addendas. Moral—Hereafter be on time. Remember the parable

of the “Foolish Virgins.”

Ward—Editor

Hawley—Printer

A. L. BERRY, (Hotel Silas), Springfield. 111.,—Ward’s card received

as I was leaving the city, but should have been answered long ago. I can

think of nothing in my humdrum experience during the past year that would
add interest to the increasingly interesting class letters. Deeply regret adding
to the weight of the burden of Ward’s labor of love for the rest of us.

L. J. DAVIES, Tsinan-fu, Shantung, China,— (The following information

concerning Davies has just been received form the Foreign Board: “Rev. L.

J. Davies is no longer connected with the Shantung Christian University, but
is doing city evangelistic work at Tsinan-fu. Shantung. China. Mr. and Mrs.
Davies were to arrive at San Francisco on the SS Shinyo Maru on May 1st,

but so far we have had no word from them.”)

A. F. ERNST. (935 N. 39th St .) Omaha, Neb.,—So many things can
take place within a year that, on first thought, I conclude that it will be
difficult to sum up the record in a letter of two hundred words. Then as I

review the events they seem so commonplace and unimportant that I concede
that there is nothing worthy of record. But life is made up largely of the

trivial and the common. I am thankful that I have been permitted to go on
performing regu’arly the ordinary tasks of the everyday life. I know I am
"rowing older: but as yet my eyes are not dim and my natural force seems but
little abated. Our older son was married last June and moved into his own
home. The younger boy is a junior in High School. We have had a happy year
in the work of the church. The Trustees said the report of the year’s fi-



nances was the best they ever had. We made a good net gain in membership

and begin another year with fine prospects. The discussion between fundament-

alists and progressives has not disturbed our equilibrium. I try to be. “Like

unto a man that is a householder, who bringeth forth out of his treasure things

new and old.” After thirty-one years of preaching, I feel that I have brought

forth so little from the inexhaustible supply. When I began my ministry,

I thought that a few sermons would use up all the store; now I see that the

supply is growing instead of diminishing.

F. M. FOX. (517 Westview Ave.,) Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa.,—Just

the same good home and loved ones, the same >church and the same unbroken
routine, but daily mercies which ar6”"new every morning. At the beginning

of the third year our work is opening with a good promise and there are signs

of new life and progress which we hail with joy and gratitude. Of our class

I have been permitted to be in touch with Milligan, Konkle and Hinitt during

the year. I find them the same fine men, upholding the dignity and high
standard of our class and honoring the Lord in their calling. It is an in-

spiration to know that we are all faithfully endeavoring to do the same thing

and I pray that God may graciously continue to give us love and strength and
vision and courage. Living under the shadow of Princeton there are only

of few McCormick men in these parts but I find them making good, workmen
who need not to be ashamed. I am proud of McCormick. Grace be with you
all and with yours.

E. P. GILCHRIST. Hardin, 111.,— (I presume Gilchrist is still on deck
at the above address. His silence in response to frequent requests to send in

his letter may mean that he is not in good health. We hope to hear from
him next year.)

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.,— (Paul has evidently been “busy
here and there” and the class letter has been postponed until a more con-
venient season. Hope he will not fail us next year, for we all appreciate his

messages.)

Wm. PARKER, Knowlesville, N. Y.,— (Our last word from Parker indi-

cated that he was not in good health, and it is possible that he has been com-
pelled to give up his work at Knowlesville. We hope to hear that he is still

on deck.)

E. H. PENCE. (E. 17th N. and Schuler St.,) Portland, Ore., (It is possible
that Pence was so busy preparing his speech in seconding the nomination of
Bryan for Moderator of the General Assembly that he has felt it necessary to

neglect writing his class letter. It must have been a great speech, and I am
sure we would all have been glad to hear it.)

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Ore.,— (That big job at Coquille of which Smith
wrote us, seems to have occupied all his time and energy, leaving none for
the annual message to the classmates of other years. Hope he may have a
little more leisure next year.)





ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 32.

Minneapolis, Minn. May 15. 1924

Dear Classmates: With much joy we send you another number of our

annual class letter, trusting that you may find rich enjoyment in reading the

messages from the widely scattered members of the class of ’92. The roll call

is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT. Taft, California.—

God bless the boys of eighteen ninety-two:

With each passing year new grace bestow.

When Time comes to exact his due.

Grant them satisfaction to know,
The good fight fought, faith still secure.

The crown in sight and full of glow.

It is Sabbath night, the eve of the all important April seventh, when our

minds sweep the world in memory of the boys we knew so intimately and now
for thirty-two years have observed the sacred day. The mind sweeps heaven,

too. for some of the faithful ones have gone to their reward and their works
follow after them. And what noble works they did in building up immortal
souls, some of whom are dedicated to the work as Ambassadors of Christ. I

have had a prosperous year, no sadness, no sorrows; just basked in the sun-

shine of God’s grace and endeavored to keep undimmed the epistle known and
read of all men. My eyes are giving me a little trouble, but although I should
.be blind, yet I would be able to see, the light of the world is Jesus. The family
are all well, but I can see the wife and I are nearing the divide where the
western slope leads into the beyond. We are all getting along toward the time
when we can see the sunset of life in all its radiance. What a sunset it is. A
life spent in the service of Christ. Again I say, God, Bless the boys of eigh-

teen ninety-two.

A. L. BERRY. Hotel Silas. Springfield. 111.—Ward’s letters received and
I apo’ogize for my neglect and forgetfulness in regard to the class letters. A-
bout the time the first letter came I received notice of the severe illness of a

brother in Indiana. We buried him the last day of March. On my return home
I found my tenant in ill health and the problems of seed and other matters per-
taining to the farm engrossed my time and attention. But I suppose that back
of all was the feeling that anything I might add would be of so little interest
it would not be missed but I do like to read the communications of other
members and gladly enclosed my quota for pub’ication.



E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kan.— (Sorry we have no stirring message from

Boyd this year. As far as 1 know he is still practicing law in WitchitaJ W.

L. J. DAVIES, Tsinanfu, Shantung, China.— (Konkle writes that Davies

was in this country last year but got away before he could secure his class

letter. Hope we may have his message next year.)W.

W. H. ENSIGN, Springville, Utah.—We have had this day in mind for

some time, as its memories and prayers grow in our hearts every succeeding

year. During all our ministerial life Mrs. Ensign and I have kept in close

touch with mission fields, home and foreign; and we are in a vast mission field,

in Utah’s sunny valley, beside her lofty mountains, and among her mines and

waterfalls. We have two preaching places, here, and at Spanish Fork, five miles

away over a paved highway that runs sixty miles south from Great Salt Lake.

The Columbia Steel Plant is three miles from our city, and has spent eight

million dollars, so we are told, in getting ready to be “The Pittsburg of the

West.” The subject of supreme interest to us is to see Christ have this empire

for His Kingdom. There is a Lutheran Church at Spanish Fork, made up of

Icelanders brought here over thirty years ago; when they saw the facts about

the “system” that brought them, they returned to their former faith—the Luth-

eran. Their church and our two are the only Evangelical ones in these towns

whose combined population is over seven thousand. It is a great thing to

see even a small congregation of our faith where the population is only five

per cent non-mormon. Twelve persons united with our Church here yesterday.

We entertained Presbytery last week, and were blessed in the Holy Spirit

using the Missionary Exercise “Ye are the Light of the World”—twenty-eight

of our young people took part in it. We have read the booklet “Praying

Hyde” sent by the S.S. Times Company. A lady here used to live in Carthage,

111., and read the book, she knew the Hydes. “They that wait upon the Lord

shall renew their strength.”

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Neb.—Some of you would

never know that I am late with my letters, if the contents did not reveal my
tardiness. Class Day comes at such a busy season for all of us. The whole

year has gone at a rapid pace, which is evidence that we are getting older.

It has been a joy to preach and minister; and I am thankful that I have been

kept in health and strength for the task. Mrs. Ernst has had a good year also.

Our younger son graduates from high school in June and expects to enter the

state university in September. Our church work has gone about as usual.

Financially we prospered and closed the year with expenses paid and a balance

of about $400. The ladies have $5000. on hand. We have decided to build an

addition to our edifice and improve the property at a cost of $15,000. The
Omaha Seminary. Hastings College, Omaha Church Council are all after

us now. With other extra calls and our regular expenses, we will have plenty of

places to use our money. We are at a great task and mean to push on to greater

things. I will finish my tenth year with this church in September. Our Pres-

bytery adopted the reorganization plan and elected me chairman of the Pres-

byteria! Council. Looks as if my busiest year is before me. My wish for

each of you is expressed in the Third epistle of John, verse two.

EDWIN S. EVANS, Arlington, Kan.—Thirty two years have passed with

great rapidity. Each year has brought its measure of joy and sorrow. We
have learned the lessons of the years, and now are giving our people the re-

sults of our best endeavor. It has taken years for us to learn how to live. In

many ways, my past year has been my best year. I am trying to make my peo-

ple searchers of the Word. This is my great ambition, and the more I suc-
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ceed in this, the greater is my satisfaction. Preaching is an ever increasing

Joy. God’s Word is truly wonderful. One has but to study it, to have an over-

whelming amount of material for every occasion. Next to thanking God for

the Gospel, I ever thank Him, and he led me to accept it as His word, and that

He taught me to present it, without shame or restraint. Throat trouble which

I recently feared, I think has left me forever. So I have the prospect of a

blessed period of service for my Master. I am led to feel that our letters this

year will be letters of joy and triumph. This is a glorious time in which to

live. Each of us has the opportunity to declare his loyalty to Christ, and the

things that pertain unto his peace. With best wishes and good will for all

the brethren.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburgh, 0.—It is a pleasure once more to turn

my thought to the seminary days, and to the boys I knew so well. What an

interesting class we did have!' They surely are leaving us one by one. We
are still in our home in Millersburgh. I preach occasionally. I frequently go

out and supply for men who go candidating. My wife and I teach in Sabbath

School. 1 am glad to send greetings to the class of ’92.

W. S. FOREMAN, 400 New England Building, Kansas City, Mo.— I am
going to be a good boy this time and try and save you any additional grey hairs,

by being on time with my letter and my fee for printing. I am thinking of

driving north in the summer for a little vacation, perhaps the 1st of August, if

I do I will likely drive your way and will be glad to park our tin-Lizzie in front

of your address for a few minutes. As for the classmates, I have seen only one

of the boys during the past year, viz, Hawley. He has to come to Kansas City

now and than and once and awhile I get to Park College. Hawley is only a

little whiter headed, if that could be. He is doing a great work at Park. The
Foreman family have increased a little over last year, in that the Herrick John-

son member of the family concluded he’d better become a householder and took

unto himself a wife. So instead of two sons and one daughter, I have two sons

and two daughters now, and very proud of all of them. The younger son,

William, is camping at home yet, attending medical college at Kansas City.

We are still in the Booze fighting business. Thot we were going to have to

hunt another job when we got the constitution and laws made up to suit us,

but the sad spectacle of a disloyal citizenship has made it necessary to “carry

on,” to save the nation from again falling into the hands of the traitors to the

commonwealth. It is time that every pulpit once again peal out the watchword
“Of loyalty, loyalty—yes loyalty” to the laws and obedience to the will of the

people. This disloyalty in its most heinous form is not that of the ignorant

class many of whom are foreigners, but of the higher classes, even reaching to

Official Washington, who flaunt their disloyalty in the faces of the govern-

ment. Fellows—cry aloud and spare not. The wets are making a systematic

attack on the Anti-Saloon League, stooping to any kind of misrepresentation,

to carry their cause and put us in jail. So I may have to write my next let-

ter from some jail, or penitentary, so don’t be surprised if you hear of my be-

ing arrested for robbing Jno. D. or Sec. Mellon, or running away with some
one’s wife. That gang are fighting for their life. All honor, for the consuma-
tion of this greatest of all moral reforms, belongs to the church. The call .to

combat the entrenched liquor traffic of the world is the greatest missionary
call the church has ever had. The mission fields will now become more and
more the centers of the activities of the liquor traffic, for they are the centers

of prosperity. To save the money we are putting into missions, we of necessity

will be compelled to help to combat the organized liquor forces of the world.
Three thousand additions per day to the churches of America, is due large-

ly to the fact that America is coming out from under the influence of alcohol.
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I hope that each of you boys have had a most prosperous year, and that the

outlook for the new year is brighter than ever. We have been wonderfully

spared as a class, but the day is just a little way ahead when our ranks will

begin to thin out rapidly, and it won’t be as long as it has been until we can

have a c^ss reunion and have a full count. God bless you all. Wife joins me
in love to all the class.

FRANCIS M. FOX, 517 Westview Ave., Germantown, Pa.—We are all

well and busy on the same old program, prayer and work, (still hard work)

and praise. It is interesting to see the work develop, now in this respeet and

now in that. This year we have tried to develop the membership along the

lines of better acquaintance and friendliness rather than stressing the getting

of new members. We have the reputation of being a very stiff church, but we
are not at all, and all we need to prove it is a better chance. I think Milligan

is the only one of the fellows I have seen during the year, and now that he is

in Winnie, Tex^s, the chances for seeing him are cut off. You will be inter-

ested to know that here in Philadelphia some of us are still orthodox in spirit

as well as in faith. We go on trying to preach and live the positive Gospel.

Have any of you found a better way? May His presence go before, and His

blessing attend you all, through the best of all years ever.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Donnellson, 111.—April 7, comes so quickly in recent

years, but it is a pleasure to remember the day, and to recall the many experi-

ences of Joy and gladness as well as hardships that have marked the way since

we were together in dear old McCormick. I have been at Donnellson almost

a year, but I came expecting to stay but three months. I am supplying for the

pastor who is recovering from a nervous breakdown, and I am to be here till

fall. I find a fine work and very pleasant people here. I am feeling at home
in Illinois and in Alton Presbytery. McClusky is still here, and is one of

the fathers of the Presbytery, though his step is as elastic and his humor as

keen, and as deservedly popular as in his school days. I shall be glad when the

class letter arrives.

F. W. HAWLEY, Park College, Parkville, Mo., May 23, 1924.—The pub-

lisher of these Annals of The Poor has read all the letters herein contained

and passes them on. The superintendent and students who work in the print

shop of Park College, which turns out around 4 million pages per year, is

glad to serve the Class of ’92 in this way. Some of you boys write as if you
were getting old. Forget it! You are just in your prime! Let’s all be
optimists! The best is yet to come! We are closing a wonderful year at

Park. Blessings on you.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—Another year has flashed by. How they go!

It has been a good year, the best in my work here since I came. Large addi-

tions to the church, a fine record in benevolence for us, and the prospect of

another good year ahead. What more can one ask than the chance to work,
and with results to encourage one on the way? Such, I hope, has been the

experience of all our class. In the home there is no change more than
time brings. Just now my boy is in the hospital recovering from an opera-

tion, but he is doing well for which we are very grateful. I am hoping to see

some of the boys at the Assembly, but so far they do not appear on the

lists I have seen. God bless you all.

J. B. HOWARD, 1124 Twenty-Fourth Ave., Rock Island, 111.—Dear Class-

mates: For the first time in years I am behind time with my letter* Just a

week. I am now living in Rock Island. We moved up here Oct. 1st. This end of

the work had more than trebled in membership, in the last 18 months doubled
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in Sunday School attendance and about the same financial self support.

On account of our health, wife and I planned to resign this fall and spend the

winter in Southern Calif., but the Presbytery wants us to stay another year

so we may do so. I have built another house in Des Moines on the lot adjoin-

ing the one 1 built in 1915. We are getting to feel like we’d like to retire and

quit moving around. But so long as we feel the blessed Lord wants us to con-

tinue I guess we ought to be ashamed to quit. I wonder how many of us are

still in tlie Pastorate. May God bless you all and still make you fruitful in his

service.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—My dear Fellows of ’92. Last year 1

was showing you some of the records of labor, but this year it’s a prosy story of

the labor itself, and it doesn’t make a nice story, so I will not bore you with it.

I must tell you an amusing incident that has occured in connection with my
work. When I finished my manuscript on Penn’s time, I sent it to a Yale pro-

fessor friend of mine, whom I consider the greatest authority on colonial history.

He used to be at Bryn Mawr and he has no affinity for a split infinitive. He
found a few in my manuscript and talked “turkey” to me about it. I assured

him I never allowed them in my published books, because I had a proof-

reader’s rule made to cut them out, although I personally liked them once in

a while. Time passed and when my “Bryan” was finished I wanted a young
lawyer friend to read it. He also found a few split infinitives, but apologized

for noting them, because as he said, he himself was addicted to them, but since

he had married a Bryn Mawr wife, she had jeered at him until he too was now
sensitive about them. Then while I was in North Carolina, I picked up a New
York Times Book Review and there found a review, by Brander Mathews, on
two or three pamphlets issued by the Society For Pure English whose head-

quarters are Oxford, and whose members are among the most learned men from
A. J. Balfour down. To my delight one of these pamphlets was a defense of

the split infinitive showing that all our great authors had used them when-
ever they wished. If that was not uncommon! Oh, how I rubbed it in my
Yale friend and the lawyer of Philadelphia. But the best is yet to come!
Knowing, as I did, that the Secretary of the “Society for Pure English,” L.

Pearsell Smith, author of “Trivia’^ was born and raised in Philadelphia, I

thought he would enjoy the fun and so I wrote him. The climax was reached!

He made me a member of the Society for Pure English of Oxford, because I

would use a split infinitive on occasions P Maybe I didn’t enjoy sending that

news to my Yale professor friend! As the younger generation puts it.
—

“I’ll

say I did.” My wife and I broadcast occasionally from W.F.L., my part being
address and hers songs. My daughter was married last June to a young archi-

tect and builder here, two of whose houses were reproduced, one by Guersey
Moore, the artist, in the Saturday Evening Post, and one in the House Beau-
tiful. My only brother, Edwin, died last September, so that I am the last of

my father’s family. I will dedicate my next book to him. Since I wrote the

review of the two “Lives” of Hyde in these pages, I learn that an enlarged
edition of the India Book is to appear. The Sunday School Times people and
the Presbyterian book store tell me that McGaw’s “Praying Hyde” is having a
good sale, and the other one will, too, as soon as it is better known.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Neb.—I consider it quite a privilege to be al-

lowed to say “Hello” once more to the class of ’92. It was a joy to meet again
here Dr. Zenos of McCormick last fall at Kearney, Neb. His presnece gave Ernst
and me a splendid excuse for recalling Seminary days. We found your names
to our souls were like sweet morsels upon the tongue. We certainly are a much
honored class. We have seen the tag end of an older day and the beginning of

this dispensation of auto’s and wirele'ss. “The times are not out of joint” at all.

5



If there is any real trouble it is, I was not educated at the moving picture

school. If my theology is not yet directed by a soverign God it is not Dr.

Craig’s fault but that peculiar weakness of Presbyterians which manifests it-

self In applauding the old Westminister Assembly and then deciding to do

their own thinking. You were remembered April 7th. The events of the old

days are coming to my mind more easily now. I am ten times a grandfather

otherwise our family is unchanged. Still a home missionary. Our heart aches

a bit for the unfortunate and chastened ones. “My fate is the common fate

of all.” Yet very few shadows on my landscape. Life and service sweeter than

ever, so may it be with you.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel, Miss.-—Ward’s reminder came in time to

recall to mind that I had neglected the class letter again this year. But realiy

there has been some excuse for it especially this year. After Konkle’s letter

came we were suddenly confronted with a proposition to build a new plant for

our growing work. One of our Lumbermen offered to give us one hundred

thousand dollars, if we would within a year raise an equal amount. So we
set to work, and after a vigorous three day campaign raised the amount neces-

sary. The architects are busy now with the preliminary plans and just as soon

as they have finished we will begin building and in another year hope to have

as fine a church equipment as can be secured. We are putting the most of

our time and thought and money too, in the Sunday School and Social features

of the plant, beleiving that through them we will obtain the greatest results.

On top of the campaign we had our Every Member Canvass, which we put a-

cross with unusually good results. Our church is not large in membership
but it certainly is in accomplishments. This year or rather this summer we
add a fourth man to the staff,—a young people’s pastor. We have beside the

pastor and myself a negro preacher at work among the colored popualtion,

Then to cap the climax, while these campaigns were in progress there came
a call to take up new work at Macon, Georgia, and in fairness to the call that

came I had to make a trip there to look it over. As to a change, I have not

yet decided, for the call and the greatness of new opportunities has a strong

pull. Health has been fairly good, thought I am constantly reminded that age

is creeping on, but I’ll wager that I am in looks as in fact, the youngest of the

lot. Hair has grown very dark, but I have all or it, not a bald place showing

—

yet. The boys are grown, one is in business in Bend, Oregon, the other a senior

(this fall) at the Univeristy of Alabama. Our daughter is with us at home and
is in High School. We are delightfully situated in the southland, but I am
looking forward to the time when with the children we can make our home in

the great northwest for that is my ideal of a place in which to spend old age.

With love to you all.

EDWARD WRIGHT McCLUSKY, Lebanon, 111.—“Lo, the winter is past

the rain is over and gone; the time of singing is come.” Having graduated in

the Happy Spring, our years have been one sweet slong after another. Clouds
have come, and in their mist we have had to search at times for “the lost

chord,” but is was found. Two little darkies (see funny page) saw a man
gazing upward and saying “I look up at the sky so blue, and there I see a

cloud or two; so clean and nice they look like new. Roll on, thou clouds, Roll

on!” The pickaninies hasten to tell “Jerry on the Job,” and when he say “Well,

What of it” they reply. “Them Clouds is Doin’ it.” Clouds may come, but

they also go. I scattered crumbs for the first robin recently, and he well nigh

ate out of my hand. I have been enjoying three exercises: Walking ten to

twenty miles a week. One day, on a mud road, an auto came along, an old man,
who knew me, and a young man occupying the front seat, with a hog in a box
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completely filling the back seat. The old .man invited me to ride. He va-

cated his place and perched himself on top of the hog box with his head touch-

ing the top of the car and one stiff leg stretched out in close quarters. Upon

my remonstrating, he joyously exclaimed: “Oh. that’s all right! Two men in

the front seat and two hogs in the back seat!” Visiting Westminister Base

Ball Park and watching the game between the Fundamentalists and the Mod-

ernists, with Stroh and Tate as batteries for the former and Stark and Pence

for the latter, meanwhile wondering, “Shall the Fundamentalists Win?” Read-

ing Woodrow Wilson, being especially thrilled by his address at McCormick

in 1909, on “The Ministry and the Individual.” He emphasizes “The indomi-

table individual” who stands up in his independence and says, “I go this way,

let any man go another way who chooses.” Of course I do many other things,

such as preaching two or three sermons each week, addressing clubs and fra-

ternities, speaking to the college students and playing with my first and only

grandson. I also served as chaplain of the last Illinois House of Representa-

tives.

R. L. MILLIGAN, Winnie, Tex.— (From some of the class letters we are

saddened to learn that Milligan has been compelled to go to the Southland

to recuperate his health. Have not been able to hear directly from him. Hope
he may soon recover).

WILLIAM PARKER, Naduvatam, P. 0., Nilgiris, India.—I thought there

had been a move among the class to cease contributing to the class letter. I

wish this had prevailed as I am quite sure the class letter must be a great

trouble to Ward, waiting for the contributions, putting them in order and

printing the whole. Two years ago this coming August I underwent a very

serious operation in a Nursing Home of Manchester. My case was considered

a triumph in surgery. I was given ten days to live or die. My health had
become so impaired that I was forced to retire from the ministry and so pro-

ceeded to England. I remained sometime in England, but the cold weather

was very trying. Thereupon a friend of our family invited me to his

estate in the Milgiaii Hills of India. So here I am living, unable for much
work, but very willing to do something and exert a good influence around me.

I was at church two Sundays ago, the service is held only once in three

months, and I took communion with the few church of England people at-

tending. The church service for some forty years has been held in the

travellers rest house or Dak Bungalow, but we are interested in building a

small church. My friend has promised very generously toward this and
already ground has been secured and plans drawn for the church. Some ten

years ago I was visiting at the Tea Estate, when I made a trip around the world.

E. H. PENCE, Portland, Oregon.—It isn’t the 7th of April upon which I

write; but it’s as near as most of you are likely to be at this thing. Out these

ways, these times of the year is a busy time, as Guv. Cook would say. Easter

practices have virtually episcopalized us. Not bad altogether, for there is a

singular receptiveness of mind to the evangelistic approach. But it makes the

duties of the period highly competitive with those involved in the intensive

correspondence course by which Ward annually graduates me in a realizing

sense of my cosmic insignificance. Last year he insinuated that my duties in

nominating Bryan for Moderator had so spent my slender resources of energy
that I had none left to write for this undying piece of immortality. No, that

wasn’t it at all; I just kept putting it off. Then came the joyful thought that

it was too late. Then I settled down for ten and a half months of exemptive
joys. Blame it, fellows, I don’t know what to write. Here I am, stallin’ along,

ekin’ out a dollar’s worth, and it ain’t worth a dollar of any man’s money,

—

not even my own—except to have it over, and that is worth two dollars, but
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Ward gets on y one. Why not send in all our stuff and have Ring Lardner

edit it. 1 have no doubt that Stark has looked Ring up as a co-fanatic on

Base Ball, and the two of them could make up something worth getting all

het up about because its so long coming. Well, boys, Joys to you all, and

yours.

0. L. PRENTICE, R. R. No. 2, Frankfort, Ind.— (Through some mis-

carriage in the mail Prentice failed to receive his class letter last year. If

any of the classmates has an extra copy please send it to him. Barely

enough to go around were published last year. Hope to have a message from

him for our next leterj.W.

U. G. SCHELL, Ong, Neb.—As long as Ward and Pence are conscience

for us, and guardians of the honor of the class of 1892, how can a fellow

resist their plea, to send in his latest address anyway. In a quiet place, where

nothing happens out of the ordinary, we appreciate word from the boys al-

though our contribution may be small to the “good of the order.” Our health

has been good during the year, and we sympathize with Pence in the illness

of his son. We are alone now, however, our daughter will be home for the

summer. In all the racket that is raised in these times, I still “hold to the

form of sound words.” If the 1st Church of New York City couldn't find

anyone big enough to fill their pulpit inside the denomination it must be

that the representatives of the class in the east are growing worldly. No
wonder we are called “God’s fools.” The only consolation is, God takes

special care of such, according to the popular belief. House cleaning might
help us, as well as the corrupt politics at Washington.

W. S. SMITH, Coquilla, Ore.— (Too bad Smith failed to get his letter

to us in time for publication. Hope some one will remind him early next

year) .W.

H. R. STARK, 490 Riverside Drive, New York City.—A prod from that per-

sistent, perennial, pertinaceous, and pestilential Pence reminds me that it is

high time to write another class letter. Like the Scribes and Pharisees, he
says, but does not. He takes out in preaching what he expects the rest of us

to practice. Well, we shall take his counsel rather than his example, and do
what he says. No doubt he has good and weighty reasons for his scant at-

tention to epistolary obligations. Our sympathy goes out to him in these days

of sore trial in the critical illness of his son, Dave, a very fine lad whom I

saw often during those earlier years in Detroit. For once I am going to dem-
onstrate conclusively that I can write a brief letter. There is not much news
to writ*! about unless we follow the Senatorial and Congressional example, and
start another investigation into the character and conduct of our delinquents,

to ascertain whether some of them are not bespattered with oil. Milligan, I

think is at once brought under suspicion, in that he recently removed to Texas,

and lives in the vicinity of the great Beaumont oil field. That should be
looked into. Hawley once lived in Oklahoma near the territory now occupied

by prolific wells, and is said to have known Doheney, if not to have actually

been in correspondence once with Sec. Fall. All of this reminds me that I am
now left alone in these parts with only Fox and Konkle now as neighbors in

the Quaker city. Two such fine spirits are sorely needed there in these days

to act as a foil to the mediaeval monasticism of that monkish inquisitor, and
self-appointed guardian of the faith, know as McCartney. I cannot tell you
how much we miss Milligan, the pleasure of his fellowship, the inspiration of

his conversational charm, and the rare wine of his mental gifts. The provi-

dence which removes this richly endowed nature, and ripened soul, thus pre-
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maturely from the active pastorale seems incomprehensible. Let us hope that

he may yet be able to resume that work so dear to his heart. With a thought, a

prayer, and the warmest affection for you all.

GRANT STROH, 153 Institute Place, Chicago, 111—I am a week late with

my letter. Hope none of you have to make a similar confession. Have had a

strenuous, happy year, and enjoy my work more than ever. The keen interest

of my classes is a constant inspiration and incentive to give them my best. It

took about two years to get adjusted to my new work and position, but

now every year seems to strenghten the bonds. Then, too, I have interesting

and live subjects to teach, such as Church History, History of Doctrine,

Bibical Criticism, and Christian Evidences. These do not all come every

term, but they keep me studying in order to keep up with the times and try

to meet the destructive tendencies of Modernism and Rationalism. I thorough-

ly believe in being able to “give a reason for the faith that is in you” and

also teaching my students to do the same. My job is no snap, but full of re-

wards. As to the present year of 1924, it will be memorable in the Stroh an-

nals. Upon the first day of the year our daughter was happily married to

one of the seniors of McCormick Seminary, a man of splendid parts. In

February Mrs. Stroh was seriously ill and is not yet fully recovered. In

March I received copies of my new book from the George H. Doran Co., of

New York. In July we expect our daughter Harriet home from China upon

her first furlough. I do not know what else will be coming along, but even

these are sufficient to make it an eventful year for the Stroll’s. I wish you all

joy for the coming year.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 2619 Oak Park Ave., Minneapolis, Minn.—Ward
and I had a precious hour together on Class Day—a sort of reunion of the

“fathers and brethren” of the class of ’92,—Ward representing the “fathers”

and I the ’’brethren” or vice versa if you prefer. Anyway, in a sense we were

all there. “Safely through another—not “week,” but “year” God—has brought

our class numbering 32 strong. Aside from Ward we have not grasped the

hand, or looked into the face, of a classmate in all the year. On March 23rd,

we celebrated our fifth anniversary here in Homewood. Perhaps the five years

here have equaled any consecutive five years anywhere, and this last is not

the least in things done. Fine support by the teachers of the young people’s

department of the Sunday School has brought splendid returns in young lives

dedicated. As to family, we are still four,—as anticipated in last year’s letter,

both of oifr children had degrees conferred by the university last June. Both,

however, are still connected with the “U”, Kenneth on the staff at the Health
Department, and Katherine on the staff at the library. This is much to

their liking, as well as ours. Their lots are still cast with us in our Home-
wood church, and their support, especially in the choir, is our strength and
joy. Homewood, as at present located, is perhaps at her best. There is

nothing promising or thrilling in the outlook. It’s all on account of the Jews.
They are about the same crying “crucify”—at any rate, they seem destined

to kill our work. A possible escape may be found by moving about one mile
to the northward. “Men and brethren, what shall we do?”

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea.—The time has come for another
message. Greetings to you all. I am sick over the fact I did not receive

my Class Letter last year. What have I done to have been used so badly any-

way? I wrote twice for it but have received no answer from either. I cannot
tell you how much I have missed the letter of 1923, and I don’t know how to

bridge that break. This year please make an extra copy or two so that when
the mail miss-carries, there may be some chance of obtaining another. We’ve
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had floods and earth-quakes out here in the Orient, but nothing ha’f so ter- .

rible. I imagine, as what you are having in America as a regular thing. This

so called modernist unheavel is enough to make the angels weep. Shakespeare

say “conscience makes cowards of us all.” But methinks in plain speech,—the

lack, of conscience makes the very devil bawl. I can only hope that the

Class of ’92, will stand strong for the whole Word of God, and be able to

make it so clear as that there shall be no mistaking, or misunderstanding as

to what you mean. I wish that I could be at the General Assembly this year.

Our Grand old Church is on trial as she possibly never was before. But more
the truth is at stake and Christ is being reviled. Modernism is sure death to

any church. If our Christian warriors do not stand firm for the truth now
there will be great loss. I have faith to believe that our class will be firm

and true. If in the Church of Jesus Christ there are those who either cannot

or will not preach what the Bible and our standards teach, they ought to be

manly enough to step out and go to their own kind. Those are my sentiments.

The past year has been a most happy one, full of work without a break.

My labors are distributed in two Presbyteries. In the one I am the only

missionary, in the other, I have charge with the Korean brethern of a territory

in which we have thirty-seven churches and still some undeveloped ground
where we hope to build up some more. In connection with these two fields

I am in touch with about a hundred churches, twenty-four pastors and a dozen

helpers, and about twelve hundred Sunday School teachers. When I am at

home, my time is taken up with the Bible Correspondence Course and other

literary work. We are still seven, yea. with out grandchildren we are now
ten. One is in Korea and another waiting to come, and two are still in

college. The Lord has been very precious, His promises are all true, His
presence a most glorious realization. Oh what will it be when we shall see

Him as He is! When the battle of life is past, and the mists have cleared

away, it will be so good to meet Him there and to reign with Him always.

You know there could no victory be,

Were there no battle strong;

With faith in His Word, and trust in our Lord,

We brave the clashing throng.

Sometimes the sky o’er head grows dark,

Sometimes the storm-clouds reappear;

But however cold and gloomy the day,

My Lord is ever consciously near.

He’d have us understand I’m sure.

There’s something good in all these things;

For the cheering smile on a cloudy day,

Most marvelous victory brings.

But even better still may the following help you all to victory:

God Gives His Best

God gives His best to you,

When heart with burdens low is bent,

And nerves with frightful problems wrent,

He will your strength renew.

God always wants to bless,

Though all around seems dark and drear,

-
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Nor light nor helping hand is near,

Have faith. He gives success.

The faithful, God doth hear.

When you believing humbly bow,

And ask for what you need just now,

You 11 find Him very near.

God never fails to do, •

For whom on errands He hath sent,

While you for Him your life have spent,

What He hath promised you.

My good wife joins me in best wishes to you all and to all your families,

Yours in 1 Cor. 16:13-14.

L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen—This is not written from my station, but

from one of our other stations where I am at this time helping in training

class work. I finish here Friday, having given them about twenty days

teaching. Our work is so much of one order that my class letters must be much
alike, if I tell you about the work. There is a young preacher in my field,

who, because his ways and his knowledge, and ability to lead in the church

work, is called my son. He to my surprise had turned down five calls at

double salary, at which time 1 was told by a fellow missionary that he had

turned down those because as I had been such a help to him he did not

intend to leave my field before I went home for as 1 was no longer to do full

work .he wished to help me. I think I told you in the last letter that I would
return to America in 1925, if I did not go to my upper home before then.

There is no change in my condition except a loss of strength. Since I wrote

you I have two new churches started and one of two others that are about

ready to be recognized as churches, so you see I am not entirely thrown
away. The native Presbytery has unamiously asked our Executive Committee
of Foreign Missions to keep me out here notwithstanding the fact that I can

do less than half work. The Committee says that, in view of what I have done
in the past, work or no work I can stay as long as I wish and the church
will continue my salary. That is very pleasant but I will go home and sup-

port myself and tfius enable the church to send a whole man out to take my
place. Since leaving the Seminary I have seen but a few of you. When I

go home I hope it will come about so that I will see the most of you. I

am more than sorry to hear that some of you have gone off in your life,

mind and heart. Brethren this Gospel we preach is no “new gospel” though
new to us every day, but it is the power of God, (today at it always has
been) unto a new life here which shall last until eternity. I have no desire

to argue but I do witness to that which my eyes have seen. May God’s
richest blessing be on you and yours.

R. 0. WALKER, 23. Buccleuch Place, Edinburgh, Scotland.—Another year
gone, so Konkle reminds me, and I am to chronicle its results for us as a
family. Well, in God’s kindly providence, we have kept well. My eldest son
was operated on for appendicitis, but is now well again. I continue to teach
at George Watson’s College for Boys. My special subjects are Spanish and
Bible. I have also been proof-reading Spanish and Italian Bibles for the B.
F.B.S. of London. We live now in a house of our own, at last. We have a
wireless set, but amongst the voices from America, I do not hear your voices
yet! My sons are still at Edinburgh University, my daughter is a teacher
in London. My wife still daily stirs the porridge pot for us all. God’s
mercies are fresh every day. Every morning we wake to duty and to be of
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good cheer, in Christ's name. With the increasing years, come signs of

increasing infirmities, but no doubt God s good grace will be at hand for

every possible joy or sorrow. With a salutation arid best wishes for you all.

W. S. WARD, 3224 Lyndale Ave., S. Minneapolis, Minn.— It seems but a

short time since the last class letter was issued, so busy have I been, traveling

almost far enough to encircle the earth and equator. For the first time in

many winters we escaped an attack of the grippe, for which we are thankful

indeed. Sutherland and I had a class meeting on our class day and greatly

enjoyed bearing you all before the Throne of Grace. Some more honors and

hard work with no great compensation have come my way during the past

year. I am now stated clerk and treasurer of the Synod of Minnesota. Our

youngest son, Paul, was married last summer and is now living in Pence’s old

town, Detroit. Owing to the reorganization of the Boards, I am now “Assistant

Executive of Board of National Missions, Central District of Minnesota” quite

some dignified title, isn’t it? But “none of these things move me.” My hat

will still go on without the aid of a shoe horh. These are great days and

somewhat anxious days for all of us who love our noble church. God grant

that out of these troublous times we may all come to higher and holier service

for the Christ.

J. G. WOODS, U. S. Customs, Mayaguez, P. R.—I have remembered you all

before the Throne of Grace. I still continue in the Government Service

and I also continue to enjoy good health. In all the years I have been in

Porto Rico I have not lost a day. Nor have I gained or lost in weight. 1

remain very much the same as when we were in dear, old McCormick Theo-

logical Seminary. My hair is somewhat thinner and whiter, but otherwise I

am the same. Other old residents ask we how I hold my own so well.

My new Custom House has been completed and it is the only Custom House
in Porto Rico dedicated exclusively to the Service. It is the finest Office

Building in the West Indies. Its interior is the most ornate in Porto Rico.

I am very proud of it. Tourists comment on it when they come ashore. With
all love and every good wish for one and all.

J. F. YOUNG, Sixth Street and Lincoln, Bloomington, Ind.—Greeting

from those who dwell in the manse, Bloomington Indiana, to the members of

the class of 1892, McCormick Theological Seminary. I think that that is

about the sum of it this time. No need of recounting the events of the

year. They are kindred in kind to those which have been yours. It would
be humiliating to say anything about my lateness in writing or my forgetfulness

about praying on April 7th, so just GREETINGS and every good wish for you
each and all.

CONCLUSION, Here endeth the roll call. Some absentees, some dis-

couraged ones, but the key note has been one of active usefulness in the

Master’s service. The shadows are lengthening for some of us, and the day
dawn is not far ahead. Climbing steadily upward the vision becomes broader
and the pathway clearer. There are great things yet in store for each of us
as we have dearer companionship with our Lord. We are grateful that all

the class has been spared this year, and continue in the service of our Lord.
May the coming year be the best of all our ministry. (W. For the committee.)

“PRAYING HYDE” OF INDIA,

“A CHALLENGE TO PRAYER”

The past year has been a most notable one in the history of our class

and class-letter. For the first time one of our number has made so great an
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impression that not only one “Life” of him has been issued, but two and on

two continents. Not only so, but after John Hyde has been “dead” over ten

years, proof comes that he has been so very much alive, that two published

“Lives” of him have been issued to make him even more alive in not only

revival in India but here and there throughout the world. Still more, every

carefully gathered word of his or about him is being published from month

to month in India, not a little of which is John’s words to this Class-letter

in years past. No one can read these two small books without feeling that

lie* has had a vision of holiness, and is walking on holy ground. I feel worthy

to write about it, my excuse is my love for him, and my gratitude for the

great way in which he was used. Francis A. McGaw an old-time friend of

John’s family, was moved to write an account of his life work under the title

“Praying Hyde,” the title of John himself throughout India. In a booklet of

64 pages, pamphlet form, and written in a spirit worthy of the subject. It was

issued by the Sunday School Times Co., in July, 1923, its manager, my neigh-

bor and friend, Mr. Howard, and his staff, making copies of everything con-

cerning Hyde in my file of our Class-letter. Previous to this, various reminis-

ences of Hyde had appeared in missionary publications in India and elsewhere

by Griswold, Patterson. Jones, etc., some of them appearing frequently in

“The Remembrances.” These latter were written by Rev. J. P. Jones, editor

of this paper issued by the Bengal and Assam Prayer Union, and Rev. R.

McCheyne Patterson of the Punjab. The influence of these sketches or re-

miniscences of Hyde in India was so striking among the readers in various parts

of the world that a friend of their work, Captain E. G. Carre, decided to edit

them in book form and issue them under the title “A present Day Challenge to

Prayer.” In a volume over twice as large, or 153 pages, bound in regular

book form, in two sections, the first of nearly one hundred pages, is called

“A Vessel Unto Honor,” the second, filling the rest of the volume being en-

titled “A Master Fisher for Souls.” And I have no doubt that you have all

read both, for I gave the publishers a list of the addresses of the whole
class as certain to want a copy.

The part of the “Lives” which is most new to us is that which recounts

his strategic work from 1904 when the Punjab Prayer Union was organized,

and Hyde, Patterson, and Turner decided to extend that influence to all India

through a great convention at Sialkot. Night and day prayer for thirty days be-

fore that convention by Hyde and Patterson, later joined by Turner, was itself

prophecy of success. We look upon it as strange, extreme, but we did not look

upon the intensive training in war camps as strange or extreme. Hyde sought

to save India as armies sought to save the liberties of the world. That con-

vention was a revolution in the missionary and Christian life of India. While
it was in session, John was in almost continuous prayer and the speakers

knew it, and when he spoke, it was with a strange, yet not strange authority

and power. Year after year, for eight years, the rest of his life that con-

vention grew in power over India. He was doing there just as we had done in

vention was a revolution in the missionary and Christian life of India. While
our Seminary days in city, home and foreign missions, except that he sounded
greater depts. The work entended to all Christians in India in the convention of

1906. Still we must not forget those great training years from 1892 to 1904,—

a

dozen years of work with language and the lowest caste, as to use the words
of Patterson, “a great fisher for souls.” Shall I ever forget that when in his

discouragement over his slowness in learning the language he came to the

mission offering to resign and a deputation of his people were there to say
that they did not want him to go, they would understand him in whatever
language he spoke. “If he never speaks the language of our lips” they said,

“he speaks the language of our hearts.” His love for the human soul was
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so great that such accidents as language, race, caste and the like faded as

non-essentials. No wonder an Aiya Saruaj missionary, sent to get something

to publish against him to break his power, went back after three or four days

as John’s guest and explained to his masters, “he has no fault, the man has

no fault, he is a God! He is a God and not a man.” And what wisdom he

learned, so that when a society woman thought to joke him by asking if it

were right to dance, he replied with that sweet smile so characteristic of him
“I do see how a Christian can keep from dancing,” and his rebuke was like a

broken jar of balm of Gilead, that healed as it cut. McCheyne Patterson says

of him, “I never met any man whose presence seemed to help the weak
strong, the sinful to repent, the erring to walk aright, as much as John Hyde.”

“It will be a comfort to many” he says, “when they hear that Mr. John Hyde
was not naturally a bright and happy man. On the contrary he was in himself

inclined to be morose, retiring, shy and silent. Yet he became one of the most

joyous souls I ever met.” Dr. J. W. Aspman has described how he asked “The
Praying Hyde” to pray with him and how wonderful it was, adding, “I rose

from my knees to know what real prayer was.” And yet how jealously he

kept his followers from following himself. On one occasion he learned that

it was heavily advertised that John Hyde would speak. He went to the p'at-

form with others, but soon slipped off behind it and prayed for the meeting
while others brought the message. Hyde was twenty-seven years old when
his education in America ended and his education in India began, and was
thirty-nine when his great work in the Sialkot "Convention began, and was
forty-five, when he organized the Ferozepore or Moga Training School. He
was forty-six, when, as a broken soldier who had given his life for Christ and
India, he cqme home to suffer a year and die. Now, a dozen years later, he is

born again in India and the world as “The Praying Hyde” the perpetual “Chal-

lenge to Prayer.”







ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 33

Minneapolis, Minn., May 15, 1925

Dear Classmates: Again your Committee sends out the annual greeting

to the Class of ’92, with the assurance that the messages will draw us nearer

to each other as a class, and give us great delight as we read the messages of

tender affection from those scattered up and down the earth. The roll call

is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, California.—It is not every body of men who can

open their annual letter each year with a Benediction. Possibly that is one

reason we have succeeded in keeping up this annual treat. That, and the

fact of the Ward-en who has guided our path. Oh, yes, and the Pence who
has dis-penced dire threats if we failed to respond to the roll call. How
grateful you fellows ought to be for this most distinguished triumvirate in the

class of 1892. My! that date must sound like ancient history to our rising

generation. But for us the years which are passed have been sown with sweet

memories and they are beginning to bloom as we face toward the setting sun.

Great changes have taken place since the day we started out all clad in our

theological armor and with the Sword of the Spirit drawn we faced the great

task of the conquest of the world for the Great Captain of our Salvation.

Think of the vast multitudes some of you have been permitted to reach over

the radio which is rapidly condensing the whole world into a homogeneous
whole, abolished desolation and before long is liable to make the word isola-

tion obsolete. Wonderful changes, but about the only changes in the most
of us is our thinn'ng hair. We may have crossed the “Dead line,” but no
hard-boiled sentry challenged our passing. We are still in the prime of life

and no older than we feel. I am still in the “home of the lemon and the land

of the prune” as the “Hoot Owls” of Pence’s village take great delight in

telling the world. Somehow the life of the desert rat invigorates and fasci-

nates. Taft is the “greatest little city on earth,” and it is getting more stable

each year. A better class of people are coming in. Better church accommo-
dations are in demand, and we are now in the turmoil of securing funds for

a new edifice. Five years ago there were two Protestant churches. Now
there are eight. Every “ist” and “ism” Galifornia is heir to has come in and
others threaten to come. But in spite of multiplying denominations we have
steadily grown and are still growing. The Lord has been very good to us the

past year, whereof we are glad. May the Lord be very gracious unto each of

you and your families whatever generation they may have attained.

A. L. BERRY. Hotel Silas, Springfield, 111.—Soon after receiving Ward’s
reminder of Class Day I received an appeal for aid in behalf of needy students

at our Synodical College at Huron, South Dakota. Among the number for

which aid was asked were four Korean students. With four classmates de-



voting their lives to the work there, and the feeling that some, if not all of

them°were their converts, I could not turn that down if I had to borrow the

money. Have just recently learned that the one assigned to me is from Sun

Chun and took college work in Pyeng Yang and “knows Swallen well,” but did

not get his name. The same letter tells me that Swallen’s daughter, Gertrude,

is to°visit the college May 2 and 3rd in behalf of the Student Volunteer move-

ment. Nothing of interest from this neck of the woods. Have been very

busy, just lately getting clover sown.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kansas.—I am just in receipt of a letter from F. W.
Hawley reminding me of the annual class letter. As General Attorney for a

railroad operating 737 miles of line in the United States, as well as some

mileage in the Republic of Mexico, you can very readily conceive that I have

had to spend a rather busy year. While the nature of the work is very inter-

esting to me, and for my associates, it has been rather unusually full of

thrills, but it would be impossible in the brief space of a letter to give suf-

ficient details to enable me to make the story of any interest to my classmates.

I. therefore, content myself with hoping that all of the members of the class

have had a very prosperous and happy year, and that each and all of them can

review the past and find therein evidences of improvement and can have the

gratification of having been parties to real achievements. I enclose herewith

my check for $1.00 to cover publication of the annual letter. Wishing to all

a most happy and prosperous year, and a large fruition in your various call-

ings I remain as ever your classmate.

LLEWELLYN J. DAVIES, 3 Tsi Yang Road, Tsingtau, China.—I am
going to make this year truly memorable by answering Konkle’s note without

delay! Conditions of life in China are disturbed unbelievably. Two views

prevail regarding the outcome. The more intelligent one is that these times

are the transition period between the old autocratic regime and the New China

Republic, which is to be when the people have been educated and trained in

self-government. The other is that we are on the way to the abyss and break-

ing all speed regulations. As one incident in the general disturbance, there

has been considerable anti-Christian agitation. Handbills have been circulated

on the streets in many cities attacking Christanity as a foreign and imperial-

istic religion. Those most prominent in this movement are students, and it

is supposed that the movement is financed and generally instigated by the

representatives of the Russian Soviets. In the midst of all this the work of

teaching and preaching goes steadily on, though the nervous strain on both

Chinese Christians and missionaries is much greater than usual. Pray for us.

W. H. ENSIGN, Springville, Utah.—Over our Wasatch Range the day
of McCormick memories dawns. Through the grace of God we are still try-

ing to hold this far away line nearly a mile high. A membership here, faith-

ful though small, is a mighty witness for Christ. In a nearby town, wdiere

our church went down, morals have fallen, so a shrewd hotel keeper told me.
This region has marvelous resources in climate, scenery, industrial activities;

and the world does not realize them. The spiritual need is great and the

tourists do not tell so much of that. God grant this to become Christ’s

Kingdom! Although we could not go as missionaries to Korea, we are in a

mission field and need the prayers and gifts of those “at home.” Our nearest
Presbyterian church is twelve miles to the south, and, to the north, our
near neighbors are a Congregational Community church and an Episcopalian;
then but one Protestant organization in the stretch of forty-five miles to Salt

Lake City. I do not know the distance to Protestant organizations over the
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mountains to the east and west. Our fellowship is at the Throne of God,

with you and with brethren here, as we attend the Workers’ Institute, Young
People’s Conference, Presbytery, and Synod—the first and last at Salt Lake,

the others in canyons and towns, at times. The brethren chose your class-

mate as moderator of Synod, and Mrs. Ensign has Presbyterial offices. In

this parish we used seven stereopticon lectures during Fall and Winter; they

are a credit to our boards and were on Cuba. Alaska, the Emigrants, Persia,

China, the American Indian, and the general Home Work. During the year

our nephew, Rev. S. J. R. Ensign, and his wife have gone to Hainan, and our

niece, Mrs. Harry E. Wylie, and her husband to India.

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Nebraska,—As I sit here in

my study on this seventh day of April, 1925, I imagine that I hear Father

Ward calling the names of the boys of ’92. As I listen I discover that, after

almost a third of a century, many of us answer “here.” We have not yet

finished the work that God gave us to do. I am thankful to be permitted to

go on with my task in health and strength. It has been another year of joyful

service. The particular church that permits me to serve with them has pros-

pered. A splendid addition to our building has been completed, the entire

property repaired and renovated, so that we have a beautiful and finely

equipped structure. Our membership shows a good increase and our Sabbath

school has grown. We count the past year one of the best. I had the great

privilege the past summer of driving to Minneapolis, where Mrs. Ernst and
myself had a delightful visit with the Wards. Was sorry to miss Sutherland.

Enjoyed meeting Light and Schell at Synod. They are up and doing with as

much vigor as ever. Some of us have passed the three score mark. We can
hardly expect to round out another period here; although for one I am
stronger than when I began the first sixty years. I bought me a new Olds-

mobile sedan a few days ago and may drive round to see some of you this

summer.

E. S. EVANS, Arlington, Kansas,—Hinitt and Ward are both request-

ing a class-letter, and I hasten to respond. The closing year has been
a good one for us. I think, it was the best year of my ministry. It

was my privilege to attend the General Assembly at Grand Rapids. It was a

great thing to be one of that body of men. One can never forget such an ex-

perience. There, I met a number of men, whom I had known at the seminary.

Our labor in the gospel was blest in a measure. In November, our two churches

joined in special evangelistic effort. The pastors in turn, presented the gospel

messages. We held the meetings for three weeks. This was the most satis-

factory effort of the kind, in which I ever engaged. We had a good attendance
from the first, and the interest continued until the close. I had worked on
this field for five years. I knew the people, and knew the attitude of many of

them, toward the Gospel. It was a gracious privilege to meet these people,

night after night, and present the claim of Jesus Christ. The Christian people

were quickened and brought close together, each church received a substan-

tial increase to its membership, and there was opened up for us definite work
for an entire year. The same minister is serving the other church this year,

and I hope we may enter into a similar work next autumn. I am sure we can
work together better than we did last year. Reports indicate a good in-gather-

ing for last year. I hope all of you were blest in the gathering of souls for the

Kingdom. I hope you are all prospering in body and spirit, and rejoicing in

the triumph of our Lord. His name is above every name; “At the name of

Jesus, every knee should bow, of things in heaven and things in earth, and
things under the earth: and every tongue should confess, that Jesus Christ is

Lord, to the glory of God the Father.”
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J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio—We are still in our own home in

Millersburg, where our people live. I have been preaching occasionally, as

opportunity offered, and will probably supply the pulpit in a nearby town

for the year, giving only half time. I have been made president of our

County Sunday School Association, and have! been giving a good bit of time

to that work. My wife and I have been teaching in the Sunday School, and

I have been trying to introduce our Sunday Schools to the Bible. It is de-

cidedly a forsaken book in some of them. In one school where 181 were

present, they showed me eight Bibles. Sixteen is the highest number I

have found at any one time, frequently but one, two or three. At one

Sunday School, with 96 present including the pastor, they did not have

a single Bible present. One other place, with 112 present, one Bible was

finally produced. People, to my mind, are not studying the Bible, but

studying what is said about it, and the Bible itself is largely discarded,

and is therefore almost an unknown book. I know of one teacher who is

capable and might be a good teacher, and is sometimes, who frequently in-

troduces taxes or the topics of the day, or politics or some magazine he has

been reading, foreign entirely to the lesson, and hardly touches the lesson at

all. I do not wonder at conditions in the world when I see such things in

the Sunday Schoo’s. I usually ask, “To what extent is the Bible in use in

the class?” and ask the people to present their Bibles. Of course I am not

so narrow as to believe that because the Bible itself is not in the schools,

that it may not be studied in the home. One may prepare the lesson and

present it in class’ without anything in hand. But I do not think it is usually

done in that way. Of course there is some good teaching, but it is the Book
itself about which I am concerned. Best wishes.

W. S. FOREMAN, 400 New England Building, Kansas City, Mo.,—This

clipping is my message this year. My wife was with me the last year

you remember and most of the boys remember her, somewhat. “Mrs.

Sallie Hubbard Foreman, wife of the Reverend W. S. Forman, Assistant State

Superintendent of the Anti-Saloon League, passed away very suddenly and
unexpectedly January 3, 1925, following an operation. Mrs. Foreman was
the daughter of Harvey S. and Martha Hubbard of New Bloomfield. Mis-

souri. In her early girlhood she attended school in Fulton, Mo., and graduated

from the Presbyterian Female College at Fulton, 1897. She married Rev.

W. S. Foreman at Fulton, August 26, 1891. To them were given three

chiMren, two sons and one daughter—Mr. H. J. Foreman of St. Louis, Mis-
souri, William W. Foreman of Kansas City, Missouri, and Mrs. J. Monroe
Dennis, Little Rock, Arkansas—all of whom, with her husband survive her.

She lived and labored lovingly with her husband in pastorates in St. Joseph,

Missouri; Memphis, Missouri; New Castle, Indiana, and St. Louis, Missouri.

She was an ardent advocate of prohibition and fought with her husband and
sacrificed a great deal of her home life by reason of her husband’s necessary
absence from home in the Anti-Saloon League service. She was a devoted
wife and an ardent church, worker, making many friends. Her motto was,
“There is no time for unkindness, there is too much good we can do.” Funer-
al services were conducted at her home, 4009 Oak Street, Kansas City, Mis-
souri. by the Reverend Dr. George P. Baity, pastor Westport Presbyterian
church, where she was a member. She was laid to rest at Fulton, Missouri,
where a number of her family were formerly buried. She was the last re-

maining member of her family, her brother having died suddenly in Oklahoma
just a week before she passed away.

f RANCIS MORTON FOX, 517 Westview Ave.. Germantown, Pa.—April
7th found me grateful to God for our 33 years of Ministry, and praying for
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you all. A third of a century! Who would have thought that I, sick and

weak and broken-boned almost all the way through Seminary, would have

stood the storm of the pulpit and parish for that length of time? Doubtless

every living man of us has that same feeling about it, and we will all give Him
the glory. Nothing unusual about the year—just a continued story of His

favor. I am under appointment to go to Cardiff, Wales, in June and D. V.

will conduct a party through Europe from Scotland to the Mediterranean af-

ter the Conference. Greetings!' and very best wishes any one loving heart

can have for dear friends and comrades.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Donnellson, Illinois,

—

How quickly the year passes.

It seems a very short time since writing the last letter. The year has been a

very pleasant one for me, and I hope some advancement in the church. I

find I grow more sensitive to discouragements as time passes. It may be the

weight of years, for some dare to call me an old man. But age has not become

a burden to me yet, and I hope I may be of some service for some time to

come. I was glad to meet Stroh at the meeting of Synod. I see McClusky
at our meetings of Presbytery. His smiling countenance is always the same.

With prayers and good wishes for the class.

F. W. HAWLEY, Park College, Parkville, Mo.—Here’s an invitation to

everybody to come over and see us May 30th. That’s to be the 50th anniver-

sary of the founding of Park College. Throw away your canes and crutches

and put your bells on! Cut out the “old man” stuff and be a boy again with

the rest of us. There will be great doin’s here on the banks of the old Mis-

souri. Come and renew your youth, get acquainted with our beautiful maidens
and handsome young men, tramp over our wooded hills, pull a five pound
bass out of our big lake, and then go back home and preach better sermons
and be better men! Blessings on you!

F. W. HINITT. Indiana, Pa.—We have had a very pleasant and profitable

year in the work of the church. In February I was at Macalester College for

some vocational work and had the pleasure of lunching with Ward and his

wife at their home. It was a real delight to see them again. We had a good
talk over old times. There are no changes to report in the home, the health

of the family being good and with many occasions for thankfulness. When-
ever anyone of the class of ’92 comes this way, we want it to be understood
that a real welcome is waiting for them.

J. B. HOWARD, 1627 14th St., Rock Island, Illinois—For thirty-three

years I have been writing to you all how* precious it has been to preach the

unsearchable riches of the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ, which still is,

despite the attacks upon it, “the power of God unto salvation to everyone that

believeth.” The past year has been a very precious one to us. We have been
permittd to see our church grow not only in numbers but in spiritual power
and knowledge. Thirty have united with the church on confession. The
Sabbath School has largely increased passing all records in attendance. Yet
this church is largely made up of young married people and their pastor is

well started in his 68th year. While my health has not been of the best I

have not missed a Sabbath on account of sickness. Mrs. Howard and I took

a journey this summer, travelling by rail about five or six thousand miles

and by auto 900 miles. We visited Los Angeles, San Francisco, and Seattle

visiting 31 relatives. Preaching four times in Los Angeles, and three times

in Seattle. Aside from listening to myself preach I attended the first church
at Long Beach and Mark Matthews’ church in Seattle. Both were great

preachers. Mark Matthews’ church was crowded at both morning and evening
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services from first floor to gallery with eager listeners. What a testimony to

the attractive power of the Gospel of Jesus Christ. He preaches to probably

twice as many enthusiastic people on any given Sabbath has does Fosdick

in the first church of New York, and yet it is so well known that it is not

news. He frequently has a prayer meeting running from two hundred to four

hundred. Rev. Snider who was with us in our senior year, has been appointed

Synodical Supt. for North Dakota. He has lots of vacant churches under

his charge. Trusting that God will preserve your faith in the Eternal Verities

in these trying times I remain yours for the “Faith once for all delivered to

the saints.”

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.,—The old class letter of last year was

excellent as a class letter, and almost too filled with “old,” so that I thought

Father Hawley’s admonition was timely. It looks as if one had to learn to

grow old gracefully, just as he had to grow of age and had to learn the

science of matrimony and his life work. So let us do it a la Hawley. Thanks,

Prexy, I needed it, too. In line of reformation, Hawley. I move we have our

re-union in Park College say in 1955, when Bok gets out his third autobiog-

raphy. And while we are on this line, l wonder how many of you have

found yourselves perplexed about understanding the coming generation. A
friend of my age said: “I was raised on the New York Nanion, but yojli know
it now exasperates me so that I take it only six months at a time and read it

on the train so that I can lose it, if it angers me too much.” I know what
he meant well enough, and I was in a like quandary until I got acquanited

with the writings of that probably best literary critic of our day, Stuart P.

Sherman, once of Illinois State University, now editor of the N. Y. Herald-

Tribune’s literary section called “Books.” Here is a real critic and one who
can interpret the two generations to one another, on the principle that neither

one has a mortgage on all knowledge, and it ill bcomes either to be contemptous
of the other. At the same time, I recall how before I was thirty I was an
agnostic and even an atheist and how patient Mr. Wells and Dr. McClure
were with my vagaries as a near Unitarian. Yes, I have ceased to be ex-

asperated with the coming generation, since I came to realize what kind of a

“comer” I was myself. You see, Hawley, I am already working up my toast on
“the coming Generation” for that Park College re-union banquet in 1955.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney, Nebr.,—My soul interecedes for you. The
eye in the back of your head sees 1892. The eyes in front see less than 1892.

The conceit of faith, once ours, has not retained material forms. None of us,

now on the line, wag the same tongues as of old. I am really writing to a

resurrected group. At least we who write today are living in houses made
of different material. Young is still Young. Hawley is white and Hinitt still

shines on the mountain top. Of course we all believe that our General As-
sembly needs an original research committee to examine the new theological

discoveries so that the assembly can attend to budgets. For us the revolt

of youth is passed and we have hatched out K.K.K.’s and Rotarians. I shall

petition our Presbytery not to send Light to the assembly but to select a dele-

gate, who, like Zenos, is at the same time a Modernist and Fundamentalist, one
who appreciates the spirit of our brethren on the Pacific shore, and whose
feet are on the old Plymouth Rock. Young and Ward showed me their hands
at the Chicago Conference. I told them that, still a home missionary, I was
preaching louder than ever above the din of the family of six with ten
grandchildren.

P. W. McCLINTOCK. Laurel, Miss.— (Absent—gone a fishin’) !

6



EDWARD WRIGHT McCLUSKY, “The Cedars,” Lebanon, 111—A preach-

er came near “spilling” me out of a Ford the other day, and the only thing

I could say was “Keokuk!” as that was the biggest dam I knew. I live in

the hills a little back from the Father of Waters. Between our home and St.

Louis lie the Great American Bottoms teeming with thousands of toilers.

St. Louis Avenue is paved right into Washington Avenue, but I usually ride

the trolley, as I sold my bicycle last fall. It gave me publicity. The Globe-

Democrat humorous^ commended Grandfather McClusky for continuing to

ride the two-wheeled vehic’e. I always insisted on dignifying the conveyance

by calling it my lim (b) osine. I rode it fifteen miles and made an after

dinner speech at a Rotary club and didn’t have to even change a collar.

St. Louis Avenue leads into Lebanon from the American Bottoms by a pic-

turesque winding hill. At the top of the hill stands Old McKendree college,

which goes back to Peter Cartwright. Far down the Avenue stands the old

inn which housed Charles Dickens in 1842 when he came from Merrie Eng-

land to view the famous Looking-Glass Prairie, which lies below the Lebanon

hills on the East. As he toiled up the Father >of Waters, which he character-

ized as “running liquid mud,” he said he hoped “the father would have no

children like him.” Approaching Lebanon, he alighted from his carriage and

“walked into the village, where he met a full-sized dwelling house coming

down the hill at a round trot, drawn by a score or more of oxen.” Strange

he never observed McKendree college, which about that time was training

young Scripps, the founder of the Chicago Tribune. I presume we are all

loyal Presbyterians still despite “The Slaughter of the Incense(?)” and the

“War of the Poses.” From “The Cedars” on the Lebanon hills I view it all

with poise and patience, but who knows what a General Assembly may bring

forth? One never knows, does one? Here’s to our President who is accused

of trying to economize by putting oars on the Mayflower, and who, at his

inauguration is said to have worn a silk hat and a contented smile. I wear
both and a suit of clothes besides.

R. H. MILLIGAN—Mount Kisco, New York,—I must tell you of a dread-

ful dream I had not very long ago. I thought I was preaching to a large

audience of up-to-date intelligence. I was presenting an argument for the

Copernican theory that the earth is round and not Pat. Most of the audience

were evidently sympathetic. But suddenly my b’ood froze in my vitals, when
for the first time I saw in the congregation none other than our esteemed
classmate, Swallen. I could not help seeing him; for he rose in the midst and
shouted: “This is rank heresy. Down with Copernicus. Hurrah for Ptolemy!”
With characteristic lucidity he proceeded to prove to the congregation that

Moses believed the earth to be flat—which I. in a guileless moment, admitted,

not foreseeing what he was going to say next.

“Very well,” said Swallen, “since the Bible is verbally inspired, even to the

dots, dashes and flyspecks. and since Moses was only a pen in the hand of

God, what Moses wrote, God wrote. That’s a syllogism. Therefore we can
eliminate Moses, and the case stands thus: God says that the earth is flat.

Milligan says it is round. Which of the two are you going to believe?” A
few voted for God: the rest were silent. Whereupon Swallen shouted: “This
is a wonderful victory for God. The throne which was tottering is established

once' more through the efforts of ‘we fundamentalists.’
”

Immediately I was brought before a tribunal that was lying in wait in the

vestibule, of which tribunal His Holiness, the Rev. Gresham Machen, D.D., of

Princeton, was chairman. In less than a minute the hearing was completed.
It was proved that I was a heretic and a horsethief and I was condemned to

have my head cut off. Swallen was appointed to do the job. I was being
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led to the scaffold with a rope tied around my neck, my collar and necktie

having been roughly removed, when Swallen, addressing the Rev. J. Gresham

Machen, D.D., asked: “Where is the axe?” His Holiness replied: “How do I

know? I haven’t seen it since I cut the head off Charles R. Erdman; who

by the way, is surely in league with the devil, for he grows two heads for

every one that I cut off and goes right on casting out devils.”

Swallen, interrupting this flow of infallibility, repeated his question,

“Where is the axe?’ Machen replied: “You had it last yourself, when you

cut off Harry R. Stark’s head.”
‘1 didn’t cut his head off,” said Swallen. “I pelted him to death with hard

names, such as Atheist, Apostate, Traitor, Reprobate, Scholar.”

The axe not being located, His Holiness remarked to Swallen : “Anyhow,

you don’t need an axe for Milligan; you can ‘yank’ his head off with that

rope.”

Swallen accepted this happy suggestion. At the first yank, however, I

gave a long and loud yell, “Uuch! ’ The yell awoke me; and, lo, it was a

dream.

WILLIAM PARKER, Park Glen Tea Estate, Gudalur, Nilgiris, South-

ern India—The class letter contributions will soon be reaching Ward from all

over the world, and 1 am sending my small contribtution of personal news.

I am living at Gudalur, in the Nilgiri Hills of Southern India, about twelve

miles from my former address. My brother-in-law having bought an estate

here, 1 found a neighboring abandoned estate and have purchased it, so that

I am now a tea planter. We have a Church of England place of worship at

Gudalur, and we attended there last Sunday week. English services are held

only once in three months. A baby health week was recently held at Gudalur
and the town is quite important as a seat of government subordinate officials.

A Rajah has a palace here, and it is from him we have leased our properties.

Our best wishes for all the ciass of 92.

E. H. PENCE, Portland, Ore.—Would you believe that on this 27th day
of March I am writing my ciass letter? Yep, I m so doing it now, as it now
appeareth that with the congestion of matters ahead, that date, April 7ht, fore-

bodes to sleep for me the to-be-lamented lethe which in other days of other

years has affected so many of us with a kind of amnesia, conjoined with apha-

sia. Like some man who, knowing the recurrence of some benumbing malady,
in the prescience of frenzied, anticipation, I am thus moved to make provision

against the probability of my default of duteous performance upon or approx-

mately subsequent to April 7th. From this act of ostentatious virtue I ex-

tract the mixed complacency,—diluted, it is true, by the apprehension that a

year hence I shall probabiy be beguiled into a neglect of duty as vicious as

my present virtue is virtuous. How few are the unmingled quaffs vouchsafed
to us of the chalice of goodness. How banal that our good be evil spoken-of,

specially when we are doing our own speaking.

Life has kneaded in enough of bitter condiment this past year to savour
the relish. We broke company that day at McCormick, each to found his

domestic dynasly. A lad was born to us at Georgetown, Colorado, in the sum-
mer of 1893. Coming out of the Army in 1919 with arrested tuberculosis, he
fought his fight,—and won; we refuse to own that the c.imax of last June
27 1 h was anything but conquest. When so often we go down with our own
flesh to the edge of time, and come back with them,—it is well nigh like

having died with them, when we tarry there at the edge, and, at last, come
back alone. What a melting is a poignant sorrow to the exegesis of so much
otherwise lying in frozen clasp of inexplicability in the Book and Life!' You
all have had your own; some of you braved me for my hour by your calm.
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Of matters churchly; oh, much the same as usual. I guess we work the bet-

ter as we mellow on, by getting closer home to ourselves by working nearer

the present, and less so much in and for the future,—our future. It would

be awfully good to have our wraiths foregather at McCormick on April

7th. What an audience of eloquent silence is us still fleshed, whilst the re-

turned ambassadors told us of what they’d seen. Finally, brethren, I am moved

to recommend that you try this pre-7th essay. There is a sanctified intoxica-

tion in it,—it hath an unction to which we are unwonted.

0. L. PRENTICE, Frankfort, Ind., Rural Route A—Hinitt’s courteous

kindly note has set me going, and I still act while the motive is on. This day

in Indiana is as rare as a day in June, and we ought to write with a spirit of

gladness, and I believe I do. Country* churches are having a death grapple

with economic conditions in our state at this time., farmers by the hundreds

are losing the hard-earned savings of toilsome years; about a dozen of my
good men have gone bankrupt, among them two of my elders and the chair-

man of my board of trustees. About all we can do at present is to live at a

poor dying rate. The past year has been the most trying of the thirty-three

we have left behind us, so far as finances are concerned. Personally, all has

gone at least fairly well with us. We have had good health and a small

measure of success in the church. Our eldest daughter was married in De-

cember and the youngest will marry in June, and we will be where we began

forty-one years ago. I have small patience with the tweedledee and tweedle-

dum of New York and Philadelphia presbyteries. They are a bumptious, fussy

bunch, and I am sure that sooner or later they will kill each other off, and I

thank God and take courage. I have seen none of the boys of ’92 this year.

A boy of my church graduates this year from McCormick, and I go up to see

him get off right, and I hope to see some of the classmates there. Sixty-

eight, May 4th, not many years left for service, but I want to use the remnant
well. Good-bye now, and ere long, Good morrow.

U. G. SCHELL, Ong, Neb.—We have had heart searching these early April

days. I resigned April 1st. The church would not accept my resignation, so

I have had to revise my plans. The “flu” has been here and visited almost

every house and appendicitis has run riot, but so far we as a household have
escaped. We are going to have high doings here in July. The children are

coming home for a reunion. We are not excited about the ecclesiastical rum-
pus that is going on. If people only knew each other better, were more Christ-

like and guileless in motive, and more intent on the King’s business there

would be less chance for a racket. It has been a lean year in the church on
a whole. Hence all ought to search their own hearts before any one dare say,

“I am more righteous than Thou.” It was a real pleasure to have a little

time with Light and Ernst at Synod last fall. It’s fine to keep young like

those young boys in spirit, with the joy and enthusiasm of youth. Such men
who know their Lord and his gospel will never be discontented. I am so glad
so many of the boys are still at their posts and in the thick of the fight. It

is a double honor to have served so long and so well. I am still learning and
striving. Greeting and best wishes to all the class.

W. S. SMITH, Coquilla, Ore.— (Absent—gone a sightseein’) !

H. R. STARK, 490 Riverside Drive, New York City.—For the first time in

many years I have allowed the day to pass without writing the usual letter.

As Charles Lamb when reproved for appearing at his office an hour late replied,

“I know, sir, but I shall do what I can to atone for my error by going home
an hour earlier,” so I shall make amends for my delay, and do penance for

my sin by writing a short letter. This will serve a twofold purpose; first,
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to demonstrate conclusively that sucl^ a thing can be done; and second, to

spare the time and patience of my readers. The persevering, plain-plodding,

and never-tiring little second-hand has now ticked off a third of a century since

last we met. How much remains to each of us only the Fates know, and

they will not tell. Things go on about as of old, with not much new to

disturb the even tenor of our way. Sometimes one gets tired of “the madding

crowd,” the rush and jam >of subways, the clang and clatter of elevated trains

which seem to plow furrows in one’s very soul, the daily raids of footpads

and highwaymen, the malodorous mess of putrid politics, the brazen defiance

of bootleggers and highjackers, to say nothing of the theological dust

and smoke emanating from the acrimonious discussions and wordy bat-

tles of belligerent Fundamentalists and Modernists. Still, it is great to be

at the centre of things, where the battle is the thickest, the noise the loudest,

and the casualties greatest. Only one of the old class ever shows his face in

these parts—Robert Milligan, foreshortened to “Bob.” Thanks to an All-Wise

Providence, he is now located a few mi.es up the road from me, at Mt. Kisco,

in the historic old Westchester county. For the second time I have had the

pleasure of preaching the sermon at his installation. He is happily located

among a most appreciative people in a town beautiful for situation among
the surrounding hills. While I do not see him every few days as before, he

runs down to the city often, and pokes his feet under our table for lunch,

or dinner, where he is always a most welcome guest. On such occasions we
reminisce, we ponder, we ruminate; and incidentally settle, to our complete

satisfaction, a great many things in general, and not a few in particular. He
carries the added burden of years with becoming grace and dignity, and
really seems as young as he did twenty years ago. If more of you should
chance to come this way do not fail to drop in. Blessings upon you all,

upon your children, and grandchildren, and generations yet to be.

GRANT STROH, 601 College Ave., Wheaton, 111.—The remembrance of

our class day canje at a fitting time for me this year. Here at the Moody
Bible Institute we always devote the nine o’clock hour of the first Tuesday
each month to prayer, which came this month upon the seventh. But this

time the prayermeeting was extended to three hours. If I were in the pastor-

ate again I would strive above all things e’se to have a praying church,

and we would have meetings for prayer alone. Only through prayer are the

manifold needs of this great Institute kept supplied. Our budget calls for

an expenditure of $360,000 every year, and as we have only a very small en-

dowment we must look to God to raise up friends all over the world to supply
our needs. I may say, too, that the spiritual life of The Institute is daily

nourished by prayer—in the private devotions, in prayer groups, in the class-

rooms, in the fellowship meetings and in the family meeting of all employees
every Saturday morning. They who visit us usually are impressed by this

prayer atmosphere. It is wholesome and blessed. As for myself, all goes
well. A few weeks ago I completed my fifth year of service here. My daugh-
ter Harriet is home from China upon her first furlough, returning in August,
and my daughter Margaret is expected home in June. We expect to have
another wedding this summer and are planning for a grand and glorious
family reunion, the first one possible in five years. Then, too, I am a grand-
father for the first time. An old story for most of you probably, but I feel

quite spry yet.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 2619 Oak Park Ave., Minneapolis, Minn.—Home-
wood’s contribution to the class letter is brief, for the story is soon told. The
community is changing more and more to “yiddish,” and that, of course, spells

approaching decline. While we can yet write of work well sustained, we can-
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not write of BIG plans for the future. About all we can say is, we are still

cherishing and enjoying the loyalty of the loyal people of Homewood, and *

together we hope for some way of escape to greater freedom and larger

opportunity. As to ourselves, we have- taken a daughter-in-law into the family

circle. Kenneth (M.D.) was married last December, and is now established

in his profession at San Luis Obispo, California. Nothing worthy of remark in

the career of any of the rest of us. Saw Hinitt while in the Twin Cities on

his mission to Macalester College. Have some promise of getting a com-

mission to the General Assembly. Should 1 succeed in landing it, shall ex-

pect to hob-nob with some of you fellows at Columbus surely. It is high time

for the Christian manhood of the church to arise and put an end to this dis-

gusting controversy. I’d like to be on the job. “0 Zion, Haste!”

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea

—

As the years rolj by, there’s never a sigh

From His labouring men, you and I;

We never could so, with the heaviness go,

Like the mad rushing world, to and fro.

In our calling high, with the end so nigh,

We cannot with doubts our tasks belie;

With rewards so near, e’en already here,

Never fainting, but just persevere.

The past year out here has been on an ascending scale. That is as it

should be. Ever onward and upward ’till we reach the glory heights above.

Even then I know it will be still on and on for evermore. We have observed

my sixty and sixth anniversary last 24th of March. Then I read the following:

SIXTY AND SIX
If you count my years, they are sixty-six.

But never six hundred and sixty six.

If you count the time by day and by night,

They are swift as the eagle in his flight.

If you count my years, by the love in store,

You may count them and count them ever more.
If you count them simply by what you see.

You’ll not count many as you look at me.
If you count my years, by my better half,

Who all through the years has been stay and staff,—
(Not an ensign of super-authority,

But ’a brave cohort of royal quality.)

You’ll find something good and something worth while.

And it may be found in somebody’s smile.

If you count my years by the deeds I’ve done,

They may not be many, more likely none.

But if you look out and beyond the sun,

You may find something that has been begun.
One naturally thinks when his birthday’s on,

Of candies and cake, and sticky pop-corn;
Of friends who may gather at such events,

And vie with each other in compliments.
But that’s not for me nor for—wife—today,

It’s simply a mile-post along the way.
Time’s got to be count’d by the sun’s own tricks,

And by that count,—I am sixty and six.

We had a jolly good time celebrating, because it was mixed up with the
fare-well of Mr. and Mrs. Tate. They are retiring you know, (little previous
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tho but we still hope they may become lonesome after a short rest in the

home land and return to us for the rest of their militant sojourn in this

world) . I tried to give them a bit of a send-off in verse, but I fear space

will not permit its insertion here. Nothing new in the family line. All well

and active. We praise God for the true faith of the Class of ’92. I have

faith to believe that you are all standing true, in this time of confusion when

some are loosing out. God bless you all. 2 Tim. 1:7.

L. B. TATE, Chunju, Chosen.

—

Again the time has come to write the

class letter, and I have just received a note from Konkle saying “do it now,”

so here goes. I understand that in 1926 there is to be in Philadelphia a big

exposition, so I suggest that we appoint Konkle a committee of one to find

out the best time to see the show, find a good but reasonable place to put up,

and let the class know, and that those who can go do so at that time and

thus kill two birds with one stone, see the show and see one another. The

21st of June, 1925, I sail from Kobe for the U.S.A., not to return, as I am
doing less than half work and my doctor is grumbling at me for doing that

much. I will quote a few words from a petition to our mission from my pres-

bytery: “We are unable to restrain our grief at the news that the Rev. L. B.

Tate expects to go to the home land there to remain permanently. We desire

to place on record our deep appreciation of Mr. Tate as a faithful, wise and

yet humble minded leader of wide experience, one who has proved himself in

his long service a most helpful counselor to the churches and the church

leaders in every form of missionary effort.” This was incorporated in a

petition that I be returned even though I should be able to do nothing besides

giving personal advice and my work in the church courts. As I go home
I will spend the first part of August in Elsie, Neb., the latter part of August

and September in Mexico, Mo. From December I will be in Bartow, or Frost-

proof, Fla. I do not look like an invalid. May God’s richest blessing rest

upon you.

R. 0. WALKER. (23 Buccleuch Place), Edinburgh, Scotland.—So the

terrestrial 8,766 hours have once more gone their round, and we are each

chronicling, in brief, life’s experiences. Well, I am still at George Watson5s
College, Edinburgh. This session I have an extra (seventh) form to teach

Spanish to; so my Bible periods are now taken by another on the staff.

At home the chief illness this year has possibly been ill-temper, but there’s

beauty all around, when there’s joy at home. Who was to blame, you ask.

Ah, if we started to discuss that perhaps we should never agree. Well, the

porridge pot. the previous paragraph notwithstanding, is still daily industri-

ously stirred by my active guidwife; my daughter is still teaching French and
German in London; my eldest son is hoping to get his doctorate in chemical

science at Christmas. A university colleague of his is now in the geophysical

laboratory, Carnegie Institute, Washington. Our second son is in his last

year of medicine, but he has not yet started to prescribe bread pills or charge
guinea fees. The Benjamin of our famhy is in the throes of a university

preliminary examination, intending to be a Scottish minister. I am still

carrying on. It is an age of jazz and wireless, but our soul’s need of God's
guidance and Christ’s pre-eminence are just the same as ever. Hath He not

marks to lead us to Him? I do not mean, however, that we do not need to

revise some of the credal statements of our forefathers. Are any of you go-

ing to visit our Scottish heather hills? Never? Well, here’s a haun my trusty

friends for the days of auld lang syne, the days we spent the-gither at McCor-
mick. God’s blessing be with you all.

W. S. WARD. (3224 Lyndale Ave. S.), Minneapolis, Minn.—Another class
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letter season has rolled around, and we have passed another milestone on the

journey to the promised land. Southerland and I sat side by side all our class

day in presbytery meeting, and could not observe the day together in the usual

manner, but did observe it privately. There has been no outstanding event

in my life during the past year, but a steady grind in the duties of my several

offices. Still in the employ of the Board of National Misssions, traveling

about 2,000 miles a month, preaching one to three times every Sunday and as

many during the week, holding conferences, locating and trying to encourage

pastors already located. These are strenuous days. Spent a week in bed nurs-

ing a case of grippe the first of December, but managed to get to the great

conference in Chicago where I had the pleasure of seeing Light and Young.

During the summer Foreman and his wife and Ernest and his wife were in

our home, and early this spring Hinitt was with us, being engaged in special

services in Macalester College. No titles, complimentary or otherwise, have

been passed to us this year, and as none were expected there is no disap-

pointment. I hope and pray and trust that these days of controversy in our

beloved church may soon be past, and that the great work of evangelism may
again be resumed, with wonderful progress in the things of Christ, and the

triumph of His Kingdom throughout the world.

J. G. WOODS, United States Customs Service, Mayaguez, Porto Rico,

—

Konkle and Ward have both reminded me of our letter. I had a line from

each in the mail received today. I had nothing special to write and so did

not send my letter. I have been in my new building for more than a year,

and today we are beginning the construction of a new warehouse for the Cus-

toms Cargo. Last night the airship Los Angeles arrived here direct from
New Jersey, flight of about 1400 miles. So Mayaguez has the distinction

of having the first Airship call in Porto Rico. People had come from all over

th,e island. There were hundreds of automobiles. By the way, we have
about 900 miles of fine macadam roads. So this is one big park, the isle of

Porto Rico. Best wishes for all the boys of ’92.

JAMES FRANKLIN YOUNG, Bloomington, Ind.—I am late but not yet

late enough to have incurred the wrath of Ward, hence these few sentences,

lest I become later and by and by latest. This year has not been like any of the

other years since we began to be pastors for no two are alike. It has had its

full share of sunshine and some shadow; a bit more illness during the fall and
winter than usual, but the winter is past and the time of the singing of birds

and the mowing of lawns and the getting good and warm in Indiana, is here,

so it is all right. As to the family, Mrs. Young is the best part of it just as

always. Herrick has his A.B. degree and expects to go out to Teheran, Persia,

in the early summer for a three year period of teaching English in the “Amer-
ican High School for Boys.” Will be a great experience for him and a lone-

some experience for his mother and dad. Some of you old graduates will

laugh at that I suppose—Light e.g. who told me in December that his son had
been over in China teaching something or other for a dozen years. I suppose
that he and his are used to it a long while ere this so do not think about it.

As to myself. I am older than I was last year and a whole lot older than I was
when we graduated, Hawley to the contrary not-withstanding. I know, because
I have less hair on my head and more wrinkles in my face and less pep in my
bones than I had then, all of which reacts when a man wants a new pulpit to

anchor to. If Hawley don’t think so let him try for one. As to the church
everything is going along beautifully save that the student pastor is the same
thorn in the flesh. I forget all about him for the most part as that is the
easiest way. It does seem a shame to have the church literally waste from six
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to eight thousand dollars each year as is being done here. Good bye until

next time.

CONCLUSION—Your Committee rejoices with you in the fine Christian

spirit manifest in the foregoing messages from far distant parts of the world,

as well as in the homeland. God has been gracious to us again this year, and

we have been called upon to chronicle no death of a classmate, and as far as

we know, only one death in any of the families of classmates except that of

Foreman, to whom we extend our tenderest sympathy in the bereavement which
has come to him in the loss of his beloved wife, whom many of us knew, as he

was married during his seminary course, and Pence in the loss of his beloved

son. I presume we could be classed as veterans in service, that is seasoned,

experienced men in the Lord’s work. Let us make all the experiences of the

past years more perfectly fit us for larger things for Christ in the coming
years. May the blessings of Heaven rest upon each member of the class of ’92

and every member of his family. W. for the Committee.
W. S. WARD
F. W. HINNITT
E. H. PENCE
B. A. KONKLE
F. W. HAWLEY

Committee







ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 34.

Minneapolis, Minn., May 15, 1926

Dear Classmates—It is with pleasure that your committee greets you

again, in this the thirty-fourth annual letter, and invites your careful reading

of the messages of cheer and good-will from the classmates scattered up and

down the earth. The roll call is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT. Taft, Cal.—As down the stream of time we glide

1 push my bark ashore this April morning to meditate on the years gone by

and think of the men who are still on the firing line. And the best part of

it is no word of warning decorated with cross bones and skull has frightened

me into writing. I thought of the day, and all it means to us, lo these, many
years. You see it has become a sort of habit. I am still in Taft, my seventh

year on the desert. We have had a hard year in that we started in to build,

sold our old church and went to the Masonic hall for services, where we have

been all winter, and the prospects are we will be until summer. We have
the foundation in and hope soon to proceed on the super-structure. It has

been a hard year financially in the matter of building. The merging of two
large oil companies has caused so much uncertainty among the men that

money has been hard to get. But we hope for better results from now on and
trust we may be able to complete the building without further delay. Spirit-

ually we have more than held our own, working against great odds, worship-

ing in the Masonic temple which we can only have Sundays. For ourselves

we are well and while the milestones we pass convey to us larger figures,

we do not feel the burden of time. We are as young as ever and just as spry.

I only hope all of you have had great blessings and if there have been any
clouds, I sincerely hope it will only mean a more beautiful sunset. Suther-
land is now a member of this presbytery and aiding me very much in adding
dignity to it. If the rest of you want to come out to this land of sunshine
and pretty pictured farms let us know and we will make places for you.

A. L. BERRY. Silas Hotel, Springfield, 111.—It is possible that Berry is

so busy with his farm work at this season of the year he could not find time
to prepare his annual message. Hope he will be on hand for our thirty-

fifth letter.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita, Kas.—As far as the committee is informed, Boyd
is still practicing law in this great city of Kansas. He has written us such
good messages that we are sorry to miss him this year.

L. J. DAVIES, 3 Tsi Yang Road, Tsingtau, China—We sadly miss the
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message from our classmate in China this year, as affairs in that land are

in such chaotic condition, and we had hoped to have a late message from
one on the field. Hope to hear next year.

W. H. ENSIGN, 139 West Sixth South St., Salt Lake City, Utah—One
year from today and we will have reached our thirty-fifth! milestone! Stroh.

Stark and myself sat together at the banquet at General Assembly at Coluim
bus and we had a glimpse of Hawley. It was said to be one of the largest

attended assembly gatherings McCormick has ever had. We shall miss Fore-

man’s clarion voice and the temperance cause will miss him too. We all

feel with Evans in the burning of his church building at Arlington, Kas.

Stately Converse Hall of our Westminster College suffered from fire last

Miarch. The library was the most serious material loss, as some of it not

even money can replace. When we were in this city over two years ago
Westminster Church and we fell in love with each other; and so we were for-

mally called here last Summer. It is a wide field, with no Protestant church
very near, so there is great need. A splendid spirit of unity and prajyerful-

ness prevails in the Church and twenty-two have united while we have been
here. Westminster Church receives Presbytery and Presbyterial next week.
As we pray for one another today, we thank God for “the unity of the Spirit

in the bonds of Peace.”

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Neb.—A card from Ward-
says, “Send message at once. Attend to this immediately. Do it now.” I

guess that means that I am not to delay writing. So I shall instantly, forth-

with, this day send my letter. I have nothing unusual to report. During
the past year I have preached the usual number of sermons—all of them good
—maybe some a little better than usual. The usual tasks have been under-

taken in the usual way and the results of my labors have been as usual.

We closed the church year with all bills paid and increased membership.
This the twelfth time we have made the same report of progress in Lowe
Avenue Church. God never fails us. We can carry on with assurance as

God’s fellow-laborers. The future is bright with promise. Mrs. Ernst and
myself have kept about as well as usual and are grateful for many blessings

received. Our older son and his wife moved into their own home last August.
The younger son is in the State University at Lincoln. So we are alone.

Greetings to you all and to your children and to your childrens children.

E. S. Evans, Arlington, Kas.—I have received ample reminders of the

obligation of April 7th. Yet it really escaped my mind for five days. If

you knew in what we are involved, perhaps you could understand the reason.

Last October, our church building burned. All the people escaped un-in-

jured, but we lost our entire property. However, we missed the regular

services but for one day. We fortunately secured a dwelling house, that

affords us good accommodations. But, we set about the building of a new
house at once. We are building, as nearly fireproof, as possible. All, who
saw our other building burn, are strong for a fireproof building. I am work-

ing, full time, with the workmen. I had not worked hard for six years, and
at first I was soft. I cannot work as fast, as I used to. but I can do pretty

well, in heavy work. This seeming disaster, is working out spiritual benefit

for us all. I would not have missed the experience of this year, for any
consideration. We are not doing work that shows, this year. We have not

received so many members, as we might, otherwise, have received. But we
feel that there is a real growing into better things. Preaching is becoming
a bigger thing to me each year. Perhaps I esteem preaching more highly

because the grace of God is working more abundantly within me. “I am not

ashamed of the Gospel of Christ, which I preach:” “It is the power of God
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unto salvation, to every one that believeth.” May the Holy Spirit lead us

all, into fuller knowledge and experience, and bless his own truth abundantly.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio—One more anniversary has come

and gone and we are a little older but still trying to do our part. It is a

real joy to learn how bravely some are fighting on in the King’s army. Fore-

man was called up higher so soon after his wife had gone. There is some-

thing delightful about a conflict when we are fighting sin and Satan, with

Christ as our great Captain. We are doing a very humble work in a little

church near our home, giving only half time, but that is all we feel like

doing. The salary is not large, but the church seemed to need help very

badly indeed, so we began in May of last year, and I think this year my
name will not be attached to a blank in the General Assembly report, as it

was the previous year. That fact indicates how much the church needed

some one to help them. I am still president of the Sunday School Council

of Religious Education for this county. What a jolly good time we might

have if we could only get together and roll on the grass and talk over all

the good times we had in the old seminary, and the mischeif that was in us as

we wrent to and from meals. I remember even stopping a runaway team, with

a little child left on the wagon seat on one of the occasions. Best wishes

for all the boys of ’92 together with their wives and sons and daughters.

F. M. FOX, 517 Westview Ave. Germantown, Pa.—April 7th found me
praying for you and rejoicing in the goodness of God to us all. In some re-

spects it has been the greatest year of my life. I attended the Cardiff Con-

vention last June and took my family through Europe, all the way from Scot-

land to Naples. Then we have raised $150,000 for a new Parish House, and
the trustees have purchased a home next to the church. Wihen the old manse
is sold we will be moved into the new one. In September I had my tonsils

removed and find it has been a help. In June my daughter, Frances Margaret,

will receive her diploma from Beaver College as a teacher in primary and
kindergarten grades. These are bits of news to share with you. Otherwise
the year has been as usual, preaiching and meetings and calling, doing all

possible to help a lot of people. Perhaps the sermonizing becomes a little

easier. I hope the sermons do not show it. Blessings upon you and yours.

E. P. GILCHRIST. Donnellson. 111.—I am tardy again, but I did not fail

to observe the class day, though I could not write on that day. As usual,

there is nothing striking to report in the work of my church or my own life.

My people are loyal and kind, and I enjoy my work very much indeed, and
I am pleased that there are a few evidences that the work is not altogether

lacking in results. I have just returned from the meeting of presbytery
where I met McClusky. happy and genial as usual. He is certainly a splendid
fellow. I wish you all another happy and prosperous year.

F. W. HAWLEY, Park College—The year past has been a good one in

many ways. The College celebrated its 50th Anniversary with appropriate
exercises last June. At the completion of our tenth year at Park, December
1st. I had the joy of announcing new gifts to the College totalling a half
million dollars. Aside from these last gifts we have added nearly a million
dollars to Park’s Endowment during the ten years, $600,000 for buildings
and permanent improvements, and raised $500,000 for current expenses. But
the best of all has been the thousands of young people whom we have had
the privilege of working with and for. Many of them are now in the Mis-
sion fields scattered to the ends of the earth. We begin at once the erec-
tion of two new buildings which will increase our capacity about 100. Mrs.
Hawley is the letter writer of the family, and I am placing all the members
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of the Class of 1892 on the mailing list of the Park College Record. This is

issued twice each month during the college year, going to about 45,000

people each issue. I am sure you will find Mrs. Hawley’s articles interesting.

We are as well as usual. Herrick in business in Parkville; Fred, Jr., with

the Illinois Merchants Trust Co., of Chicago. I attended the funeral of our

classmate, W. S. Foreman, in November. He did a fine work here in Missouri.

He remained “true-blue” through all his life, just as we knew him at McCor-

mick. I looked in vain for members of our class at the Seminary Commence-
ment in April. Had a pleasant afternoon with Stark and the family in New
York last winter. The same joker he used to be.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—An uneventful year. Plenty of hard work
and a fair measure of returns. There is really nothing more to say. Per-

sonally and with family, good health has been enjoyed. Wish that it might

be my good fortune to see some of the classmates occasionally, but our paths

seem not to cross. I hold all the fellows in affectionate remembrance. So,

for another year, greetings and all good wishes.

J. B. HOWARD, Rock Island, 111.—Thirty- four years ago at this very

hour we were in the church of the Covenant at our graduating service. I

wish we could sit together again on our thirty-fifth. WTiy can’t we plan it

and go and renew our youth and our fellowship? I wonder how many of us

are still in the pastorate. In Juno of last year I bought a car and learned to

drive. I cannot tell you how much we have both enjoyed the pleasure of hav-

ing an easy way to get around. We are planning to drive to the coast. We
may do it this fall, maybe not till next. Maybe never ,God knows. I am fin-

ishing my fourth year here. What a wonderful way God has blessed us in our

church here. We thought when we came we would only stay two years and
yet we are here. In some respects the best we have had, though not so many
accessions. This is a great place; here old Black Hawk, Abraham Lincoln,

and Daniel Webster were prominently associated in its early history. To us

it is most interesting because here God has used us to bring a dead church
to life, and gather about us a most delightful and loyal band of young people.

One of our young men, a University student, has been taken under the care

of the Presbytery as a candidate for the ministry. I am amazed at the good-

ness of God in keeping us in the active work of the ministry for so many
years. We are praying that God may bless you even as he has blessed us in

all things, and prepare us for the time that seems so near when “the King-
doms of this world shall become the Kingdoms of our Lord and his Christ.”

“And he shall reign forever and ever.” Amen.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—The latest class news to reach me be-

fore I write this letter is the death of Foreman, which calls up some interest-

ing memories of our “Sam Jones,” as I used to call him. Foreman had a

typewriter. That fact and the feeling I had that he would fight out a cam-
paign to the finish led me to go to his room one night and say something like

this: “Foreman, mission operations of the seminary are developing so much
news that would be useful in still greater development, that I have a plan to

utilize it, and you and I can carry it out. Here it is: I will put enough
news under your door every night except Saturday, without fail, not even
once, provided you will type it under a Daily Bulletin heading, with date,

and post it in the reading room before eight o’clock each morning except
Sunday, without fail, not even once, because the “not fail” is the chief dif-

ference between success and influence and respect and indifference, not to say

contempt.” “Also,” said I, “We answer no questions about it, as it is of no
importance who makes it ; the news of missions is the only thing that matters.”

His answer was in the affirmative, and the .McCormick Daily Bulletin began
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its career, and it is now about thirty-five years old. Foreman and I did that

for two years, and not once did it fail to appear on time. As to myself and

my work during the past year, the latter has been unusually difficult. I have

spent a good share of the winter in the grip of the grippe and a succession of

abcesses of the ear, similar to an attack that nearly took me off ten years ago.

I have been fortunate in seeing my two latest books used in general histories,

which is of course what they were designed for. I think I did not tell you

that two years ago I had an article in the Cor^tuRutioitfil Review, entitled

“Americanizing Americans,” in which I advocate a new expression of political

science recognizing that Americans have discovered, but not expressed, a real

political science. They have another manuscript of mine in which I describe

the probable outlines of that science. A new book is* soon to appear in which

my big work on James Wilson is featured. It is by Dr. R. G. Adams of

Ann Arbor. The Washington Teacher is soon to have an article of mine on

“Boys.” I might add that the Review article of mine was read before publica-

tion by Ehhu Root, Senator Beveridge, David Jayne Hill, Senator Pepper and

a professor of political science, in order, as I told them, to see whether it

“would hold water.” Root, Hill and Pepper each raised a point of dis-

agreement, but none disagreed with my main principles and it was pub-

lished by Hill’s Review. I say this much about it because, you may be in-

terested to know, if I could give the next three years to writing such a

pioneer work. I would rather do it than anything else I could do, it would

do the world so much good. I had hoped my article would inspire some

abler man to do it. I save my clerical morsel of news until the last, namely,

that I am a grandfather for the first time, and to a dear baby girl named
Jean Suzanne Fisher. The experience is quite intoxicating. I am wonder-

ing whether to play the part properly. I ought not to begin raising a shaggy
mane like Walt Whitman. What is the style among you grandfathers? I

know you will all be glad to know that a revised and enlarged edition of the

India book on Hyde has been prepared though not yet issued, I believe,

while the first edition has been translated into Danish.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sidney. Nebr.—We are in the same old squad on the

same old line, firing Home Mission Gospel at the enemy. The family in-

cluding grand children are a little wiser and heavier, otherwise the same as

last year. I think of the members of our class as right in the forefront of the

struggle, battling with modern weapons for a fundamental cause. Same old

issue “Shall man or God rule?” We are all but afraid sometimes that the

flash of the weapons is louder than their clash and that the battle cries and
banners are confusing. Met Ward. Wood, Ernst, Hormel and Sam Palmer at

the 1924 Chicago conference. A vision of Doctors Zenos and Carrier con-

vinced me that if the influence of our efforts is as great as that of our Mc-
Cormick professors upon us, God is using us mightily for the Kingdom.

P. W. McCLINTOCK, Laurel. Miss.—The balmy spring days of the
southland have doubtless given Paul such an attack of the spring fever that

he could not arouse enough energy to take his pen in hand to send in his

annual message in time for publication. Hope for better things next year.

R. H. MILLIGAN, Mt. Kisco, New York—Another busy man, doubtless,
whose message is wanting this year. However, we are glad to hear good re-

ports of his work and hope to hear directly from him next year.

E. W. McCLUSKY, The Cedars: Lebanon, 111.-—If you ever land a place
like this you will not care whether the “Old Age Pension School” keeps or
not. At the front door of a metropolis. A college town. The old home of
a former Governor, now United States Senator. The historic Mermaid II
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which housed Charles Dickens nearly a century ago. His impressions are

recorded in his “Works.” Old settlers still repeat the rumor that no Vol-

stead Act was in force when he was there. I am not a pastor. Have no

desire to be. Simply supplying a little church possessing people of wealth.

Money is one thing we do not have to bother about. The church far sur-

passes any church in Presbytery in per capita giving. They have religion

along with their wealth. Workmen have been topsy-turvying our house for

three weeks. The people shower gifts on us at Christmas time—gold and

goods. Delicate, delicious and high-class viands are sent and brought to our

door at seasonable times. They take us for occasional spins in Ford, Buick,

Chrysler and Packard. A check is brought to me each week and sometimes

for weeks in advance. Ofo, Boy! ain’t it a g-r-r-and and g-l-l-orious feeling?

Here I have the privilege of preaching and being a minister of helpfulness

and consolation, independent of “bishops,” “executive secretaries,” “super-

intendents” and other Methodist excrescences entirely foreign to the Presby-

terian church in which I was reared and in which my family has been hon-

ored with more than a century of ministry. Hawley, I may take a spin over

the new St. Louis and Kansas City highway in the Essex Coach almost any

old day. to visit some of my family in Kansas City. I wish you fellows

could see Gilchrist. Young as ever and still a magnet for the ladies. My
song to-day is: “The lines have fallen unto me in pleasant places, and He
crowneth me with loving kindness and tender mercies.” Blessings on you
all, these happy days.

WILLIAM PARKER. Park Glen Tea Estate, Gudalur, Nilgiris, Southern

India—It is possible that Parker has been so busy raising tea that he forgot

to write his letter in time for publication this year. We miss his message
from overseas.

E. H. PENCE, Portland. Ore.—Belated, of course, but I’ve been busy.

I’ve been busy on a matter of church polity which needs some high precedents

of the right kind. My church is afflicted with a group who need some church
history. They think Presbyterianism is an oligarchy. We are demonstrating

that it is a democracy. As is often the case, my church is composed of two
parts: the whelming majority who belong to the church, and a group who
think the church belongs to them. That is, it was so composed a few weeks
ago. It’s different now. We were flattered at getting into the Associated

Press columns, and in somewhat girlish form, but the matter lies deeply, and
the masses of Westminster are devoted to the task of establishing a precedent
for democracy of rule in and under our noble polity. This all might sound a

bit cryptic to any other bunch of readers than you chaps, all of whom, doubt-

less, have bumped the same situation. I had decided to depart. The zest

had gone out of this physically glorious horizon. We had watched our boy,

who brought tuberculosis out of the army, die by inches, and the fight goes

out of a man with that experience. A small clique had decided adversely to

my type of democracy; they had obstructed matters for a couple of years.

I had just simply wearied of it. Decided to forego the joys of triumph. It

leaked and the revolt came. I am advised that my leaving would breach the

church hopelessly—that is, leaving from discouragements set up and circum-
stanced by the small group mentioned above. It is pleasant to have a whelm-
ing majority take over one’s matters, claim them for their own, and set out to

redress them. I do not deserve such rare good fortune, but it is mine. And,
all the more pleasant in this molten \^est, where things have no momentum of

tradition, and in a church in which more than half are of antecedents other

than Presbyterian. In such a church majorities lack cohesion. This major-
ity is the most cohesive thing I’ve seen in many a day. Pardon all this about
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myself, but Herrick told us we always talked about the thing we were most

interested in, didn’t he? This sounds like a confession. Let it go at that.

All well, thank you, and, hope the same for you. Ward writes me I’m late.

Perhaps not late enough.

0. L. PRENTICE, Frankfort, Ind., R.F.D.—-My supply of official sta-

tionery is exhausted, and my time for inditing this note is still more so, and

I am using the first thing I find, which happens to be the ever-ready tablet,

to carry my small message to the boys of ’92. The spring, they say, is late,

but not so late as this note. It seemed as if there were a whole tribe of

things waiting to be done on April 7th, and writing the class letter was de-

ferred, and so on, and so on. The past year is very like the other thirty-

three since 1892, save that it is much shorter. Nature must have learned

Henry Ford’s plan of speeding up production, for the past year was only

seven or eight months long. This short year, however, has seen “something

attempted, something done,” perhaps more than earned a night’s repose.

The children are all gone, married and have homes of their own, three of

them, however, live in Indianapolis and come down to see us frequently. I

am grand dad four times, and when the rough huskies come home we have

rough house indeed. One of the finest bits of our work the past year was

a daily vacation Bible school. We have a cross-roads church, but had ninety-

two enrolled in our school and an average attendance of 95 per cent en-

rollment. Representatives of churches from cities of 15,000 inhabitants came
to our school to learn how to do it. We are repairing the church and will

have to forego the school this year. I still keep on the go, and do about as

much work as ever, but I must confess it is not as easily done as it was in

1892. If on May 4th you will add 35 to 34, you will not need to em-

barrass yourselves by asking my age. Good-bye, and God bless you boys.

U. G. SCHELL, Valentine, Neb.—Once more the class anniversary re-

turns, and finds me farther north and west than I was a year ago. Two
events for us this year will never be forgotten. Our daughter. Carroll, was
married July 2nd to Walter A. Voss, now associate pastor of Kountze Mem-
orial Evangelical Lutheran church, Omaha. Of course I officiated at the

ceremony. The other event was the birth of a grandson, November 25th,

at Heavener, Oklahoma. I baptised the young man here in the manse on
Easter Sunday. I came to this field answering the call for a Presbyterian

minister by birth and training. I hope I have met the expectations. We
have a good constituency, a good plant, and manse almost new. Valentine

has the state fish hatchery, and the university sub-station. It is a pictur-

esque place on a plateau north of the Niobrara river, and is a distributing

center for quite a radius of territory. Our health has been good here. I

congratulate you, my fellow classmates in all your successes. I sympathize
with you in any reverses or tribulations. While my nerves hang together

and my voice holds out, or until I can retire with good conscience, I hope
to work and witness and gather in some of the lost sheep.

H. R. STARK, New York City—A number of things have conspired to-

gether to delay my response to Hinitt’s gentle reminder that the fateful day
was approaching on which we are all expected to galvanize the metallic fin-

gers of our long-suffering typewriters into action and say something whether
we have anything to say or not. I have been long impressed with the idea,

which I find growing thro the years, that something dreadful impends unless
this annual epistolary contribution to the world’s classics appears on time.
It has become part and parcel of the orderly processes of the world. There is

something about it that helps lubricate the machinery of the universe so that it

runs a little more smoothly and quietly. If it were to cease suddenly Ursa
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Major would doubtless growl a celestial protest, Orion drop his belt, Draco

swish his serpentine tail across the skies, and the Milky Way turn to green

cheese. Therefore it falls to each one of us to do his bit to prevent such an

appalling calamity, and cataclysmic disaster. Since the last issue not much
of importance has happened in this neck of the woods. From the above ad-

dress you will notice that I have taken a change of venue. The anxieties and

throes of moving have absorbed most of my time for the past three weeks. The
family has reassembled under one roof four blocks farther down, but still in

the same neighborhood, near good old Columbia, and just across the street

from Barnard college. Our removal was necessitated by the selection of the

very spot on which we lived on Riverside Drive as the location for the new
Fosdick church. So runs the irony of fate. After having championed Fosr

dick’s case all these years and stood by him thru thick and thin, he now shoves

me off the street in order to erect a sky-scraping campanile whose far-sound-

ing chimes will in future summon the weary and heavy laden to the place of

worship. I gladly yield to such a cause and for such a purpose. I have seen

but three of the fellows during the past year: Fox, smiling jovial, and radiant,

on his way to Europe last summer; Hawley, the same big-bodied, whole-

souled, stentorian-voiced genial chap as of yore, wearing his honors and his

gray hairs with becoming dignity; and Milligan, who drifts in and out often,

like a refreshing breeze, or a ray of sunshine bursting thro a cloud, bringing

a message of cheer and inspiration. To one and all of you my best wishes

for health, prosperity, and all good things.

GRANT STROH, 153 Institute Place, Chicago, 111.—I did not forget to

write the class letter upon class day, but simply was too busy. All I could

do was to offer up a prayer for the class. Just at that time Mrs. Stroh had
a sudden and critical illness, and for about two hours we did not know
whether she was going to leave us or stay with us. She is sitting near me in

an easy chair as I write, but tomorrow will go to the hospital to have the

doctors see if they can discover what was the trouble. Taking the year as

a whole, it will be memorable in the Stroh family for its many family re-

unions. Both of the daughters in China were here together last summer,
which fact made the reunions possible. Harriet returned last September, and
Margaret is planning to go back next October. Then the old folks will be
alone gain. As for my own work, I am glad to report another year of busy,

happy days and blessed experiences. The Lord has been merciful and gra-

cious to us all. Later—Word received from Stroh as we are going to press

with this letter indicates that Mrs. Stroh is quite improved in health.

H. B. SUTHERLAND. Corcoran, Cal.—Class day was spent motoring
over the Coast Range some 200 miles to San Luis Obispo,—one of earth’s

“beauty spots”—the Switzerland of California. Our son Kenneth is located

at San Luis. The day was well spent. Often our thoughts turned to class-

mates. Little did we dream when we sent our thirty-third contribution to

the class letter that we would be sending this thirty-fourth from California.

For twenty-three years without a break we sent our annual message from
somewhere in Minnesota. Since first Sunday in September last we have
found ourselves in California. Benedict, you know, is here, a fellow-pres-

byter, strictly on his job at Taft, and giving a good account of himself. Saw
him at Presbytery last October, recognized him,—yes, he’s Benedict as ever.

Pence writes “Glad you are on the > Coast.” Not so dead sure of it yet

ourselves. However, we are finding a splendidly worthwhile work here. Some-
times we seem to “hear the sound of a going in the tops of the mulberry
trees,” and there is a promise of a day when we shall write from Corcoran,

—

“The Lord hath done great things for us, whereof we are glad.”
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W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Chosen (Korea)—Our foreign men seem

to have miscalculated the time it takes a letter to get to destination in

America, and we are compelled to go to press without a mesage from our

dear friend in the peninsula where he has labored so abundantly for so many
years. Hope he may write earlier next year.

L. B. TATE, Frost Proof, Fla.—Here I am in our orange grove, at

present in a little three-room shack made of rough lumber, but we hope to

build more commodious quarters next fall. We have a beautiful place, with

the lake on the east of us. I have been offered more for our place than it is

worth as a grove. We may sell half of the orange grove for more than three

times the cost of the entire property. We feast on our own grapefruit and
oranges each day. I am trying to get the place in shape but it is slow work,

as I can work but two or three hours a day. I put in some of my time
fishing. Since returning to America I have done quite a bit of speaking,

but not so much lately, as my wife does not relish staying here alone. I find

myself constantly thinking of Korea, I have spoken in the largest church in

our Assembly, and have had some extravagant things said about my talks.

My fellow missionaries want me to return to Korea, even though I do noth-

ing but consult with the Korean pastors and attend the church courts, but

the doctors say that is just what I ought not to do, as it is too much of a

strain on my heart. I am to start out in a few days to vist some presbyterials.

Working on my place has reduced my weight 23 pounds, but I still weigh 192.

R. 0. WALKER, 23 Buccleuch Place. Edinburgh, Scotland—How the

years roll on. McCormick letter day finds my mind reviewing the years and
asking in self-scrutiny, “How have I lived?” I do not know how it is with

you boys, but surely for some of us .facing such a question, all others pale

into the veriest insignificance. Our failures, in the petty details of life to

realize God’s dream for us might, I suppose, well nigh make some of us

despair. So my wish this day shall be, for all of us, in the year just begun,

to lay aside every weight and the sin that doth so easily beset us, and to run

with patience and true Christian earnestness the race set before us, looking

unto Jesus. “Buffeted heart, never despair; wait thou upon God; with Him
there is plenteous redemption.” The secret of success is waiting upon God;
with Him there is plenteous redemption.” The secret of success is waiting

upon God. Nothing less. If only my soul shall wait upon Him. the over-

coming strength shall be mine. Psa. 62:5-8. Our family affairs are soon
chronicled. We have no serious illness to record this year. We have two
“Dr.” Walkers now in our family, one an M.B.. CH.B., the other a Ph.D. in

science. The latter is contemplating going to Germany for a year to prose-

cute further research studies in chemistry at Munich university. Our daugh-
ter. unmarried as yet, is still teaching modern languages in a London sec-

ondary school. Our youngest son has begun his university career, with the
view of becoming a Scottish minister. My wife, busy and active as usual,

stirring industriously the porridge pot of a morning, darning sometimes un-
willingly the socks with their never-ending holes, and generally caring for

us all with genuine maternal care on the lines of the prophecy that King
Lemuel’s mother taught him, “She giveth her hands to the spindle and her
hands hold the distaff.” metaphorically. “She riseth also while it is yet
night, and giveth meat to her household.” I am still teaching Spanish at

Geo. Watson’s college for boys, and incidentally trying to learn my own
lesson in the school of life, as aforesaid. May God’s richest blessing abide
with you all, in your hearts and in your homes.

W. S. WARD. 3224 Lyndale Ave. S., Minneapolis, Minn.—The year just

closed has been without notable event. I have gone up and down the great
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state of Minnesota, in large measure acting as pastor of the pastors in my
territory, trying to inspire them to be more vigorous and effective leaders

of their flocks. I have found great joy in this class of service for the Master

and His church. The family has been in fairly good health throughout the

year, though I was laid up for three weeks during the winter, suffering from

the effects of a frost-bitten toe. This enforced idleness made it necessary

to travel almost furiously during the closing weeks of the church year, but

I accomplished my task. Now that Sutherland has moved out west to keep

company with Benedict, I have no classmate near into whose sympathetic ear

I can pour my troubles. Next year will mark our thirty-fifth anniversary,

and as many as possible of us should gather at the old seminary to celebrate

the occasion. What do you say? Dear old Foreman passed into glory since

our last class letter. Another tie to bind us to the world beyond, and another

call to be faithful in our daily task. God bless you every one during the

coming year.

J. G. WOODS, Mayaguez, P.R.—I joined with you all in prayer today.

But I think of you and our dear Professors now and again during the year.

I recall frequently our old fellowship at McCormick and the interest the

professors took in us. I continue in the government service, and now we have

to handle not only the customs and navigation laws, but also the prohibition

law. The latter requires extra work at very unusual hours. It is not all

done in the office either. W'e may have to travel considerable distance by
auto or we may have to go in a gasoline launch at sea for days. We fre-

quently have to search residences or other places where we believe liquors

are concealed. We have to appear in court from time to time. Do you
know of another law that has so changed the heart, conscience and char*

acter of our people or any other people? The world war made many look

lightly on life, but our Constitutional amendment has converted into boot-

leggars, contrabandists and even thugs a class you ministers least suspect.

Do not think all these are foreigners or those of the slums. Nay, nay. May
the Holy Spirit accompany you in all your work in your dear Lord’s vineyard.

J. F. YOUNG, 815 N. College Ave., Bloomington, Ind.—With each re-

turning April 7th I seem to be finding it more and more difficult to know
what to write that will be of value to him who reads. The truth is that the

cord binding me back to those three years in McCormick, grows thinner each

year. Not that I want it so but it is just so. Neither do I want to forget

those really happy days—and they were the most care-free, ruddy with hope
days we ever knew. No child or grandchild worrying us because of measles
or maiden. No congregation with its joys and tears to muddle along with.

Nothing but Hebrew and Greek and fellowship sweet. But ‘“Them days
is gone forever.” I did have the fun of dining with Dr. A. L. Hutchinson in

Tacoma last summer. I found him less impressive externally because of

those Burnsides which always awed me much, and more genial of spirit than
in the early nineties, both of which seemed good to me as did the dinner

and the visit. A few mornings later—it was a luckless Monday morning
for him—I awakened one Dr. E. H. Pence by shouting at him from the rail-

way station in Portland. His greeting was most sour until I said “Young
of Indiana.” Then, never did a late spring change so quickly into warm
summer time as he to his old talking self. It was good to hear him and I

hope that I was not rude but I had to “hang up” and go and get Mrs. Young
and climb on the train for home. Aside from these two I have neither seen

nor heard of another member of the class of ’92 during the past year. I hope
that all have had the best year of all the years. Sorry for the going of
“Billy” Foreman. He was a good man. I suppose that we will have to
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reckon on a more rapid shrinkage in our numbers from now on. The Lord

be with you all.

CONCLUSION—With all thankfulness for the good things recorded in

the letters you have perused with such interest, and with deep sympathy for

the few who have recorded distressing experiences, your Committee rejoices

in strengthening of the ties that bind us together as members of the class of

’92. It would be a fine 'thing for us to meet in thirty-fifth anniversary cele-

bration at commencement time at the old Seminary. A call for such a gath-

ering of the class is hereby issued, hoping that every member who can pos-

sibly attend will be on hand. Grant Stroh is hereby appointed a committee

of one to arrange details of the meeting. Let us make it as nearly unanimous
as possible—-Ward for the Committee.

W. S. WARD
B. A KONKLE
E. H. PENCE
F. W. HINITT

• F. W. HAWLEY

Rev. Wm. S. Foreman—Born 1865, Died 1925

Rev. Wm. S. Foreman, D.D., was born in Ralls County, Missouri, Decem-
ber 4, 1865. His early education was at the Van Rensseler Academy, Ralls

County, Missouri, following which he entered Westminster College, graduating

from said institution the spring of 1889. He entered McCormick Theological

Seminary the fall of the same year, graduating from said institution three

years later. He was given the honorary degree of Doctor of Divinity by
Westminster College, Fulton, Missouri.

August 26, 1891. he was married to Sallie A. Hubbard, Fulton, Missouri,

who died about one year ago. Three children, Herrick Johnson Foreman, St.

Louis, Mo.; Mrs. Hilda Foreman Dennis, Little Rock, Ark.; and William W.
Foreman, Kansas City, Mo. Charles P. Foreman, D.D., Louisiana, Mo.,

brother.

He served several pastorates in Missouri; at St. Joseph eight years;

Memphis, six years; removing to New Castle. Indiana, three years, then

coming to McCausland Avenue Presbyterian Church, St. Louis, Mo., and,

after a pastorate of two years, was called into the work of the Anti-Saloon

League, giving about fifteen years to this work, and in which service he was
engaged at the time of his death.

He had supplied the churches in Jamesport, Mo., in the interest of the

League on Sabbath of November 22, and speaking on Monday morning to

the students of the high school of the same city. A few minutes after finish-

ing his address at the high school, in a home across the street from the high
school, to which he had gone in the interest of the League, he was stricken,

about noon, with apoplexy, which rendered him speechless immediately. The
second stroke followed at four o’clock and he passed away at six o’clock.

The funeral service was Wednesday, November, 25, in Kansas City, Mo.,
conducted by Rev. George P. Baity, D.D., pastor of- the Westport Avenue Pres-

byterian church, and he was laid to rest at Fulton, Mo., the day following.
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ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMTCK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 35

Minneapolis, Minn., Ma^ 24, 1927

Dear Classmates: Your committee takes great pleasure in sending to

you the results of our efforts to secure a message from e&ch one of the class-

mates scattered so widely over the earth. This has been a year of great

blessing to the members of the class, and we rejoice in the cheery messages
which you will find as you peruse these letters. The roll call is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, California.—Dear Classmates : April 8th finds

met yet in Taft, pen in hand, mind reminiscent and heart lifted up in prayer

for the men now battle-scarred by thirty-five years of struggle against the hosts

of sin. In this sector of the line a few things have materialized during the pfcst

year. For instance we have a new and very beautiful church building with

all modern conveniences, save preacher.

Materially we have basked in the sunshine of sufficient and had as a most
congenial companion the fellowship of good health for which we are exceedingly

grateful. But one thing I find, to use the hinted suggestion of John Quincy
Adams,' the old house of our body is beginning to show the weathermarks of

time. The ridge sags a trifle and the underpinning is not so rugged as it used
to be, and there is no telling when we may have to move out, but our spirits

are still young and if anything a trifle brighter by reason of the wear and tear

of life’s experiences which tend to make us more content.

I am still the custodian of the city’s finances, and perhaps it is the feel

of money which has induced so many “fine sermons”(?)
Sutherland is my nearest class neighbor, but in this land of sunshine, cold

fogs and magnificent distances we see very little of each other except at presby-

tery. I hope General Assembly will bring more of us together. May the

blessing of Almighty God abide with each of you.

A. L. BERRY, Hotel Silas, Springfield, 111.—No response has been re-

ceived from our classmate who seems to be hibernating longer than usual.

Hope he can be waked up by next year.

E. A. BOYD, Wichita Kansas.— I am too busy to write a letter, and if I

were not, I would not have much of interest to tell. I will be, however, glad

to receive the letter and hear from the rest of the boys. I wish ail of the mem-
bers of the class the best of good fortune during the coming year.

L. J. DAVIES. Tsingtau, Shantung Mission, China.— (Davies’ letter to

Konkle was lost in the mail in transit to Ward, and Konkle gives the following



as the substance of the letter, which we are glad to send on : “Davies says that

he has confidence in the Chinese people working through to a unified govern-

ment just as well as any other people. He thinks they will get the real thi’ng,

too. His letter is dated March 2, a fact on which he felicitates himself and us

as a great feat in writing before receiving my notice. He said someone asked

him if he was going to leave with other foreigners, and he vigorously told

them he came to give his life to China, and he was going to stay. He enclosed

a card they were circulating for a pledge to pray for China.”

W. H. ENSIGN, 139 West South St. Salt Lake City, Utah.—We are hoping

to see some of you on the five trains of commissioners reported going to

Assem'bly. For some time our Presbytery has been planning to welcome all,

as they stay awhile enroute. We are thinking of Dear McCormick probably

soon to be known by the name “Westminster School of Divinity” and just

as beloved as ever. Thirty-five wonderful years of her and our history inter-

wmven and blessed with the marvelous mercies of God! At our recent meet-

ing of Salt Lake Presbytery, we ordained a young Japanese to the Gospel min-

istry. His father is a missionary in Japan. Our meeting here was held in the

Japanese Church of Christ. Mrs. Ensign and I unite in earnest prayer and

loving remembrances to you all and to those of your households.

A. F. ERNST. 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Neb.—The most important

thing I have to write is the fact that on Jan. 3 I became “grand dad” for the

first time. A little daughter came to bless the home of my son Edgar and his

wife. Makes me walk a little straighter and step a little livelier. My church
must think that it adds to my value, as they have increased my salary for this

year. This is my thirteenth year with this church, which may account for my
good luck. My church has adopted the pension plan. Having completed thirty-

five years in the active pastorate and having but two more years from next

July 20 to reach the age of sixty-five, it begins t® look as if I might benefit from
the pension. We had our annual meeting of the congregation last night. Had
another good year with all bills paid and small balance in treasury. Mrs.
Ernst and myself have kept fairly well. Her mother died March 1. It has
fallen to me to act as executor of the estate. My wish is for your continued
health and prosperity.

E. S. EVANS. Arlington. Ks.—We are again reminded of our Class-Day.

What a short period, thirty-five years is. The past year, they tell me, has
been the best year in the history of our Church. The Lord has been very

gracious to us, and we are glad. We completed our new Church Building, and
it was dedicated on September 5th. On the Saturday evening preceding, we
held a meeting of the congregation, and raised the money to take care of all

the remaining expenses. Then, our day of Dedication was a full day of re-

ligious services. The building was a great ihing for us. It was a big under-
taking for people of our strength. But we were blessed in the work. Preach-
ing the Word, becomes more and more precious. Each year seems to add to

its beauty and strength. It is indeed, the power of God unto salvation to every
one that believe'th. Many there are, who do not 'believe; many there are who
will not hear, but the Lord is working out his purpose in his chosen few.
I live so far from all of you, that I never meet any of you. S6 the class letter

is most highly valued. It is much like a re union. I hope and pray that this

may be a good year for us all. Forasmuch then as Christ has suffered for us
in the flesh, let us arm ourseVes with the same mind; for he that hath suf-
fered in the flesh, hath ceased from sin.

J. V. FINDLAY. Millersburg, Ohio.—It is a great pleasure to think of
the good old days of long ago. Just a few minutes ago we had the pleasure
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of a call from a college classmate, Mr. M. H. Franks of Wooster and the wife

of another classmate, W. H. Wilson. They are now Mr. and Mrs. Franks,

known to some of the seminary class. We are still serving a church in a town

nearby. I am serving this church temporarily, as I do not wish to take up full

time work and move. We had a great meeting in November and December,

about eighty confessing Christ; a few of these had formerly been connected

with some church, and a few came by letter. We had as an evangelist Mrs.

R. Hayes Willis. The meetings were started and held in our church although

two other churches worked with us and shared the fruits. We received thir-

ty-four and baptized the same number, though eight of these were infant

baptisms. I was sorry to read of the burning of Evans’ church. Best wishes

for all the classmates and families.

F. M. FOX, 517 Westview Ave., Germantown, Pa.—We were never more
blessed and. therefore, never more grateful and happy than on this 35th anni-

versary of the Class of ’92. It is a busy Thursday—ca^ndar to be edited,

funeral tomorrow and Palm Sunday sermon only on the way, but I have had
great satisfaction in praying for you all today. It has been a good year for

us. Frances Margaret is in her first year of teaching in the Pingry Private

School, for boys, in Elizabeth, New Jersey. We are building a new parish

house and Church tower, at a cost of $150,000. Christmas week, we moved
into a beautiful new Manse on an acre of ground next to the Church. With
all this, we have enjoyed spiritual b’essing and the love of our people. I hope
to see some of you at San Francisco, at the General Assembly, as Mrs. Fox
and I have 'been chosen to go. Bob (Milligan paid us a visit just before he

left for Chile. Pride? No! Humility and gratitude and prayers for grace,

mercy and peace upon us all in the coming year. One of the joys of the

year was the coming of Paul McCiintock and family to Philadelphia to live.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Donnellson, 111.—I am ashamed that I have been so

s’ow about making my small contribution to the class letter. I remembered
the day, as is the custom of the class, but I was away from home and could

not write. Last year was a very happy year. The encouragements and joys

of the work far outnumbered the discouragements. I am glad that the in-

creasing years do not diminish the ardor for the work. I have enjoyed ex-

cellent health and can relish the good things of life as they come my way.
I hope that all is well with all the class.

FREDERICK W. HAWLEY, Parkville. Mo.—I did not forget the day,

April 7th but didn’t write until May 3rd, just as the annual letter was going
to press. Have read all the letters contained herein with interest. I note a

s’i*ht misunderstanding with reference to McCormick Seminary. I have been
a member of the Board of Directors for several years and returned last week
from the annual meeting. The name has not yet been changed. The
'McCormicks insist that the name be changed as they feel that the Semi-
nary will have a greater appeal to the church if it does not bear the family
name. Of course the Directors, as all Alumni, regret the decision, but it

seems wise to acquiesce in their request and we voted to change the name.
But the Directors were not united on the proposed name, ‘“The Westminster
Divinity School of Chicago.” Some preferred “The Presbyterian Divinity

School of Chicago,” and other names were proposed. The Committee, with
some changes, was continued and wi’l try to discover the sentiments of the
Alumni as to a name. If you have suggestions send them to Rev. Harry C.

Rogers, D.D., Linwocd Presbyterian Church, Kansas City, Mo., Chairman
of the Committee. Another matter of deep regret was the resignation of Dr.
•McClure, for twenty-two years our beloved President. He has made a great
President for McCormick but feels that a younger man should undertake
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the duties of that office and relieve him in his seventy-eighth year for cer-

tain literary work he hopes to do. I happen to be a member of the Com-
mittee to recommend to the Board his successor. If any of you men want

the job let me know, or do you know of a man you could heartily recommend?

A lot of problems confront the Directors just now in which every McCormick
man is interested. At Park we are having a great year. We are now com-

pleting a Central Dining Hall to accommodate 600, and a Dormitory to house

104 young women. The two buildings cost $200,000. Our campus is beau-

tiful. I wish you could see it. Dr. Mark Matthews told me here recently

that it was the most beautiful campus under the stars and stripes. Take that

for what it i$ worth! But we have a student body that would warm the cockles

of any man’s heart. A Chinese boy, Glen Ginn, a senior, who has been with

us through the Academy and College, seven years, last week won the Interstate

Oratorical Contest at Evanston, the 125 colleges of 15 states being represented.

He has been house boy for Mrs. Hawley these seven years. To her is rightly

assigned a lot of credit for his big victory, for she has helped him learn our

language and inspired him to attempt what seemed the impossible, seven

years ago, when he came to us a lad of fifteen years. This letter has ex-

ceeded the word limit but as the college boys do the printing and as I like to

see them work, I have rambled along. Love to all.

FREDERICK W. HINITT, Indiana, Pa.—

J. B. HOWARD, Des Moines, Iowa.—The thirty-fifth anniversary of our

graduation finds myself and beloved wife living in our own home here. Eleven

years ago we built ourselves a nice house in Des Moines, near the Des Moines
University. Ever since we have dreamed of some time living here. Last

fall one of the deans of the University moved out of our house and we moved
in, and thus our dream came true. I am now preaching at Osceola, county

seat of Clark county, a town of 3,000 population, and we have the finest church
building in town. I engaged here for six months. This week they are rais-

ing the budget for the purpose of having us move here and remain permanent-
ly. As I am in my seventieth year, I think that a remarkable dispensation of

Divine providence. We enjoyed our stay of more than four years at Cleland

church, Rock Island, very much, 'but felt that the time had come when we
needed to take lighter work and get ready to retire. But now we may have a

heavier task than ever. If it be the Lord’s wish we will say Amen. Mrs.
Howard is in better health than for years. Our stay in our own home has

been a real rest and joy to us both. I wish we could all get together for a

real picnic. All of our children but one are married, one living near St. Louis,

one near Santa Fe, and one in Seattle. Dorothy, our second, is high school

teacher at Cropsey, Illinois, finishing her third year. We are happy together,

doing our best to hasten the coming of the Kingdom, and rejoicing in the

blessed hope.

B. A. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—Shortly after I wrote my last letter I

began the preparation of a new book, “The Life of Nicholas Biddle,” the man
whom Andy Jackson couldn’t endure on the map. His life covers the career

of the Second Bank of the United States, and will be a companion volume to

my “Thomas Dilling and Our First Financial System.” Meanwhile my big

“Life and Writings of James Wilson” is at last in the publisher’s hands, and
my “David Lloyd and the First Half Century of Pennsylvania’’ is in the

hands of the president of the Historical Society of Pennsylvania for pubiica-

tion by that body. The Forum magazine has an article of mine for early

publication, entitled “Can an Organization Have a Soul?” The Westminsier
Teacher has been running some of my short articles, echoes of pastoral days;
two have appeared, and I think they have two more to come. So you see I
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have been “penned up” pretty well. Paul McClintock and his family are now
Philadelphians and we have revived old-time relations. He is looking well,

and is in the employ of the building department of the Board of National

Missions. I have recently learned a great deal more about Hyde’s great work

in India from Mrs. Barton of Philadelphia and IMoorestown, N. J., who was

a. worker with Hyde for twelve years.. She said there was no single influence in

the missionary operations in India that compared with his in extent or quali-

ty of significance. I also learned that Hyde’s life was not without its share

of romance of the heart, like a little flower in a vast garden of blooms of

greater significance. This letter, I suppose, will celebrate the new name,

of “Westminster Divinity School of Chicago,” which old McCormick is about

to assume as indicating a new era in the life of our great alma mater.

SAMUEL LIGHT. Sidney, Neb.—The same old Light greets you. Per-

haps his judgment and feelings are running a more even race than formerly

Outwardly there is a little more polish on the dome and the same scattered

family now containing ten grand children. He is still a Home missionary in

spirit and deed. His Presbytery was unanimous in saying: “Represent us

at San Francisco May 26th.” He hopes to meet numerous McCormick men
at the Assembly. It makes his heart ache a bit to think that nearly all the

fellows of ’92 have passed the three-score year mark. Light wants every liv-

ing member of the class to put his heart into this New Service Pension Plan

and stand with a solid front for the church and the best things.
,

P. W. McCLINTOCK, 919 Witherspoon Building, Philadelphia, Pa.—My
intentions were good and Ward would have had the letter before this had I

not come down with an attack of flu at the critical moment. Konkle came in

this morning to remind me of the letter and before something else comes up
to prevent it being written, I am at it. The past years have been strenuous

ones, especially the past three. Since 1918 I have been in the south at Laurel,

/Miss., in charge of the music, education and finances of a church there. An
opportunity was given us to build, through a munificent gift of one of the

congregation, and we put up a building that probably cost upward of $300,-

000. A good deal of the work especially the financial and some of the plan-

ning fell on me. I was solely responsible for the planning and 'building of

the organ, a four manual, 63 stop organ of 3130 pipes, one of the largest

built in the south. It was a gem and I feel in many ways that it was my
best piece of work. I was badly worn out at the completion of the building

and was given a three months vacation which we spent in Maine. During
the vacation I had to come down to New York and while there called on my
old friend, McGarrah, who offered me a position on his staff which I felt it

wise to accept and am now with him in the National Board of Missions, De-
partment of Building Funds Campaigns, with my own work called, “The De-
partment of Research.” We are living for the present in Narberth, just out-

side of Philadelphia, but may change to Germantown sometime in the near
future. I am enjoying the new work, and I believe that our department is real-

ly serving a great purpose in the church. The experiences I have had in

China, and in various parts of the United States all seem to fit in and have
been an education and preparation for the work which I am now in. I am
glad to get back to the north, for while I enjoyed the work down south, there

was a depressing e^ment in it, especially in the attitude of the Southern
church. Without going into particulars, it has seemed to me that there is

more thought taken there in holding to the past, than there is in looking to

the future. Nor is there the warmth of Christian fellowship that I have
found since coming back to the north. I see Konkle now and again. Wish
we could get together more, but I am putting every moment and ounce of

strength I have into the new work. Then it calls for quite a bit of work at
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the time when otherwise I might be visiting, night meetings, etc. I see Fox

now and again, and had the privilege of preaching for him last Thanksgiving

week, when he was laid up with an attack of flu. Later will be going over

the country a little more and I do hope I may see many more of the men
of ’92. My most cordial and ‘Christian greetings to you all.

E. W. McCLUSKY, The Cedars, 121 West Center, Lebanon, 111.—If I

should go to Frisco I might miss the thirty-fifth anniversary celebration of our

class and the commencement of Westminster Divinity School of Chicago. I

spent some weeks in Chicago last Summer. Was around Chicago University

and South Side mostly, but covered the city pretty thoroughly. The territory

about the seminary has changed considerably. No sauntering leisurely along

the drives in Lincoln Park. One has to watch one’s step and dart hither

and yon to escape a Yellow- Taxi, a Green Bus, a Limousine or a Ford. When
there do not miss seeing the Elk’s Memorial building North of Lincoln Park.

I visited McCormick and Fowler Halls, looked into the old bowling alley

and other places of “necessary” interest in the basement of Fowler Hall.

Found some women mending rugs in Doctor Johnson’s old Class Room, cast

glances toward the empty house of Dr. Zenos and made my escape down Ful-

lerton Avenue. I felt somewhat like the “Gold Dust Twins” whom I heard

crying, “Lux Against Us.” I want you all to know that, whatever your ex-

periences may be. I am with you in all of them with the truest sympathy and
appreciation my heart can feel. Conducted burial service of a sister of Mrs.
McClusky, in 'Carlkiville recently—Mrs. W. F. Jones, wife of the Jones in the

Class of 1891. He has been pastor in Carlinville and associated with Black-

burn College. A Roman Catholic priest accompanied me at the funeral serv-

ice. We are in the throes now of raising our portion of the $15,000,000 pen-

sion fund for you old fellows who are about ready to take your place on the

pension roll. I have every class letter on file. I have glanced at some of the

earlier ones, but I refuse to be reminiscent. Today is so full of good things

and life is so blissful that I have no time to bemoan yesterday. Bless the Lord,

0 my soul, and forget not all his benefits. My love to you all. Visited in

Kansas City last week. Called on the President of Hawley’s Board of Direc-

tors, an old friend.

R. H. MILLIGAN, Bible House, Cristobal, Canal Zone, April 4, 1927.

—

The American Bible Society, having learned that, like Alexander the Great,

1 was weeping for more worlds to conquer, offered me South America; not

the whole continent, but just Columbia, Ecuador, Peru and Bolivia, with the

likelihood that before the end of the year another secretary and myself will

agree to “swap” Bolivia and 'Chile, I giving him Bolivia and he giving me
Chile. I ought to add that as yet Bolivia and Chile know nothing of this

high handed transaction. When this exchange is accomplished I shall probably
live in Santiago, Chile. But until the end of the present year my head-
quarters will be in Cristobal, Canal Zone. Next month I shall set out on a

tour of the field. You know, of course, that the American Bible Society sup-

plies the Bibles that are used in American Protestant Missions throughout
the world. Missions have been multiplied and the number of missionaries

greatly increased in South America since the war. My duty will be to visit

in turn the American Protestant Missions of all denominations in all my ter-

ritory, making the round probably once a year, arranging for their supplies of

Bibles and doing whatever I can (within the limits of my appropriation) to

stimulate the circulation of the Bible in each field. In some of the Missions
Society has colporteurs working under the supervision of the missionaries.

Next month I expect to visit Lima, Peru, and La Paz, Bolivia. I shall prob-

ably spend two months in these two states. Then I shall return here and re-

main at least two months before setting out for Chile. Andi this, I expect, will
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be my usual division of time: half time at home (whenever that shall be)

and half time on tour. I am glad to have my headquarters in Cristobal for

the present. Our Society has a splendid building here (depository and
dwelling house) which arrangement I like. For Cristobal is like the center of

a small universe. The Vice President of the United States and the Secretary

of War met here the other day. The one came by way of the Atlantic and the

other by the Pacific. On an average, fifteen ships a day, representing all na-

tions, pass through the Canal. And the Canal itself, the mightiest of man’s

works, is of inexhaustible interest. Next time I write I shall know more
about my field and my work. But I think I can say nohv that I have never en-

gaged in any work that appeals to me more strongly. There are no gains

without losses. And my biggest lost will be my association with Harry Stark,

and his family, whose home for many years has been like home to me. I

shall also miss my occasional delightful visits with Frank Fox and his family.

I might have devoted this entire letter to the great work which Frank is doing

in Germantown.

WILLIAM PARKER. Park Glen Tea Estate, Gudalur, Nilgiris, Southern
India—The class wishes, I am informed, to hear something about myself as

a tea planter. About two years ago I bought an abandoned coffee estate of

about 250 acres, and at once started planting out fifty acres of tea. As I had
visited India once before, spending some time with my brother-in-law who
was a very successful tea planter, 1 became interested in tea cultivation. Be-

sides I must have inherited some inclination toward such a life, as my father

was, in my boyhood days, a wholesale tea merchant, and often I had drunk
from the samples of tea in his counting room. Aain, I like the life of a planter

for the reason that I like to employ labor, and see them contented and happy.
There is also another reason, I must, with my infirmity, keep in a warm and
dry climate. We are 3,500 feet above sea level and perhaps five degrees from
the equator. This climate agrees with me and I am keeping in fairly good
health, but when I venture higher, as I sometimes do to visit my sister and
her family, I pay for it by getting chills. The Hindu is called a pagan, but he
believes in our God, and as a Trinity, and worships with reverance. My in-

fluence over them on the estate is to tell them that there is more light and
that in my worship of God have advanced farther in truth. So I attend their

annual feasts and also give them an annual feast and thereby have the oppor-
tunity to tell them what I know of the Savior, the true sacrifice for atone-

ment. I have not ready Stanley Jones’ book, “The Christ of the Indian) Road,”
but I judge from comments that my idea of the Hindu is correct. They are

Aryans by race as we are, and seem to have been sometime in the great past

directed to much that is truth. They worship the devil, but in this way get

rid of him. The last feast I attended as we moved away behold they had
erected a booth and began a. form of worship. I asked my superintendent
about it and he said they think the devil is on the estate, and tonight at 7

o’clock with cakes and music they will parade off the estate and throw the

cakes to him. 1 said I hoped they would get him away from us and he not

return. My daily program is about as follows: I rise at 6 o’clock to attend

muster, have chota at 8, inspection 9 to 10, return for office work, lunch at

12, rest, bath at 3, tea at 4, then walk or gardening until dark, dining at 7,

spending the rest of the evening reading or paying chess of which I am very

fond. I might say that every morning after breakfast I read a portion of the

Gospel, and when I get through with John I begin again with Matthew, for

1 am in the East, and the Gospels give me the life of Christ the Savior of

men. Last winter Swallen sent me a Christmas greeting from Korea. It re-

minded me of his freqtient visits to my rooms at McCormick, and his Switzer-

land which I have visited. Last January my dear mother passed over to bo
with Christ. What a gathering of loved ones would greet her. My father

7



died some ten years ago. He was a Presbyterian elder of England. Much
love to each of you.

E. H. PENCE, Portland, Oregon.—

0. L. PRENTICE, Brewster. Minn.—As I am now in Ward’s jurisdiction

and almost within reach of his long arm, I am trying to be good and will

write my letter and send it promptly on April 7th. I am hardly laughing yet

to find myself in (Minnesota, though I have been here two months and seven

days. I finally followed the immortal Greeley’s advice to go West, and at

almost seventy years of age find myself body and soul in the West. I am sorry

I did not come thirty-five years sooner. The need is great, and so is the op-

portunity. I have been here since February 1st and will be installed May
10th. What think ye of a fifty year deadline when at seventy a man receives

the highest stipend of his ministerial life? I am bodily in very good health,

read more and work harder than ever before, and have a deeper and sweeter

joy in my ministry than I have hitherto known. The remaining years of serv-

ice will probably not be many, but I mean to make them count for the most.

My sons are doing fairly well in their work, which is a joy and comfort to

me. Mrs. Prentice is not very rugged now, but likes the big West and is

g
7ad we came here. We are finding good friends in the church, and things

are looking very hopeful. With Ward and myself in Minnesota things ought

to boom. God bless all the dear boys of ’92.

U. G. SCHELL, Valentine, Neb.—Tardy as usual. My letter this year

will be just a few notes that stand out sharply in my mind. On, Easter Sunday
of last year, there in the manse, I baptized my first grandchild, Donald Kent
Schell, born November 25, 1925. Then my son and his wife Elizabeth soon

after hit the trail for southwest, where Elizabeth died at the Presbyterian

sanitarium at Albuquerque and was buried at Heavener, Okla., so this has

been a year of anxiety and worry for us. I baptized my second grandchiM,
Walter Andrew Voss, Jr., in Kountze Memorial Evangelical Lutheran church.

Omaha, last October. It looks like he might be a minister, considering his

ministerial ancestry. The first part of this year we installed new furniture in

the church here, so now we have a very neat and attractive little church. We
dedicated the church March 13th, and I was installed May 12, 1926. We have

had a very good year, increasing congregations and wider influence. The Rose-

bud country north of us in South Dakota is developing, so Valentine is increas-

ing in importance as a road and trade center. Good wishes for the coming
year.

W. S. SMITH. Port Orford, Oregon.—Too bad that Smith has failed to

let us know about his new work. We are all interested.

H. R. STARK, 620 W. 116th St., New York City.—Conscience has done
its work, and finding no peace day or night, nor ground for the sole of my foot

to stand on, I have decided to heed Hinitt’s advice and get this off ere1 the

door is closed and gate shut, when repentance will no longer avail. I have a

certain pride in keeping a clean slate. Not having broken my epistolary rec-

ord for thirty-five years. I do not wish to begin now. May the good Lord
keep me from doing anything which would add another wrinkle to Ward’s
brow or cause one more gray hair to fall from Hawley’s already thinly settled

dome. Since last writing nothing of moment has occurred save the sad be-

reavement caused by Milligan’s removal from this vicinity to a warmer clime
and a wider field. After seven years of neighborly intercourse this enforced
state of widowhood is all the more grievous to bear. I saw him off on the

steamer for the Canal zone where he now is for the summer, and a recent let-

ter tells of his safe arrival. In the fall he expects to go on to South America,
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where he is to be the General Secretary of the American Bible Society for

the whole west coast, from the U. S. Colombia to Chile, a vast field for one

man to cover. But having previously spread himself over Africa for some
years, there is still enough of him left to spread over the west Coast of South

America. He has now become the Bishop of the Andes and will forthwith

proceed to gather material for a new book on “The Trail of the Lonesome
Bishop,” “The Mistakes of Diplomats,” “Why A1 Smith Should Be Elected

President of Chile” or the “Rule of the American Incas of Peru.” Please

order advance copies of any of the a'bove at reduced rates with autograph

signature of the author. Sorry I cannot meet the rest of you at McCormick
reunion this year. Let us all rejoice in the change of name, more appropri-

ate perhaps, but we shall still be McCormick boys till we reach the end of

the road. All hail to the boys and girls of ’92.

GRANT STROH, Wheaton, 111.—Having been upon the faculty of the

Moody Bible Institute for more than seven years I am beginning to feel that

any account of my work would be somewhat of a repetition. It always is

varied and full of interest, classes vary in size from forty or fifty to as high

as two hundred and fifty. The keenness and responsiveness of the students

are an inspiration. The work is exacting, but so long as I am able to stand

up to it I plan to “carry on.” Our family interest just now is largely upon
China—poor China! Personally I feel that Russia is chiefly responsible for

the present status, and unless the powers are prepared to fight Russia, as

well as the pro-Russians in China, they better withdraw all foreigners at once.

One of our daughters is in Shanghai, and we have just received word from
our Foreign Board that the other one had left Hwaiyuan, 'but we were not

informed where she had gone, presumably to Peking, but we feel that mis-

sionary work is so disrupted that it will not be possible to resume it for

some time. If any of you pass through Chicago without looking me up, I

shall feel like mobbing you. Pray for us, and for poor China. ,

H. B. SUTHERLAND, Corcoran, Calif.—The morning mail, April 29th,

brought the first mention of the Class letter. We had surely concluded that

our thirty-fifth anniversary was to pass unobserved. Do not want a dead silence

after my name in the roll call, but, at this late day I must be brief. Shall

simply state that our first full year in Corcoran ranks with the very best in

all the thirty-five—best in the number of communicants enrolled, especially

adults, and best in material improvements. It has been a year of progress
in all things churchly and Christian. Better still, there is promise of greater

things in the year ahead. Just now we are doing “our bit” to help the Presby-
tery of San Joaquin “go over the top” in the Service Pension Fund. Expect
to spend some days at the General Assembly, and to join in the hosannas
when Will H. Hayes announces the $15,000,000 subscribed. Hope to see ’92

there in force.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Chosen.—Beloved Class-mates of ’92. To-
gether with those who have gone on before. Praise ye the Lord! In all your
High Calling, filled with the Holy Spirit, and commissioned with the Gospel
of salvation for sinful men, in the presence of the holy angels and all who
have gone on before, Praise ye the Lord and be ye thankful. What a day
for service! What a privilege. Wbat a joy! My prayer is, fellows, that you
may be filled with all the fullness of him who hath called you, and that you
may know the Will of Him who hath willed to call you into His fellowship in

this service. That you whom He hath washed and cleansed with His own. pre-

cious blood, may be kept pure and clean and strong in Him alone; enriched
in all spiritual wisdom and utterance of the truth as it is in Christ Jesus to

the saving of souls and the up building of them in Him who is able to save
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unto the uttermost, all those who come unto Him. The good Lord has been

so precious to me and so good to us all through the year that if I could, I

would like to sing. His praise in a song so sweet and melodious that angels

would stop to listen and so loud that all the world might hear and understand.

No sickness, all well, and all active and all happy in His service, praise the

Lord. My oldest daughter Olivette is now finishing her first term as a regu-

lar missionary in Korea, in the Girls school at Syenchun. My son J. Wilbur

is ah elder in the Presbyterian church in Freeport, Long Island, N. Y. Ger-

trude is in Y.W.C.A. work in Atlantic City, N.J., and Esther and Mary finish

the Moody Bible Institute in August. Mrs Swallen and I are expecting to

spend the summer in the States this year and are scheduled to sail from Kobe,

April 12. will reach Chicago 1st of May, possibly just in time to miss the

reunion if there is to be one. My retirement would regularly come in 1929,

but it has been extended until 1930. From here we extend heartiest greet-

ings to every member of the Class of ’92. 1 Cor. 1:4-9. ,

The day we started was well begun.

The day we finish 'twill all be done
Our crowns are waiting in heaven above.

For service, faith, and joy and love.

My address while in the states will be care J. W. Swallen, 80 Stevens

St., Freeport, Long Island, N. Y.

L. B. TATE. Frostproof, Fla.—The past year has been spent in an effort to

regain something of my health, as I have been reaping some of the results of

remaining too long in Korea, according to the word of my doctor. Last July

I had a heart attack which was rather serious, and I suppose would have been
fatal if I had not been able to get a good doctor just in time. Several times

I became unconscious, and on a later occsaion while walking along the road

I fell backward and can remember nothing that occurred from that time,

about 9 a.m. until 5 p.m. Even now my pulse is very slow, from 32 to 36 per

minute. Occasionally I am able to walk down to the lake, about half a block

from my front door and catch a bass for breakfast. May God’s richest

blessing rest upon you and your work.

R. 0. WALKER, 23 Buccleuch Place, Edinburgh, Scotland—We greatly

miss the cheery message from across the sea, which even Konkle’s inspiring

notice was not able to bring to us. Hope Walker will be on hand next year.

W. S. WARD. 3224 Lynda’ e Ave. S., Minneapolis, Minn.—I have been
so long traveling up and down Minnesota in the interest of the Board
of National Missions that I began to fear there was much of monotony in my
messages to the class, but this year there is a decided change in the subject

matter. I am still in the employ of the Board, but have spent seven weeks
this winter in a local hospital trying to save a gangrenous toe, but all to no
avail, and I had to loss it. Now I am at home recuperating and hoping soon
to get back on the road. The healing is very slow, but the doctor reports

everything favorable for a complete healing. Prentice is now in my bailiwick

and I hope to assist in his installation next month. I am glad to welcome
him to the North Star state, and hope he will continue to like it as he seems to

do at present. Sorry we could not arrange for a thirty-fifth anniversary re-

union. Expect Swallon to pass through here the latter part of this month,
and hope to see him a short while between trains. I hope that each one of

you has had a blessed year of service and soul growth.

J. G. WOODS, Mayaguez, P. R.—My thoughts were with you on this, our

class day. My prayers also were for you. With me everything has been as in

former years. A good part of our activities is devoted to running down con-
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trabandists. They certainly are active. They are determined to supply the

Island with booze. Nor are they particular as to what they bring in. Lots

of the stuff is already adulterated. The consumer does not alwtays get what
he calls for or thinks he is buying. Hence your smuggler puts one over on

the government and the public. If it is true that you cannot fool the public

all the time, this procedure on the part of the smuggler will be his undoing.

Let us hope so, for it is poor dope that the present market affords.

J. F. YOUNG, 815 N. College Ave., Bloomington, Ind.—I think that I will

take time by the front bumper—forelock is obsolete since the advent of Hen-
ry Ford and the exodus of the horse—and write my letter on April 4th.

Thus it will not worry W'ard by its usual tardiness. Ward’s “reminder” came
to me a few days ago and with it a “tale of a toe” that had “gone bad” or

something. Anyway the story caused me sorrow. I did not discover whether

he had the toe still but I did learn that he had had seven weeks in a hospital.

Think of it! Seven minutes ias a rule satisfies me as to duration of existence

in a hospital. I hope the toe and the foot behave ever after and that Ward
never has to spend another night in a hospital. Not much to write about the

Youngs. We are all alive and doing business. Mrs. Young broke her ankle

on the 15th of October and has not done much since saving to suffer as peo-

ple do under similar circumstances. It will be several months before she will

be a'ble to walk as she is wont to do, but it will be a good foot some day
for which we are glad. Herrick is happy in Persia and we are happy that he
is not in China now. I am a year older than I was last year. Startling! But
aside, from it not much else. This accounts for us. Greetings to all.

CONCLUSION—We are glad that you have had the pleasure of a personal

word from so many of the dear classmates, and rejoice that after thirty-five

years of active service in the ministry that so many of us are still going strong.

Even the fathers of the class seem to have speeded up beyond most of the

younger members. The class of ’92 seems to have no deadline, for which we
are thankful indeed. Let us now begin to plan for a great reunion at the old

seminary on our fortieth anniversary, and may we all be spared to join hands
in the old recitation rooms as we did more than a third of a century ago. We
are still McCormick men, and always will be. Your committee wishes for

each member of the class that the coming year may be the greatest of all the

years in our ministry. With all the old-time love.

,W. S. Ward, F. W. Hinitt, F. W. Hawley, P. A. Konkle, E. H Pence, Com-
mittee.

GREETINGS FROM OLD FRIENDS

A. C. ZENOS, 2330 N. Halstead St., Chicago, 111.—I am glad that the

annual letter of the class of ’92 is again due, and that it is to be issued by
yourself. The latter fact is quite important in the matter. The letter is one
of the things that Mrs. Zenos and myself regard as links between the past and
the present. The changes that have come over the world in the thirty five years
since the class left us are so great that we find it difficult to realize we are

living in the same world. In the Seminary especially, almost everything is

different, but the letter reminds us that changes are, after all, only in the shell

and form of things, not in the su'bstance. The substance, consisting as it does
of the three abiding realities of Paul’s immortal trinity, “Faith, hope and love,

and the greatest of these, love,” remains the same. I have been moved to say
this because among the things that change another is about to yield in favor of
something new, I mean the name of the Seminary. I know that is unnecessary
to say to the men of ’92 that your Seminary is in no danger of losing its iden-
tity in the spirit of the proposed change. In fact, it is in order that it may
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realize itself more fully as the institution of power which you have always been
proud to think of it. that it is about to give up the old and take on a new title.

By doing so it is hoped it will expand and build up its equipment. You are

all no doubt aware that inless than three years ihe Seminary reaches its one
hundredth anniversary; and with the other alumni you will surely wish to

take advantage of the occasion in order to bring it into its new cenltiry more
fully equipped and in all respects better prepared to do what in the last hun-

dred" years it has done through you and through your predecessors in the

alumni body. I am thinking of you always, prayerfully and affectionately.

JAMES G. K. McCLURE, 2348 North Halstead Street, Chicago.—On this

day when each of you thinks of the other members of his class with affection

and asks for God’s richest blessings on their hearts, homes and work, allow

me to send to you a word of greeting and of good cheer. McCormick Seminary
rejoices in the splendid service that you have accomplished in the Kingdom of

our Lord during the thirty-five years since your graduation. The world has

been enriched by the strong and winsome personality you have emanated, and
the whole wide earth is happier and better by reason of the sacrificial efforts

you have put forth in its behalf. Each year of my connection with McCor-
mick Theological Seminary has made me .the more appreciative of the self-

denying and constructive lives of our alumni. I look upon men like your-

selves as heroes of the faith in their day and place. I invoke God’s sustain-

ing and sanctifying power on your spirits. The Seminary is now closing a

year marked by the largest enrollment that the Seminary has had since the

outbreak of the Great War, 187 names appearing in our catalogue. The death

of Dr. John A. Macintosh was a great loss. The absence of Mr. Filson, our
Instructor in the New Testament department, in Arizona, has given us much
solicitude. But we have been enabled to fulfill all the requirements of our

curriculum, and we look back upon the months of the year with profound
gratitude to God for His enabling grace. Keep the dear old Seminary in

your memory, and do not forget to ask that the Seminary may always receive

promising youth and may always send out able ministers of the Gospel.



ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 36.

Minneapolis, Minn., May 22, 1928

Dear Classmates: With much joy we send you another number of our

annual class letter, trusting that you may find rich enjoyment in reading the

messages from the widely scattered members of the class of ’92. The roll call

is as follows:

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, California.—HERE! Still here. It’s Easter, and

a very busy one for me, as I suppose it is for all of you, but Class day is

important: This is my rendition in B natural tho older and supposed to have

more sense and dignity and feeling the weight of responsibility with the ac-

cumulating years, yet I cannot say I feel older, and as for the rest never could

hitch up to them. We have not had a very successful year so far as the church

is concerned. The oilfields are curtailing production which is making so much
uncertainty among the men that we have not fared the best. But we are still

on deck and going strong. Southerland is up the valley from me, but we see

very little of each other excepting at presbytery and Synod. It sure was a treat

to meet the Boys at General Assemlbly in San Francisco. I could not see that

any of them looked older, nor could I see that dignity and responsibility had
turned their heads or stooped their shoulders. They were the same as they

used to be and made about as much noise at the banquet we had. Personally

I have not been in the best of health for some time, but the doctor’s examin-
ation inside and out so far has failed to reveal any defect other than local and
minor. I think it’s nature’s way of informing nre to apply the brakes a little,

and that is just what I am doing, hoping I 'may have the privilege of two
months in the mountains or the seashore with never a care except to see that

we do not spend too much money. We have had an addition to our family of a

daughter. My oldest son took unto himself a wife, a teacher in our public
school; and the younger son is looking sea-ward over the matrimonial waters.

Then we will be where we started, alone in the home. Our hope for each of

you is prosperity, peace and the blessings of the heavenly Father. So, until

another year, adieu.

A. L. BERRY, Hotel Silas, Springfield, HI.—-As to the Class Letter, I re-

gret that I have nothing to contribute. Am trying to make the farm go, with
horses as a side line. But it is a great pleasure to read of the worth while
achievements of the other members of the class.

L. J. DAVIS, 3 Tsi Yang Road, Tsingtau, China.— (This letter arrived
too late for insertion in last year’s letter, and no word having been received



for this letter I am printing it, though the information is not recent—W.)—

I

am going to make this a record year by sending you this note. China is in

commotion but we are working away in peace with a great deal more to do
than we can possibly accomplish. In my judgement, the Chinese people is

slowly but steadily making its way forward toward stable government. The
reports in the newspapers of the daily doings all over the country would seem
convincing evidence that the nation has gone crazy. But this is not so. Out
of these sufferings there is being born a new China. The great hope is in the
men and women who have been touched by the Spirit of Christ. Every lover
of the human race should pray earnestly for China and for all Christian forces
at work in this country, and should support the work of the Church more whole-
heartedly than ever before. A few of the missionaries and business men are
discouraged and are giving up. This is a terrible mistake. Last Sunday I

talked to a prominent business man who is leaving. He said: “I presume
you would like to go too.” I replied: “You are very greatly mistaken! I

have no desire or intention to go back to the United States. It is my hope and
purpose to spend the rest of my life in the work I am now doing.” Courage
founded on faith in God and in the Chinese people, and redoubled efforts to

lead men to Jesus Christ will produce great and lasting results. My best

wishes to you all.

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Nebr.—I am determined to

be on time this year although unusually busy. With annual congregational

meeting this week and my church entertaining Woman’s Presbyterial society

next week and looking to meeting of Presbytery the following week and
1

Easter

at hand, I have my hands pretty full. We are anticipating a glorious Easter

tomorrow. Sixteen persons have signified their readiness to come into the

church and we are expecting more to come. We have had a good year. Not
all we had hoped; but with thirty additions to the roll and improvements in

our dhurch property and equipment and more than enough money in our
various treasuries to offset our obligations, we feel grateful for what God has

enabled us to accomplish. This year brought unusual privileges and blessings.

Mrs. Ernst and myself greatly enjoyed a trip to San Francisco, where I was
commissioner to our great Assembly. It was a delight to meet so many Mc-
Cormick men and to look again into the faces of several classmates. We went
from there to Los Angeles for a ten day’s visit and were charmed with the

glorious climate and places of interest. A stop at Grand Canyon brought us

to the climax of our great trip. We bad a vacation in August, resting in a cot-

tage at Lake Okoboji, Iowa, and bathing 'and fishing in its clear cool waters.

Our Synod honored me at the meeting in October by making me Moderator.
This was done at Wayne, where I was ordained and first installed; in the

church where I was married and on our thirty-fourth wedding anniversary. As
a member of the Synod’s council and Synod’s Committee on National Missions

and as president of our Presbyterial Council and dhairman of our Committee
on National Missions and Church Extention, to say nothing of the duties of a

busy pastor, I feel that the church has laid heavy resonsibilities upon me. My
great concern is to prove worthy of my trust. We have been kept in our

usual health and vigor. Our younger son is finishing his fourth year at Uni-

versity of Nebraska. He plans to be married in our church in June to a fine

Presbyterian girl of Ness City, Kansas. I have two other weddings booked
for June. The older son and wife and daughter are doing well. We are all

happy.

W. H. ENSIGN, 151 West Sixth South (Street, Salt Lake City, Utah.—The
sun is lowering over our Wasatch mountains and in the gloaming we are living

with you all, and our prayers at (this eventide ascend to God in behalf of His

Kingdom and our band laboring and rejoicing therein. To join the Christian

Endeavor sunrise prayer meeting tomorrow will enable us to see the light that
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will then have shone on you all, somewhere in the world. One of the General
Assembly specials stopped here over Sabbath on the way. Of about 200 en-

route thirty attended our Westminster church. Read Acts 15:3 and place

Salt Lake City and Utah instead of Phenice and Samaria. What an impression

it was! A train load staying and attending church! Just the finest kind of

witnessing for every Assembly. Fox and Gemmill and Mrs. Gemmill and
daughter were among them, the latter attending our churdh. The “brethren”
had arranged to be elsewhere, and I was indeed sorry I could not have seen

more of them. I was trying to get our young people to see a part of the as-

sembly and so was hindered from having a little reunion of “1892” right here

for a few minutes. Our Presbytery’s “Welcoming Committee” spent over

|200 in literature, etc., on the occasion of the commissioners passing through
here. My nephew who was in Hainan has had to move, for a time to Siam,
and is in the college of Bangkok. We are all well and happy and enjoying
the abundant grace of God. We feel that the same kind of blessings attend

you and your homes and churches.

EDWIN S. EVANS, Arlington, Kansas—The past year has been a good
one. It has been different from any in my previous history. But goodness
and mercy has followed me. The work of our church has continued much as

former years. We held a Daily Vacation Bible School, that afforded us great

satisfaction. We hold such a school every year. Of late, instead of having
them in the church building, we have them at our own home. We always feel

well paid for the time and labor expended in this effort. This year we have had
serious sickness in our home. I was sick for a time. Then, before I recovered,

my sister was taken with pneumonia. Her’s was a very serious case. For sev-

eral days she was in su]ch condition, that we knew none but God could restore

her. Our people showed us every kindness, and God was entreated of us. She
is now on the way to full recovery, and we are rejoicing dn the prospect of fu-

ture usefullness. I hear from Swallen frequently. I rejoice in the great work
he is doing. May the blessings of the Lord rest upon his labors. We are send-

ing a good man to the General Assembly. He will vote right every time. I

wish there might Ibe nine hundred men like him. May the Lord richly bless

you in your labors, and fill your hearts with peace.

J. V. FINDLAY, Millersburg, Ohio—I have very little to write about this

year, as I have not been preaching regularly since my serious illness last

year about this time. Two other men in town (have had similar experiences,

one did not get over his troulble for three years, and the other for about
four years, so I am taking heart and carrying on the best I can. Best wishes

to all the classmates and their families.

F. M. .FOX, 6745 Greene St., Germantown, Pa.—I am praying for you
today, on this Easter Saturday, when there are many things to be done. May
I briefly bear witness to the continued favor of our Heavenly Father in giv-

ing us another year of blessings, among which are health and ability to work
without interruption; increased activities of our church due to the wonder-
ful new Parish House occupied since fall; a trip to the General Assembly
at San Francisco for Mrs. Fox and me; the privilege of seeing a number of

our classmates and our dear Dr. Zenos with other seminary friends while
there; the privilege of having Paul McClintock and his family in our church,

not only for friendship’s sake, but for their much helpfulness; the revelation

of what a man’s past ministry means as shown in an opportunity to hold
special meetings in the Third Presbyterian Church of Fort Wayne, Indiana,

a former pastorate, after an absence of seventeen and a half years. These
are some of the high spots of the year of spiritual blessing. We are missing
the visits if “Bob” Milligan since he went to South America. We are all
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kept busy as our daughter, Margaret, is teaching school We all join in

sending love to you all.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Vernon, Indiana—I did not forget our class day

April seventh, but was so occupied that I could not find time to wirte my
class letter. After five years of very happy service in Donnellson, I am leav-

ing for Indiana, and will make my home with my sister, who recently lost

her husband, and if possible will find work near her. I shall be sorry indeed

if it becomes necessary for me to give up active service in the ministry, for I

love the work. But I feel that my first duty just now is to my sister. God’s

blessing upon you all.

F. W. HAWLEY, Park College, ParkviHe, Mo.—We completed three build-

ings on the Park campus last fall at a cost of more than a quarter million

dollars. They add much to the beauty and efficiency of our equipment and
made it possible to increase our student enrollment about twenty per cent.

You will be interested in knowing that of over 650 graduates the past twelve

years, 145 have entered the ministry or mission field or Y.M.C.A. or other

social service work or are now in seminaries or other graduate work in further

preparation. Two out of three Fellowships at McCormick this year went to Park
men. How’s that? We are proud of our Iboys and girls. Speaking of McCormick
reminds me of the Commencement exercises ,the last of April. Dr. McClure
retired from the Presidency after twenty-three years of outstanding work and
accomplishment. Dr. Stone was received with great enthusiasm (by all the

boys, old and young. I was a member of the Committee of five from the

Board of Directors to nominate a President. We had no one else in mind
all the way through, but had a time of it persuading Dr. Stone to undertake
the work. I believe he will succeed in a big way. The McCormick’s have
shown their approval of the action by adding another half million to their

former gift of one million, conditioned on securing a million and a half

more in three years. That ought .to be easy of accomplishment.
Had a short visit with bald-headed Pence.

Come on! Let’s all go to Tulsa for a big reunion at the Assembly.
I am a Commissioner. Love from the four Hawleys.

F. W. HINITT, Indiana, Penn.—Another year finds me at the same task.

We have had a good year with the usual measure of advance and the usual

failure to do all that we wanted and planned to do. But we thank God1

and go forward. There are no changes in the home, and the health of all of

us remains good, a crowning mercy as the years pass over our heads. Wish
that more of the classmates were in this part of the country. Godi’s blessing

upon all the men of ’92.

J. B. HOWARD, Osceola^ Iowa—I am wondering what I can write to

the class on this our 36tli anniversary. Though I passed my seventieth

birthday last January I am still in the work and getting along about as usual
though I do not find it possible to work so hard as formerly. Last summer
wife and I and two of our children drove to New Mexico, crossed the Raton
Pass and the Taos Pass, visited the strange Indian Pueblo at Taos where the
Indians still live in the five story building, probably built before this con-
tinent was discovered. While at Taos had my picture taken with Vice-presi-
dent Dawes. He looks in the picture as though he were very much pleased.
After visiting Santa Fe we drove back over the same two mountain passes,
over the Rocky Mountains and home by way of Pueblo, Colorado Springs
and Denver. Altogether we traveled up on our little jaunt, 2850 miles. We
are planning on a trip this fall to Pasadena, San Francisco, Portland and
Seattle where we are planning to spend the winter. But we are glad that
while we propose God disposes for God’s ways are always best. We like
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Osceola people very much but have felt that the time has come when we

ought to quit awhile and rest. Maybe we never will take up the pastorate

again. I hope we will do in our old age just what God wants us to do. I

pray God may keep your faith strong and your love to God and man unal-

loyed and that your hope may grow brighter with the years. Christ is still

our most precious hope, and our expected King. May His coming to reign

he very, very soon.

B. A.. KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.—Gentlemen of the Class of ’92,
1^

rise

to report another year of fair weather. Last November I finished my “Life

of Nicholas Biddle,” which is now being typewritten for the publishers, and

will probably appear next fall. Since then I have been preparing a history

of the Presbyterian Ministers’ Fund, manuscript of which will be complete

June 1. At that date I begin preparation of a “Life of Joseph Hopkinson,”

author of “Hai'l Columbia.” But what may interest you more is my article

in the May Forum magazine on “Can an Organization Have a Soul?” Now
comes a confession and an apology to Davies. For the first time in years

Davies wrote a class letter under his own steam, so to speak, and I wrote

a letter to Ward and one to Davies, and put each in the wrong envelope.

Imagine Davies’ feelings on receiving his own letter back and my comments to

Ward. He returned it to me and I sent it by air mail to Hawley, but it was

just a little too late. Too had, also, because it was a good and valuable let-

ter, which if none is received this year will be used instead. Davies, “mis-

takes will happen in the best of families,” as well as in other kinds. How
fine it is that Dr. McClure is to be followed by Dr. Stone. There could be

no better choice.

SAMUEL LIGHT, Sylvan, Fox Island, Wash.—I was retired from the

active ministry by an act of the presbytery on December 31, 1927, and by an act

of providence on October 27, the same year. My left side and left limbs

were paralyzed. I indulged in three months of hospital care, in St. Paul,

where my son was one of the physicians, and improved to such an extent that

on March 1 we came here to Puget Sound, Fox Is'and, about twenty miles

Iby water from Tacoma. Here we seem destined to abide, seeking health.

Five of our six children are in homes of their own. Arizona, California, Ore-

gon, Wyoming and Nebraska each claim one. The sixth one is living a life

of single blessedness at Tacoma near us. I am receiving the benefits of the

new pension plan and am trying to live within my income. Howard is also

retiring after more than thirty five years of 4ct iye service. We are quitting

only because of disability. Pence has gone back to his first ’love. It was
my pleasure to have our faithful snow-crowned Ward visit me several times

during my stay in the St. Paul Hospital. He came more than twenty miles

each trip, and brought his old-time sweetheart and faithful life companion with

him on the last visit. 1 am slowly gaining strength, can walk only with

the help of a crutch, and depend entirely on my right hand to feed myself.

Our class is now a veteran body. Hurrah for the veterans. Yours for Christ

and the Church.

P. W. M’CLINTOCK, 919 Witherspoon Bldg., Philadelphia, Penn—Late

as usual. I had Konkle’s letter in good time, placed it on my pad where I

could see it and before I got started on my class letter it was buried under

a lot of matter and if Frank Fox had not spoken to me about it last Sunday
morning at church, I am afraid that my letter would have been delayed even

longer. One of the greatest pleasures of being where we are now (for we
have moved from Nariberth, Pa., to Germantown, Pa.) is that I am sitting

under the spiritual ministry of Fox. I have been away from class association

so much of my life that this new assocation in Summit church is one of the

greatest pleasures of my life. I am still with the Board of National Mis-
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sions, largely doing Research and contact work for the Department of Build-

ing Fund Campaigns which you know is headed by Dr. McGarrah of “Money
Talks” fame. The department seems to fill a long felt need in the life of the

church in building up financial policies; helping burdened churches to rid

themselves of debts and to encourage those with inadequate equipment to

build more worthily. Having operated only four years, it has already helped

to raise over $17,000,000 for these purposes. The best part of it all is that its

work is highly spiritual, because every campaign which it conducts is based
on the principal “the necessity of raising money in the church should be an
opportunity for spiritual growth.” If any of you fellows need our services,

just write in to the office and we will try to pull you out of the hole if you
are in one, or put you on the hilltop if you are in the valley. Family re-

mains as usual. The oldest boy is in business in Chicago. The second
one is coaching in a high school in Atlanta, and the daughter is in her first

year at college. Kindest and warmest greetings to you all.

E. W. M’CLUSKY, 121 West Center, Lebanon, HI.—“Why bring that up?”
I refer to the numerous pamphlets concerning Princeton, in which some of the

illustrious writers do not give their names, but say that Princeton is the great-

est seminary in the world for the education of Presbyterian ministers. Do we
believe it? I hear a chorus of “Nays.” Shades of Craig, Johnson, Zenos and
others. It looks as though some of the Princetonians have tacks in their pants

because a McCormick man is president, to say nothing of the merits of the

case. I have been trying for thirty-five years, according to Dr. DeWitt’s sug-

gestion, to make a “Turkey Sermon.” The one I had to use got me many a

call, but like Dr. Johnson, as he confided to me, I have often been forced to

accept places I did not want. Now I have a “Turkey Sermon.” I prepared it

in my mind, preached it to a congregation of about 250 and typed it after-

wards. Being only sixty-three years of age, I expect it to land me a number of
attractive calls.

“I stay my haste, I make delays,

For what avails this eager pace?
I stand amid eternal ways,

And what is mine shall see my face.

The stars come nightjly to the sky,

The tidal wave unto the sea;

Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high
Can keep mine own away from me.”

But I am not looking for calls to outstanding pulpits so much as to “A
House in the middle of the Road Where the Face of Men Go by,” that I mav be

a friend that sticketh closer than a brother; being all things to all men, that I

may help them to know the Ghrist who transforms and transfigures in reality.

You know Caleb spied a mountain when he was forty and came into possession

of it when he was eighty-five. A Grand Old Man! May God make you all

Grand Old Men with your youth renewed (like the eagle’s.

E. H. PENCE, Fort and Third Streets, Detroit, Mich.—Last year I sacri-

ficed all ground of expectancy that Ward would forgive me. He very properly

eliminated me from the receipt of a copy of the Class letter. So I do not

know what has happened to you for two years. Last fall Fort Street Church
caFed me back to the pastorate, and I found all the prolonged interest nur-

tured through those seventeen years springing afresh in me when I came back
in October to see what was left. A great ministry remains here to be done

—

perhaps the most Christlike of her nearly eighty years of existence. Some of

you have seen her architectural glory, and know her noh'e history. James Joy,

for years an Elder and Superintendent of the Sunday School, dying in 1910,

left a provision in his will which affords munificent income with which to do^

the service invoked by the situation in which she is left by the swarming of her
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olden-time working force. She has an astonishingly strong grip upon those

who have felt the unusual spiritual something about her. The working force

is centrifugally far flung— but the centripetal force is here. Should love dearly

to foregather with the class. Hope to get to Commencement—after eleven

years of absence. Wish you all better and better days.

O. L. PRENTICE, Brewster, Minn.
—“Has any old fellow got mixed with

the boys? If there has, put him out without making a noise.” This in quota-

tion, so you will not think it original. Thirty-six is the numeral this time,

isn’t it? A few more and we will forget or neglect to number, as ladies do on

reaching a certain milestone. I am writing this letter at six o’clock in the

morning, as I want to be on time or even first this once. After the letter is

written I will feel free to spend the day in contemplation or in spiritual fellow-

ship and prayer, with the blessed memories of the past thirty-six years. Well,

this closes the first full year spent in the Northwest, and a very pleasant year

it has been to us, and I trust not without profit to the churoh. The people

here are very agreeable to work with and responsive to the suggestion and

Gospel appeals. The work has moved forward a little in all lines, but there

is yet a long way to go before we arrive. Mrs. Prentice spent the month of

August in a hospital at Rochester, and came home greatlly benefitted. Ward
came to my installation last May and gave us a good boost. I also saw him
at Synod, of which he is the honored stated clerk. I met Dr. Zenos in Chi-

cago for a handshake, but have not met any of the other fellows this year.

My health has been good, and I have not been out of my pulpit one Sunday
except during vacation. Of course “Daddy” has to try to be a good example

to his boys in every respect. Well, I like Ward and will not further afflict

him with my chlrography. Let us tighten up the belt, start on the first lap

of another thirty-six year race, and that ought to take us to the days when
names are starred. Goodbye for another year.

U. G. SCHELL, Valentine, Neb.—The year has passed very swiftly in-

deed, each day being filled with active duties. I saw Light at Synod last

faff, and we had a nice little visit. He conducted the memorial service

greatly to our comfort and edification. And now he is no more in the active

work of the ministry, but resting on an is
7and in Puget Sound, where we

hope he may soon regain his health. What a fine character he is. Our
first grandson, Donald Kent Schell, has been With us since last August, so we
cannot think of retiring just yet. My wife and DonalTd spent the winter in

Arizona, with our son, the boy’s father. We were greatly encouraged by
the Easter services and are gradually pulling ahead in the work. The at-

mosphere here is very worldly, as it is almost everywhere, but there is a

remnant of faithful ones according to the election of grace. I hope the

Princeton affair will be settled right at Tulsa, as well as other questions that

vex the saints and the church. This is a time for the real ecclesiasticall

statesman to show his hand. Best wishes for all the boys and their families.

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Oregon—Just received a message from Ward
in which he says if my letter is not on the way “please grasp your pen
firmly at once and shoot the message East quick,” which moves this delin-

quent to immediate action. I did not forget the class day, nor did I for-

get to remember the boys of ’92 in prayer on that day, though I did neg-

lect to write the class letter. Smith has been doing his bit during all

these years and trusts that the sowing has not been in vain. I recently re-

ceived a service pin given by the Board of National Missions for thirty-three

years of continuous service on this home field, together with certificate of

honorary membership on the Board. During the year just brought to a

close I have been in my own little home in Coquille, doing only occas-

sional work. My wife has been in poor health and the doctors have re-
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quired complete rest. I did try to get into work in California, hoping that

a change of climate would do her good, but failed to make it, even though
I had Sutherland and other friends boosting for me. California has an over-

plus of men, and it is not an easy matter to find an opening. I will prob-

ably settle down here for the remainder of my days though I feel at times
I ought to be more actively engaged. My earnest prayers for God’s bless-

ing upon each of the dear classmates.

H. R. STARK, 620 W. 116th Street, New York City—'Once more I read in

the Book of Doom that the fateful day has arrived. Even had it escaped my
memory, the ever-watchful Konkle, nemesis of Ward, would not have let me
forget it. His fiery darts of pungent innuendo, and feathered shafts of soul-

arousing appeal would wake the dead. Tho I postponed it until after the

annual meeting, and presbytery, I cannot longer resist. So here goes. On the

whole, it has been rather an eventful year ecclesiastically speaking. Few
things have happened to disturb the peace and serenity of our rather uneventful

lives. However there is always something happening here in New York. The
old town has spent a good deal of its time the past year welcoming and crown-
ing the returning conquerors of the air. This, with Jimmy Walker’s antics,

and A1 Smith’s barn-storming for the presidency, not to mention the usual

daily grist of hold-ups, murders, and suicides, keep the big headlines on the

front page of our newspapers. The fire-eating Fundamentalist, Straton, finding

Harry Fosdick too much of a gentleman to notice his mud-slinging, has now
challenged Henry Fairfield Osborne to debate the question of Evolution, which
we thought Bryan had settled forever at Dayton, Tenn. I miss Milligan greatly,

tho I have received two long, detailed, and fascinating letters concerning his

work in South America. The high light during the past year was a six-week’s,

10,000 mile swing around this country and Canada, which Mrs. Stark and I

took last Summer in honor of our 35th wedding anniversary. We hit all the high
spots, and saw much of the finest natural scenery on the continent. Rang
Pence’s phone as we passed thro Portland, but it was his good fortune to be
out. When any of you pass this way, don’t fail to look in on us. With affec-

tionate regards to all the boys and girls, the children, and grandchildren of

the family.

GRANT STROH, 504 N. Washington Street, Wheaton, 111.—As to my work
during another year, it has gone on smoothly and happily, with plenty to do

and a great variety in the lalbor, and very pleasant associations. The chief

accomplishment, apart from the full time service for the Master, was the

building of a new home last summer, which we are now enjoying immensely.
The only note of sorrow is that I have suffered from sciatica all winter. Am
much better, and hope to completely recover in time. As another item of

news I am expecting a new book to come from the press in the near future.

It will be a collection in more 'permanent form of the answers to “practical

and perplexing questions” which have appeared in the Moody Bible Institute

Monthly during the past eight years. As to family, Mrs. Stroh and I are alone,

but are proud to be grandparents of a son born in China last January, and
we have also a new granddaughter, arriving last March. It is always a joy to

read the class letter and to rejoice with you in your attainments and triumphs
in the service of the Lord.

H. B. SOUTHERLAND, Corcoran, Calif.,—We did not forget class day,

nor did we remember it in the prescribed way. Wonder how many of us did,

falling as the date did this year between Good Friday and Easter Sunday.
Easter is always glorious in California—almost always—and our Easter this

year in Corcoran was truly inspiring. It followed an annual meeting which
marked the close of an extraordinary year in our little church. Last October
26th, after two years on the field, the pastorall relation was established, and with

8



it an increase of $300 in salary. We are nearing Pension Land in our pil-

grimage, and it looks as though we may be privileged to cross the border

carrying the “largest” salary in all our ministry. However, that “largest”

salary is small in comparison. Our son Kenneth was, the first of the year,

elevated to the head of the Orange County Health Department, Santa Ana,

on a salary that makes the stipend of his ministerial dad look pigmy in pro-

portion. I guess we are not in the ministry for the money there is in it. Spent

a few days at General Assembly, San Francisco. Some of you fellows were

there, but not being myself a commissioner I had slim ichance of locating you.

It looks like Pence has gone “over the top” in the greatest ministerial feat of

the year. He has staged a “come back” that, so far as I know, puts us all

in eclipse. We used to hear of the ministerial dead line at fifty. Old ’92 seems

going strong at 60 and 65. Let’s keep it up!

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea—Another milestone, another chap-

ter, another year, another round! And greetings to you all! The time

has come to write, and what shall I write? If I should write according

to what I have done I fear it would not be much. I think I have loafed more

the past year than any year since I became of age.~" And yet T have not

been exactly idle eithen EighFTTTohThs of the year was spent in the U .S.

and on the way there and back! Wife" and I spent a most happy ana prof-

itable time, short though it was, with our children and grandchildren all

together. Something of a thrill it was, to see our children all grown up,

big as ourselves and as happy too. I had fully hoped to be able to call

on a number of you but sorry to confess that I failed entirely on that point.

I guess the nearest I came of meeting any one of you was at Dixon, 111.,

where Young had been candidating. I got there just after he was out of

sight. I did avail myself though of the opportunity to speak a word of

appreciation for him and helped to clinch the good impression he made
there on the Sunday previous. And no doubt it was well put in for I see

that his address is now Dixon, I.. We were back in Pyengyang again

November 20, and the next day I was out for the country work. My country

work is nearly all under the care of Korean pastors now, so I do not have

so much itinerating as in the past, however, I still have some dozen or more
churches which I have 'charge of, and in addition the privilege of going to

as many more as I llike and feel able. Two months were given to Bible In-

stitute and class work and one month to lying around with the “grip.”

During the New Year season we had one of the largest Mgn’s Winter Train-

ing Classes that^ we have seen at this place. We enrolledT300 Tor” a week
of Bible study. ~ Several hundred mere attended for a part of the time with-

out enrolling. We are thankful to God that our four daughters have all

graduated from the Moody Bible Institute and are in the Lord’s work. Mary
the youngest is in the Presbyterian Hospital in New York taking a nurses’

course, has one more year there. We had a delightful day too, in Honolulu
on way back, visiting our daughter Esther who is teaching in the Honolulu
Bible Training School. Our hope and prayer is that the coming year may

witness a still larger outpourin g of -His Spirit m a much needed revival

ano earneit passion Tor souls. Mrs. Swallen joins me in this prayer and
earnest hope for you all.

L. B. TATE, Frostproof, Fla.—As I am doing nothing except speaking
occasionally as opportunity offers and my health permits, I have not much
to offer in the way of interesting news. The law does not allow me to fish

between March 15 and May 15, and as the doctor will not permit me to do
much work, time hangs heavily on my hands, for I cannot work more than an
hour or two at a time. If any of you will find your way down here I will

be glad to go fishing with you. Last spring one of the stores here gave
prizes for the largest fish caught during a specified time, and I captured
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second prize, which was twenty-five dollars worth of fishing tackle. I am
now amply able to outfit any of my friends who may visit me. We re-

mained here all last summer, and the weather was fine.

R. 0. WALKER, 23 Buccleuch Place,. Edinburgh, Scotland—So another
year with its good and ill has flown, and we are still .in the land of the

living, often perhaps with failure enough, to learn life’s moral and re-

ligious lessons. “Return unto thy rest, oh my soul,” for if we have not

quiet in our minds, as Bunyan says, “Outward comfort will do no more for

us than a golden slipper on a gouty foot.” Konkle’s letter of reminder
found me at home spending my Easter holidays. I am still Spanish mas-
ter at George Watson’s college for boys, Edinburgh. I retire at the end
of the current session, having the legal age limit, sixty-five. I shall have
a small pension for the ten years I have been teaching, but none for the

twenty-one and more years of my foreign mission career. One must just endure
it patiently. Our family keep moving on. The daughter was married to a bank
inspector about a year ago. The two eldest sons are employed at the Edinburgh
University, one a Ph.D. in science, the other a physician, an M.R.C.P. (member
of Royal College of Physicians) of Edinburgh. The remaining son is taking
the arts course at Edinburgh with a view to becoming a Presbyterian minis-

ter. Well, boys, the years are passing swiftly, and we grow old with them,
but it still remains true that God will withhold no good thing from our
souls “if we walk uprightly.” “The heart’s aye the part aye, that makes us
richt or wrong,” as Bobbie Burns sings. Blessed in some measure are we, if,

in spite of whatever failure, our hearts still hunger and thirst after the
righteousness of which Jesus still speaks to our souls.

W. S. WARD, 3224 Lyndale Ave. S., Minneapolis, Minn.—I am glad to

report that after weeks of suffering in the hospital and a longer time recuper-

ating at home, I at last got back to work and have been going strong ever since.

I am thoroughly convinced that much of my recovery was due to the fervent

prayers of loved ones and friends. I am glad that it is possible for me to

See at least one classmate occasionally. Prentice is on the job in Minnesota,
and he is making good, as we expected him to. Sat beside him last week in

presbytery and it did me good to see the father of the class in such vigorous

health. I still hold the same number of jobs I have had for several years and
spend much time travelling up and down our beautiful state. The last of

January we had a bad fire in our home which nearly left us without an abid-

ing place, but we escaped alive, and for that we are devoutly thankful. Seven
or eight weeks of dust and noise and turmoil resulted in the practical re-

building of our house, and we are again living comfortably. I was glad indeed
to see dear old Light several times during the winter, but grieved to find him
active on one side only. However, he improved greatly while in the hospital

near us, and I hope that the balmy air and sunshine of Puget Sound may
completely restore his powers. He kept up his cheery and sunshiny spirit

every day in spite of handicaps. I am sure we all note with distress that

several of the dear classmates are dropping out of active service through
disease of the infirmaties of old age. God bless the “boys” as they face the

sunset and give them increasing joy in the companionship of our Lord. I

go to the General Assembly, and hope to meet several of the classmates there.

J. G. WOODS, U. S. Customs Service, Mayaguez, P. R.—All is well. I

remembered you aill in prayer. I; have no special story to tell. My work is

largely routine, and one year resembles another. Our revenue has materially

increased, but that does not mean that I have any more work. Importations
have been heavier and in larger quantities. It is just as easy to write a re-

ceipt for $1000 as for $100. It is just as easy to appraise and determine the
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rate of duty on a large lot of goods as on a small one. With every good
wish for each and the divine blessing on you all, I

1 am, yours as ever.

J. F. YOUNG, 316 E. Third Street, Dixon, 111.—My greetings and all

good wishes to the old crowd of old fellows who once traveled learning’s path-

way together for three short years. It seems sometimes as if it must have
been in some previous existence and is nought but a memory now. Sorry
Ward has been ill and in the hospital. Bad place to go, Ward. Better get out

of it as soon as possible. As all the years, yours.

CONCLUSION—As your Committee sends out these messages to the mem-
bers of the class, it is with great satisfaction we note the patient perseverance
of the dear classmates most of whom are nearing the supposed deadline in

ministerial usefulness, and we rejoice in all the triumphs that have advanced
the cause of the Master. Surely God has led us all the way, and we hope that

the growing natural infirmities of advancing years may but spur us on to

greater faith and endurance in His work. Some have apparently dropped out

of active service and seem to think they are facing the sunset of life. We
trust their ailments may be but temporary inabilities, and that they may soon

be sufficiently restored to such health as will permit them to again take up
some activities for the Master. It is glorious to calmly await the summons to

come up higher, and it is glorious to have that summons come to us while we
are busily engaged in the Lord’s sweet service, doing with our might what
our hand findeth to do. God has been merciful to us as a class, having spared

so many of us to serve him for thirty-six years, may we continue faithful to the

end, and each year find us doing something for Him who has done so much
for us.

W. for the Committee.
W. S. Ward, B. A. Konkle, F. W. Hinitt, E. H. Pence, F. W. Hawley, Com-

mittee.

JAMES G. K. McCLURE, 2348 North Halsted Street, Chicago, 111.—I am
granted the high honor of sending to you a word of greeting. I write it on the

last day of McCormick Seminary. Tomorrow our new President, the Reverend
Doctor John Timothy Stone, assumes his duties in the leadership of the semin-

ary, and I become by the action of the Board of Directors at iits last meeting,

President Emeritus. First of all, I wish to thank all the members of the Class of

1892 for itheir sustained and helpful interest in the life and work of McCormick
Seminary during all the years since graduation. The Class Letter has been a

benediction not alone ito the members of the class, but also to the welfare of the

Seminary. Dr. Ward has my heartiest gratitude for the efficient service he has

rendered through this Class Letter. Second, I am eager to assure you that I an-

ticipate under the new President a forward movement of the Seminary in all

its affairs. As the Seminary approaches its one hundredth anniversary, it is a

delight to know that the leadership is entrusted to so capable a man. The
Commencement which has just closed evidenced1 its profound confidence in Dr.

Stone in every respect. The Directors, the Faculty, the Alumni and the stu-

dents, are all one in their readiness for hearty cooperation with him in the

great development that he is proposing in every feature of the life and work of

the institution. May every blessing attend each and all of the members of the

class of 1892.

A. C. ZENOS, 2330 N. Hailsted Street, Chicago. HI—About a week ago
a letter came from our beloved Willard S. Ward of the class of ’92 asking me
to write a greeting to the class for the annual letter, and to address it to

yourself. My connection with the class of ’92 has been through these years

developed into a unique and unparalleled one in my own experience. Looking
at it from the point of view of the class, I can see that it assumes the same

11



character and aspect from that side. I cannot but feel the richness and ten-

derness of this relationship. Speaking of us together, I may say that the fore-

most sentiment in my heart is that of gratitude that I have been permitted to

have a share in the experience of all of you even tho’ my own part in your
Seminary course was limited to your last year only. Do we not also altogether

rejoice in the new development ju9t now in the process of coming into view,

in the life of the Seminary? We have certainly witnessed many changes
during the thirty-seven years since your leaving the Seminary, and all of them
turned out to be blessings disguised or undisguised from the hand of Him
whom we have recognized as our Lord and Master. Take for instance the

Presidency of Dr. McClure. The very movement for a presidency to super-

cede the preceding mode of administration was an experiment. But how de-

lightfully it has inured to the promotion of that spirit of Christ in which we
have found our satisfaction as alumni and friends of the Seminary! May we
not then look upon the new administration, and the new name, with just the
confidence and the hope that our past experiences warrant. My desire and
prayer for each of you is that you may be amply rewarded for your interest

and love for the Seminary by what you shall witness of its career during the
years immediately before us. Affectionately yours.



ANNUAL CLASS LETTER
McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS ’92

Letter No. 39

1931

Dear Boys:
Here’s the class letter! Several have failed to respond to re-

peated requests for a letter. Just to show them that we have not forgotten

them, we will send them a copy of this the 39th edition. They must all get

in for the 40th anniversary letter.—Hawley.

F. L. BENEDICT, Taft, California.—Dear Oldtimers:—Life’s milestones

show we have reached the thirty-ninth year of our sojourn since that day

we were all together in one place and of one accord, and parted our several

ways. Lining the highway we have come are the flower decked mounds

which mark the resting place of those who have gone on before. Most

of us have passed the summit of the divide and are traveling the easier

grade on the western slope, ‘but still going strong
;
for as our days our strength

has been. 1 have resigned my pastorate here, the hardest and most difficult 1

have ever had. But I rejoice that I have been able to turn over to my successor

a church thoroughly furnished and well equipped. At present I am enjoying

the first real vacation 1 have ever experienced. What the future has in store

does not concern me over-anxiously for I have long since learned to trust

that my Guide will do for me far more and exceedingly abundantly than

I could ever hope to acquire; confident that he is able to keep that which 1

have committed to Him against that Day.
May the blessing of God rest and abide on you and yours and theirs, for

by this time I suppose many of you are grand-parents, and possi'bly some
are permitted the honor to add “Great” to that honorable title.

The Lord bless you and keep you and make His face to shine upon you
and give you peace.

Some day we will have a wonderful reunion on the shaded banks of the

River of Life, and eat together of the fruit of its trees.

A. L. BERRY, Hotel Silas, Springfield, Illinois.—I received Konkle’s

kind notice and thought I would suprise Hawley by returning an immediate
response. But there was such a dearth of news of interest to report that 1

deferred, until 1 fear I have again tried the patience of a very busy man.
You all know the agricultural situation, especially those of you who have
charges in agricultural regions. But this letter is no place for a tale of

woe, and I close with the expression of the hope that there be no missing
names from this year’s roll call. Or, if that be too much to expect at this

period of our lives, that the number may be very, very few.

E. ALLEN BOYD, Santa Fe Office, Chicago, 111.—No word from Boyd.

1 understand he is doing well as attorney in Santa Fe offices. He is to be

at Park Commencement. I will punch him in the nose for not writing.

—

Hawley.



L. J. DAVIES, 3 Tsi Yang Road, Tsingtau, China.—I have a postal from
Konkle and he reminds me that it is time to write a letter. This is some-

thing that I very seldom do except under strong compulsion. It is quite out of

the question to undertake to give you any resume of the past year. It has

been a year of very strenuous but satisfying work. In June I was asked to

leave Tsingtao and come to serve in the Shantung Christian University at

Tsinan as Vice-president and arrived on the ground in July. During the first

month we were in the actual war zone, ( soldiers going back and forth, the

city changing hands three times, the last time being the 15|th of August.
We had war planes actually flying over the university grounds discharging

machine guns at the enemy just to the west of us. I was under fire though
not fired at, being at one time directly under the plane which was shooting

at the soldiers of the other side. No damage was done to our buildings and
the people, both Westerners and Chinese, connected with the University

maintained a high morale under the very trying conditions. The School had
a very successful fall semester and the work of the spring term is going
forward in very satisfactory form. I am not doing any teaching work as the

administrative duties quite occupy my time. The University has a College

of Arts, a College of Science, and a Medical College. There is also on the

campus the Cheeloo School of Theology, which was formerly an integral

part of the University but is now separated. Altogether there are pbout
300 students, men and women. The teaching staff numbers about 80. of

whom 50 are Chinese and 30 Westerners. We ' have a very healthy and
beautiful location just south of the city of Tsinan, the population of which is

about 400,000. It is over 60 years since the very beginnings of the Univer-
sity and the graduates are now doing fine work over large sections of China.
The large majority of the graduates of the institution all along have worked
as teachers particularly in mission schools, and as ministers and evangelists.

Mrs. Davies arid I are both in good health and send you all kindest greetings.

W. H. ENSIGN, 151 W. Sixth South, Salt Lake City, Utah.—It is our

prayer day after thirty-nine years! I was a commissioner to the 142nd As-

sembly at Cincinnati. Our Westminster Church Sabbath School Superinten-

dent was the Elder of our Presbytery, and a great blessing it all was. Several

of our College mates were there, but not one of “McCormick class of ’92,”

so far as I know. If the Lord spares us till ne*t August it will make jten

years in Utah. Oh the vastness of the task! The Mormons celebrated last

April the 100th anniversary of their organization. While at Assembly, I spent

one Sabbath with the Church at West Alexander, Pa., as they help on our

support here. That Church is 141 years old. While returning from Assembly
Mrs. Ensign (who went with me as far as Iowa) and I visited in four of

our former parishes, where we had spent almost thirty years. Words can-

not describe the sweetness of it nor yet the responsibility of touching again

the emotions and ambitions that live in the souls of our beloved flocks!

We look earnestly for the Class Letter. May God’s rich blessing be with

you and yours.

A. F. ERNST. 935 N. 39th Street, Omaha, Nebraska.'—Here I am answer-

ing to roll call from the same place for the seventeenth time. I have a

patient and longsuffering congregation. The past year was in some ways
unusually trying. Mrs. Ernst was ill and in hospital for four month. Had
a heavy operation. She is improving now, gradually taking on more weight,

more strength and more work. I was so anxious and worried that I had an

attack of nevous indigestion. I am back to normal again and going as

strong as ever. We had a splendid year in our church. Made a little net

gain in membership. Were able to pay all currerit expense bills and had a
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balance of over two thousand dollars in the various treasuries. Prospects

are brighter than they were a year ago. Our Sunday school had the largest

average attendance in its history. The vacation church school was our largest

and best. We have a junior congregation that meets with the older people
for the opening worship period, then goes to two groups for their service

while I preach to the adults. We all remain together for special occasions.
With best wishes for your continued health and prosperity.

EDWIN S. EVANS, Arlington, Kansas.—Dear Class-Mates and Brethren

—

Again are we reminded of the memorable day—April 7th, 1892. That day.

we never can forget. Another such gathering could never be on earth. The

past year has 'been a good one, inmany ways. We have now eleven and one

half years with the little Church of Arlington. The work becomes dearer to

us each year. I think the past year has been the best of my life. T]he

message becomes more precious with the passing of time, and the work of

the pastor seems to afford richer opportunities for service— This year, it

has been my* privilege to receive into full Church membership, some of those

whom I had baptized in infancy. It was the first time I had ever done
that anywhere. We make a great deal of the study of the Word. During
this year, in different ways, and with different sets of people, we 'hiav*e

studied Isaiah—Life of Christ—Prophesy of Daniel—and at present, we
are studying the Revelation. I am taking the evening Church hour for this.

We are making a careful study. There are some things that I do not under*

stand nor try to explain. But I want our people to know what is in the
Book. Sometime, we will understand it all. Many of our brethem have
passed on to their crowns. Those of us who remain, are doing our best work
now. There are precious promises to those who overcome, or who continue
unto the end. May we all be steadfast and faithful, until the crown be won

—

J. V. FINDLAY. Miller^burg. Ohio.—The year has slipped by and we
are still in our home in Millersburg. Aside from conducting a number of

funerals and performing marriage ceremony for several couples, my work
has been caring for my wife afflicted with tubercular trouble. In a little

over ten months she has gained 32 pounds. She had run down very much,
and is now only about what she should be. We were with Mrs. Findlay's
sister for first three months. We are thankful for the good Lord’s care
over us during the year.

FRANCIS M. FOX. 319 Pembroke PL, W. Palm Beach.—April 7 was

too full for the letter but not for prayer for you and yours. The high point

in the year was a beautiful trip of two months to Europe and the privilege

of witnessing the Passion Play at Ober Ammergau, most impressive and

beyond description. A trip to the Assembly at Cincinnati, brought a very

pleasant contact with the old Seminary, in meeting many of the men and
dear Dr. Zenos, who has ever been so near to the class of ’92. We have

enjoyed the work in our church this year but have not been brave enough
to attempt to build a new place of worship in the face of the depression. We
have learned what most people do not know, viz: that Palm Beach has a de-

lightful summer climate, the temperature ranging ten or more degrees be-

low those in the north last summer. “Come and see.” Our love and prayers
for you all.

E. P. GILCHRIST, Scottsburg, Indiana.—I was glad for the remainder
to write, for last year I failed to write and failed to receive the letter, so I

was fearful that the letter had discontinued. I am still living in Scottsburg,
in my own house, which is my first. And since the church here is so small
I can spend a good deal of time in the garden and lawn. My sister lives with
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me, and we enjoy the little work here quite well, though I would much rather

be in the active work. I know age is creeping on, for I hear people call-

ing me an old man. But it does not bother me at all, for I do not feel old,

and I enjoy life as much as I ever did. Kindest regards to all.

F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Mo.—The one big accomplishment of the

year at Park is the building of out Graham Tyler Memorial chapel. I am
enclosing a cut of it (architect’s drawing). The building is beautiful and

with the $15,000 Kimball organ will be a big asset to the campus life. The
story of securing the gift of $80,000 as a starter on the building is an in-

teresting one. It took two trips to Boston, one to Nantucket and up into

Massachusetts. But we have the building, and that’s the most interesting

part of the story. We will dedicate June 7th. Come and join in the fes-

tivities of commencement week! As to health, the Hawleys are about as

usual. We are all busy and enjoy a lot of good hard work, and less golf

than I might wish. But after all, work is better than golf. Love from all the

Hawleys.

J. B. HOWARD. 3800 Fourth St., Des Moines, Iowa.—Pence’s reminder

No. 1 came in March but here it is April 8th. I lost my title on H. R. this

time and am approaching full time in the Windsor church out on the west side.

Twice on Sunday most of the time. Am feeling better than last year this

spring. Never had such a fine winter to drive in. I live (y
xA miles from

the church in our own home. Mrs. Howard has taught a class of junior

High boys. The first teacher in years that could control them. They have

grown enough to swarm. My youngest daughter has had the sad experience

of losing her husband, a young man of 28 years. Heart failure long drawn
out being the cause. She and the little granddaughter are with us. She
is Church Secretary for the Highland Park church. One of the largest

Presbyterian churches in the state. Rev. Harry Siffler, pastor. Dorcas is

finishing her 7th year as H. S. teacher at McClean Co. Consolidated High
School. Gladys is living in Seattle where her husband is sales manager for

two states for the Century Electric Co. We hope to visit her this summer or

fall. Our eldest daughter is doing mission work in N. M. where she is being
wonderfully blessed of God in her work. Our son-in-law in Seattle is an
elder in the Westminister Presbyterian church. So we are all interested in

the building up of the Kingdom. I shall look forward to the next letter

with much interest. The Howards all send greetings to the class of ’92.

BURTON ALVA KONKLE. Swarthmore. Pa.—A bunch of us in Quaker-

town had Dr. Stone to lunch. McClintock and I representing ’92. It was my
first meeting with him and—well. I know a big man when I see him; I’ve

spent my years writing about such. But. do you know, he had the nerve to

say that the raw young theologs he’s getting now are better than previous

stock! Of course, that was only what might be called generational modesty!

“Better?”—aw, there ain’t no such animule! I’ve only seen one of our class

this year, Quaker McClintock. Last year I should have told you of a visit to

Stark and his wife. Of heroes our class has furnished, Stark is one. As for

me, I am seventy years old, and am running a race with my paternal great-

great grandmother who lived to be 109 years old. I’m gaining on her too every

day. And if I’m putting out four books—as I am

—

when 70—what a lot I

will put out when I am 109! Have any of you seen Bishop MoClusky this

year? I went up in an airplane last summer; and as soon as I get one of

my own I’m going out and see the Bishop. I broadcast from WFI once in

a while and have an occasional column in the Philadelphia Evening Bulletin
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—it seems quite natural to write for the Bulletin! So far as I know, none

of our class are missing this year.

(I had a chat with Konkle on the phone from Philadelphia the last of

April. He had 'been bumped by an auto, but was better. Look out,

Burton !—Hawley.)

MRS. GRAHAM LEE, 391 N. 14th St., San Jose, Calif.— (Konkle sends

this interesting letter from Mrs. Lee. All our classmates will be glad to read

it. Graham was one of our most beloved classmates.)

My dear Mr. Konkle:—I am thinking of the class of ’92 and of the

next class letter. I want to thank you for sending me the last letter.

Rather late about it, but I was surely glad to have it. I have missed several

years, and always feel sorry. Little by little the letter grows smaller,

but year by year the number on the other shore grows larger. What a

blessed company! I think perhaps you have not my present address.

We moved from Gilroy some years ago, and since coming to San Jose, one

by one the family has grown up and three are married and have homes of

their own. The youngest son makes his home with me, altho this year he is

taking post-graduate work at U. C. Margaret who married a Navy Chaplain,

hs been in Nicaragua for the past year and a half. They had the terrible ex-

perience in the earthquake, and she and the two children are being brought

to San Francisco with other refugees. How thankful we are for their safety.

I now have four grandchildren and am very proud of them. Enclosed is a

check for $2.00 for a copy of this year’s letter and also for last. I have beeai

remiss in the past. I know. Was much interested in your literary work—and

also in that granddaughter! Thank you again for sending that last letter.

With kind remembrance and best wishes. Yours most sincerely. Blanche

W. Lee.

PAUL W. McCLINTOCK. Witherspoon Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa.—Noth-
ing much exciting has happened since the letter of a year ago although it

has been a strenuous year and we have had to work unusually hard in order

to find something to keep our work going. The department is a self support-

ing one. We can not depend on the board of National Missions for financial

help, being commpelled to make our own way—consequently during these

days of financial depression when the minds and hearts of church boards

are filled with financial fear rather than with faith, it is hard to encourage
them to take advance steps. However, many of them are doing it and wisely

in most instances, for building costs are almost on the pre-war level and
churches can 'build more advantageously than for many years past. In fact,

so much more so that it is to the advantage of many of them to borrow
what they need in order to build since the total costs including interest will

be much less than during the past years. My family remains the same, the

greatest family event of the year being the graduation of our youngest child

and only daughter from Hood college in Frederick, Maryland. She has ap-

plied to the Board of Foreign Missions for short time service but I doubt
very much if they will send her out this year due to her youth. As to my
wife and myself we feel that wre are growing younger every day, at least my
hair is a great deal darker. It has lost the brilliancy of its former reddish
tint. In spirits and looks(?) I feel as young as in 1892 when we said good-
bye to McCormick and each other. With cordial greetings and fervent prayers
for the happiness and wellbeing of the class of ’92.

EDWARD WRIGHT McCLUSKY. Lebanon, Illinois.—Oh Boy! A few
years ago I was twitting you “Old Fellows” in the Class about getting at

pension, and here am I. a pensioner myself! It isn’t half bad at that, with
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600 or 700 more ministers than churches. Up to the age of sixtty-five I

scarcely had a dollar of my own, and often wondered how I would pay my
coal bill. Now I have some of the luxuries of life and even a few hundred
dollars bringing me in six per cent. Years ago the horticulturist (or horo-

scopist) said I would have money in my later years. Since April, 1891, when,

a9 a Middler, I went to Konkle’s old home town church, I have never missed

a day being pastor of a church. Have some flock of our own, also. We have
five grandsons and one granddaughter. It has been my privilege to travel

some in the past year, but never did I cross the path of an Ninety-Twoer.
Had a lot of fun “hitch-hiking” and jumping busses and trains and trolleys.

Preached the 120th anniversary sermon in the parish in Ohio where I was
born. My Father was pastor. My wife’s Grandfather was one of the founders
and a first elder. October was the time cf that visit. Spent part olj the
summer in Ohio also, visiting my Alma Mater, the College of Wooster. Played
awhile in Chicago in August, as is my annual custom. Ate Thanksgiving
dinner in Kansas City, but missed Hawley. Ain’t life grand? I am so glad
to have discovered that the cumulation of years does not mean old age.
Blessings on you all.

ROBERT H. MILLIGAN, Lima, Penn.—No word directly from Robert.

WILLIAM H. PARKER, Nigiris, Southern India.—No word from this lad,

either. Probobly too busy with Ghandi to bother about the class of ’92.

E. H. PENCE, Fort and Third Sts., Detroit, Mich.—The year surely has

gone by swiftly. Not much to tell. Health good, the days and nights full,

and small leisure to brood over failures and shortcomings. Ato occasional

letter from Robert Milligan rouses my admiration afresh for the positive

genius of the man at seeing things as they are. I wish he could do for S. A.

what he did by way of exposition of Africa in his two “Folk,” classics. Any-
how, ’92 has produced two authors, Konkle and Milligan. I shall shortly

see Hawley at the Commencement, April twenty-ninth. One look at the

President conciliates all warring and insurrectory memories of him of the

callow days of yore. I believe that ’92 is the only class to provide two entire

men, calibrated to directorial dimensions, at the same time.

Calmly, some fine things have transpired with us the past year. We
are fabricating some traditions of our own to go to our posterity. April eighth

witnessed the eighty-second annual meeting.

God bless all of you in these trying times. Let us get a lot of our
celestial translated into terrestrial optimism. Our good cheer of courageous
faith can help many a man to weather these days and leave grateful memories
of our helpfulness to be harvested upon later. All good wishes.

O. L. PRENTICE, Cutler. Ind.—We have changed our address since last

year and I suppose this will be our permanent address. I am now an H. R.

and have been for almost one year. We returned to Indiana November last

and have taken up residence on a small farm which one of my sons and I

own jointly. We have a few animals and a few chickens to care for and
get along nicely. I preach every Sunday morning for two small churches

but have preached only once in the evening since November. Wife and I

are alone for the most part and are thankful that we can; still carry on.

My two preacher sons came to see us yesterday as did one daughter and we
have had a joyous meeting. I am still in vigorous health and keep on the go
most of the time. I am some hampered by my eyes but read about as much
as ever and enjoy my work in the church as fully as in former years. I

believe the best four years of my life were the four years spent in Minnesota.

)/
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I feel that I accomplished more than in any former four years when my hair

was black. I have not met any of the class since Ward’s death and there is

no mem'ber of the class near me now. I think of you all—those gone ones

and those who survive. I will be at the next reunion of the class if it comes
before the transition. So God bless you all.

U. G. SCHELL, Byers, Colo.—No word from our classmate in Colorado.

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Oregon.—Too busy in the fruit belt to write.

H. R. STARK, 620 W. 116th St., New York City, N. Y.—Once more the

day rolls around and finds us a year younger. Despite the calendar, contrary

to the common opinion, I find that the calendar, as well as figures, fre-

quently lies and paradoxical as it may seem, as we come nearer the end

of our ministry, we approach nearer the beginning.

The past year has been without any important change in our status

here. What with the atmosphere of business gloom and depression on the

one hand, and Tamany Hall graft, corruption, and rottenness on the other,

New York has had a heavy burden to carry. But time will clear the com-
mercial atmosphere, and aroused public indignation will sweep Jimmy Walker
into inocuous desuetude, and at least make a beginning of cleansing the

Augean stables of political corruption, and with such leaders as Harry Emer-
son Fosdick, Rabbi Wise, and John Hayes Holmes to play the role of Dr.

Charles H. Parkhurst, the day is not yet lost.

I have heard from but two of the classmates during the year—Konkle and
Milligan. Robert writes that his health is not the best and that he may be

compelled to return to the states before long. He has had a unique ex-

perience with South America revolutions, and undoubtedly has sufficient

materia] for a new and fascinating book. I suggest the following title:

“Fifty-seven Varieties of Revolution in Peru,” by “One Who Has Fought
Bled and Died in All of Them.” Kindest remembrances to all the 'boys

of ’92.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, Corcoran, Calif.—Was planning to observe Class

Day Monday the 8th. following Easter, with my contribution to the letter.

But at 4:00 A.M. we had a long distance from our son at Santa Ana with the

shocking news that his wife’s mother had been killed in an automobile ac-

cident. We spent the greater part of the week down there, and I returned
to Corcoran with some stomach or intestinal trouble that has just about
“laid me out.”

Lest you might be awaiting my contribution I am sending this line to

suggest that that you “count me out” this year. If I were writing, and in the

mood to do so, I could do no more than simply report that our 25th, or
“Silver Anniversary” of our Corcoran church was a GREAT DAY for the
church.

Enclosed find check for $1.00 (by slip of the key I made it read $1000.

Wish I could make it a thousand for Park) but it is just a plain $1.00 check,

to help with the expense of the letter, and please mail a copy. Fraternally

yours.

GRANT STROH. Wheaton, 111.—A card from Konkle exhorts me to

board the train for Park College. If it were a real train and not simply

imaginery I would feel more like it, for Park College is inviting, as Mrs.

Stroh and I learned from our brief visit there nearly two years ago. No un-

usual events have occurred in the Stroh homestead during the past year. Both
of us have been permitted to perform the round of our daily tasks, and both
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have been as busy as ever. Besides her social activities my better half has

been president of one Woman’s Missionary Society and is connected with

two others. She also is teaching a large class of women in the Sunday School.

As for my work it seems to increase rather than decrease. I am busier than

ever. Some of you may be planning to retire soon, but no immediate pros-

pect looms before me. Neither do I wish it, for my work is a joy. Hard,

but full of consolation. The daily teaching of larger students is fully as

retroactive as preaching to responsive congregations. Then, too, my work

requires constant studying, and with that comes growth. So along with the

years and gray hairs I keep my youth. Feel younger in some ways than I

did thirty-nine years ago. Hope you all can say the same. Just at present

we are beginning to anticipate a three months vacation which will include

a trip to the Holy Land, Egypt, and Europe. We expect to sail May 26. Have
in my time taught Bible Geography, Church History, and Bible History, and
Archaeology, and now I hope to gaze upon some of the places I have studied

about. Sorry you are not all going along. What a time we would have!

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea.—Dear Fellows of ’92: I am almost

late in greeting you this time. Somehow the time seems to be passing more

rapidly as we near the sunset of life. Perhaps it is because we move more

slowly ourselves as we grow in years. The past has been a splendid year,

full of work and packed solid with choicest blessings. God has been good to

us all the way filling our hearts with joy and praise and our lives with many
comforts and real success, for which we praise His Holy Name. Tho our work

has been much the same as in former years, we have this year seen! a

real forward movement among the Christians. There have been more Bible

classes and with larger attendance than ever heretofore. There were about

1,400 at our men’s Class last winter (coming from the three Presbyteries)

and about the same number at the woman’s class in March. In our Western
Presbytery alone there were 55 Classes for women with 3,870 attending, and
who pledged 29 years voluntary preaching i.e. the sum of individual days of

personal work promised for this year. Then men too are trying to hustle

but they can’t keep up with the women. I have spent 107 days in country

work and held five Bible classes with evangelistic preaching evenings, se-

curing about 300 new decisions. The Christians were also quickened. We
are now on our last year of active service under the Board. If God permits

we will retire March 24, 1932, at the age of 73. And 40 years service. But
we are not tired and tho not in the Mission, we hope to labor on in Korea
“Till He come.” Our children and grand children are all well and active.

The latest arrival to our clan is John Ashley Fitch, son of Esther and Hugh
Fitch, was born last October 11. He carries a most worthy name and is des-

tined to become a great man. Our youngest daughter, Mary, is now in the

Hospital service in Louisville, Ky. Our hope and prayer is that all our child-

ren and grandchildren may be in definite service for the Master. Mrs.
Swallen, always a little busier than I and accomplishing much more, is well,

happy, and enthusiastic, sends her heartiest greetings to all the Class of

’92, your children and grandchildren. She is inspiring and it is really hard
to grow old under her tutelage, and I am not going to, so long as God per-
mits me to live. Love to all.

R. O. WALKER, 23 Buccleuch Place, Edinburgh, Scotland.—No word from
our Scotch laddie this year.

J. G. WOOD. Mayaguez. Porto Rico.—In my old missionary field, at San
German, the oldest town on the Island, and in Spanish times the ecclesiastical

capital of the Island, J. Will Harris, a Park College graduate, started the
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Polytechnic Institute, an institution similar to Park College, and now has

in endowment and property something like a million dollars. The College

began with one student, and now has an enrollment of more than three

hundred. San German is called the Hill City, and is situated similar to the

city of Rome. On these hills the College buildings loom most picturesquely.

The Institute is a God-send to the poorer and ambitious youth of the Island.

Dr. Harris and those who have rallied to his support have made a useful con-

tribution to the Evangelical movement in Porto Rico. Presbyterianism has

made two noble contributions to the Island—the Presbyterian Hospital at

Santurce, just ouside of the Capital, San Juan, the foremost hospital of the

West Indies, and the Polytechnic Institute at San German, where a higher

education may be obtained and the dignity of manual labor is maintained.

A line from Konkle has spurred me to pen these lines in advance. On April

7, however, I shall think of you all and pray for you.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 316 E. Third, Dixon, 111.—Remembering Konkle’s*

card which bears no date and might be likened to Melchisedec—without be-

ginning of days or end of years—and also ordered of Pence to send a dollar

to Hawley—My what a mix-up, Konkle, Pence, and Hawley—I am remember-
ing that on April 7th now nearly forty years ago a great class graduated from
McCormick Seminary, and that ever since each man of that class has found

a certain joy in thinking of the others of the group and telling them that he

is doing so on the annual anniversary of that day. There is little that needs

be said about ourselves—Mrs. Young and myself— . We have been well and
happy in the best part of the whole country and among the very choice

people. The family is increasing, I mean the grand-son is growing fast

and a recent picture of his daddy would indicate that he was increasing his

borders. I am of the same opinion still that the next letter should be the last.

Forty years is a long time to be writing the same thing over and over,

and the most of us do that. Even Pence said he was “Furbishing up his

vocables in order to do justice to Stark.” And I am thinking of the last

man that is left. How just plain silly he will feel if he does as Konkle
seems to want us to keep doing, in going out and mailing a letter to him-
sell. Nineteen-hundred and thirty-two will be a good time to stop. The
best in the world to each of you and to your wives and chidren.
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FREDERICK L. BENEDICT, Taft, California—As I pause before the mile-

stone this April seventh morning, my eyes can hardly believe what they read.

Think of it. Forty-five years ago we met and prayed together and then parted

to the four quarters of this mundane sphere. Today, with the ever increas-

ing members of our class gone on before. What a privilege is theirs. At

home with the Lord whom they served so faithfully, while we who remain face

the setting sun of life. God grant for each of us there may be just enough
clouds to make a glorious sunset when the Lord calls us home. Recently I had
a serious illness which brought me very close to the Valley of the Shadow.
The wife was ill at the same time, but, wife-like, she nursed me when she

needed to be nursed herself. But the prayers of our friends prevailed. We were

brought up from the pit. I have not fully recovered my strength, but the wife

it greatly improved. There is one thing my illness did. It forced me to re-

lax, and proved to be a blessing in disguise, for it gave relief to my over-

worked heart, until now my physician said the heart was better than it had been

in three years. It also made me aware of advancing age when I must take

life easier and not try to do too much. So, I suppose, I have reached the

crest of the hill and face the westward slope, as all of us must do if we live

past the three score years and ten, as I have done. As for all of you, we hope
the good Lord has been mindful of you and been gracious unto you. In con-

clusion, fellows, may we keep this Class Letter going until, as I wrote in a

former letter, the last man must take his letter with him to the others on the

other side. What a reunion that will be with the Lord Himself standing in

our midst. We will have no more need for faith and hope for we shall see Him
as He, is. But our love will be increased, for we shall then realize the love

the Father bestowed on us that we should be sons of God. The wife joins me
in wishing you and yours well-wishes and peace. God be with you until we all

meet again by the river of life.

rf
L. J. DAISES, Tsingtan, China—No word.

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Neb.—A short time ago we
wrote April 7, 1892. Only forty-five years, but many things have transpired

in that short time. Mrs. Ernst and myself have kept well and happy during

the past year. Today finds us in good health and thankful for many blessings.

We had a delightful trip to visit our son and wife and only grand daughter
at Corpus Christi, Texas, for three weeks at the Christmas holidays. Our
other son and wife and our only grandson joined us in Texas and we had a

joyful family reunion. I have preached nearly every Sabbath during the year.



and hope to continue proclaiming the glorious gospel. I am to supply one of

the Omaha churches from May first until September. I continue teaching in

our Seminary here. We will graduate a fine class on May 6. A larger and

splendid class entered last September; and excellent work is being done.

Congratulations to Hawley for his long and blessed work as President of

Park. I vote to continue our letter until our fiftieth anniversary.

W. H. ENSIGN, 369 North Avenue 52, Los Angeles, Calif. We have met
again at the Throne of God on this our anniversary prayer day, and we are

near together. May our prayers and our letters continue, not only to the half

century, but always.. A few months ago, on learning that our Alma Mater
had incomplete files of our letters, we offered the missing numbers from our

carefully kept file; and how glad the librarian was to get them—especially the

photos at our tenth anniversary. We meet often, Winnard, Mattox, Lingle

and many others, but only one of our class, Sutherland, just the same true

nobleman as of yore. At Synod the “McCormick” men and wives were to-

gether during one meal. Mrs. Ensign and I find many former parishioners of

Iowa and Utah, so we enter again into their delightful fellowship. There are

also gatherings of alumni of the two colleges where we ministered and taught—Lenox in Iowa, and Westminster in Salt Lake City, which we attend. We
are busy all the time helping in the churches in several ways. How increas-

ingly is the Gospel of Christ needed everywhere! With constant love.

FRANCIS M. FOX, Lake Court Apt. Hotel, West Palm Beach, Florida

—

Yes, this is a perfect April 7, to draw out gratitude for the sheer joy of living

and to offer prayer for all the boys and their loved one, who are still on this side

of “The Great Divide.” For us the year has been wonderful for God’s mani-

fest goodness and mercy. As announced to the congregation a year since,

my resignation took effect December first. In the meanwhile, through much
prayer and careful seeking, the church was led to choose the Rev. Clark Neale
Edwards, a young man of thirty-two years, from our old Seminary, evidently

God s own choice. The day I finished, he took up the work. He comes into

a church, with a fine new binding, well organized, with every Board function-

ing properly, and the finances in an encouraging condition. He and I are real

friends and he freely counsels with me, when he feels the need. We help

him by leaving the church alone, not even attending worship there. It works
well and we are very happy in the fine way in which the work is progressing.

We are happy, too, in the fact that I am still quite busy in my leisure, work-
ing along the line of Vocational Guidance among the schools of the county,

preaching here and there and still busy with National Missions work in th°

Presbytery and the Synod. It is great not to have to march through every

day by the clock; great, too, to be relieved of the multitude of details, which
necessarily belong to a busy pastorate. I am frequently told that I look ten

years younger since giving up the pastorate and it has been a real blessing to

my dear partner in this life, who is much improved in health. Watch for

and be sure to read my book, Life Begins at Seventy. “Let’s sing the forty-

sixth Psalm” and pray for World Peace. Our love to you all.

F. W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri— It has been a real pleasure to

have the opportunity of reading these letters first and putting them on
the press for the classmates. I am giving up the Presidency of Park
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Commencement Day, June 7th, after twenty-one years of work and fun.

On that date I become “Honorary President” with duties of a “public

relations” nature. Of course, all the administrative matters are passed

on to my successor. Rev. Wm. Lindsay Young, D.D. We are building a

home in Parkville and the latch string will be ready to be pulled by the

middle of September when we return from our summer home on beautiful

Crystal Lake, Bealuh, Michigan. Though I told Konkle that I could not

issue the letters after this one, yet I relent and, if desired, will print the

letter next year, if sent to me. Mrs. Hawley joins in love to all.

J. B. HOWARD, Des Moines, Iowa— I am sorry to be late with my class let-

ter. The days and years seem so much alike that it is easy to forget. We are

still all alive and all busy. And glad the long cold winter is over and the har-

bingers of Spring are here. Mrs. Howard and I have reasonable health.

Both of us are still teaching classes in the Highland Park Presbyterian Church.

Mrs. Howard for years and I teach a large adult class for the second year.

The days seem so much alike and so do the years. We have enjoyed life and
the blessing of God in much abundance this past year. We had our 49th

wedding anniversary not long ago. Only two of our children were near enough
to be present. There are rumors that if we both live till the next we will

celebrate the fiftieth in a little mere elaborate way. God has been so good
to us and we feel very humble when we realize we could have done far more
for Him and the Kingdom. After all, that is what counts. I hope you are all

just as happy as we are and that when the end of our earthly life arrives we
will have a glorious reunion with Him whom we love and whom we serve.

Mrs. Howard joins me in wishing all God's richest.

BURTON ALVA KONKLE, Swarthmore (near Philadelphia), Pa.—Gentle-

men of the Class of *92
: We welcome Class Letter No. 45, and it won’t be the

last one! For if such a possibility should appear, I, myself, will, like Foster,

issue it as long as I live! You see, I am 76 years old this—our—month, and
the Presbyterian Hospital saved my life last summer and fall and is still doing

so. Consequently I stand a good chance of winning a race I am making with

my great grandmother, who lived to be 109 years old, and I am gaining on her

every day!—and think, too, even while my doctor allows me to work but four

days a week! I’m at work on my twenty-third volume

—

A Life of Andrew
Hamilton, the Day-Star of the American Revolution, 1676-1741

;

and have my
Thomas Willing and the First American Financial System, 1731-1821, now in

press. I expect to see two othe-s in press this year—my most important ones

and long since completed, my Wilson and my Lloyd. You see I am grinning

at these “old retirers,” as I am fighting every day to keep from it! and suc-

ceeding so far! I am sorry to hear of the death of Davies’ wife, whom I knew
when at Lake Forest, where he won her—a lot of u& envied him. She was a

fine character. My wife, my daughter and her family are all well; and my
eleven year old granddaughter told me the other day that I “belong to a past

generation and don’t understand the boys of today!” She’s the one, who,
when three years old was surprised to learn that I knew of George Washing-
ton and asked my wife if she had told me about him! Later: Here’s this

man—“old man” Hawley says he “is not President of the Class of ’92!” mean-
ing he never was! Can you beat it! Just as if Ward hadn’t appointed him
both President and Editor of the Letter. We all know that, and that he will
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continue as our President; for, I, as Secretary for 45 years, officially, so an-

nounce it. He can’t get away—’92 won’t excuse him like the College is to

do. However, he has directed me to notify Stark to take Pence’s place; and

asks me to handle the Class Letter after this present one is issued.

PAUL W. McCLINTOCK, The Church Service Bureau, Philadelphia, Pa.

—

After so long an absence from the class letter, word from me will, I fear, seem

almost like word from the dead. And not so far wrong at that, for the last

few years have been like death and destruction. With old age not only creep-

ing on, but actually here, there does not seem as though there is much more

to do but wait. I have read and re-read the class letter each year with in-

creasing interest, and have followed closely the comings and goings of those

of the class who are left. As to myself I am still with McGarrah, helping out

as much as I can in the reorganization and resuscitation of the work of the

Church Service Bureau. Some considerable advance has been made during

the past year, but there is still much ground to be gained before we are where

we were in 1929. The family is widely separated and likely to become more
so. Our eldest son is in New York, Eastern Manager for the Edward Hines

Lumber Co., the second boy is in Montgomery, Ala., connected with the Chil-

ean Nitrate Corporation, and our only daughter is tonight announcing her

engagement and early marriage to a young man, connected with the legal de-

partment of G. E. They will make their home in Washington at least for the

present. What our own plans will be after the marriage I do not know, bat

I hope we will be able to leave Philadelphia for some more congenial climate.

With most cordial greetings to all the class of ’92.

WM. PARKER—No word.

0. L. PRENTICE, Cutler, Indiana (By Mrs. Prentice)—Mr. Prentice has

been bedfast since about the middle of March. He preached within two
weeks of his sickness. He reached his 80th birthday the 4th of May and
feels that hi& preaching days are over. Our two sons are still faithful to the

ministry. The one who graduated from Park has a Doctor’s degree. Mr.
Prentice is deeply interested in all the boys cf ’92. Our diminishing number
makes a great class meeting reunion in the near future. Best love to all the

survivors of ’92. Loyalty is the supreme word for us all.

U. G. SHELL—No word.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea—The Dear Fellows of ’92 are pass-

ing on, we are becoming fewer here but more over yonder. We shall soon

be all together in Glory with our Lord!

Praise Him all ye men on earth,

Praise Him all ye saints on high;

Praise Him for His presence now,
Praise Him for that which is nigh.

Yet a while, Dear Lord, and then

When our tasks shall finished be.

We shall fold our mantles here,

And translated, be with Thee.

Let no mourners for us weep,
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Or in sorrow walk the street;

May the “Ble&sed Hope” be ours

Till in heaven we all shall meet.

The past year has been one of blessed continuance of His presence with us

here, tho our activities are becoming fewer, as we are nearing the four score

line, we are still preaching about every Sunday the precious Gospel of Sal-

vation. Office work, personal work and intercessory prayers are continued. To
look out over the broad reaches of this benighted globe, there is not much to

hope for in the crazed condition of humanity, but thank God there is much to

hope for it in Christ Jesus, who, through His blessed appearing, when He
shall reign, whose right it is, shall reign in righteousness.. It is refreshing

and stimulating to know that there is a better day ahead. Our hope is in Him
who knows the end from the beginning and who makes no mistakes, whose
promises are sure. “Therefore, my beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, unmove-
able, always abounding in the work of the Lord, for as much as ye know that

your labour is not in vain in the Lord.” Our good family remains the same,
except that another granddaughter has been added to our beloved group, whose
wonderful name is Sallie Swallen Fitch. We all of us send to every one of

you and yours most hearty love and best wishes.

H. R. STARK, 620 West 116th St., New York City—Memory carries

me back forty-five years to that April morning in Dr. Craig’s old class-

room when we clasped hands in a circle for the last time before separating

and sang “Blest Be the Tie that Binds.” We were youngsters then, full

of faith, hope and confidence that we were going to turn the world upside

down. Well, it is upside down all right but we didn’t do it. The time that

now remains is too short for us to turn it right side up. That respon-

sibility we shall have to pass on to those who come after. Since last writing

I have completely lost my eye sight, but the inner sight still remains. Though
the external world has faded out, I am hopeful that the spiritual vision may
be clearer. I have been preaching twice each Sunday, though I have

not seen the faces of my congregation for two years. Despite this tremen-

dous handicap I have still much to be thankful for as my health otherwise

is perfect, and the family circle is unbroken. As regards the continuance
of the class letter, I voted unhesitatingly yes. Out of respect to the memory
of dear old Foster and Ward, and with appreciation of their unselfish

labors in its behalf, and of the splendid work of Hawley for many years,

with deep regrets that he feels constrained now to give it up and turn the

work over to Konkle, let us highly resolve to continue it so long as two
of us shall remain. Sorry to hear of the death of dear old Findlay, wjpo

now enjoys the reward of work well done. Our ranks are dwindling. Fewer
than half of the original number still remain. Nothing daunted, let us

go forward with heads up and faces front, holding up the torch which we must
soon pass on to other hands, not as the leaders of a forlorn hope, but ap

prophets of a better day.

GRANT STROH, Wheaton, 111.—Konkle cheerily reminds me that this

class letter is No. 45. Such language almost makes me believe that I am grow-

ing old. There are also other reminders such as the fact that so many of

the class have gone on to be with the Lord; that Hawley is now “Honorary
President” of Park College; that others are no longer in active service,
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and still others are planning to join their ranks. While thus far I have

been able to do full time service, I sometimes have wondered whether

the time may not soon come for me to slow down a bit. I even have gone

so far as to wonder whether this could not be “arranged.” Believe I shall

inquire into this matter. Yet it is my work which has helped to keep me
young. Meeting classes of eager young people, and the stimulating re-action

therefrom. Then there are the numerous and varied practical and per-

plexing questions to be answered which are sent to my office; no two just

alike, coming from every quarter. Even preachers are sometimes perplexed

these days. Do you wonder? It is a pleasure to help my younger brethren

even a little. Although exacting, my work on the whole is interesting. I

do not enjoy the thought of giving it up. During the year I have become
grandfather again. This time a grandson. I realize that this bit of news

really is of interest to me only, so pardon me. Here I paused to read

over again the class letter of 1936. It thrills me. Not so thick as the letter

once was, but for one I hope it will not need to be discontinued soon.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, Corcoran, Calif.—No word.

J. FRANK YOUNG, Lansing, Michigan—I am nearly a week late

now and reckon I might as well get after this letter before the slings and

arrows of that adverse Konkle of ours begin to fly my way.

A history of the past year would be tedious to you so why bore you.

It has not been such to me. I “retired,” i.e. I quit being a pastor Aug. 31st,

but have been busy, in plenty, most of the time since. Have had just

four Sundays that I have not preached since July, 1935. Came here as an

“ad interim” supply the first of Nov. for six months and expect now to

be here at least six months longer. The church was in a most pathetic

condition; really the worst that I have ever had anything to do with, but

the people have responded just beautifully and every one is working and
happy. There is a very real joy about doing this sort of thing and while I

have worked very hard we have both been well and happy in the doing of it.

I am still of the same opinion about these class letters, that we have been

at it long enough, and vote to quit with this forty-fifth one. Wishing each of

you the best in the world, I am, as always yours.

FROM OUR PRESIDENT JOHN TIMOTHY STONE, Chicago, 111.—
Although I cannot go back to my 45th year, it will only be a couple tof

years now before that is true, and I am in some doubt whether our old'

buildings at Auburn will be standing then or transferred to Rochester.

Personally, I hope they may stay where they are. It is most commendable that

you men have kept up your letters through the years so faithfully, and it only

shows you have had a good secretary and a loyal group of men. I hope if it

is your forty-fifth year, you will have a little reunion here this year and that

Mrs. Stone and I may have the pleasure of seeing you in our home and doing
anything we can to help entertain you. The Seminary is going well. I be-

lieve we are turning out a splendid set of men. The standard is high, but the

quality of the men has proven the worthiness of this standard. Some have
criticised this, but not unkindly so far as I know. The Seminary must in-

creasingly depend upon its Alumni for support, and I know no one feels this

more than you. May you be spared many years to each other and to us.
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OUR BELOVED DEAD
A. L. Berry by B. A. Konkle

The usual letters to our Class-Letter from Berry ceased some three or four

years ago and we found difficulty in getting news of him; even then it

came by way of Swallen in Korea. The fact is, however, that Berry had
been suffering increasingly from hardening of the arteries and accompanying
ills so that his physician and friends found it necessary on June 7, 1934, to

place him in Jacksonville State Hospital and secure Mr. Frank H. McKelvey,
of the First National Bank of Springfield, as his conservator. The increasing

failure of his powers ended in his death on January 31, 1936, at the age of

seventy-two. When Berry was born near Dawdon, Illinois, on August 13, 1864,

son of pioneers of that region, Mr. Joseph Alexander Berry and Mrs. Eliza-

beth Carhart Bcwsley Berry, one of them a descendant of Col. Abraham Bon-
ne! of the Revolution, another Abraham had won the Civil War, and his par-

ents named him after President Lincoln, who was killed soon after. He was
raised on a farm devoted to raising pure bred saddle horses in which he was
much interested. In due time he graduated in 1889 from Blackburn College

and entered our Class of ’92 in McCormick, where, as we all know, he was
liked and respected. His words to the Class Letters have made us familiar

with his marriage and experiences in missions in the Dakotas and elsewhere,

the death of his wife and his own increasing ill health. His conservator

writes me: “Mr. Berry was an exemplary character” and “had the ability of

getting along with people.” All other expressions about him are equally high
and even affectionate among those in his missions. Abraham Lincoln Berry
lies in Oak Ridge Cemetery, Springfield, Illinois, beside his wife, and not far

from the mausoleum of the great figure whose name he bore. A step-son and
a step-daughter survive him.

JOSEPH V. FINDLAY

The following sketch, prepared by Rev. Darwin M. Haynes and adopted

by Wooster Presbytery September 28, 1936, and sent to us by Mrs. J. V. Find-

lay, Millersburg, Ohio, is so good as to be used, with expressions of warm ap-

preciation of our old friend, Findlay, equally warm sympathy for Mrs. Find-

lay.

The Rev. Joseph V. Findlay, son of John and Rebecka Findlay, was born

near Millersburg, Ohio, February 17, 1863, and passed away June 18, 1936.

He was graduated from the College of Wooster with the class of 1889, and

from McCormick Theological Seminary in 1892 and ordained by Wooster
Presbytery on May 10, 1892. In June of 1892 he was united in marriage with

Miss Laura Bell of near Millersburg, and accepted commissions from the

Board of Foreign Missions of the Presbyterian Church to serve in the Foreign

field. But owing to health conditions he was compelled to resign. They then

began their work in the Home Mission field in Nebraska, following which they

served fields in Iowa and Nebraska. While serving in a field in Yorktown,

Iowa, their first great grief came to them in the death of their son. In Jan-

uary, 1905, they returned to Ohio and served the churches of Dalton, Hope-

well, and Holmesville in the Presbytery of Wooster. Their long pastorate
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in Dalton was saddened by the death of their daughter, Helen, at the age

of 16, after a lingering illness. In all his churches the Rev. Mr. Findlay’s work

was marked by gentle earnestness. In the Presbyteries where he was a mem-
ber, he rendered valuable service while he was physically able.

E. ALLEN BOYD

E. Allen Boyd, Class of ’92, of Chicago, died at the Santa Fe Hospital in

Topeka, Kansas, September 5th, 1936. He had been in failing health for

many months, entering the hospital last June, where he had since been. The
cause of his death was abdominal cancer. Mr. Boyd was General Counsel for

the Santa Fe Railroad, Chicago,, prior to which he was chief Commerce Coun-

sel for the road. His career has been one of rapid advancement in the past

few years. He was born at La Grange, Mo., graduated from Park College,

A.B. degree, with the Class of "89. He then entered McCormick Theological

Seminary, Chicago, where he received the B.D. degree; was ordained into the

ministry, and became pastor of the Presbyterian Church at Unionville, Mo.
After a few years in the ministry he concluded upon a change of life work,

took up graduate study in the Univ. of Chicago, receiving an M.A., then en-

tered upon the study of law at that institution, completing with an LL.B.
degree. He began the practise of law at Tishimingo, Okla., later removed to

MacAlester and became associated in practise with his brother, W. H. Moore.
Was for some time connected with the firm of Mansfield, McMurray & Cornish.

Then in a partnership with his brother and Judge Allen Wright. About 1918

he removed to Kansas City, where he continued in practise for two years, and
in 1920 was named General Attorney for the Kansas City, Mexico & Orient

R.R. Co. at Wichita. When that road was purchased by the Santa Fe system
in 1929, he went to Chicago as Commerce Counsel for the Santa Fe. In 1935
he became General Attorney for that road. A few years ago his alma mater
conferred upon him the LL.D. degree. He married Warrenia C. Dyson Sep-

tember 11, 1915, by whom, and one daughter, Dorothea, he is survived. He wa;
a member of the Elks Club, Wichita, the Illinois Athletic Club and Old
Orchard Country Club, Chicago, the University Club, Washington. Brief

services, conducted by Dr. F. W. Hawley, were held at Elmwood Cemetery,
Kansas City, September 7, where the body was cremated. Interment services

were at McAlester, Okla. —from “Park College Alumniad
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FREDERICK L. BENEDICT, Box 344, Taft, California—Dear Fellow

Classmates, Greetings:—How does it feel tobogganing down the western

slope? The breath-taking pace and swiftly passing time makes days look

like pickets in a fence, no doubt. But hang on boys, the struggle will not

be much longer.

As you already know, perhaps, I was retired eight years ago, mainly

on account of a weak heart. But retirement has produced faint heartedness,

and instead of rest it has been restlessness. So when my old church here,

the church I served for twelve years, wanted me to supply them until they

got on their feet financially, and could get a regular pastor, I jumped at

the invitation. How long I can endure will depend on how much of a load

they put on the wheel-horse. My physician advised against it, but, believe it

or not, the work has given me the stimulant needed to pep me up, and the

heart seemingly is better. My hardest task is to try and go slowly. I only

preach in the morning. But with a barrel of sermons as a reserve, the sermonic

work should not be too strenuous, but somehow those old sermons most of

the people heard once, and it’s hard to impose on their good nature. How
about an exchange of sermons. The transfusion might prove beneficial—to

me, at least. The incentive to read and study is impelling and enjoyable.

The study and experience of former years, coupled with deeper study now,

produces conditions which enable the Light of lights to shine brighter, and

more clearly. The tempest-tossed church needs a brighter Beacon to guide

it to its haven of rest and peace. Christian people of every clime and nation

need to hold fast to their profession lest some one take their crown., And
new recruits need to be sought. What a task lies before the church today.

As for the family: we have all been in fair health. The wife was laid up

for a time with rheumatism, and while my old heart may be a little cracked,

it is not broken at the cistern—not yet.

May the blessing of the Lord we served these many years rest upon

each one of you and yours to the third and fourth generation—if they go

forward that far.

I greatly favor keeping this Class Letter going until, as I have stated

in a former letter, the last man must take his with him to those gone on before.

L. J. DAVIES, Shantung, China—No word.

W. H. ENSIGN, 369 North Avenue 52, Los Angeles, California—Again
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we “strengthen one another’s hands in God.” Sutherland is near us and he

and his good wife are preaching in a mission in San Pedro, where we have

been laboring for the past six months. The Utah Synod’s Committee and

Springville Church want us in six months work there. We do not know of

other classmates, but Dr. E. G. Williams, son of our Roland is the Pension

Board’s representative here. How he enjoyed looking through my files to

read his father’s letters ! Swollen’s poems, Hawley’s presses, and Stark’s

postal reminder are voicing the spirit of friendship that grandly lives in

1892. A great day to be living in the Holy Spirit, praying for Christ’s power

with our members in Korea, and in the coming 150th General Assembly.

A. F. ERNST, 935 North 39th Street, Omaha, Neb.—Stark’s reminder is

before me, else I might have forgotten or neglected to write my annual class

letter: although my memory is not failing. Forty-six years today. That

seems like a long time, when we think of all that has taken place during

these years; but it seems as yesterday, when we recall April 7, 1892* and a

very short time when compared with eternity ahead. Nothing eventful or

worthy of permanent record has transpired in the lives of Mrs. Ernst and

myself during the past year. We have gone along in our usual way with

strength and health sustained. I am grateful for this entry into the annals.

I am thankful also for the privilege of continuing in service and the op-

portunity of teaching a few hours in the Seminary and preaching frequently

on Sundays; when I supply various pulpits, sometimes for a single Sabbath

and at other times for several weeks, when the pulpit is vacant. We spent

a pleasant month at Christmas time with our son and family at Corpus

Christi, Texas. We also visited at other points in Texas, and one day crossed

over into old Mexico: so I can say we have been abroad during the ytear.

I am looking forward to the reunion of the class of ’88 at Carthage College

on June 4. Fred Hawley and myself graduated there fifty years ago. I

am hoping to be sent as a Commissioner from Omaha Presbytery to the

General Assembly in Philadelphia; but several others are hoping the same

thing for themselves, so I may not enjoy the pleasure of fruition. With love

for you all.

FRANCIS M. FOX, Lake Court Apt. Hotel, West Palm Beach, Florida—

Another Class Day is here. I, you will remember, was the sickly, broken-boned

theolog, who thought he would never reach the age of forty-five and this is

the 46th anniversary. We are well, busy, and happy. Taking it all in all,

perhaps this has been the happiest year of our lives together. Three months

in Philadelphia, where our daughter lives, and where I was preaching for

ten Sundays, and nine months in this beautiful spot, “where summer spends

the winter.” Saw Paul McClintock and wife many pleasant times. When
giving up the active pastorate, the thing that troubled me was, how to find

a hobby, on which to ride through the rest of my days. Being active and
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energetic by nature and in habits, how could I contain myself? I have real-

ized that what was formerly “Out o’ door sports” to me, is what I am now

riding every week, as a hobby. That hobby is working with and for young

people, in the schools, both white and colored. During the winter months,

it’s Vocational Guidance in the High School (white), and in the summer, a

ten weeks Vacation School for colored children. I raise the money with

which to employ the teachers, who are colored. I have had the privilege of

working in the High School for six years and last summer put on the fifth

school for the colored children. I have also been asked to head an Inter-

racial Committee, recently created, which is functioning for much good in

this community, where one third of the population is colored.

Another fine project, which takes much of our time and thought, is

The Society of Four Arts, organized in Palm Beach, three years since, by

such notables as Mrs. Maude Howe Elliott and Madam Louise Homer. We
now occupy the first of four units, a lovely building, erected last summer.

We are enjoying these privileges and are getting much out of the work. So

you see my ministry has expanded from a church parish, to the entire

community. Thank God for the opportunities. I have prayed for us all

today, that God’s grace may abound for us, and that we may continue to

preach by our lives that same glorious truth we have preached by our lips.

Faithfully Yours.

FREDERICK W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri—Just returned a few days

ago from the meeting of the Board of Directors and the Seminary doings.

Everything looks about as it did forty-six years ago, Fowler, Ewing and Mc-

Cormick Halls. Of course, the Gymnasium and Commons are new and fine.

Dr. Zenos, whom we initiated into his long and very useful life at old Mc-

Cormick, still is vigorous and beloved as always. Dr. Stone reaches his

70th birthday next September and offered his resignation to take effect at

that time. But it was accepted to take effect September 1, 1940. So Re

plans to continue until that date while a new president is being sought.

He has been an inspirational leader these ten years. June 7, last year, my
resignation as President of Park (after graduating my 22nd class) took

effect. We began at once building a home here and moved into it the last

of October. It’s lovely and our latch string is out at the comer of 12th and

Main. Give it a pull! Am sorry there is not a 100 per cent answer to the

roll call in this 46th letter. But a few have failed to respond to several ap>

peals. Here’s wishing great joy and blessing to all.

J. B. HOWARD, 3800 4th St., Des Moines, Iowa—For the first time for

years I had to be reminded of Class Day. I am just waiting for a call to

go to the M. E. Hospital where I will be prepared for an operation tomor-

row. My lame leg that made me limp for the last 69 years has again broken
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out with osteomyelitis. On tomorrow the surgeon will operate again. At 80

years of age I dread it. But whether I shall survive or not, I am ready to go.

I have already outlived the average human life. God has been very good to

me. We celebrated our Golden Wedding March 7th. A great crowd was

with us. On my 80th birthday the Highland Park Presbyterian Church

celebrated my birthday. More than a hundred came out and we all had

a real pleasant time. . . . April 15 I went to the M. E. Hospital and Satur-

day the surgeon again operated on my leg. Since then I have been in bed,

a cast covers my foot from the toes to my knees. Well, it isn’t pleasant but I

am still hoping to be able some day to walk again without crutches though

the doctors do not give me much hope. The wife and children are still

living. And the seven grandchildren are bright, happy youngsters, some in

college and all in school. Well, I am happy in the glorious hope of the1

Gospel and if I had 80 more years to live, would like to spend it in the

blessed ministry of our Lord Jesus Christ. This trying to write propped up

in bed is both hard for me and Hawley. So I guess I will close. “The God

of all grace, who hast called us unto His eternal glory by Christ Jesus,

after that ye have suffered a while, make you perfect, establish, strengthen,

settle you. To Him be glory and dominion for ever and ever. Amen.”

BURTON ALVA KONKLE, Swathmore, Pa.—In writing the Letter of

“The Missionary Class of McCormick Seminary” for No. 46, I am much more

subdued than when I wrote for No. 45. Even if a Presbyterian Hospital saves

your life it reduces your ginger appreciably. I spent December there, and

am not allowed to work yet; and fortunately Stark is writing to you. I was

comforted in the Hospital by seeing my Thomas Wilding issued and getting

a fine review of it by an ex-president of the Federal Reserve Bank and seeing

the Publishers Weekly give it first “honorable mention’ among all issues

of the press of the whole country for December. My Lloyd is now in the

same press as my Wilding was. I hope to have my Wilson and my Biddle

in press this year; and, may be, my History of the Presbyterian Ministers'

Fund. Also my heart is in completion of the Hamilton, but not at present

with it. “We shall see what we shall see.” By all means I hope you can

see that third edition of Carre’s Praying Hyde—a combination of the McGaw,

Jones and McCheyne, Lives of Hyde. But I can almost hear my Doctor say,

“cut that letter short.” Blessings on you all, from Benedict to Young.

PAUL W. McCLINTOCK, 920 Witherspoon Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa.—

One more year added. It has brought some changes—changes that made us

realize something of the loneliness of age—for our daughter, the last of our

children remaining at home, was married last July—so that since that time

(with the occasional visit of our nearby children) we have been alone.

Our work in helping churches in their financial problems has been
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sadly hit by the recession so that to a large degree we have been marking

time.

Last year Frank Fox spent some time in the Philadelphia area and we had

a number of happy reminiscent visits with him. Occasionally, too, I see

Konkle; but for the most part life in a great city is one of utter loneliness

and discouragement.

We all mourned with you in the loss of your beautiful chapel, it was a sad,

sad catastrophe—it must be hard to find the providence that must be back

of it—I hope it will be possible to rebuild it and that the new building may

be even more beautiful and worshipful than the old.

My most kindly greetings to all the Class, and with special greetings to

you.

WILLIAM PARKER—No word.

0. L. PRENTICE, Cutler, Indiana—No word.

U. G. SHELL, Omaha, Nebraska—No word.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea—It’s time for another Class letter,

but what shall I write since some one at least, of the brethren think it is

stale stuff that the last ones will write. Well, whoever may be so fortunate

as to write the last Class letter of the Class of 1892, I prophesy will Write

the best letter of all that has been written; and posterity will praise the

Lord for the genius of the Class that could and did endure to the end.

I have just passed my eightieth birthday. I am eighty years old in

Korea; but were I with you in the States today you would say that I am
seventy-nine. That is the difference between the East and West. The East

is always a bit ahead of the West. At any rate I have had eighty birthdays,

and my first was the most precious of all.

BIRTHDAYS
Are Birthdays like the Comets in the sky?

Or like the sparks from off the anvil struck,

Perchance, vain superstitious thought, mere luck,

Just so they often come, and so they die,

Without a thought even, or a question why.
The world is full, so many of their kind,

Yet reason for them, Science cannot find,

On earth, in sea, or in the blue on high.

The starry speckled sky now meets the human eye;

Those fire bespangled gems which seem so small,

E’en though -you try, you cannot count them all.

You tell me please, whence they do come and why?
And I’ll explain the Birthdays thoroughly
So you can understand them perfectly.

And now you may wish to know what can come out of the East anyway!

Well, you will just have to wait and see. In the midst of what not, the Lord’s
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work has gone on with much unexplainable energy, and many souls have been

saved. With much sifting and severe testings, much praying and more

Bible reading and meditation, a closer fellowship and deeper experience in

the things of the higher life continue. With some of the things that are

going on out here we are not pleased, and with the testimony of some of

the missionaries God is not honored. But we know that the Lord looketh

down from heaven and observeth all that is going on in the earth. And He
careth for His own. I have written a few verses which we love to sing to

the tune “I Am Jesus’ Little Lamb.”

JESUS IS OUR VICTORY—1 Cor. 15:57

Jesus is our victory,

He is with us constantly;

Wait, and let Him have His way

—

He’s our victory.

When the day grows chill and gray,

And temptations flood the way;
Christ is able for the fray

—

He’s our victory.

This may be an arduous day,

Something may your speed delay;

Let not this your heart dismay

—

He’s our victory.

When the day is full of care,

Problems piled up everywhere;
Christ will all your burdens bear

—

He’s our victory.

Let us never doubt or fear,

Christ Himself is with us here;

Trust Him through all storms severe

—

He’s our victory.

Victory for every day,

Now and all along the way;
Never from His presence stray

—

He’s our victory.

H. R. STARK, 620 West 118th St., New York City—“Time Marches On!”

Almost half a century of our ministry is now history. Forty-six years ago we

left the class room of old McCormick theologically tailored and manicured,

full of youthful pep with bright visions, high hopes and great expectations.

Needless to say, not all of those hopes have been realized, yet no faithful

work has ever been or ever can be lost. We had hoped to reform the world,

and still the world is ten fold more a mad house than when we began. These

are great days in which to live—days which constitute a clear and definite

challenge to the ministry and the church. I could wish we were just be-

ginning instead of nearing the end of our ministry. In lower Broadway stands

the statue of Matthew Hale on the base of which are inscribed these words:

“I regret that I have but one life to give my country.” Personally I regret

that we have but one ministry that we can give to our Lord and the church.

In view of the desperate state of Christians in many countries abroad today,

it is incumbent upon us to “stand fast in the liberty wherewith Christ has

made us free,” and so safeguard our democracy that free institutions may
not perish from the earth. Despite the total loss of sight more than two

years ago, I am still carrying on regular work and hope to do so as long as

my health and the good will of the people continue! Let us by all means
keep up our class letter to our Fiftieth Anniversary. Hawley should receive

a medal for his kind offer to assume the responsibility for further publication

of the letter. Love to all of you and yours. As ever.
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GRANT STROH, Wheaton, Illinois—Truly our ranks are thinning.

Majority now with the Lord, “Which is far better.” Only the Bible has

ventured into the field of foretelling specific future events and conditions.

No other faith has dared to do so. Only God knows the future and only He

can reveal it. For years I have believed that the entire Bible came from God

through human writers. The revelations have all come from Him, but more

recently the prominence of predictions has grown upon me. From the first

prophecy (Gen. 2:17) to the last one in the Book of Revelation God has

taken His people into His confidence and dared to reveal future things to

them, both for warning, instruction, and inspiration. We do not know as much

about heaven as we would like to know, but it will not be long before we

are with those members of our class who have gone on before. I have ob-

served the older we grow the more we think of the future. Naturally. Yet

I seldom have thought of death as actually coming to me, although, I have

had several narrow escapes. I still believe that I may go without dying (I

Thess. 4:15-17; I Cor. 15:51, 52).

About the past year. Last summer I experienced symptoms of a break,

so decided to take up golf. Had a few lessons before cold weather. In

November the Institute granted me a leave of absence from the Institute

for the winter term, which I spent in Florida. The weather was ideal even

for Florida. So I went out in the sunshine, swinging my golf sticks and/

bathing in the salt water at Bradenton. Could play only a portion of the

time, for much of my work was sent to me and carried on by correspondence.,

Arrived December 13 and departed for home March 28. We had our car,

of course. Mrs. Stroh did her share of the driving. We arrived back home

April 5th, just ahead of the heaviest snow of the winter. I expect soon to

resume full work at the Institute.

Mail from China is infrequent, but we are trusting our loved ones there

to the Lord. The College at Shanghai (Baptist) where my son-in-law was

teaching the Bible, is in possession of the enemy. The College itself was

looted and also all the homes of the professors. Our daughter and family

lost practically all of their personal possessions. The Colleige is now carry-

ing on in rented buildings in the foreign settlement. The newspapers of this

past week carried the account of the shooting of President Liu, one of the

foremost educators in China. Shot while walking upon the street; an act

of terrorism. Our daughter, Harriet, unmarried, last wrote that they had
as yet not been bombed in the city of Hwaiynan, but since then their

province has been taken over by the Japs and word from our Board confirms

our suspicions that the missionaries there are experiencing suffering. They
had written that they would rather be there than anywhere else; that the

native Christians have been helped by the presence of the missionaries; and
that conversions have been far more numerous than ever before. The time
is short. Brave Stark and Prentice are an inspiration. The Lord be with you
all, and let us continue this class letter.



H. B. SUTHERLAND, 1901 So. Broadway, Santa Ana, California—

I had supposed that this year, at last, I would “keep silence” in the annual

roll call, but Hawley’s “air mail” injection has proved an irresistible stim-

ulant. His “we do want a message from you” sounded genuine, so I have

yielded. Our last contribution to the class letter was written from Corcoran.

On closing a pastorate there of a little better than ten years, and complet-

ing forty-four years of continuous service, we resolved upon a respite. We
spent four months back in Indiana, Michigan and Minnesota, visiting scenes

of childhood and youth, both my own and Mrs. Sutherland’s, and renewing

associations of former pastorates
—
“happy days were here again!” We drove

some eight thousand miles, going via Phoenix, El Paso, Dallas and St.

Louis, and returning via Black Hills, Big Horn Mts., Yellowstone and Zion

Parks. On our return to the Pacific coast we chose Santa Ana for abiding

place to be near our son and family—he still holds his position as superin-

tendent of Orange County Health Department. Save for a few months in

the employ of First Church here as assistant to Mr. McFarland, doing some
preaching but for the most part pastoral work, have been “without charge.’’

Just now, however, we are about taking over regular work again as stated

supply at La Rambla Chapel in San Pedro, thereby becoming successor to

our classmate Ensign. Possibly next year we shall be able to contribute a

more becoming letter. Have immensely enjoyed our association with Ensign
here this last year, the only classmate within range. And now it seems we
are about losing him to Utah again. Here endeth this epistle.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 49 Warwick Road, Bronxville, N. Y.—April 7th we

were on our way north from Florida. Wife and I drove to Ashville, N. C.,

to meet our son who was speaking at the Farm School on the class day so

I am late in sending my greetings.

The time since my retirement from the pastorate at Dixon, Illinois has

been spent in a most interesting manner for I supplied the First Church

at Lansing for fifteen months with the result that they began with new

courage and a redecorated building, with all debts paid, a regular pastorate

on February first.

Never having had a winter holiday we decided to spend a couple of

months in Florida and will now spend a little time with our son and his

,
family in Bronxville, N. Y. Just what the next step is I do not know but

am trusting for guidance. Good wishes to all of you.

ANDREW C. ZENOS, 834 Chalmers Place, Chicago, Illinois—It is al-

ways a pleasure to respond to the invitation of the Class of ’92 to share in

the annual circular which keeps up the fellowship of the group so fresh

and vital and at the same time revives happy memories of earlier days in

our beloved Seminary. A regular procession of new faces has moved
through the years before our eyes, and many changes have taken place

both within and without the Seminary; but the boys who left forty-six years

ago have always held their places in our lives. We have been cherishing

their friendship, and will continue to cherish it all the days of our lives.

I am writing this greeting in behalf of Mrs. Zenos and myself. Affectionately.
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FREDERICK L. BENEDICT, Taft, California— Dear Classmates: How
rapidly the years come and go. I have had no word of a Class Letter this

year, but to prove I am not unmindful of the day we met and said goodby, I

am sending this letter on to Fred Hawley. Even tho the past year has been

a bad one financially for the business world, it has not been so with us. In

fact it would seem it has been most prosperous as far as we are concerned. The

church which was hard hit is recovering steadily, and they have asked that we

remain another year. My general health has been fair. The old pump is func-

tioning, the golden bowl is not cracked, nor the pitcher broken at the fountain.

There has been no serious illness with any member of the family. We hope the

years has been propitious with all of you. Our numbers are dwindling, but

evidently the Lord has work for us to do. May the Lord bless each of you.

L. J. DAVIES, China— No word.

Konkle writes that Davies is still in China and has experienced great

suffering during the year from the war conditions.

WM. H. and ANNA R. ENSIGN, Springville, Utah— Our little mission church

here is the only Protestant church in a population of over 5,800, and for six

miles in every direction. For over a year the church had no regular preaching

and urged ls to come for awhile; Synod’s committee also requested us. Stone-

throwers had made nearly one hundred cracks and holes in the beautiful art

windows. We came and our stay of seven months has been blessed of God in

fresh courage for the people, repairs have been made costing $250.00 and hope

that this will join with American Fork, twenty miles north and Payson twelve

miles south, in making a three-pointed parish, as soon as a pastor comes.

Managers of Gamble stores attend and help very much. We are returning to

our home, 369 North Avenue, Los Angeles. It has been a year with glad work,

in churches in Los Angeles, and in meeting classmate H. D. Sutherland and

Mrs. Sutherland. They are constant and faithful and their work an increasing

joy. We attended Synod at Mt. Pleasant in October and plan to attend Presby-

tery next week in the Japanese Church of Christ at Salt Lake City; so meeting

many former friends. Mountains 10,000 feet high, with snowy tops and veils of

mist look down upon us and the four large and beautiful Mormon meeting



houses. A pastor of one of our Eastern Churches having 1600 members, being

told of their mission church, is said to have replied that it meant more to

Christ’s kingdom than did the church where he was pastor. May we all “be

steadfast so that our labor is not in vain in the Lord.” With love and prayer.

A. F. ERNST, Omaha, Neb.— The past year brought me many interesting

and happy experiences. I closed my work as instructor in the Presbyterian

Theological Seminary at Omaha at the commencement last spring. We are sup-

posed to retire at the age of seventy; but I continued to teach beyond that age,

as I will be 75 years old on the 20th of next July.

I was honored by being chosen a commissioner to the General Assembly

in Philadelphia. On the way there I had a delightful visit in Washington, D. C.

It was a wonderful Assembly and I am more than ever impressed with our

church’s great past, her grand present and her glorious future.

The day after I returned from the Assembly my wife and I got in our new

automobile and started for Carthage, 111., to attend the reunion of our class on

the 50th anniversary of our graduation from Carthage College. All four of the

living members were there; and as Hawley said, we all had our first wives with

us. Our old College President, aged 93, was there also.

Last summer Mrs. Ernst and myself spent three joyful weeks at Lake

Okoboji, Iowa, in a reunion of the family to which my son’s wife belong^.

There were twenty of us in the group.

On December 16 we left Omaha for Texas, our destination being Corpus

Christi, where our son and wife and daughter reside. Our other son and wife

and their son joined us there for the holidays. We remained in the south

three and one half months. The last week we spent in San Antonio.

While I have been a gadabout, I have preached many times in various

places. I hope to continue to supply as I may have opportunity.

We are happy as we travel down the sunny side of life together.

FRANCIS M. FOX, Lake Court Apartment Hotel, Lake Front, West Palm

Beach, Florida — When is a man retired ? In our experience, surely not when

he becomes a certain age nor when he gives up his last pastorate. The cease-

less activities of the closing year prove that.

Chairman of the Studio Summer School of The Society of The Four Arts,

with 150 pupils; responsibility for raising the money, hiring the teachers,

and conducting a ten weeks summer school for colored children, the sixth

grade and down, with an average daily attendance of 200; preaching almost

every Sunday from the middle of June to the middle of November, in Florida,

Philadelphia and in the Mountains of North Carolina, where I began my
ministry; then Vocational Guidance and other work in the white and colored

High Schools of this city and busy with social activities throughout the winter

months; latterly preaching four Sundays in the pulpit of the renowned Royal
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Poinciana Chapel, in Palm Beach, with marvelous flowers and wonderful

music and an attendance of 1000 at each service. Henry Flagger established

and endowed this chapel years ago, for his hotel guests and tourists in general.

Dr. Wm. E. Biederwolf, for nine vears the minister, because of his serious

illness, asked me to finish the year which closed Easter Sunday. On Palm

Sunday and Easter the soloists were grand opera stars, and the Easter service

was broadcast. In Palm Beach on Easter morning, there was a Sunrise Service,

with the Romany Chorus of fifty voices and an orchestra of sixty pieces, at-

tended by thousands of people. A record was made of that morning program,

for which I was invited to give the Easter message at its heart. The program

was broadcast Sunday evening as a transcription. Thus endeth the chronicle

for the year. I record it in humility and with great gratitude.

Having learned by experience our lessons of faith and trust and rest in

Him, His promises and faithfulness, how wonderful these days are! We will

give Him the glory and the praise. Our prayers are for you all.

FREDERICK W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri — Here is the log of the year

past— spent last summer at our Michigan home on beautiful Crystal Lake at

Beulah, fishing and having a general good time with Frederick William III,

six, and David, five, and a family reunion. Then two months in the fall and

winter in Evanston (five weeks of it in the Hospital). Since then at home re-

cuperating, and am feeling fit and fine again, with occasional preaching ap-

pointments recently. April— make an effort together with Konkle and Stark

to persuade members of the Class of ’92 to get their class letters ready for

publication ON TIME. That’s been the hardest job of the year. But it has

been a delight to hear from the members of the Class and to pass the letters on

to all of you. Isn’t the world in a terrible mess? Worse than when we began

our ministry. Read Stroh’s book, “When God Comes Down to Earth.” Have

just re-read Ford Ottman’s “The Unfolding of the Ages,” a commentary on the

“Book of Revelations.” And other books on prophecy are of great interest in

these trying times. Let us hold fast the faith, and “speak a gude word for

Jesus Christ.” Mrs. Hawley, Herrick and Fred and his family are all well and

join in love to all.

J. B. HOWARD, 3800 Fourth Street, Des Moines, Iowa— I am wondering how
many of our class still live. Forty-seven years since graduation is a long time

for the member, who was nearly the oldest member of the class, to be still

living. More than eighty-one, I still enjoy life and praise God for untold

blessings. All our family, by the grace of God, still live and all are busy in

some walk of life. Twice this year I have spoken at 20th anniversaries, once

making the principal address. The days, however full of blessing, have only

enough of sickness and disappointment and suffering to enable us to appreciate
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the joys and blessings that come our ways. Mrs. Howard is busy in our church

and is happy in the work. I am wondering if Hitler is the coming Anti-Christ

or only the precursor of the one to come. These are days still full of oppor-

tunity, to comfort those that mourn, and inspire those who are cast down. One

of my daughters is teaching in the Milwaukee district, one is in the city’s em-

ploy helping the widows and orphans get their share of the relief funds. Our

eldest is in New Mexico with her family doing very successful mission work

among the Spanish people. So we are all alive and busy except the Dad, and

he keeps trying to do something and generally finds about all he needs to do.

How glad we are that we are U. S. Americans. God help us to please Him.

Then all the Dictators are beaten before they begin. I cannot help but praise

God many times a day that he has called us into the ministry. We owe all to

Him. “Ye have not chosen me, but I have chosen you and ordained you that

ye shall go and bring forth fruit, and that your fruit shall remain.”

BURTON ALVA KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pennsylvania— Gentlemen of ’92

— or should I say “Old Gentlemen”— so Father Time allows us to write the

47th letter! I felt like writing each of you a personal letter after reading

No. 46. As for me, after nearly a year and a half of not being allowed to do

any work, my doctor, last November, said my pulse was best yet. So, as I broke

down when about to write on my Andrew Hamilton, I suggested an hour a

day to write. He laughed and doubted my using only 60 minutes but I told

him I had learned my lesson, and would keep to the hour severely and he

agreed. It is now April 4, and my Life of Andrew Hamilton, 1678-1741, The

Day Star of the American Revolution
, is now finished— thanks be! That

writing was all I could stand; but my 21st volume and my last one it is, is

done! And that too on the eve of my 78th birthday! Blessings on you all.

PAUL W. McCLINTOCK, 920 Witherspoon Building, Philadelphia, Pennsyl-

vania. NO WORD

WILLIAM PARKER— No Word. The minutes of the General Assembly

give his address as Gudalur Nigiris, Southern India.

0. L. PRENTICE, Cutler, Indiana— “Has there any old fellow got mixed with

the boys? If there has, put him out without making a noise.” I will be 82,

May 4th, so I can still classify as a boy. I went to a hospital two years ago

February last for a much needed operation. But because of a weakness of the

heart the doctors refused to operate. I spent that year mostly in bed. Now I

spend most of my time out of bed. But I am a very badly broken man. I can-

not dress myself without help. I am too blind to read and my hearing is quite

defective. But my spirit is not so badly broken as my body. I am deeply in-

terested in the Church and all its enterprises and very deeply interested in the
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Gass of ’92. I cannot keep track of the class now, but I believe that half of

us are in the land beyond. Our two boys are doing fairly well in the ministry.

One has been honored with the honorary title of D.D. The other has been

Moderator of the Synod of Indiana. The menace of war has a very depressing

effect on me. One of our boys was in the World War as First Lieutenant. The

other was in Seminary at the time and went twice to enlist but was rejected

because of a defective ear. I preached within a month of my 80th birthday.

So I close, wishing all of the boys the very best things in life and the richest

experience in the life to come.

U. G. SCHELL, Omaha, Nebraska — NO WORD.

H. R. STARK, 620 West 116th Street, New York City — Two score and seven

years ago today a distinguished class left Old McCormick, trained for the

ministry, furnished unto every good work, and dedicated to the preaching of the

blessed Gospel. Not all of our early dreams, hopes and ambitions have been

fulfilled. Disillusioned in many respects by the eventful years through which

we have passed, we still keep our faith. Though we have fallen short of the

goal we had set for ourselves, we have at least tried to do our bit, however

slight, toward increasing the happiness and well being of those to whom we

have ministered. Now more than ever before in modern times, is the struggle

clearly drawn between the reign of Christ and sheer brute force, the Cross and

the Sword. The times call for strong faith, clear heads and stout hearts. This

is no time for cowardly slackers or weak pacifists, but for good soldiers of

Jesus Christ who shall quit them like men. My work goes on as usual in the

dark, though there is One who “giveth songs in the night.” Though the outer

lamps have gone out the inner light still shines. Since last writing, I have had

the pleasure of seeing Konkle who took dinner with us last summer. He is the

same patient, courageous, hard worker as always, and destined to leave large

footprints in the field of early American biography and history. If any of you

should be coming to the Fair this summer we shall expect to see you. The

family joins me in sending love to the boys of ’92. May the Lord bless and

keep you always.

GRANT STROH, 2110 Sixth Avenue, Bradenton, Florida— I pause in the

midst of much work (if you saw my desk you would agree with me) to write

my usual annual class letter. I do not recall ever having missed doing so, but

I am more than three days late. Stark’s card of reminder jogged my memory
but it was late, having been sent to Wheaton, Illinois, from which place I

journeyed to Florida early in November. We are planning to return there about

the middle of June. The winter here has been cooler than usual, but we have

basked in the warm sunshine every day but one. Last Saturday morning would
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properly have been called rainy. I am doing part time service, still maintain-

ing my connection with the Moody Bible Institute, the questions to be answered

being mailed to me from there. I am thankful to have something special

which I am required to do. It helps keep me young, but soon after coming

down I developed a heart trouble which has not left me, though the doctor as-

sures me it will. I am sure it will at the Rapture of the Church, which may be

soon. Who knows to the contrary? Conditions in Europe, as I write, appear to

presage another world war and this time much more severe and destructive.

They who believe Matthew 24: 6-8 will not be surprised; but glorious things

are on ahead. All of the great ages of history have ended in direct personal

judgments and deliverances of God. The present one will be no exception.

As to family history, our daughter, Harriet, in China, survived a severe attack

of the cholera, during which she experienced an unusual blessing of the actual

presence of Christ. It has thrilled many who have known it. We are grateful

for all of God’s many mercies during the year. Just several weeks prior to our

journey southward, my wife also was suddenly stricken and confined to her bed

for two weeks, with a practical nurse who was with her for three weeks.

“Many are the afflictions of the righteous,” says the Psalmist, I believe, “but

the Lord delivereth him out of them all.” Praise the Lord.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 1901 So. Broadway, Santa Ana,, California— The

evening of anniversary day was given to a Good Friday service in our La

Rambla Chapel, San Pedro. One of the high spots of the service was the public

reception of three members—an entire family—the parents upon reaffir-

mation and renewal of Christian vows, and the son by baptism. This was really

a crowning event in the year at the mission. These are enrolled in the First

Church, San Pedro, with the mutual understanding and accord that their

Christian life and Church activities shall be centered in La Rambla Chapel.

Ours is an interdenominational work, though financed wholly by the Presby-

terian church. For a year now we have served this La Rambla mission from

our home here in Santa Ana— driving some seven hundred miles per month

— so this 47th anniversary finds us still in the harness and going fairly strong,

blest with health, and the “set of the face forward.” Saw Ensign at Presby-

tery, the only classmate whose hand we have been privileged to clasp since

last letter. It has been a joy, however, to greet here in California, a goodly

number of brethern of seminary association, and co-presbyters of the middle

west.

W. L. SWALLEN, Pyengyang, Korea— In starting to write this letter I wish

to thank the Lord for each one of you and your families, and for our fellow-

ship with you in His service during all these years. We are all nearing our

Home-going to glory where many have already gone. There must be some

important reason that some of us should still be here. Tho humbly we may
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feel our insignificance, we are still in the world and in real relation to it. But

we are in such vital relation to our Heavenly Father and to Jesus Christ

and to His work that our daily experience, spiritually, should be more and

more with our Lord in the Heavenlies. Eph. 1:3, 2:6.

The more awful and devastating the evil round about the children of God,

the sweeter is His Godgiven peace; and the more terrible the storm that rages

round about, the greater the calm within. And why? “Because greater is He

that is in you. than he that is in the world.” 1 John 4:4. But how ignorant

are the spiritually blind of this blessedness.

The Bible Correspondence which I worked out some years ago and carried

on for a while myself, is now carried on by the Korean Church. According

to the last report there were 3,869 enrollments for the year ’37-’38, and the

total enrollment since the beginning is 16,106 members; the number gradu-

ating last ’37-’38 was 1,198, and the total number of graduates in the Course

since the beginning is 5,983.

We have been as busy as ever in service, tho not moving quite as rapidly

as in the years gone by. This year we have worked out an Advanced Bible

Correspondence Course for the New Testament, and hope to finish the Old

Testament before summer. This Course provides an excellent advanced Home
Bible Study for the graduates of the present Bible Correspondence Course,

the graduates of the Men’s and Women’s Bible Institutes, the graduates of

the Biblical Seminaries and for the Ministers.

Say Fellows, it’s cheering to hear from you all at least once a year. I

trust this Class letter will not stop as long as there are at least two to write.

My! how I would love to attend the Fiftieth Reunion in ’42!

But I nearly forgot the better part. From our home have gone out during

the years, five children and eleven grand children, one of whom is now in

heaven. We have two sons-in-law and one daughter-in-law. We are twenty

plus one Angel. Three of our children are missionaries in Korea and five

are in the States. Mrs. Swallen and I are both going strong and are happy

in the Lord, and we wish the same for you all.

Our friends of old are passing on.

We are a broken file;

Some left here not to toil alone,

Just serve with Him awhile.

True, life is ever moving on,

For life cannot be still;

Yet life is active till its gone,

’Cause it has power to will.
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Without the will naught could be done,

But with it every thing.

That in the ordinary run

Shall wholesome profit bring.

Since God within the will doth move,

Of those who yielded be;

The powers received from Him above

Doth work effectually.

But once our tasks all finished be,

We’ll likewise take our flight

To glory, where we then shall see

All marvels of delight.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 925 Lafayette Ave. S. E., Grand Rapids, Michigan — Last

Friday, when April 7th was passing, I concluded that the Class letter had

died a peaceful death, and then the next day Stark’s card came via Bronx-

ville, N. Y., and I thought “Oh woe is me! thev are at it again and it has

come to life.” So here will be my contribution.

The past year has been a good year in spite of the fact that I was in the

hospital for a month and then was months and more months getting so that

I could begin to live with mv usual pleasure, but that is all past history. I

learned certain worthwhile lessons during those months that I would never

have learned without them.

From December to April, I supplied Westminster Church here in Grand

Rapids. The people were most appreciative and said and did such nice things

for us that it nearly puffed me up beyond the Christian standard. Just now
I am supplying the little church at Spring Lake, Michigan, but they have

called a minister so that will soon be done.

Truly I did do more thinking about the few members of the Class of ’92

who are left, on April 7th, than I have done on many similar dates in the

post. I did pray that the Dear Lord would be very kind to each one during

how many soever years there are left to us. and I am sure that He will be.

I think that this will do for the “snapper” for the letter of 1939. I always

come last you know.
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REDERICK L. BENEDICT, P. 0. Box 344, Taft, California—Here comes

umber forty-eight steaming into station April 7, 1940, on time, as usual,

ly, how time passes. Seems but yesterday I was sending my last class let-

3r. But never mind. It’s a pleasure to write you fellows, even tho there is

nothing spectacular to write. It is about the only sayings of mine that find

heir way into print. The year past has been a busy one in the vineyard of

he Lord, and not without some degree of success in the church. I have1

)een supplying my old church for almost three years. When I was asked

o take charge on account of financial difficulties, I thought a year would

?ee things back on their feet; but if anything the financial difficulties are

greater. The oilfields are on a four and five-day shift. By that I mean the

men work four days one week, and five the next. Then the companies retire

their men as soon as they reach the age for retirement. Nearly all of these

retired men leave to live on a small ranch they have been buying against the

day when they would not be working for an oil company. Here is a small

item which may interest some of you. I found some were not attending

church services because they had not more than enough to keep soul and

body together, and very little to give to the church. One member told me it

embarrassed her to have the offering plate pass and she only able to give

a little. So we do not pass the offering plate anymore. Instead, it is on a

table as one enters the auditorium of the church, and a notice reads, “My
offering to the Lord.” The plan has worked. In fact it has made people

feel more responsibility in giving. Strangers quite often do not notice the

plate, but a gentle reminder from the pulpit and in the church notices re-

minds them of it. Members and strangers have spoken of admiring the plan.

I did something last Christmas I wonder if any of you have had a

similar experience. I preached a sermon at the midnight mass in the

Episcopal church. But that is not all of it. I took a dreadful cold that

night, and for five weeks was laid up with a serious case of bronchitis,

which nearly cost me my life. The cough racked my innerds until it

knocked all the plaster off my ribs, and what the doctor feared more than

all, that it would strain the muscles of my weak heart. But the nursing of

a faithful wife, and a good doctor to prescribe, I pulled thru. The wife has

( 1 )



recovered from the great strain on her, and I have just about recuperate

my strength, or perhaps you would not have this class letter. Keep th

class letter going, fellows, until the last man must take it with him whe

he goes to join those on the other side. You may not have much to wril

about that is spectacular, but a homely letter like this is a pleasure to reat

May the Good Lord keep you and go with you e’en down to the valley o

the shadow. It will be brighter on the other side.

G<*i

(

the-

ie

L. J. DAVIES.

The following letter from the sister of L. J. is much appreciated:

As news of your classmate, L. J. Davies, I send you a brief excerp

from a letter written last November from Tsingtao, China.

“It is not advisable to write regarding actual conditions in this par

of the world. I am getting along well and have no immediate and persona

trouble. The work at the Y.M.C.A. goes on without interruption thougl

restricted by various circumstances. I am having groups in Bible stud\ I

and preach almost every Sunday in Chinese or English.

“I have come to the place where I cannot take the regular oath rer

quired when an American citizen wants a passport. The reason is that the I

oath is interpreted to include taking part in any war which may engage

the United States. The consul here intimated that in my case this might

be regarded as an Academic matter, but as I could not agree to this view

my application could not be acted on locally but had to be referred to the

State Department for action. I took a modified oath. It is probable I shall

be given a passport.”

L. J. is living at the Y.M.C.A. and giving it general supervision during

the absence of the Chinese Executive Secretary. He tells me he is also try-

ing to raise $20,000 (Chinese) to free the building from a burdensome

mortgage. Exchange is favorable as one American dollar will buy about

twelve Chinese dollars.

With friendliest greetings I am
Yours most sincerely,

Anna F. Davies

Wm. H. ENSIGN, 369 North Avenue 52, Los Angeles, California— To us

here came, via Springville, Utah, the faithful reminders of Konkle and

Stark. Sutherland is grandly and successfully busy and we get to see each

other occasionally in Presbytery. Dr. E. G. Williams, constant in his of-

ficial duties and in occupying pulpits now and then, enjoys reading these

letters; if every child of the manses of 1892 is as interested as he is in their

parents’ comrades we are lovingly remembered far and wide.
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Moderator and Mrs. Higgenbottom gave us stirring messages true to

lie Gospel. Our Presbytery voiced, and rightly so, the strong conviction

If the separation of Church and State; if our classmate Walker were still

ith us he would, from his experiences abroad, join heartily in this con-

fiction. May we always say, as did James A. Garfield, in a national crisis,

Clouds and darkness are round about Him” . . . “God reigns and the

Government at Washington still lives.”

Swallen’s interim messages, like grace notes in music, stir us to pray-

and action. My nephew, Russell Ensign, class of 1923, has written a

!>ook Bible Autobiographies , which Dr. George L. Robinson, his instructor,

describes in the quotation “The glory of the teacher is the success of the

pupil.”

Our class is perenniallly favored in having Hawley’s untiring ef-

ficiency in issuing these well-printed letters. In my last one, written with

pen while still in Utah, I meant to say that “A pastor in one of our 1

(Eastern churches (in Penna.) having over 1600 members being told of the

little mission church in Springville, Utah, said that it meant more to

Christ’s Kingdom than did the church where he is pastor.”

Mrs. Ensign and I keep almost as busy as when in the regular pastor-

ate. We have two classes a week in Bible study, and help, voluntarily, in

other gatherings, in this Highland Park Presbyterian Church. This church

has a strong missionary spirit, Roger Cumberland, Dr. Bercovitz, the Tap-

pans, Mrs. Richard Waddell, and many others were from this congregation.

Dr. H. Sears Thomson, formerly of Ottumwa, Iowa, is our faithful Gospel

and missionary-minded pastor.

With love and prayer for you all, may we go together to our fiftieth

milestone singing Psalm 121, especially the last verse: “The Lord shall

preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time fourth, and even

forever more.”

A. F. ERNST, 1935 Mercer Boulevard, Omaha, Nebraska— There is little

of interest to add in this chapter of our Class Letter. I am enjoying life

as much, if not more, than I did forty-eight years ago. I was seventy-five

years of age last July. I supplied the Second Presbyterian Church of Lin-

coln, Nebraska, last summer for several weeks in the interim between

pastors. I did the same for the church at Schuyler, Nebraska, last fall. I

enjoy these privileges to preach and believe I never preached more accept-

ably. Mrs. Ernst and I left Omaha by auto January 5, when the thermo-

meter was fifteen degrees below zero. We stopped the first night with Fred

Hawley and Pauline, in their beautiful, lovely new home. The Park Col-

lege people and citizens of Parkville have shown their deep appreciation of
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the wonderful work of President and Mrs. Hawley in providing them wit

many useful and attractive gifts for their comfort and enjoyment.

We then drove on to St. Petersburg, Florida, where we spent a mos

delightful month. We spent a pleasant day with Mr. and Mrs. Grant Stro

in their winter home at Bradenton, Florida. Grant is still going strong an

continuing his splendid work with Moody Bible Institute.

We drove around the Gulf via Mobile, New Orleans, and Houston t

Corpus Christi, Texas, where we are at present. Our son and family liv

here and have a jewel, a baby daughter five months old. Maybe some on<

of you has a new grandson that will appreciate her charm in years to come

We plan to leave for Omaha on April 15. We are both well and wisl

you all a healthy, happy year.

1

FRANK FOX, Lake Court Apartment Hotel, West Palm Beach, Florida —
I hear the voice of Konkle but coming clearer, is the stentorian voice

of Hawley calling me “To the Mark,” and here goes:

Another year of retired life, but of abundant activity, along the line&

which lead to accomplishments of usefulness, I trust. Perhaps one of the

happiest and most satisfactory years of our lives. What with preaching

13 Sundays last summer and occasionally since, vocational work in the

Public Schools for the whites and a ten weeks’ summer school for the

colored children, sixth grade and down, and a full social program through

the winter, it has been a very busy year. The high spot in the year was on

March 1st, when, under the guidance of Mrs. Fox, our friends, 230 of them,

accepted an invitation to a very lovely surprise tea. However, the cat es-

caped from the bag and meowed around that it was my birthday, and these

friends came bringing everything from doughnuts to dollars. What a wife!

What friends! And what a birthday! I am sure there will never be

another one as nice as that one.

Our beloved Dr. and Mrs. Andrew C. Zenos spent some weeks in Palm

Beach and “believe it or not,” they were at our party. What a blessing!

Last fall we greatly enjoyed spending the evening with our dear

friends, Paul and Re McClintock, in their home in Northern Florida. Then

Willard Ward’s son, Paul, and his wife, called on us, and they are fine

young people.

So you see, we have had our memories of old McCormick stirred very

pleasantly and most fragrantly.

Our daughter, Margaret, who has been ill for about three years, is

very much better. She and her husband are still in their Germantown,

Pennsylvania, home.
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Though this was not written April 7, I observed the day in prayer for

ou all, “Bless the Lord, 0 my soul, and forget not all is ene

RFDERICK W HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri- 1 am writing this letter

n Mav 1st Three lazy members of the class held up the publication for

ve^Tdays-McClintoek, Fox, Sutherland. But they are not wholly re-

ponsiMe They were born a little lazy, grew more so as the years passed

nd now. living in Florida and California, what else could be expected,

ine to have a message this year from all the classmates^

Just returned from the meeting of the Board of D,r*d M
:ormick. Dr. Stone retires after meltn

that he has accept-

X caH - Faculty,' students, directors, and friends generally. Suppose

we all write him and give him the glad hand!

Sorry to be the only representative of the Class of ’92 at the banquet

c. H Total ». Cool McGill,m .nd L. P. Coin. % «— *•

table. Let’s try to have a ’92 reunion in 42!

We are living in Parkville in sight of our beautiful campus, and o

course see a lot of our Park boys and girls as they return from the ends o

he ear h And that’s always interesting! I have an office on the campus,

,ta Business M.n.g.r, nnd •» gl«d » ~i» PeesMenl Voung m

Trm?C- --
^l^ndtag. ’-V- - *. « ; 1
basement. That’s how I’ve progressed at Park. Anyway

a^d
h
artidetn Fortune

1

entitled '“The Lig"ht That

Faded ” The Light hasn’t failed, but the reflectors have. Let us endure

as seeing Him Who is invisible.” Hail to the brightness of Zion s glad

morning ! !

B HOWARD. 3800 Fourth Street, Des Moines, Iowa As I sit down t

•i .• tr. Class Letter I am overwhelmed with the many
rite this contribution to the Class l^eue

, McCor-

lings that have come and gone in the past years since I went to McC

J. what a wonderful change came into our lives, when my good wile

nd

k

I left the barren plains of Western Nebraska, where I was preaching

tery Sabbath in the county seat of Hayes County, and occupying the posi-

on of county superintendent of schools for the county.

A. Sabbath School missionary of the Presbyterian Church came to my

ffice one day, and suggested that we go to McCormick Seminary in the



recovered from the great strain on her, and I have just about recuperate
my, strength, or perhaps you would not have this class letter. Keep thi
class letter going, fellows, until the last man must take it with him whe
he goes to join those on the other side. You may not have much to writ
about that is spectacular, but a homely letter like this is a pleasure to reac
May the Good Lord keep you and go with you e’en down to the valley o
the shadow. It will be brighter on the other side.

L. J. DAVIES.

The following letter from the sister of L. J. is much appreciated:
As news of your classmate, L. J. Davies, I send you a brief excerpt

trom a letter written last November from Tsingtao, China.
“It is not advisable to write regarding actual conditions in this pari

of the world. I am getting along well and have no immediate and personal
trouble. The work at the Y.M.C.A. goes on without interruption though
restricted by various circumstances. 1 am having groups in Bible study
and preach almost every Sunday in Chinese or English.

“I have come to the place where I cannot take the regular oath re-
quired when an American citizen wants a passport. The reason is that the
oath .s interpreted to include taking part in any war which may engage
the United States. The consul here intimated that in my case this might
be regarded as an Academic matter, but as I could not agree to this view
my application could not be acted on locally but had to be referred to the
State Department for action. I took a modified oath. It is probable I shall
De given a passport.”

L. J. is living at the Y.M.C.A. and giving it general supervision during
Ihe absence of the Chinese Executive Secretary. He tells me he is also try-
ing to raise $20,000 (Chinese) to free the building from a burdensome
mortgage. Exchange is favorable as one American dollar will buy about
twelve Chinese dollars.

With friendliest greetings I am

Yours most sincerely,

Anna F. Davies

Wm. H. ENSIGN, 369 North Avenue 52, Los Angeles, California- To us
here came via Spr.ngville, Utah, the faithful reminders of Konkle and
Mark. Sutherland is grandly and successfully busy and we get to see each
other occasionally in Presbytery. Dr. E. G. Williams, constant in his of-
icial duties and m occupying pulpits now and then, enjoys reading these
e ters, if every child of the manses of 1892 is as interested as he is in their
parents comrades we are lovingly remembered far and wide.
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Moderator and Mrs. Higgenbottom gave us stirring messages true to

he Gospel. Our Presbytery voiced, and rightly so. the strong conviction

•f the separation of Church and State; if our classmate Walker were still

vith us he would, from his experiences abroad, join heartily in tbi> con-

viction. May we always say. as did James A. Garfield, in a national crisis.

‘Clouds and darkness are round about Him . . . “God reigns and the

government at Washington still lives.

Swallen’s interim messages, like grace notes in music, stir us to pray-

er and action. My nephew. Russell Ensign, class of 1923. has written a

book Bible Autobiographies, which I)r. George L. Robinson, his instructor,

describes in the quotation “The glory of the teacher is the success of the

pupil.”
f

Our class is perennially favored in having Hawleys untiring et-

ficiency in issuing these well-printed letters. In my last one, written with

a pen while still in Utah. 1 meant to say that “A pastor in one of our

Eastern churches (in Penna.l having over 1600 members being told of th«
LidSlCI 11 tnui viivo ’ ••• - C

fettle missi thurch in Springville, l tab, said that it ant to

Christ’s Kingdom than did the church where he is pastor.

Mrs. Ensign and I keep almost as busy as when in the regular pastor-

ate We have two classes a week in Bible study, and help, voluntarily, in

other gatherings, in this Highland Park Presbyterian Church. This church

has a strong missionary spirit, linger Cumberland. Dr. Bercovitz. the l ap-

pans, Mrs. Richard Waddell, and many others were from this congregation.

Dr. H. Sears Thomson, formerly of Ottumwa. Iowa, is our faithful Gospel

and missionary-minded pastor.

With love and prayer for you all. may we go together to our fiftieth

milestone singing Psalm 121, especially the last verse: “The Lord shall

preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth, and even

forever more."

A F ERNST 1935 Mercer Boulevard. Omaha. Nebraska There is little

Ef interest to add in this chaptc ..I < la- '
i

*

as much, if not more, than I did forty-eight years ago. 1 was seventy-five

years of age last July. I supplied the Second Presbyterian ( bui. h of Cm-

coin. Nebraska, last - - f«- *ever.l k. bf^
pastors. I did the same for the church at Schuyler. Nebraska, las. I ,11.

Lj privilege, to preach and believe preyed more. pt

Ejly, Mrs I mst and I left Omaha by auto January i, when the ther

men was degree, below W. stopped the night with Fred

Hawley and Pauline, in theii beautiful, lovely new I Hie ark ob

lege people 1 citixens oi Parkville have -I theii deep appreciat

I (3
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We suspended services at the People’s Church October 1st. T! d

financial burden was too great for a few to carry.

I have been teaching Homiletics in the Omaha Bible Institute. Th j#

scholastic year will end in May.

I go to Church and Presbytery.

It is God’s compliment or smile for so many of the survivors of 189$

that they are yet on earth. Humility, and temperance in the great crusad(

poise of character must account in part for it, and praise to our ancestors

I have not been saving ink for my obituary, but you know well as w
get older we don’t like to be jolted out of our daily routine.

I preach once in a while as opportunity comes.

I wish the best for each one of you. Yours, “until the Day dawns am
the shadows flee away.”

0

.

hi

\f

H. R. STARK, 620 West 116th Street, New York City— Again the whee

has turned and brought us to the close of another cycle. This finds us as i

family pursuing the even tenor of our way with nothing unusual or spec

tacular to report. We are glad to note Hawley’s complete recovery and his

willingness to continue the publication of our letter. Though he has be-

come President Emeritus and is spending the evening under his own vine

and fig tree we may be quite sure he has not quit work. Occasionally 1

hear from Konkle, the Old Faithful geyser who erupts annually in the

shape of a new book. After all these years we seem to have made but little

impression on this badly scrambled old world which becomes more hope-

lessly scrambled each passing year. As we look out over the troubled

waters we feel like crying out with Mark Antony: “0 judgment, thou hast

fled to brutish beasts, and men have lost their reason!” I presume some

will lay all the blame for the present chaos and confusion on the sun spots,

but the spots are on the souls of men. Our job is to help remove the spots.

Sometimes I feel like taking a balloon for the stratosphere and remain in

isolated suspension until the storm has cleared away and the world has re-

gained its sanity. How petty after all are our little questions and how in-

significant our personal problems. Who can solve them! There is but

One. “It must need be that offenses come, but woe unto that one from

whom the offense cometh.” Remembering that the “judgments of the Lord

are true and righteous altogether” let us have faith that in due time a new

world will be born wherein dwelleth righteousness.

News of the death of dear old Prentice has given a note of sadness to

I he close of our 48th year. I have asked his son George to send an obituary

of his father, but I cannot refrain from adding a word of appreciation of a

( 8 )



uly noble life. He was like an elder brother to me We have b

lends for more than fifty years and were neighbors in Indiana for einh

ears, during which time he was often in my home and always a welcome

uest We may well call him the Dean of our class. Continuing is ae ive

linistrv to the age of four-score, he has been gathered as a shock of corn

rom his own farm- ripe in its season. No one will be more keenly

nissed than he. Gifted with strong common sense modest and retiring
;

i

lisposition, kindly and sympathetic, he made friends easily and heldjhem

ie had the saving grace of good humor to an unusual degree^ How wel

lo I recall the quiet smile, the twinkle in his eye as he told his quaint

jokes and stories with which he oft convulsed h,s hearers. Here is a

sample: One Sunday morning having preached on Foreign Missions and

desiring to get a large contribution, he suggested that each farmer present

11 1 1 4-

rive a sack of corn to the cause. The amount was pledged but nothing

;as Said as to the size of the sack. He then went to town and bought a lot

of wool sacks holding eight to ten bushels each. The farmers were good

sports, laughed at the joke, filled the sacks, and the result was the largest

gift to Foreign Missions in the history of the Church. ... rap y 1

by nature, temperament and training, he was the ideal country pastor who

glorified his office and gave new dignity to the rural pastorate. An able

preacher, a great pastor, the soul of honor, a Christian gentleman of the

old school, he was a tower of strength to the community in which he lived.

Shakespeare has painted his portrait in a brief sentence:

“The elements were so composed in him

That Nature can stand up and say ‘Here was a Man .

He was one of the most Christ-like men I have ever known I wish

we might elevate him to the rank of Sainthood and canonize him Saint

Orpheus Patron Saint of Farmers.

“Ave atque Vale!” until we meet again and the roll is called up

yonder.

SRANT STROH, 2110 Sixth Avenue, Bradenton, Florida— Received cards

from both Konkle and Stark reminding me of Class Letter No . * o

doubt the rest of you were likewise remembered, hence there will be no ex-

cuse for not hearing from every living member. Konkle made a proven

in my case, namely: “if winter has not frozen Florida up yet Mos

thoughtful in a Northerner to write thus, and it reminds me of the s o y

of the man who came to Florida from the Northeast (Konkle section).w ,

This Northerner was so disgusted with Florida that he soon drove home
orineriier was su — . ,

again; but when he arrived home he found the weather there so cold that
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he immediately made a “right about face” and returned to Florida. Hones «

ly, the testimony of the old timers here is that never have they experience
so much cloudy, rainy cold weather. Here in Bradenton the thermometer
actually dropped several degrees below freezing, and did so twice Thin
was because Philadelphia and other sections of the North sent some of then*
extra cold weather down here into otherwise sunny Florida. Yet we havn
been comfortable all winter, thank you. The past two days have beer
eighty-five degrees in the shade. Delightful winter weather, when on -

can no longer endure the winters in the North, and thankful am I to be thu
permitted to continue my part time service in connection with the Moodd-
Bible Institute. Had a nice visit with Ernst and his wife in January Firs '»

in St. Petersburg, where they were staying for some weeks, and again ii

Bradenton when they drove over to spend the day with us. Also had l

visit last summer with President Emeritus Hawley and his wife. Thest :

opportunities to renew old fellowships were greatly prized. I wonder hou
many of you remember Arrick of the class ahead of us. He is now retired
and he and wife spent part of the winter in Bradenton. We have enjoyed
them very much. “Come on in, the water is fine.” It is cheaper living in
lorida in the winter than living in the North. As to family news, our

daughter Harriet may soon be on her way home from China. Has not'been
well since early last Fall. Wrote that she had a tentative sailing April 8,
but did not know whether she would be able to reach Shanghai to take the’
mat. Her regular furlough (after seven years) is not due until next sum-
mer.

What a world of uncertainty we are living in! How truly Christ said
Wars and rumors of wars” unto the end of the age. Then He will come.

And so we rejoice, even now seeing Him who is invisible, and talking with
Him along the way. Hope that as a class we can celebrate our fiftieth
anniversary together, the few who are left here.

II. B. SliTHERLAND, 8127 State St., South Gate, California— Note
change of address, classmates! Which proves that we are not yet too old
to trans-plant. No, not a “call” to a new pulpit. What up-rooted us at
Santa Ana was the removal of our son and family to Huntington Park—
something of a promotion in the Health Service. We followed. So here
we are, domiciled anew, just over the line in South Gale, and but one mile
Irom our son in Huntington Park, in a brand new house, just the size and
pattern for two old people, with every modern convenience for comfort
and bliss— much the homiest home we have ever known. Our daughter
from Minneapolis has just ended a three month’s visit, bringing the whole
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Lily together again as of old, with two grand-children to boot.

1 Furthermore, our move has brought us considerably nearer o oui w

I San Pedro Our year there at La Rambla Chapel has been most pros-

Irous in comparison. Building has been reroofed, painted “and
iterior improvement, has come a 50 per cent increase m Sunday School at

Lance, and better than 100 per cent increase in offerings. Altogeth

[is 48th year has been one of the best of our ministry in percentage of

bin.

, Ensign is but a little way from us, over to the north but we see far

L of him than our heart’s desire. The rest of you are far-off- out of

|3ach, but not out of the range of class ties.

L L. SWALLEN, Pyeng Yang, Korea -The clouds have gathered the

lightning flashes and the thunders’ roar is being heard around the world.

I’ruly this earthly planet of ours is being hurled into midnight darkness.

DARKNESS
Dungeon darkness!

Men groping in their sad perplexity,

Not knowing why this cruel travesty,

Hellish madness!

No ray of light!

No hope or promise of a better day

For those who follow only lies, and say,

The black is white!

The fooled are fools!

When eyes are closed to truth and passion rages

In hearts enflamed and demon ire blazes,

When satan rules.

Pity the plight!

The light goes out, once man too long has spurned

The life of love that long in hearts have burned,

When truth takes flight.

But there is something else, -The LIGHT is SHINING still and

TRUTH is made more clear by contrast. We are taugbt that these things

must be till Jesus comes “Whose right it is to reign. In the midst of all

that is so shocking the world today, the light of truth shines all the

brighter. Many who were not so able to see it w en times weie no

dark are seeing now and may be seeing better later on.

Perhaps the light-bearers were not shining as brightly as they shou

(ID



and need some heart searching too. It is encouraging however, to lear

that not only are there many bright spots still in the world, but revivj k
blessings are seen in many places. Our hope is as bright as the promise L-

of God. We are seeing prophecies fulfilling before our eyes today, and th

worst is not yet. But what we see is only more evidence that His comin
draweth nigh. It is a great time to preach the Gospel. Saddened hearts ar

glad to hear good news. It should be hastened for the time is short. Th
glory is not far away. We may see Him any day. “Even so, come Lon
Jesus.”

LIGHT

The source of light is God for God is light.

Its glory may be seen in righteousness:

Where light doth dwell all else is there to bless.

The truth is this,— not might but light makes right

Oh precious THIS that maketh all things bright!

It purifies the evil and brings in peace,

To bondage it will ever give release

And banish all the lovers of the night.

Entrancing light that glorifies the view

Of all things seen on mountain, sea and land!

The heavens glow with gold and purple sheen,

May oft with awe and ecstasies be seen.

Magnificance! God giveth light so grand,

It lighteth every believing man anew.

jrr:

lour

air.

it
1

toe

u

or

hi

ti

k!

ja

Our family remains the same except for the addition of two grand

boys, both William’s, and we send our love to you all in II Cor. 4: 6, 7.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 368 Putman Street, Orlando, Florida— My report of

the past year may be quickly and briefly told. All in all it has been a good

year. God has been very good to me all the days of my years.

Just to touch a few of the high spots. In July a short but very happy

vacation with our son and his family beside a beautiful lake in New Hamp-

shire. This was just before Herrick started on his five month trip around

South America visiting the mission stations there. Then a few weeks later

when we were back in Grand Rapids, Michigan, we had an overnight visit

from the Hawleys, which visit we enjoyed greatly. At the Holiday season

we were with Herrick and his family in Scarsdale, New York, which was a

happy time, and now we have had two months here in Florida. Just now it

is hot, near ninety degrees in the shade. Time to be going north. My
best wishes to each of you. I think that that will do.
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Later: Young writes that he has been asked to supply for six months

Lpril 1 to September 30) the Old First Church of Newark, New Jersey -

ring the absence of Dr. Hiram Foulks. Address is 583 Mount Prospect

i/enue.

i OUR BELOVED DEAD
:i

WILLIAM PARKER

Our class of ’92 lost all track of our classmate Parker for a number of

|3ars; but, through Swallen and Parker’s brother in Ireland, we are in-

nrmed that he is no longer living. His parents, who were Presbyterians m

ounty Down, Ireland, removed to Norwich, England, for a time when Wil-

iam was born in 1862. They returned, however, in 1874, and he was edu-

ated in Belfast. He taught in a Quaker school in County Antrim, and then

tudied for the ministry in Guiness College, Dubyshire, and went to London

s a Congregationalist city missionary and preached in churches of that de-

lomination. It was after he came to the United States that he became a

’resbyterian and was pastor at Troy, New York. He was so desirous of

»eing scholarly and having sound ideas that he prepared himself for the

[egree of Doctor of Philosophy. He was married in New York state, hut

iad no children. Then he was pastor in three places in Illinois, and a\

[eveloping kidney trouble took him back to Manchester for an operation,

le then sought the warmer climate of India as head of a tea estate; hut all

[is struggles for improved health failed and he came back to Ireland about

931 and soon passed away and was buried in County Downs.

ORPHEUS L. PRENTICE

(By special request, the Rev. George D. Prentice, pastor of the First Presby-

terian Church of Adrian. Michigan, has prepared the following statement

regarding his father, our beloved classmate). . .

Orpheus L. Prentice was born to Nathaniel and Catherine Prentice on

l farm in northern Indiana— near Cromwell— on May 4th, 1857. He

vas one of seven children. The family was poor and with the death of the

nother when Orpheus was a little boy it was neglected. Opportunities for

;ducation in that country community were meagre and the boy was able

o attend no more than country school. Working on the family farm, he

nade up his mind to be a teacher and taught several years of country

school. Somehow there came to him a desire to become a minister and he

sought and obtained ordination in the United Brethern Church. About that

time he married, on December 22, 1882, at Berrien Springs, Michigan,

Mary Kegg, a girl in the community in which Orpheus had grown up. Five

( 13)



!

:

e.

children were born to them. Cecil W., a farmer in Indiana, the Rev. Georj

D., Presbyterian minister at Adrian, Michigan, the Rev. John L., Presb d

terian minister at Bedford, Indiana, Mrs. Edith Lewis of Indianapoli

Indiana, and Mrs. Marguerite Clabaugh, also of Indianapolis.

Orpheus’ first church, in the United Brethern denomination, was ;

LaGrange, Indiana. There he met, learned to admire and respect, a Presb 1

terian minister. Out of the acquaintance came a determination to see

more training for the ministry. Already the father of two children, Oi

pheus applied for admission to McCormick Seminary, was received, an

joined the class which graduated in 1892. He took the required cours ‘

and was proud of the fact that he passed creditably in all subjects, in
‘

eluding Greek and Hebrew. Graduating, he was received by the Presby
terian Church and became minister of the church at Rolling Prairie and ;

small church in South Bend, Indiana. Three years later, in 1895, he wa:
c

called to the church at Cutler, Indiana, which at that time was joined witl®

the church of Geetingsville. These two churches he served for twelve

years. His salary was small, $900.00 a year, and little more than that while 21

his children were growing up, but he managed to give each one the op-
portunity of a college education. Two of his sons and one of his daughters

graduated from college; another son had several years in college and
their daughter lacked but a few months of finishing her college work when
she left college to teach. During at least two years, Mr. Prentice had twof
sons in college whose expenses required more than half of the entire family '

income.

Over the objections of his parish, Mr. Prentice resigned in 1908 to take

the church at Flora, Indiana, which he helped organize. There he lead the

congregation in the erection of a lovely new church home as he was to do at

Romney, Indiana, to which church he went from Flora after five years.

From Romney he returned to his first field in Crawfordsville Presbytery,

the Geetingsville Church which was now independent from Cutler and self-

supporting. A visit to his brother, the Rev. E. N. Prentice, a Presbyterian

minister, in Canby, Minnesota, Mankato Presbytery, resulted in an invita-

tion to serve the churches of Brewster and Round Lake of that same Presby-

tery. The call was accepted and Mr. Prentice, now almost 70 years old,

moved to one of his happiest experiences. He was proud that at a time

when many men retire he received a call and was given the largest salary

of his career, $2000.00 a year. After four years, he returned, in 1930, to

Indiana to live on a little farm he had purchased, with his son George. A
lover of the out-of-doors and the soil, he had always looked forward to re-

tiring on a farm. But even here he was not ready to give up his ministry
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1 during the next seven years he served the village churches of Wheeling

Id Deercreek, preaching his last sermon just before Easter of 193 7.

Ill health of which he had known little during the first 80 years of his

le, compelled his retirement from the active ministry During these last

lee years he has had continuous discomfort. Toward the latter par o

nuary, his condition became critical and on March 20, ,
e le

liietly at his farm home on R. R. 2, Cutler, Indiana.
,

The funeral service was held in the Geetingsville Church on Good

•iday, March 22, 1940. Dr. Harry L. Crain, of Frankfort, Indiana, bta e

|erk of Crawfordsville Presbytery, was in charge of the services. Par i-

Ipating were old friends of Mr. Prentice and his family. Among them, the

lev. Harry Steen of Crawfordsville, the Rev. Rudolph Riemann, D D„ also

I Crawfordsville, the Rev. Arthur Stewart, Stated Clerk of the Synod o

Liana, the Rev. Chester W. Wharton of Valpariso, Indiana, who grew up

|i the Cutler Church and decided to be a minister while Mr. Prentice was

Irving that church. Interment was in the Geetingsville Cemetery m t e

Lily lot. On the lop of a knoll he rests, near the church he served for

I early two decades, ’neath the sun and the moon and stars, in the ear

le loved and among old griends and neighbors he loved and served.

With the exception of that “strange interlude” in Minnesota Mr.

Irentice spent 46 years of his ministry within the bounds of Crawfordsville

Iresbytery. He was active in its work and counted it his larger parish

Several times he represented Presbytery in General Assembly and was proud

|,f the church which educated him and used him. Modest but able, he was

lontent to be known as a country preacher and gloried in the opportunities

|>f influence such a ministry gave him.
.

Survived by his wife Mary, by two sisters and a brother, by hts live

hildren and six grand children, Mr. Prentice is remembered by hundreds

of men and women and literally his lines of influence go out to all the

Iearthen ^ ^ ^ Good Friday of his buria l, his son George took

charge of the service at the grave. There he voiced the love of the family

and the faith and the confidence of his friends, using the words of that other

iHoosier. James Whitcomb Riley,

I cannot say, and I will not say

That he is dead— He is just away!

With a cheery smile, and a wave of the hand,

He wandered into an unknown land,

And left us dreaming how very fair

It needs must be, since he lingers there.
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And you — 0 you, who 'the wildest yearn

For the old-time step and the glad return,

Think of him faring on, as dear

In the love of there as the love of here.

Think of him still as the same, I say:

He is not dead— He is just away!



ANNUAL CLASS LETTER

McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS OF ’92

(Presbyterian Theological Seminary, 2247 N. Halsted St., Chicago)

Letter No. 49

19 4 1

FREDERICK L. BENEDICT, Taft, California— To all of you and yours

of ’92, Greetings: Number forty-nine is pulling into station 1941 on time,

and with every member who started out the past year on board. How
thankful we all are. But with advancing years many of us are weary of

earth, longing to be at home with the Lord. “For in this tent-house we

groan, being burdened.” About two months ago I had a severe heart attack.

The silver cord had become stretched; the golden bowl was dented; the

pitcher was cracked at the fountain; the wheel squeaked at the cistern. The

doctor ordered a complete rest. Imagine trying to rest with three score and

sixteen years of momentum behind you. But remember the old saying: to

live long, have an incurable disease, and take care of yourself. Among the

many activities I had was funerals of old-timers. One day I had two of

them. They were always a strain because few, if any of them, were religious

people, and some not even good people; but I am not their judge. A pool-

hall proprietor who looked after these “old soaks” as he called them,

gathered up enough shekles to bury them, and he always asked me to offici-

ate at their funerals. He once said: “I don’t know what these old soaks

will do when you and I are gone.” The doctor has forbidden my having any

more of these funerals. In fact the doctor wants me to quit preaching. I

do not know what I would do if I could not preach the unsearchable riches

of God’s grace. But I am taking care of myself, obey the doctor, and the

faithful wife who cautions me when she thinks I am going too fast. But

so far I have not received a ticket for speeding from the wife or the doctor.

The Lord has been good to all of us the past year. What a home-coming

that will be when we all get together on the banks of the River of Life.

May God bless each and all of you, is my humble prayer on this 49th

birthday of our class.

L. J. DAVIES, Tsingtao, China— No word from L. J. this year. He is still

in China and helping in these trying times as he is able.

WILLIAM H. ENSIGN, 369 North Avenue 52, Los Angeles, Calif.— Dur-

ing the year we had a good visit with Dr. and Mrs. Swallen stopping here,
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en route to Florida. They are the same consecrated young people as we

knew and loved them in “Old McCormick.” Sutherland and I are both so

busy we get to see one another only semi-occasionally, but whenever I see

some minister near his Southgate home or the Chapel in San Pedro, there

is always the cordial response to my inquiry; “So glad to have them living

near us” and “The work growing all the time.” Thank you, Hawley, get-

ting out the letters so well. Yes, as you said we read Stroh’s book, “When

God Comes Down to Earth,” and how we need it in times like these! Our

Class has had almost a half century in pulpits, praying and working “Thy

Kingdom Come,” and we know that all the half centuries ever to occur,

cannot shake the sure foundations on which God has enabled us to stand.

Dr. Cleland McAfee has been giving here a week’s addresses on the

Book of Galatians, and on “The Great Assurances of our Faith;” we were all

much uplifted by these meetings. Dr. E. G. Williams, of the Pension Board,

was pleased to get a copy of the Letter; he said he felt that other “sons and

daughters of 1892, would like to share our messages” and he spoke of meet-
J

ing often Dr. Herrick B. Young, and only recently knowing that he was

the son of our classmate. What a gathering it will be if most of the Class

can celebrate the Golden Milestone at the Seminary in 1942! As so many

of us are here, and near, it looks very hopeful. Although we could not go

so far, we hope the attendance will be large, and if we cannot meet you by

television we will by the way of the Throne of Grace.

We keep very busy with a class of young people in Sabbath School

and in helping in pastoral calls, substituting in pulpits and in prayer meet-

ings and societies, missionary and young people. Thou wilt keep him in

perfect peace, whose mind is stayed on thee; because he trusteth in thee.

Trust ye in the Lord forever: for in the Lord Jehovah is everlasting strength.

Isaiah 26: 3, 4. Mrs. Ensign and I send fond love to you all.

A. F. ERNST, 935 Mercer Boulevard, Omaha, Nebraska— Eight months [

ago doctors, nurses, relatives and friends did not expect me to be alive at

this time. I was taken quite ill last August, being unconscious for several

days and partially paralyzed. But the Loving Heavenly Father saw fit to

hear the prayers of many loving relatives and friends and to lengthen my i

days. I know He has some wise purpose and I hope and pray that I may

glorify God during these remaining days. Friends and relatives provided

me with three special nurses and hospital expenses, so that I have much for

which to be thankful. I am not back to normal. I came home from the hos-

pital just before Thanksgiving. I am still quite stiff and not able to walk

much for lack of strength. But I go for eight or ten blocks without cane or
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j
crutches and hope to improve as warm weather comes. Mrs. Ernst keeps well

and we manage to get along nicely without help. As I was not in condition

to drive an automobile, I had my son drive my car to Corpus Christi, Texas,

and sell it. I doubt if I ever own another; but can buy wholesale from our

i son in Ness City, Kansas, and have $400 clear from sale of old car so can

I get a new one with little cash outlay. We had expected to spend the winter

in the South. May do so the coming winter if I am able. Glad to know that

fi several of the fellows are enjoying Florida. I do quite a little reading. I

have prepared an outline of the Books of the Bible and revising some as I

i, continue to read. I had prepared and planned to teach in the pastors’ school

jj:
in the Ozarks at Hollister, Missouri, but was taken ill just before and had

to cancel. I was privileged to preach quite regularly until stricken. It has

> been a joy and satisfaction to me. Our Class Record is not yet complete. I

I shall be glad to read the chapter soon to appear in print.

FRANCIS MORTON FOX, Lake Court Apartment Hotel, West Palm

Beach, Florida— This beautiful “Day Of Prayer” began with a dip in the

multi-colored deep blue tropical sea. It has been a day of rest as well as

prayer, as I have preached for the last seven Sundays at Delray Beach,

eighteen miles distant, where the pastor is still very ill.

Another Year! How good our Heavenly Father has been to us! We
have had usual health, a program as of other years, perhaps somewhat in-

tensified — Vocational Guidance in the white High School; a summer school

for colored children; a Studio Summer School of Art; vacation preaching

in Philadelphia; a sojourn of two months in the mountains at Blowing

Rock, N. C.; and various community-wide interests.

The Norton Gallery and School of Art, a million dollar enterprise,

has been presented to West Palm Beach during the year. We are deeply

interested in it, as I am a member of the Board of Governors and Co-

chairman of the School.

The greatest temptation of the year was to accept an invitation to drive

200 miles to Lakeland, to lunch with five of our classmates and their wives,

the Youngs, Swallens, Strohs, Hawleys and McClintocks. Our better judg-

ment prevailed, and we regretfully declined. Later, we much enjoyed a

brief visit with the Hawleys as they toured the state. Why not let this

inspire you all to visit us next season? Once again, may the Lord bless us

all, go before us through the coming year, and keep us steady and balanced

in our thinking and living, in the midst of this topsy turvy world.

With much love from both of us to you all.
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FREDERICK W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri— The Class of ’92 is well

represented in the forty-ninth letter. Let’s make it 100% for the fiftieth. I be-

lieve our class has the banner of all College, University or Seminary classes,

of course in many respects, but in one way especially, viz. a class letter pub- ;

lished for forty-nine years. A few persistent fellows like Konkle are respon-

sible. What about a class reunion on the next anniversary? Swallen sug-

gests Florida. What say you? And Smith suggests an illustrated letter. I

vote for that, if we put our grandchildren in, instead of their grandparents.

We have three grandsons, Frederick William III, David Chatfield, and

Jonathan Pier. David and Jonathan! Anybody have a Goliath?

I attended the Seminary Board of Directors’ meeting last week. Saw

our old friend, Dr. Zenos. He still is quite vigorous and remembers that

we initiated him our senior year.

My first sermon, in my first pastorate, Oklahoma City, First Church,
|

was based on the text “Christ in you, the hope of glory, whom we preach.” 1

Not much of a sermon but I have always been glad that I chose that text.
|

That’s our one need and the world’s great need today!

At our Florida get-together in February, the brethren and sisters voted /

unanimously that the spokesman or spokeswoman of this family for the i

past forty-six years should tell of the happy occasion. So here it is,

Polly speaking:

Frederick William spread the Florida map across his plump knees. ’>

“Here’s Orlando, and the J. Frank Youngs. Up here, the Penney Farms i

and the McClintocks. (Gosh it would be good to see Paul again ... I haven’t

seen him for ages!)” His thumb moved over to the west coast. “Here’s St. !•

Petersburg and the Swallens. Farther south, the Strohs at Bradenton. And i

much farther south and east at luxurious West Palm Beach, the Foxes. Well, ;

Lakeland is just about the center so we’ll settle there and have them all I

come to see us!” My heart did some calisthenics at the alluring prospect. 1

Ever since we were married I had been brought up on the class of ’92. (It
j

was The class of old McCormick!) Each year when the class letter came

I grabbed for it, rather rudely I know. And now a reunion of the six mem- a

bers of that noble class wintering in Florida was being arranged . . . and

they were to be our guests at luncheon!!! (The calisthenics continued.)

The Youngs arrived first. Charlotte with a lovely fragrant bouquet to 1

enhance the table. The Strohs (Juliet prettier than ever) came bringing the I

distinguished Swallens. We waited hopefully for the Foxes . . . but they :

and the McClintocks felt the long drive was prohibitive.

Well, there they were, these four handsome members of the class of
;)

’92. (The wifely satellites also.) Not a cane, a crutch, a pill or a dodo!
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Orchids to them! A gleeful, happy, reverent group. The many busy be-

tween years dropped away, as around the table the absentees were named

one by one, and there was tenderness and affection as the names were

said. I think we all deferred to the Swallens. Had not they, after all, had

the great experience? They simply bubble over with spiritual faith and

power. We need them over here!

Oh, our little gathering was a precious thing, drawing still closer the

ties of many years. The time went all too quickly. The goodbyes, to cover

up a deeper feeling, were said almost casually. “We’ll see each other next

year” the chorus floated on the soft Florida breeze, till the last car door

was shut and the wheels turned down the roadway.

J. B. HOWARD, 3800 Fourth Street, Des Moines, Iowa— I am sorry I

have been a long time writing my class letter. I never waited so long before.

I gave up many days to rest and recuperate. Have not preached for

weeks. Do not know whether I shall ever be able to preach again. I know

God is good and He is wisest. I am eighty-three years of age, and eternity

is endless.

I love you all.

I can never cease to praise God for His goodness to us all.

(Mrs. Howard adds that her husband is failing rapidly.)

BURTON ALVA KONKLE, Swarthmore (Near Philadalphia), Pennsyl-

I

vania— So, fellows, you observe that the number of this letter is mighty

close to 50! I envy those of you with Florida addresses— quite a ’92

I

colony. I came near being one, when an author from Rollins College urged

me to write a Life of Flagler
, the oil man who made modern Florida; but

I

I was unable to do so. However, my swan-song final book is at last in type

and expect it to issue soon. It is the Life of Andrew Hamilton,
i(The Day-

Star of the American Revolution 1676-1741. This has been finished about

three years, but not in press until now. The only sad news I have heard

of any of the class is that Stark is seriously ill, but he is so accustomed to

win out that I believe he will this time too. I see the old Seminary has a

new President, J. Harry Cotton, whom I have asked to join us in this letter,

as I have asked Dr. Zenos too. My family, I their octogenarian, are as well

as usual. Rah for ’92!

PAUL W. McCLINTOCK, Penney Farms, Florida— This letter would have

been written yesterday had it not been for a meeting of Presbytery which
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I felt I ought to attend. It was interesting to find there several old Mc-

Cormick men, one of whom overlapped our class; i.e., Wm. Parsons of

the Class of 1894.

We were glad to have seen you and your wife even though the visit

was so short. When you next come to Florida, (which I presume you will

do every year now) you must arrange to stay longer and see more of the

Penney Farms and of this part of the state. There are really quite a few

things of interest besides sand.

Life goes on evenly, there are but few distractions in this out of the

way place. An occasional visitor, once in a while some one of note drops in

and speaks to us and of course as must be expected where there are so many

who have ‘passed over the Hill’ an occasional death.

This summer we hope to spend in the north with our children, part

of the time in Bronxville and the rest in Schenectady, N. Y., where we will

again have contact with young life, something very much missed at Penney i

Farms.

I wonder how many of us can gather at Chicago next year. How I

would like to be one of them, but I fear not. It is a long way, the expenses

must be thought of and again one may in that short time that intervenes

before our ‘fiftieth,’ hear the call for which we are waiting.

U. G. SCHELL, 2875 Vane Street, Omaha, Nebraska. Homiletics, Omaha
Bible Institute— If Hawley, Konkle, and Ernst and the rest do not remem-

ber all the “five points,” they do have “The Perseverance of the Saints.”

I feel like the smallest bit of a person, yet they think of me in April any-

way. I am teaching, and preach occasionally. January 12th was my birthday,

and I preached twice on that day. I belong to the Reserve Corps in an J

ecclesiastical sense.

I send my greeting.

I wish you all comfort, satisfaction and victory.

HARRY R. STARK, 620 West 116th Street, New York City— (The fol-

lowing letter from Harry’s wife. Our prayers go out for her and Harry

and their household.)

Your card was received in this morning’s mail and I hasten with just

a note to you. I have been very remiss in delaying the class letter but our

hands and hearts have been full. Harry tried to dictate his letter last week

but could not concentrate sufficiently to carry it through. The facts are

these

:
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In November he was taken suddenly with a cramp in his wrist and in

less than five minutes he had lost the use of his left wrist. A neurological

specialist was called. X-rays were taken and tests made— all negative—
and it was pronounced a “Cerebral Accident.” He was absent from his

pulpit but one Sunday. However his whole left side became weaker but he

would not give up until February 16, though unaware of it, he preached

his last sermon. We brought him home in a taxi and the next day he was

taken to the hospital and was there for two weeks— with a final diagnosis

as tumor on the brain. He would not consent to an operation so we brought

him home to spend his last days in his home with his family.

We have a splendid practical nurse and hospital bed, and so far he has

been quite comfortable though growing weaker and more helpless each day.

He has completed his ministry of fifty years. He filled the Maywood
Presbyterian Church (Chicago) during his senior year and for two years

after he was regularly installed.

I wish you could know how he is beloved by old and young in the

church and how faithful they always have been through the varying vicis-

situdes of the ten years he has been with them— Greenpoint Presbyterian,

Brooklyn, New York. Most of all would I have you know of the marvelous

courage and Christian fortitude with which he has carried on through years

of total blindness, and now of almost complete helplessness— so that many

have said of him “He is a sermon in himself.” The Church has been won-

derful through these ten years and expressed great regret in accepting his

resignation, and spoke beautifully of his life and work with them.

He is gradually growing weaker with no use of his left side, confined

to a hospital bed all of the time. At this time he has no interest in people

or things and simply sends “Greetings to the Boys.” Cordially, Villa L.

Stark.

GRANT STROH, 2110 Sixth Avenue, Bradenton, Florida— This morning

I awakened early, about four o’clock. One of my first thoughts was: “This

is classday for the class of 1892.” How many of the class are left on the

earth I do not know. Nor do I have the last class letter with me. Next year

(1942) will be our fiftieth anniversary. Hope every living member will

i| write a letter. You see I am taking it for granted that we shall have the

opportunity. Am sure if we can thus round out our fifty years we shall

i make a unique record for our class.

Sorry you could not all have attended the reunion held in Lakeland,

Florida, this winter. Of the six members in Florida four were able to attend.
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Hawley, Young, Swallen, Stroh — with their wives! All of whom are far

better looking than their husbands but, as you know, the women of these

days have a way of making themselves look young. With such wives no

wonder that the class of 1892 has made a good record. Young looks young.

Difficult to realize he is eighty years of age; but about two weeks later

Mrs. Stroh and I were invited over to St. Petersburg to help celebrate Swal-

len’s eighty-second birthday. The Swallens have bought a home there. He

invites us all to celebrate our fiftieth anniversary with him. I am willing.

How about the rest of you? Mrs. Stroh and I had a great time both at the

class reunion and at Swallen’s eighty-second anniversary. Rejoiced also to

have Hawley and Pauline in our home on their onward way to see more

of Florida.

My work goes on as usual, only more of it. Have been connected with

the Moody Bible Institute for twenty-one years (February 1). So I am now

of age, and then some. If some of you were near at hand I might turn over

some of the hard questions sent to me. I surely feel the need of help some-

times; but my work is interesting and helps to keep me vigorous in my mind.

Keeps me studying, too. Am not sure but that forced activity of mind tends

to prolong one’s life. What do you think? Anyway I am still at work and

hope to continue at it for some while yet. What a mess the world is in!

Conditions are “getting no better fast.” Just what our Lord prophesied,

however. So glad he forewarned us; and as I have said for years past, I

do not expect to die. I do not plan for death because I expect to meet the

descending Lord in the air, and then to reign with Him (II Tim. 2:12; Rev.

5:10; 20:6). This is so much more cheerful than looking forward to death.

May you all have this same hope in you.

(Blow me down, if we didn’t wake Winfield Scott up this year! That’s

going some after his long hibernation in Oregon.)

W. S. SMITH, Coquille, Oregon— A letter from Hawley a few days ago

reminds me of the fact that you have had no word from me since 1934, but

I have forgotten none of you even though I have neglected to write. I am
still going strong, even though I am among the oldest of the twenty-three

living members of the class.

It does not seem possible that twenty-four of our dear classmates have

been called to their reward. May we who are left be faithful to our trust

and join them on the other shore when our Master sees fit to call us.

I say I am still going strong, and it is hard for me to realize that I am

not twenty-five years younger than I really am, till some of the children
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of those whom I married in my younger days, now come to me for the same

service, or I receive an announcement, as I did on two occasions in January,

|

of the birth of a great, great niece.

My own family consists of two children, a son and a daughter. My

I

I son is a railroad man living in Minneapolis, Minnesota, and has four lovely

children, a boy and three girls, ranging in age from 17 to 23. My daughter

1 lives with me, with two lovely children, a daughter 16, and a real he-boy, 11.

As I read Hawley’s letter and looked into the faces of the forty-seven

. men who were ready to go out and take their places in the world, I turned

i to our tenth letter and again looked into the faces of those same men and

|!
their loved ones, and then again to our twentieth letter to view the faces of

i those who were still with us, it came to me with force, why not make our

|i fiftieth letter also a picture letter that we may again look into the faces of

those who may still be dwelling in this earthly tabernacle?

May the blessing of God rest upon each one of you, and your loved

ones.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 8127 State St., South Gate, Calif. — Ours is an inter-

denominational work at La Rambla Chapel, San Pedro, hence is not listed

in the “Minutes,” though in reality a Presbyterian enterprise. “Sutherland,

Henry B.” is not listed as the minister in charge, though that is the “status

quo”— has been for three years. In none of my preceding pastorates—
five in all — were we more perseveringly on the job than we have been in

this, probably our last. In our three years at La Rambla we have not been

out of the pulpit a single Sunday because of health condition. — (Right

here one of our devout parishoners would surely insert “Praise the Lord”).

— This year just ended has been the best of the three, numerically, financi-

ally and in Christian vows taken. Have now entered upon my fourth year,

and should I continue in the harness and in this work up to my eightieth

birthday, which I sometimes feel the ambition to do, I will have entered my
seventh at La Rambla. That, however, is with Him whose we are, and Whom
we would be always serving.

Since last letter have seen Ensign but once— at Synod. From him we

learned that Swallen passed this way not so long ago, with the “set of his

face” toward Florida. — “entered and passed through” California and on

to Florida. Can you imagine it! However, the tribe of ’92 seems to be drift-

ing that way. In our last letter four of the tribe wrote from Florida. One

less wrote from California. Now, should that same four again this year

write from Florida, with Swallen to boot,— it will look like maybe the “jig”
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is up. Anyway, no member of the class of ’92, from whatever corner of the

globe he may write, need hang his head.

W. L. SWALLEN, 505 11th Ave. N.E., St. Petersburg, Florida— It is an

unusual experience for me to be writing this Class letter from our own be-

loved country, and still more wonderful that I am writing it from the sun-

kissed city of St. Petersburg, Florida. When we left Korea last Fall we did

not know where we should decide to live permanently, but since sojourning

here for a few months we have come to like it so well that we want to make

it our home “until He come.” It has been a pleasure to have found more

dear good friends here than in any place we have ever been, outside of Pyeng

Yang, Korea. So delighted are we with everything that after careful scrutiny

of scores of houses shown us by various real estate men, we finally were

led to a beautiful little home suited to our needs, and we believe the Lord

led us to it and chose it for us. Centrally located, overlooking a park sur-

rounding Crescent lake, the one-story, buff brick is bountifully adorned with

flower beds and shrubbery and trees. After furnishing it we expect soon to

move in and make our home there, at the address of : 605 22nd Ave. N. And

there the Swallens will always be glad to welcome you when you can call to

see us.

One of the very memorable and refreshingly good times we’ve had

since coming to Florida was a Class reunion of part of the class at Lake-

land, Florida, when Hawley and Young succeeded in getting nine of us

together at a most enjoyable dinner party. We were sorry that McClintock

and his wife and Fox and his wife could not have been with us on that

occasion. But those of us who were there,— Hawley, Young, Stroh and my-

self with our wives, and also Hawley’s sister, Mrs. Miles, had a great time

that day.

It has been a joy to have seen the Strohs several times, as they are near

us at Bradenton, Florida, and on the occasion of my 82nd birthday, March

the 24th, they helped me celebrate at an afternoon party with a brief pro-

gram. While we were passing through Los Angeles, California, en route to

Florida, we had the pleasure of meeting Dr. Ensign and had a good visit.

We wish we had time and space to tell you of all the wonderful things we

were able to see along the way on our trip, of the stop-over at the Carlsbad

Caverns, of the day spent at the Bok Singing Tower, and the entertaining

animals in training at Sarasota, and other interesting and worth while

sights. God is so good to us, and we praise Him for the way He daily leads

us strewing flowers along our path and filling our hearts with joy.
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I need not give you the details of how or why we left Korea. You all

know it was not because we wanted to come away. In our home there we

were comfortable and happy, but the deplorable crisis that has come to the

church in the Orient in these days when a pagan nation like Japan is de-

I
termined on a line of action that is contrary to God’s Word and against God

Himself is heart-breaking. There is much persecution of the Ghristians who

will not compromise with idolatry, and great havoc in the church. We are

sustained by the certainty that the Lord will care for His own. Not a soul

whom He has chosen will be lost. We are content to leave the care of these

dear brethren to Him. There is nothing we can do but trust all to Him
; and know they are safe in His loving keeping, as are we.

The thought has come to me that the 50th Class reunion of our famous

class should certainly be held in St. Petersburg early in March of next year,

1942. This is the place where the largest number can meet the most easily

and surely no better place could be found for what ought to be a one

hundred per cent present reunion. How about it? I so move. If it is the

will of the Class Mrs. Swallen and I hereby send a cordial invitation to have

the Reunion at our new home on Crescent Park Heights, 605 22nd Ave.

North, St. Petersburg.

In these days of untold suffering and injustice meted out to so many

people, how thankful we should be for the Peace of God that “passeth

understanding,” and for the privilege of prayer and of having had a part

in His service for so many years. We praise Him and look with eagerness to

His coming soon.

The wrong is powerful on the throne

The suffering is severe,

The day of grace is almost o’er

The rapture must be near.

We know it for ’tis written clear,

That we prepared may be

In robes of righteousness attired,

When we His face shall see.

Oh blessed day, nor long delay,

No more earth’s ills bemoan,

All conflicts o’er, all victories won

When Christ comes for His own.

Then with Him into glory go.

His image we shall wear

And with His saints eternally

His glory we shall share.

Triumphantly in a Victorious Christ.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 237 Ridgewood Avenue, Orlando, Florida— Just a

few sentences concerning the Youngs and the past year. All in all it has been

a very good year with us. The six and a half months with the Old First

Church of Newark, New Jersey, were both pleasant and novel. After the
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years in the west where churches have to give so much time and thought to

finding money to pay the necessary bills, it was a new experience to be

connected with a large endowment. We found, however, that there are cer-

tain drawbacks to such. The people were most kind and generous and sent

us on our way with a very substantial gift of appreciation.

A few days before Christmas a new grandson came to us. He bears the

name of “Malcolm Black Young” and with his Scotch name and ancestry

should help make the world a little better.

Since coming to Florida we had the real pleasure of two visits with

Fred and Pauline Hawley, and, together with the Swallens and the Strohs,

were their luncheon guests at Lakeland early in March. We all enjoyed it

hugely.

May the Good Father of us all keep you each one.

(We are happy to have this word from our new President, who has

begun his work most auspiciously.)

To the Members of the Class of 1892:

Dear Friends:

As a new arrival in the family of “Old McCormick” I am just begin-

ning to understand something of the power of the love and loyalty which

our Seminary enjoys from its great alumni body. You are among the men

who have seen it grow and develop. I hope you will continue to remember

us in your prayers. If you can send us some able young friend who is de-

voted to his Lord, you will help us greatly.

My best wish to each member of the Class of ’92, and a standing in-

vitation whenever you are in Chicago to come and see us.

With warmest regards,

Faithfully yours,

J. Harry Cotton

President.
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ANNUAL CLASS LETTER

McCORMICK SEMINARY, CLASS OF ’92

(Presbyterian Theological Seminary, 2247 N. Halsted St., Chicago)

Letter No. 50

19 4 2

To the Class of ’92:

It’s a delight to pass on to you the following letters. All members were

leard from. Howard and Stark have joined the choir invisible. Dr. Zenos,

whom we initiated at old McCormick, and who has been such a friend and

inspiration to us all, has left us a wonderful heritage.

Under separate cover am sending the kodak pictures asked for. Not

all replied— Sorry ! If those not represented will send me 14 kodak prints

I will be glad to mail them.

And what about the 51st issue— shall it be continued?

Love to all, F. W. H.

FREDERICK L. BENEDICT, Taft, California— Word has come from mail

dispatcher, Fred. W. Hawley, requesting all Class Letters be mailed in at

once and delivered by April first so as to reach members of the class on or

before class day. I think it a very good plan, and here comes the half

century limited ahead of schedule. It does not seem possible another year

is closing, and the fiftieth year at that. How time flies. I do not think any

of us feel so very old even tho we have passed the three score and ten. If

a man is no older than he feels, some of us are pretty kittenish even yet

i even tho all parts of the anatomy may not be functioning so well. Take

myself for instance. I feel I should stop supplying the church which I

I served since 1919 except for the few years I was out upon attaining retire-

j

ment age. I was asked to come back and supply the church and have been

i there four years. But my physician has been urging me to relinquish the

work. Last December I did quit, but not until the church had secured a

pastor. This relaxation is not all that it is cracked up to be for a man who

has led an active life. I feel lost. As I reflect on the half century of service

for the Lord in the church, for one thing I feel I could have done better,

and would do better if I had the years to live over. But when I note the

weather-beaten tent-house in which I live I cannot but help think of the

building of God, an house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens,

and wish moving day would come. It seems to me I would like to get out
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of this sin-stained, war-weary old world where God is chastening the sons

whom He receiveth. I still am anxious that my light so shine before men P

that they may see my good works and glorify the Father who is in heaven.

I still hold fast to my profession of faith and hope to endure to the end.

as I know each one of you are determined to do, God helping you, so that

the closing years of our lives in “these last days” we may walk with God

until He invites us to enter into His rest where we shall ever be with the

Lord, and meet the loved ones gone on before, and our fellow classmates

who are there. What a reunion that will be. May the grace of our Lord be

with each one of you. Amen.

i

L. J. DAVIES, Tsingtao, China— Our Board of Foreign Missions writes,
j

“Dear Dr. Hawley: We are sorry that we cannot give you much information
[e

concerning the Rev. L. J. Davies of Tsingtao, Shantung, China. We can tell

you, however, that all our missionaries in Tsingtao, including Mr. Davies •

who is honorably retired, have been reported safe, somewhat restricted in

their movements, but courteously treated. Mr. Davies has had a long and

honorable missionary career. We are enclosing some material on him which

may help you in writing your Class Letter.”

Memorial on Honorable Retirement of Rev. and Mrs. L. J. Davies, 1935

To not many missionaries is it given to render such varied service in

so many places, as the Reverend and Mrs. Davies have rendered in their

forty-three years in China. Coming to China in 1892, they lived first in

Tsinan and then Tsingtao, where Mr. Davies carried on country evangel-

istic work. After a period at home in the States from 1908 to 1915, they

returned to China. Mr. Davies became dean of the Arts and Science College

;

of what is now Cheeloo University, which was then located at Weihsien. He

carried on in spite of difficulties until the college had been removed to its

present location in Tsinan. He was then transferred to work in the city of

Tsinan, as a member of the East Suburb station; and later moved to Tsing-

tao for a similar type of work. In 1930 came the call to serve once more '

in Cheeloo University in the position of Associate President, from which

position he now retires from active service.

We cannot in this memorial do more than mention two of the fruits of

his work. In the country field where he first labored, out from Tsinan and

which he has not visited for perhaps thirty years, his influence is still felt.

The villagers still ask after him and remember his work among them. Surely

his influence in other places of service will be as lasting. In Tsingtao he

made constructive efforts to meet the need of the returned student group for
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. church life suited to their interests and attainments. In this he has been

i pioneer among our Shantung missionaries, endeavoring to reach the class

>f educated and cultured young people in our cities.

To Mr. Davies and his helpmate, Mrs. Davies, as they retire from ac-

ive service, we, as a Mission, desire to express our admiration for their

ourage, devotion to duty, and loyalty to their Master.

* # *

Mrs. Davies died in 1936. She made a beautiful home for her husband

md their children (all of whom died in infancy or youth), showed herself

i gracious hostess, and, so far as her frail strength would allow, shared

sympathetically and intelligently, in the activities of Mr. Davies and the

Station. One of her most intimate friends says of her: “She was exquisite

in person, with charm and social grace, with a really remarkable mind,

ceen on international problems, an intellectual companion of stimulating

power for Mr. Davies, one with him in completest devotion to the Chinese

and in a rare love for and understanding of them ... I remember with de-

light the way she carried through the services of worship with her inspiring

playing of the piano . . . Mrs. Davies had a great capacity for friendship and

unusual graciousness of spirit.”

W. H. ENSIGN, 1055 North Kingsley Drive, Los Angeles, California— On
that seventh of April, 1892, when John Hyde was leading our prayers and

ambitions Godward, we were taking account of our Saviour’s Kingdom and

of the years. We are now marking a milestone in the half centuries, and

that Kingdom’s Leader is going right on into glories greater than we have

ever known. As when He spoke, so now, nations need to “Repent, for the

Kingdom of heaven is at hand.”

What sweet fellowship we have had as we look along the “Fifty folios

on Time the great transcriber’s shelves!” The heroism needed today is that

of the Pilgrims in 1620 and the Covenanters in 1688.

The selections that are constantly recurring to Mrs. Ensign and myself

are: the words of Jesus in Matthew 16:25b. “Whosoever will lose his life

for my sake shall find it.” And of Paul in Acts 20:24b. “That I might finish

my course with joy.” It is a forward look for all of us. We have changed

residence, and are helping in the South Hollywood Church, quite near our

home. Salutations of love as, in the reunion, you look into the next fifty

years.

A. F. ERNST, Box 325, Corpus Christi, Texas— Fifty years seemed a long

time in prospect, but how short in retrospect. I think I understand a little
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better Ps. 90:4, “A thousand years in Thy sight are but as yesterday when -

it is past.” One year since the last letter is but a moment; yet what momen - -

tous things can transpire in 365 days. Now at the age of 77 life for me still

is filled with many joys and blessings. The past year has been fraught with

many reasons for gratitude. Mrs. Ernst and I have had our usual good

health and enjoyable times. Kind and loving relatives and friends have

provided for our every comfort. I was rather weak a year ago after my very 1

serious illness. My unexpected and remarkable recovery has given my doc- ®

tor and others occasion to refer to me as a miracle. We spent a month last

summer at a lake resort in North Iowa where fishing and open air contrib- ij

uted to my strength and health. We came to Corpus Christi, Texas last ‘

November. Here the warmer climate and air has resulted in continued im-

provement, so that I am now able to take walks of three or more miles at

a time wthout tiring. Kind friends provide us with a fine apartment, and

all bills paid without any expense for us as long as we care to stay. We
shall probably remain here until the last of April and then return to Omaha,

j

I have spoken at church and other group meetings and am glad to make

myself useful as I have opportunity. I write a little, read much, and com-

pose a little poetry. I am working to revise and complete the outline of!

each book of the Bible. We rejoice with you all who still abide in this life.

We may not have a class reunion on this 50th anniversary, but at the end

of another fifty years we feel assured that we shall meet in another, perfect

and peaceful world, where every one will respond “present,” when the

roll of the class is called.

FRANCIS MORTON FOX, Lake Court Apt. Hotel, West Palm Beach, Fla.

— No one is more surprised, and none more grateful to God, than I, to

be here to tell the tale for our fiftieth anniversary class letter. Do you

remember that flue-ridden, broken-legged, crutch-borne fellow, who, by the

grace of God, the faculty, and the students, muddled through? Well, I

never counted on lasting longer than forty-five years of age at the most.

And when you think of George Nesbitt and Mert Smith, who were taken

so early, the more is the mystery. Perhaps I am in better health now than

ever since childhood. Now fifty years of ministry have come and gone, for

which we are singing the one hundred third Psalm of joy and thanksgiving.

Fourteen out of forty-seven boys remain to witness for Christ, each in his

own way.

Although the McClintocks, the Swallens, and the Stroh’s have estab-
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ished homes in this wonderful state, two hundred fifty to three hundred

niles lie between us.

From mid-June to November we were in Asheville, N. Car., paying a

usit to relatives and friends in Ohio and Indiana in August. In June the

ocal Kiwanis Club made Mrs. Fox and me their guests at the Annual Inter-

lational Convention in Atlanta, Ga. During the year we saw the Hawleys,

vho briefly looked in on our home here. While in Asheville we visited with

he Strohs and their fine family. Dear Harry Stark has come from darkness

nto light, ineffable and full of glory. And now we mourn the passing of

)ur Patron Saint, dear Dr. Zenos, who began his work at old McCormick

with our class. Mourn, did I say? Nay, the rather, we rejoice in his great

and glorious reward.

While the majority of our number have entered into the inheritance,

incorruptible and undefiled, in the midst of this troubled world, let those

ft of us who remain, carry on, as soldiers of Jesus Christ, faithful unto death.

i

FREDERICK W. HAWLEY, Parkville, Missouri — Fifty short years! Nine

in the pastorate, ten as Superintendent of Missions, twenty-six a College

President, five Emeritus. Happily married forty-seven years to the best

igirl in all the world (tho’ I must say she hasn’t always obeyed me. Has she

ever? I don’t recall just now), two husky sons, three finest grandsons in

the world— 4, 8, 10— who have a very lovely mother.

You know me, and consequently believe that I am very modest in my
claims. Could say more!

They have been happy years, busy years, rich in opportunities and

friendships from first to last. The Lord has been gracious above measure

all along the way. And the best is yet ahead! “Behold I come quickly and

my reward is with me.” “Even so, Come, Lord Jesus!” Swallen and Stroh

have been calling attention to this great truth through all these years. Let

us all join them now in this Blessed Hope.

Blessings on each and all!

J. B. HOWARD— The following letter from Dorcas Howard tells the story

of the last days on earth of our beloved classmate. Dorcas is one of my
girls too, graduating at Park in my fourth class, class of ’20. 1542 South

77 St., West Allis, Wisconsin, March 23, 1942. My Dear Dr. Hawley: Your

letter to my mother for news of my father came while I was at home for

my father’s funeral. As mother is too ill to write or even to read letters, I

am taking the liberty of answering for her.
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My father fell several weeks ago and fractured his hip. Complication: $

developed, and last Tuesday, March 17, he passed away. We cannot griev<

that he is now at rest, at “home.”

It has been their hope that they would not long be separated, and i l

seems probable that that hope may be fulfilled. Mother has been bedfas

most of the time since last May when she had a stroke. Since Christmas

she has failed rather rapidly, and for the last few weeks each day that sh( 1

has lived has been one more than we had dared to hope. Since my father’s

funeral she has aroused only for brief moments at long intervals. Her mine •-

is clear, however, when she is awake. l
r

My parents had fifty-four years together— a life of loving service tc

God and the Church. Until the last few months when my father’s mind anc >

my mother’s physical health had failed, their life was one of unusual happi

ness. As you say, “We all loved J. B.” It seems to me that was true wherevei
.

he went.

How are you and Mrs. Hawley? I often think of you and the happy days

I spent at Park. I hope that you are both in good health. Sincerely yours.

BURTON ALVA KONKLE, Swarthmore, Pa.
—

“Believe it or not,” old

fellows, this is “McCormick Seminary’s Missionary Class’s” fiftieth annual

letter! I’ve never heard of any class beating that, except a Princeton College

i

class, more ancient than our seminary one. As for me, the most blessed

memory of my octogenarian years is seminary and short pastoral days. My
over half-century of efforts for national and state history don’t compare

with them; they made even my historical efforts a missionary work, as wit-

ness this word from Dr. Allen Nevins of Columbia University—“You have

done more for Pennsylvania history than any living man, as much as any,
j

except Andrews of Yale, for colonial history in general.” But what is that

compared with seeing souls born again through Christ as you hand them

his Word! How7 proud I am of the great work of ’92 all over the world!

The seed planted in Europe, Asia, Africa and America will spring up to

new life when the world’s spiritual winter is passed and the Son brings a

new spring! Each age has its Cross— and from the black Middle Ages the

world had a resurrection the greatest in history! When I became helpless

it was a part of my recovery that I saw my classmates and others in the

great work of resurrection on every continent! No wonder I improved

enough to become an octogenarian at the wonderful sight! Behold ancient

China with a new life! Behold the generations of the persecuted flying to

this new land of refuge and making it the richest land of freedom in the
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vorld, making, by their discoveries and inventions the world come so close

ogether as a world city with neighbors so close together it must learn how

o live that way anew, and if Jesus Christ and his apostles were standing on

my ground here they could talk directly to all men by radio, as their fol-

owers are to do more and more— after the Devil has gone into hiding.

A Presbyterian minister, who knew I was an atheist from eighteen to

wenty-one, suggested I go to Lake Forest College, where I found the Light

and in due time was one of the Class of ’92— another instance of the Son

winning men from the dark ages. No wonder the favorite greeting of the

Anglo-Saxon is “Cheerio!”

I have heard of no passing of our members but Stark. My family are

m well.

f\ -«(*)>-
-

PAUL McCLINTOCK, Penney Farms, Florida— Your post cards and one

from Konkle remind me again this morning of what is an unusual privilege

— our fiftieth class letter. I suspect few have such an opportunity. It seems

such a very short time since we met as a class— for the last time— in the

Church of the Covenant. Our glee club, of which you were one of the basso

profundi, furnished the music, and I had the honor of playing the organ.

Id
| All went well until the postlude, when the janitor who was pumping the

al organ, grew tired— for I was using the full organ— nothing less would

a [sufficiently honor the class of ’92. Well, the janitor grew tired, or hot,

or gave out, and the postlude finished in a series of grunts, shrieks, and

squeals, as an organ does when the wind pressure gives out, and the organist

r was left on the seat very much chagrined.

But what a very great deal has happened since. China, 25 years, Los

Angeles, Portland, St. Paul, Colorado Springs, Laurel, Mississippi, Phila-

I delphia and at last Penney Farms — and all through the years we realize

i and can see the leading hand of the God of all mercy.

To all the class our warmest greetings and our sincere wishes and

' prayers that the days yet remaining may be full of joy and of as much in

I service as waning strength will permit.

I am sorry I cannot send photos. There are not at present any available.

It really is a great honor to have had all these years of service, but

j

it is appalling at times to look back and realize all the deficiencies, the

mistakes, the lack of rising equal to the task. How grateful must one be in

remembering that we serve one who knows our weaknesses and who has

\
promised to forgive and to forget the mistakes and who will multiply by

his power the efforts made to set in action something of helpfulness and

I good, as well as the influences set in motion, to serve and help.

Seven



U. G. SCHELL, 310 19th Street, Sioux City, Iowa— I came to Sioux City

December 11th. My son-in-law, the Reverend Mr. Voss, was installed pastor
i

of Trinity Lutheran Church here on December 14th. Of course I had re-

signed my work as Teacher of Homiletics in the 0. B. I.

I have been preaching as supply or ad-interim pastor during the last

year or two. During 1941 I preached 32 Sundays in large and small

churches. Besides our own, I was called to service in the U. P., Congrega-

tional and Baptist.

This year I was at home in January. Since Feb. 1st I have been supply-

ing at Craig, Nebraska. I have a class of 12 catechumens I am teaching in

preparation for reception into fellowship April 5th.

I have been pretty well. I am still preparing sermons and I think my
new ones are the best. I wish I could take the preachers I hear now and then

and put them through a course in Homiletics.

I completed almost a full set of lectures on Homiletics while in Omaha.

Our work will soon be done. The greatest work any man can do or ever has

done is to preach and teach; enlisting and training young Christians for

membership and service.

My memory is vivid yet of the old McCormick days, and of our com-

radeship under the past masters who taught us. With best wishes to each

one.

W. S. SMITH, Box 1, Bullards Route, Coquille, Oregon— A card from

Hawley reminds me that it is time to get busy on our fiftieth letter, and

here it goes.

I am still going strong, acting as assistant pastor to all our churches

here, except our own beloved Presbyterian, of which we have none.

I spend my time in personal work, bringing the people and the various
I

pastors into touch with each other, visiting the sick, and ministering to those I

in sorrow, and helping many to start off on the happy journey of life, even I

down to the second generation.

I united in marriage the youngest couple in all my fifty years of service 1

on Valentine’s Day. The groom was 73 and the bride 53. Can any of you
j

match it?

I have a wonderfully fine pal here now, in the person of Walter A. j

Conden, a retired Presbyterian Minister, who moved here some months ago.

He is now totally blind, but has a loving wife who helps him so that he
j

is able to do much work among the churches in teaching the Sunday School I

and supplying for the various pastors. He was many years a missionary in I

Alaska, and has done much missionary work all over this Western Coast. I

Eight



ADDENDUM

Have gathered information as follows, received too late for insertion

otherwise. Am also sending the snapshots. I find the cost to each of the

class is $1.50.

Mrs. J. E. Foster— Living at 2121 W. 9th St., Los Angeles; son in Los

Angeles, daughter in Washington, D. C.

Mrs. A. L. Hutchison— 206 Young Apts., Tacoma, Washington. Three

daughters; Tacoma, Long Beach, New York.

Mrs. 3- F. Light— With a daughter at Sutherland, Neb. Six children,

all living, all married. Ten grandchildren. Several in educational work.

Mrs. 0. L. Prentice— Living with her children. Two sons, both ministers.

One grandson, candidate for ministry.

Mrs. L. B. Tate— Lives during winter in the home they acquired before

the death of L. B. at Frostproof, Fla. Spends summers with a sister in North

Carolina.

Rev. E. G. Williams— Son of the Rev. W. R., is Western Rep. of Board of

Pensions, 306 Spring St., Los Angeles.

DR. ANDREW C. ZENOS
by Burton A. Konkle

The last of our old Professors, 1892, is gone, and our class letter, No.

50, must have a brief sketch of that remarkable life.

Dr. Zenos was not only my professor in Seminary but in Lake Forest

College in 1881-86, when in my sophomore year I too was an instructor

— and in charge of half the dormitory. So I have known Dr. and Mrs.

Zenos for over 60 years as among my dearest friends and have seen his

rise to one of the soundest and most famous Christian scholars of his day.

In the midst of it all was his delightful sincerity, simplicity and dignity.

Born in Constantinople, Aug. 13, 1856, he was only 6 years older than

I. Graduating from Roberts College at 17 he came to Princeton Seminary

and graduated. After two years as pastor in Pennsylvania, he was called

to Lake Forest as Professor of Greek, spending 5 years there, then three

years at Hartford Theological Seminary, then to McCormick. We know the

rest— and appreciate the blessings in long years of knowing such an

unusual Christian character.

Mrs. Zenos has been a real counselor and helper and inspiration

through all the years. She and their two daughters are living. We extend

to them our love and prayers.





That reunion of Hawley, Young, Swallen and Stroh, with their wives

>f Lakeland last year thrills the hearts of each and every one of us. And
vhat a thrill it would be if all of us who are left could sit down toegther

>n this our 50th anniversary and enjoy fellowship together!

But since this cannot be, we can all meet at the throne of grace and

emember each other in our prayers.

The next best thing to thus sitting down together would be, I think,

o have our pictures in our class letter. How I would love to look into the

faces of each of you once more.

Those of us who are left are all very close to the four score mark, if

we have not already passed it. I thought I was among the oldest in the

Hass till I read Stroh’s letter. I reached my 79th milestone last November.

I was surprised to note in the Presbyterian the account of the death of

Dr. Zenos on January 25th, ’42, and I want to join with you all in this

letter, in expressing my deepest sympathy to the loved ones remaining.

We can never, any of us, make known how much he meant to us, as

a teacher and a true personal friend.

I also want to join with you all in expressing my deepest sympathy

to Mrs. Stark in the loss of her beloved husband, and our dear friend and

classmate, who went on to meet his Saviour and ours, on May 1st, ’41.

May we each be ready to hear our Master say, whenever he calls for

us, “Well done, thou good and faithful servant; thou hast been faithful

over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many things; enter thou into

the joy of thy Lord.”

May the blessing of God the Father rest upon and abide with each one

while we abide in this earthly tabernacle.

(Stir them up on the picture, Hawley!)

HARRY R. STARK—(Am glad to pass on to you the following letter from

the wife of our beloved Harry)— Dr. Hawley has asked me to write a few

lines for the class letter. There is not much to add to my letter of last year,

for Harry was then nearing the end— leaving us on the morning of May
1st after an illness of three months. Tumor on the brain was the final pro-

nouncement. The high courage of six years of total blindness never deserted

Harry. The lifelong habit of cheerfulness and optimism persisted to the

end and he left with his family and all who knew him a wonderful memory
of a courageous soul.

In submitting his letter of resignation to the Greenpoint Church he

wrote: “This is my last brief message to you as your minister” closing with

these words: “Fight the good fight of faith; quit you like men; lay hold
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on eternal life. Wherefore be ye steadfast, unmovable, always abounding;?0

in the work of the Lord, for as much as ye know that your labor is not in

vain in the Lord.”

The funeral services were held in the church and were conducted by

the Rev. Dr. Benjamin Farber, Minister of the Fourth Presbyterian Church

of Manhattan. Dr. Farber, as a young man, was a member of the Frankfort,

Indiana church of which Harry was the pastor and was influenced by him

to enter the ministry. The service was beautiful and “strangely impressive,” %

many thought— so sincere and intimate was the appreciation.

Harry Rodgers Stark, who was seventy-six years of age at the time of

his death, was born in Steubenville, Ohio, a descendent of Thomas Stone,

a signer of the Declaration of Independence.

He was graduated from Adrian College in Michigan in 1888 and from

the Presbyterian Theological Seminary, Chicago, in 1892. He held a Doc-

tor of Divinity degree from Wabash College, Indiana, and a Ph.D. from

Wooster College, Ohio.

He held pastorates in Maywood, 111.; Washington, Iowa; Frankfort,

Ind.; Saginaw, Mich.; Edgewater, N. J.; and the Greenpoint Presbyterian

Church in Brooklyn, N. Y. During the first World War he was with the

Y. M. C. A. overseas.

Our daughter, Edna, has been at the head of the Publicity Dept, of the

Grace S. S. Line for the past ten years.

Our son, Walter, has been called back into Gov’t service as Assistant

Director of the Research Dept, of the Federal Reserve Board. Edna and I

are living together at 620 W. 116th St. N. Y. City— the home of the Starks

for the past 17 years.— Sincerely, Villa L. Stark.

GRANT STROH, 2110 6th Avenue, Bradenton, Fla.— I hope you all got

that letter (or card) from Hawley: “Sit down and write it today.” I could-

n’t (or didn’t) and now it is March the sixth. Not too late, I feel certain.

Have not much to say. Still answering the questions for the Moody Monthly ,

but for the Monthly only. The others are returned for another man to ans-

wer. This means reduced work for me, also reduced compensation, but

all at my own suggestion, hence I have no “kick” coming. However, even

with the reduced work there are days when I do not feel fit. Hence I may

resign entirely and play awhile ere it is too late. My wife says I must get

out and play golf each day, as a neighbor of mine is doing. 1 admit that I

ought to do something of the kind, but thus far I have found sufficient exer-

cise doing odd jobs about our little place. What a mess this old world is

in! But personally I have a very pessimistic outlook, expecting affairs to
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rprow worse before they improve. As to the Bible as a whole I believe it is

livinely inspired from “Kiver to Kiver.” I also am a firm believer in the

personal and premillenial return of our Lord, who will take His Kingdom

and reign over the whole earth. Not before then will “wars cease to the ends

)f the earth.” Hence I know that God has things “well in hand,” as the

Britishers say; and that “all things work together for good to them that love

God and who are called according to his purpose.” Our faith is a victorious

faith. Be the end near or distant we shall certainly join the beloved class-

mates and others who have gone on before. Hallelujah! Amen! Victory is

certain. Romans 8th Chapter.

H. B. SUTHERLAND, 8127 State St., South Gate, Calif.: — This fiftieth

anniversary finds me at the age of seventy-eight, and still “in harness”

—

meaning about completing fifty years continuously in the pulpit. Have had

seven pulpits that I could call MY OWN — five as pastor and two for brief

periods as stated supply. The five pastorates covered almost forty-five of

the fifty years. With this approaching May I will have completed four

years in charge of La Rambla Chapel, San Pedro. With this consumation

I shall expect to retire from active service, probably the first of June next.

In the four years at La Rambla Chapel, though nearing the “four-score

years,” I have been out of the pulpit but one Sunday by reason of illness.

I wonder how many of the tribe of ’92 have been all along, and still are,

thus wonderfully blessed in vigor of body! Probably my next annual letter

— yes, and all the letters henceforth till the final— will be written from

Santa Ana, California, 2424 Riverside Drive, the domicile we are happy

to claim as our own. In that community of beautiful homes, and congenial

folk, we hope to live on and out the remaining years allotted us. And, to

the remnant of the tribe of ’92 the latch-string will ever be out, as likewise

to their “kith and kin.” Here endeth our fiftieth epistle.

W. L. SWALLEN, 605 — 22nd Ave. N., St. Petersburg. Flojida.

Before the Crisis

Before the Crisis came, came we of ninety two.

’Twas fifty years ago and we have carried through!

Though long, the time seems short, the years have quickly passed;

A few are still alive, and they not long may last.

What doth those years now tell, and what success record,

And what of worthy deeds with Christ’s command accord?
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What strength, of self or Christ, was chief and mostly used,

And grace sufficiently received and well diffused?

Such riches of His love abundantly He gave,

That we through Him might tell the Saviour’s plan to save;

All sinners who’d repent, forgiven of God should be,

And changed in character, the glories of heaven should see.

Some long, some briefly served, and now on earth no more,

But fruitage of their toil is known the wide world o’er;

And we who still are here, do love to see it grow,

Abiding His good time we can now not know.

The Seed in human hearts shall ne’er be rooted out,

From one to others goes and spreads e’en far about;

Some spots once wilderness is now a blooming rose,

How much of present beauty, Himself, God only knows.

But we shall also know when we arrive up there,

WTiat we’ve so hurriedly done, attempting oft somewhere;

We need not fear as lost, though poorly finished as we thought,

Then too, ’twas not our doing, but through us God hath wrought.

Let us forget ourselves as we would reminisce,

For much or little done ’twas wholly by His grace;

We thank God for His love, and sought to use the same,

So now and ever more we’ll praise His Holy Name.

The Crisis almost on, a new thing soon we’ll see,

What now so awful seems, will then just common be.

Though all the world’s in dread, to us there is no fear;

What we now hear and see, must mean His coming’s near.

Christ told us in His Word, while speaking on this theme,

When “Gentile fulness” comes,— apostasy supreme,

—

A world in carnage drenched, thank God it will be brief.

War’s terror every where, hearts failing cause of grief,

—

it

on

tie

0

i

nt

lh'

ire

l

at

ir

1

IV

let

That when such things abound, Christ would again appear,

To raise the sleeping saints; And living ones down here,

Transformed, and caught up there together in the air,

Receive, and with His Bride, His Royal Throne to share.— W. L. S.

To look back over the years from th is Fiftieth mile-stone, it seems like

a dream.

I am indeed most grateful to be able to write this letter from St.

Twelve
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Petersburg, where Mrs. Swallen and I, with our daughter Olivette, are en-

oying the quiet and comfort of~our own little home.

We are pleased to have a little part in the near-by Woodlawn Presby-

erian Church, U. S. where Olivette and I each teach in the Sunday-school.

The many good friends we have found here have enriched our social life.

These kind friends, being devoted Christians, help to make the passing days

lappy in Christian fellowship. I know of no place outside of Korea where

ve could be more happy than we are here.

We rejoice to know that Jesus’ coming is nearer than it was a year ago.

t may be that we shall see Him face to face in glory before another year

oils around. Wouldn’t that be glorious! Praise His Name, it seems His

’oming must be near. When I hear of the terrible horrors of war and of

he satanic conduct of men in so many places, I just look up and cry out

‘Oh, come Lord Jesus come quickly!” Our youngest daughter, Mary, has

mtered the Nation’s service, in one of the large Army Red Cross Nurse

Z!orps.

We shall be happy indeed to receive this year’s Class Letter with all your

pictures included . Let us continue the Class Letter as long as two o f us

ire here.

God bless you all.—John 9:4.

J. FRANK YOUNG, 610 Lafayette Ave. S. E., Grand Rapids, Mich.

—

Would that the editor of this that is called “The Class Letter” had indi-

cated whether he wanted history or hopes, experiences or anticipations, joys

r sorrows as the burden of this latest edition, chapter, or whatever he may
choose to call it.

Looking back at that memorable April 7th, 1892, and then looking out

over the world as it is presented to us by the A. P. and the radio, makes one

feel as if he had not done much for the Kingdom of God on earth for surely

ihose “Gay Nineties” appeared better than these sad nineteen-forties. But

I guess enough of that sort.

As to the year from April 7th, 1941, to April 7th, 1942, Mrs. Young and

I have kept out of both a hospital and a jail, which is something to chalk

up in favor of both the year and ourselves. As to actual work. I fear we

cannot claim much. 1 have preached four times and taught classes in the

Sunday School a number of times. Mrs. Young has outdone me in the latter

respect. We have traveled enough to make us weary and glad to get settled

down with our own belongings for a while at least. Have been from coast

to coast and back again and part way across again. That sort is joyous to

look forward to and fine to look back at but wearying to endure.
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I have not heard from a single one of you fellows saving Hawley —
good man, what would we do without him?— and have not seen one of yoi

the past year. Maybe we would not know each other if we met. Fifty year;

can bleach ones hair and make lines in ones face and the Lincoln Park skat

ing ponds are not half as attractive as they were fifty-one years ago. Bu

all in all I have had a glorious time. If I had my life to live over again

would want to have the same Master and Lord and the same good wife anc

the same son. I am so glad that God is not only in his heaven but dowr

here as well and some day we will know all about what He has in mine

in allowing all this distress to come upon the world. Expect it is just the

breaking up of the old in order that something better and more pleasing tc

Him may come. This is my hope, that out of it all in His way some greatei ]

glory shall come to Him and something better for the children of men.
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And these, our bid classmates, “After they had served their

deration, by the wilpod, fell^on sleep.

Their works do Pw them -

own

A. L. Berry

W. W. Boone

E. A. Boyd

R. M. Dillon

E. S. Evans

J. V. Findlay

W. S. Foreman

J. E. Foster

E. P. Gilchrist

J. T, Henderson

C. L. Herald

F .W. Hinitt

J. B. Howard

A. L. Hutchison

J. N. Hyde

Graham Lee

S. F. Light

M. H. McLeod

E. W. McClusky

R. H. Milligan

S. F. Moore

G. A. Nesbitt

William Parker

E. H. Pence

0. L. Prentice

F. M. Smith

H. R. Stark

L. W. Tate

r. 0. Walker

W. S. Ward

R. M. Williams

W. R. Williams

J. G. Woods








