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The Board made record of the death on January 17, 1955 at
Princeton, New Jersey, of Mrs. Samuel H. Moffett, a missionary of the Board
who had served in China and had been reassigned to the Korea Mission.

Elizabeth Tarrant was born on March 16, 1918 in Columbia, South
Carolina. She was educated at Columbia Bible College and at Wheaton College,
from which she was graduated in 1939. For two years she was a successful
Bible teacher at Ware Shoals, South Carolina, until her marriage to the
Rev. Samuel H. Moffett in 1942. Dr, and Mrs. Moffett continued their studies
and in 19/+ii were appointed as missionaries of the Board for service in China.
Because the international situation did not permit their sailing to China
at that time, they were made appointees-in-waiting in 19U5 in order that
Dr. Moffett could accept appointment as the Director of the Youth Division
of the Board, a position which he continued to hold for two years.

In 19U7 Dr. and Mrs. Moffett ; sailed for China and for language
study at the Peking Lang^ge School. After a year they were assigned to
Yenching University, at approximately the same time that the city came under
Communist control. They continued their services at Yenching until 19k9
when they were transferred to the Nariking Tneological Seminary. Because of
the situation in China, it was necessary for them to return to the United
States in 1951, and after a year cf furlough they were transferred from
China to Korea, with assignment to study the Korean language at Yale Univer-
sity. Because of Mrs. Moffett's illness in the spring of 1953, their sail-
ing was delayed in the hope that she would fully recover her strength.
During that time Dr. Moffett has served first at Princeton and since Septem-
ber as Acting Personnel Secretary of the Board. For a time it seemed that
Mrs. Moffett would be able to accompany her husband to Korea, but during
these last months her health has gradually failed and she passed away in
the hospital at Princeton on January 17th.

Bet Moffett was reared in a Christian home in the South and was a
person of true southern charm. She had been inspired during her girlhood
by a missionary from Africa and during her first year in College she gave
herself to full-time Christian service.

She was the ideal helpmate in missionary service, for she was well
liked by all, resourceful and effective in whatever work she undertook.
Life in China from 19U7 to 1951, almost three years of which was under the
Communists, was a true test of the character of her Christian coimnitment.
She proved herself to be cheerful under trying conditions and able to express



her Christian witness through her gracious and humble spirit. During
language study and in both Yenching University and Nanking Theological Semin-
ary, Mrs. Moffett found joy in her Christian service among college students,
bhe taught classes in Bible and English, often while food was scarce and
war threatened.

Bet Moffett »s life of service was brief as the world counts time,
but in God’s long future that service has eternal significance. Those of
us who knew her here will always remember her characteristics of gentleness,
Christian conviction and hope. Certainly those who knew her in China will
even now remember those same characteristics and, through that remembrance,
may well come to an understanding of the Christ whom she represented.

The Board gives thanks to God for this thoroughly consecrated
Christian life and extends its sympathy and its encouragement in the Christian
hope to her husband, Dr. Samuel H. Moffett, to her father Mr. Guy M. Tarrant
and to her two brothers, Guy M. and William B. Tarrant of Columbia, South

*

Carolina.



No Door
Stays Closed to God

Expelled from China by the Communists
,

the author surveys world missions
,

thinks
5

“It is time we listened to

God
,
not to our own defeated hearts”

By Samuel H. Moffett

B
ack in China, the Communists

used to laugh at us. “You

Christians are old-fashioned,"

they said. “When are you go-

ing to wake up to the new day?" They

did not know, and some Christians don’t

know that the Christian mission does

have a new day. It is not the day of

the Communist revolution, of course. It

does not have to be. We have a revolu-

tion of our own.

Others have already described that

revolution. On the one side, we have

been stabbed awake to some of the hard

realities of the world in which we live

by the scourge of God—the Communists

descending like the Assyrians of old in

judgment on complacent Christendom.

That is the painful side of the revolu-

tion. But there is another side. There is

a glory that breaks through the dark-

ness. It is the glory of the rise of the

younger churches. Now, for the first time

in history, we Protestants have a world-

wide Church, a fellowship beyond our

borders, twenty-eight-million strong in

lands where only 160 years ago there

was scarcely a single Protestant church.

That is the most important fact in the

history of the Church in our times,

and it gives us leave to think of the

new day, not in terms of judgment,

but as a day of beckoning challenge

and a day of opening doors for our faith.

But for anyone who really knows

world conditions, it must seem the

height of presumption to speak of the

world mission of the Church and say,

"The doors are wide open.” Everyone

knows that these are the days of the

closing of doors, Travelers return from

Africa and tell us of the Man Mau and

the paralyzing spread of racial tensions.

“The white man will be out of Africa,”

they say, "thrown out, in three, four, or

five years.” Not long ago. I heard a mis-

sionary from India say, “We have per-

haps ten more years in India.” Ten more
years to work, and then the revolution.

Most people agree that in Japan the

days of widest opportunities are past.

People, once so eager, after the dis-

illusionment of defeat, to drink in the

good news of the forgiving love of God
in Jesus Christ; people who a few years

ago were storming the platforms at great

evangelistic meetings to buy portions of

the Scriptures—these people seem no

longer quite so eager for the gospel, and

national pride is entering in once more,

disguised as an alternative to the Chris-

tian faith. National pride makes a very

attractive substitute to faith, even in

America.

In Latin America, I regret to say, it is

Roman Catholic persecution that is

closing doors. After centuries of decay,

the Roman Church is belatedly stirring

itself to meet the threat of the full gos-

pel and is trying in every conceivable

way to hinder the progress of the small

but growing Evangelical Churches.

Some time ago, I received this letter

from a friend in Colombia:

“Dear Friends:

“Home again and at worship this

Sunday morning in the Ibague Presby-

terian Church. . . . We are reading re-

sponsively from John: 'Mv peace I give

unto you.’ Peace! There is not much of

it in Colombia. . .• . Over on the women’s

side of the congregation, I see Gonzalo

Garcia sitting beside a senorita. Gonzalo

is only twenty-two, but he has already

suffered for his faith. In Mariquita, To-

lima, last June, he and three others were

seized by the national police while in a

young people’s meeting in their church.

In the sanctuary they were beaten with

gun butts until they were covered with

blood. Then they were marched off to

the police barracks for four hours of

torture. They were beaten, whipped,

and clubbed. Time after time, they were

dumped in a tank of dirty water. They
were rolled naked through the hot ashes

of burning rice chaff. They had to bum
their own Bibles. They were cursed for

corrupting the people with Protestant



Joctrines. They were forced to drink

rom a latrine and to eat filth. Some of

the things they endured cannot be men-

tioned. Gonzalo needs only to return to

the Roman Catholic Church to save

limself from any further difficulties. . . .

Where are we? In the Dark Ages?”

It is a day of closing doors, racial ten-

sions, rising nationalisms, political Ro-

man Catholicism, Communism—all these

power forces are closing the doors on the

free proclamation of the gospel. And

there is finally, of course, the echoing

horror in the molecule whose tiny pow-

ers, unleashed and large, can slam the

door in grim conclusion on this whole

human race.

To me, naturally, China is a symbol of

this whole world tragedy. When I went

to China in 1947, the doors were wide

open. With all the optimism of a new
missionary, I was convinced that we
needed only to proclaim the liberating

truth of the love of Cod in Jesus Christ,

and all China might be saved. That was

not altogether an empty optimism back

there in 1947. But in 1948. the Commu-
nist tide engulfed us; and in two short

years, we were thrown out of the coun-

try we loved. We saw the door slammed

shut behind us.

Some time ago, it was reported that

the China secretaries of ten or twelve

of the largest foreign-mission boards met

in New York to review the China situa-

tion. During a recess, someone asked.

“How long do you really think it will

be before Christian missionaries can re-

turn to China?" The others shrugged

their shoulders and said, “Who knows?”

But the man persisted and finally they

took a straw vote.

This was the result: One elderlv saint

with the optimism of grace voted three

years: there was one vote for five years;

but all the rest without exception voted

ten, twenty, thirty vears, or more. Now
these were men with greater Christian

responsibilities closer contact with field

conditions, and wider grasp of current

events in the Far East, perhaps, than

nnv others in America. Their considered

or>inion was the black and pessimistic

prediction that China would be sealed

against the gospel for the rest of our

generation.

If fhat is so, it is the greatest setback

and the most stunning calamity in the

160-year history of the modem mission-

ary movement. It is only one of the

closing doors, but it can mean that the

shadow of spiritual death is falling on

one fifth of the population of the globe.

The door has closed on China. Will it

close on the rest of the world as well?

Only in the perspective of history,

can we really know how much tragedy is

bound up with the closing of those doors

and at what great cost the doors were

opened. Take China as an example.

Robert Morrison asked his mission

board, “Send me to the most difficult

field you have.” They sent him to China,

and there he labored, straining with in-

flexible determination, unbroken cour-

age, his shoulder to the fast-closed door,

for seven long years—seven years with-

out a convert, seven years with nothing

to show for his sacrifice and labor. They

laughed at him. "And so, Mr. Morrison,

you really expect that you will make an

impression on the idolatry of the great

Chinese Empire." “No, sir,” said Mor-

rison, “but God will.” Morrison lived to

see God open the door to China.

After the pioneers, came those

who kept the door open

/ through war and pestilence,

_Z. j flood and famine, even through

the bloody horrors of the Boxer Rebel-

lion, when 200 missionaries and 20,000

Chinese Christians lost their lives. Up
in Paotingfu, ninety miles from Peking,

the Boxers broke into the Presbyterian

mission compound. The missionary

group included Paul and Frances Sim-

cox, twelve- and nine-year-old children

of one of the missionary couples. The

mob set fire to the missionary houses.

As the fire and smoke rose unbearably

through the home, the two children

broke from their parents’ arms, out

through the door into the cool, fresh

air beyond, into the hands of the angry

mob. The mission doctor raced upstairs

to a window, thinking he might be able

to protect the children with a gun. Then,

seeing that it was no use, he pleaded

with the crowd to spare their lives. “We
will gladly die here,” he cried, “but

let the children go.” And the mob
laughed and spit at him, cut off the

children’s heads with their swords, and

stuffed their bodies down a well, while

the good doctor died in the flames where

he stood.

But they did not die in vain. The

courage and heroism of the martyrs

brought about such a revulsion of feel-

ing among the Chinese and such an in-

spiration to volunteer for overseas serv-

ice among young people at home that

one missionary wrote, “My own judg-

ment is that the cause of missions has

been advanced twenty-five years by the

massacres of the year 1900.” They kept

the doors open, even in death. And

through those doors entered the liber-

ating gospel of salvation in Jesus Christ.

At the height of the 1920’s there were

8,000 Protestant missionaries in China

alone. There were over 530 of our own

Presbyterian missionaries in that land.

But not now. The martyrs died to

keep the door open. And we are letting

it close. Once there were 8,000 Prot-

estant missionaries in China; today there

are perhaps eight. Three of those eight

are our own Presbyterian missionaries.

For three years they have been held in

Communist jails. We should remember

their names before God every day: Dr.

and Mrs. Homer Bradshaw and Miss

Sara Perkins.

The door to China has slammed shut.

I do not need to be reminded of that;

I was almost caught in the shutting of

it. And Christians like us sit here com-

fortably and shake our heads and say,

“Yes, the door is closing in China. Too

bad. There is nothing we can do about

it.”

What nonsense. What faint-hearted,

easily discouraged, disbelieving Chris-

tians we are. I include myself in the

indictment, for I have been as deadly

discouraged as any about the situation

in China. But in those days of discour-

agement, it was the strong and simple

faith of my Chinese Christian colleagues,

triumphant and courageous in the face

of far more imminent and threatening

perils than any I was called upon to

endure, which lifted up my heart and

restored mv confidence and gave me
new strength.

I remember a commencement service

behind the curtain. It was a considerable

period after the coming of the Commu-
nists. Already the first ominous signs of

a harsher policy of Communist repres-

sion and control were beginning to

appear. The hard skeleton of the police

state was beginning to show beneath

the rosy promises and enthusiasms of

the liberation, and the first faint waves

of fear swept through the land. Chris-

tians wondered what lay ahead. Some

said that Communist agents were in-

vestigating mission-relief activities and

were about to accuse the churches of

misuse of supplies. Some said the gov-

ernment was about to seize all Christian

institutions. Some said that religious

freedom would soon be cruelly restrict-

ed. The assistant pastor of one of the

churches in town was suddenly and

mysteriously arrested. The door, which



to our surprise had remained open for

some time after the coming of the Com-
munists, seemed now at last about to

close. It was in this tense and troubled

time of rising doubts and fears that we
assembled for the commencement ad-

dress.

But for such a time of spreading fear

as that, God brought to us as one of

the commencement speakers his own

man of the hour. I will not reveal his

name. I do not even remember what

he said. But I will never forget the thrill

that ran through me as he stood up

before that troubled, discouraged, tense

group of Christian students and teach-

ers, and announced his text: Revelation

3:8, "Behold I have set before thee an

open door, and no man can shut it.

Even as he spoke, we could almost

see the graduates, about to leave the

shelter of the campus for the hard and

hostile future of a Christian in Commu-

nist land—we could almost see them,

graduates, teachers, all, straighten their

shoulders and lift their heads. It was

Red China; the Communists were upon

us, but God was speaking to us, "Be-

hold I have set before thee an open door,

and no man can shut it.”

It is high time we stopped this deadly

talk about closed doors before us. It is

time we listened to God, not to our own

defeated hearts. Our God is able, and

it is he who is speaking, the Almighty

God, maker of Heaven and earth, Alpha

and Omega, who by the word of his

power rolled away the stone that closed

the tomb at Calvary. No door stays

closed to him, not even the door of

death. This is the God who is saying

to us, "Behold I have set before thee

an open door, and no man can shut it.

"But it is closed,” we think. Try to

go back to China, and you will find

out.” That is right, in a way. I cannot

- go back. That door does seem closed

closed by all the power and might of

the Red Army.

Mission partners remain

But it is not closed. It is not closed

to our brothers, the Chinese Christians.

I do not know by what quirk of national

pride we Americans begin to call the

door to the gospel closed as soon as

our American missionaries cannot get

into any area. It is true that our mission-

aries have been forced out of China. But

it has been rightly said that the really

significant thing about the situation

facing Christians in China is not the

decline of the mission but the rise of

the Chinese Church. The door is not

closed to Chinese Christians, 800.000 of

them, some weak, some dying, some de-

serting, and yet, by the grace of God,

still bearing their witness as the remnant

of the faithful. We cannot dictate to

them their pattern of survival and wit-

ness behind the curtain. They are a

Church, a Chinese Church, and I am
as proud of being an ordained minister

of the Church of Christ in China as of

being an ordained minister of the Pres-

byterian Church in the United States

of America. They are a Church no longer

responsible to us but directly to God
They are not servants. They are partners

in the mission, and the door is not closed

to them, for they are in China, and they

are Chinese.

How can we say that the doors are

closing in Asia? Out of that continent is

rising the Church of the future. A bare

roll-call of some of the names is enough

to dispel defeat: the Church of South

India, the Batak Protestant Church of

Sumatra, the Presbyterian Church of

Korea, the Baptist Church in Burma, the

United Church of Japan,
,
the United

Church of Christ of the Philippines,

and the Methodist Church of South

Asia. These, and many others like them,

are the great new Churches of our time.

They are our new partners in the new

day-

When the pessimist speaks of closing

doors in India, I can only remember that

in sheer numbers India has the fastest-

growing Church in the world. Four hun-

dred new Christians there are brought

every day of the year into the saving

fellowship of the Church of Jesus Christ.

And we with them in partnership in

our ecumenical mission are now for the

first time opening doors that have been

closed to the Church for centuries. To-

day, for the first time in the history of

the Christian Church, the door is open-

ing to the Christian mission in Afghan-

istan and Nepal.

But there is more than a geographical

frontier now opening before the world

mission of the Church. There is the door

of new methods of reaching the un-

reached with the gospel of Jesus Christ.

Every year sees the Bible translated into

new languages, unlocking yet more

frontiers to the Word of God. A tribe of

100,000 people in our own Presbyte-

rian field in Cameroun, Africa, must

soon be given the gospel in its own

tongue.

Radio goes everywhere

There is the magic door of radio. The

other day in our offices here in New
York, I happened to ride the elevator

up to the thirteenth floor, and there on

a bulletin board I saw this slogan: “Our

programs [that is, our Christian radio

and television broadcasts] reach more

people in one week than heard the gos-

pel in the first one-thousand years.” The

Christian mission has rimmed the whole

world with broadcasting stations, and

we have not even begun to exhaust the

possibilities of this wide-open door that

is spread before us. Through new and

open doors, we are called to enter into

our mission for our day.

There are some doors that never have

and never can be closed. There is the

door of prayer. Jesus said, “Ask, and it

shall be given you, seek, and ye shall

find, knock, and it shall be opened unto

you.” How easily we forget this door

that can never be closed to us. As we

prepared to leave China, people began

to come to us to say goodbye. Many

were weeping, and we wept with them,

for there seemed to be nothing that we

could do for them in those last, dark

days. But I remember best of all one

Christian who came to us unfrightened

and undistressed. She was just a girl, a

high-school girl, seventeen years old.

She was a leader of the little Christian

fellowship on her high-school campus,

and a tireless personal worker among the

other girls. When she came to tell us

goodbye, I asked her in a flat, discour-

aged tone if there was anything I could

do for her now. I knew there was noth-

ing. But she had more faith than I

She looked me straight in the eye and

said, "Yes. there is. You can nrav for me.

How dare we say that there is noth-

ing we can do about the doors that are

closing all over the world to the Chris-

tian mission? We have in our hands a

power greater than that of all the Com-

munist armies of Asia and Europe, a

power that can split the Iron Curtain

wide open as the veil of the temple

was rent at Calvary, a power that can

open any and every door known to man.

It is the power of prayer. God says so-

"Knock, nnd it shall be opened.” If the

doors have closed, is ft because we have

forgotten to pray? Cod says. Behold,

I have set before thee an open door,

and no man can shut it.” No man can

shut it to prayer.

But most important of all, the door

is not closed to our Lord and Savior,

Jesus Christ. There was a door closed in

Jerusalem one day, a door closed by

fear. Jesus had been crucified, and his

disciples huddled behind a closed door,

in an upper room, defeated. But no

door could shut out the Lord Jesus.

“When the doors were shut ... for

fear, . .

.” says John, “came Jesus and

stood in the midst.”



There is a footnote to the story of the
commencement service about which I

told you a few moments ago. Last sum-
mer, I heard that the man of God who
lifted our hearts with God’s promise,

"Behold, I have set before thee an open
door, and no man can shut it"— I heard
that Christian had been imprisoned be-
hind the doors of a Shanghai jail.

I am told now that the report was
false, that he is not in jail. I don’t know.
I don t know what torments may be his

today, inside or outside of jail. I do
know that the Communists have wavs

to turn the boldness of the boldest Chris-

tian into shivering fear. But I also know
that not even fear can close the door

to Jesus. “When the doors were shut

. . . for fear, . . . came Jesus and stood

in the midst.’’ All the police in China
cannot close the door to him, and I

know he stands with that commence-
ment speaker now, and with our three

Presbyterian missionaries, who are in

Chinese jails today, and with all his

people, persecuted behind bars for

righteousness’ sake. And I know that

if Cod so wills. He who smote the chains

from Peter’s hands and opened the iron

gates to bring him forth from a Roman
prison, can open the doors of Chinese
prisons and bring forth his people. Our
God is able, and he says "Behold, I have
set before thee an open door, and no
man can shut it.” It is not really the

doors that are closed. It is our minds
and our hearts and our eyes that are

shut, not the doors. Our God is able,

but are we? The doors are wide open
and the question God asks is this . “What
are you going to do now about the open

door?”

Reprinted by permission from Presbyterian Life,

Witherspoon Bldg., Philadelphia 7, Pa.
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Presbyterian Croup Hears

Catholics Shut Edifices

in Latin America

Presbyterian men, holding an
eastern area meeting here, heard
an attack yesterday on "Roman
Catholic persecution” in Latin
America.
The speaker was Dr. Samuel

H. Moffett, acting secretary of
the Division of Ecumenical Per-
sonnel of the Board of Foreign
Missions of the Presbyterian
Church. He discussed "the clos-

ing of doors' 'on churches over-
seas.

"In Latin America it is Roman
Catholic persecution that is clos-

ing doors,” he said." "After cen-
turies of decay, the Roman
Church is belatedly stirring it-

self to meet the threat of the
full Gospel and is trying in every
conceivable way to hinder the
progress of the small but grow-
ing Evangelical churches.

"It is a day of closing doors,
racial tensions, rising national-

isms, political Roman Catholi-
cism, communism. All these
power forces are closing the
doors on the free proclamation
of the Gospel. And there is

finally, of course, the echoing
horror of the molecule whose
tiny powers, unleashed and large,

can slam the door in grim con-
clusion on this whole human
race."

Dr. Moffett spoke of China,

where he served as a missionary
until ousted by the Communists,
of the Mau Mau in Africa and of
rising nationalism in Japan and
India.

Yet, he said, despite all these

indications of closing doors, they

cannot be closed upon the.Chris-

tian churches that exist within

these lands, or upon the power

of prayer.

Dr, Moffett addressed 2,300

men assembled at Manhattan

Center for the second day of a
conference arranged by the Na-
tional Council of Presbyterian

Men in the United States of

America. The meeting will end

with religious services this morn-

ing.

Billy Graham, the evangelist,

also addressed the conference

yesterday, urging the men to

make "a personal rededication to

evangelism" and promising: "If

we be a militant army, marching
with the Cross of Christ, Hell

itself will not prevail.”

At a dinner meeting last night
at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel,

speakers were Charles P. Taft
of Cincinnati, former president
of the Federal Council of

Churches, and Dr. John Thomp-
son Peters of New York, secre-

tary of stewardship and promo-
tion of the Presbyterian Church.

Response to Challenges

Dr. Peters urged that the
church respond, with adequate
financial benevolence, to the
world-wide spiritual climate of

today.
"Men were never more sensi-

tive to spiritual needs.” he said.

“Even in lands behind the Iron
Curtain and other places where
the righteous are oppressed,
there Is sufficient evidence that
our God is marching on.”

Speakers yesterday morning
included Dr. Marshal L. Scott,
dean of the Presbyteria Insti-

tute of Industrial Relations, Chi-
cago. He spoke of social changes
in the last three-quarters of a
century and of “an increasing
challenge to reach out to wage-
earners of industrial America,”
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we be a militant army, marching
with the Cross of Christ, Hell

itself will not prevail.”

Response to Challenges

At a dinner meeting last night

at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel,

speakers were Charles P. Taft

of Cincinnati, former president

of the Federal Council of

Churches, and Dr. John Thomp-
son Peters of New York, secre-

tary of stewardship and promo-

tion of the Presbyterian Church.

Dr. Peters urged that the

church respond, with adequate

financial benevolence, to the

world-wide spiritual climate of

today.
"Men were never more sensi-

tive to spiritual needs,” he said.

"Even in lands behind the Iron

Curtain and other places where
the righteous are oppressed,

there is sufficient evidence that

our God is marching on.”

Speakers yesterday morning
Included Dr. Marshal L. Scott,

dean of the Presbyterian Insti-

tute of Industrial Relations, Chi-

cago. He spoke of social changes
in the last three-quarters of a

century and of "an increasing

challenge to reach out to wage-
earners of industrial America.”

22 SPECIALISTS JOIN

BOARD AT COLUMBIA

Twenty-two
ts, engine



ODE A IfEB rAMCEDC The Rev - Dr - Samuel H. Mof-

JILiAIVCIX tUlirLlVjfett Jr. (center) of Prince-

ton. N. J., spiritual advance days speaker at Whitworth col-

lege. Jtolks with Dr. Frank F. Warren. Whitworth president,

and fiugenia Kim, Whitworth sophomore from Korea. Both
Miss Kim and Dr. Moffett were bom in Korea and their par-
ents were friends. Dr. Moffett’s father was the first resi-

dent Protestant missionary in North Korea. Dr. Moffett,

who spoke at the Spokane Chamber of Commerce weekly
luncheon yesterday, is acting secretary of the board of mis-
sionary personnel of the Presbyterian church, U. S. A. For-
merly a missionary to China, he now is under appointment
t-» Korea.
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GUEST SPEAKER—Dr. Samuel

H. Moffett will be the guest

speaker at the 10:45 o’clock

Sunday morning service at the

Central Presbyterian Church. He
will also speak at 7:30 o'clock

Monday evening, following a

dinner meeting of the Women's
Association. Dr. Moffett has

been acting secretary in the

department of missionary per-

sonnel of the Presbyterian board.

At the present time he is under

appointment for work in Korea.

He served as missionary in

Chicago from 1947 to 1951, in-

cluding the period after thp

Communists came into power.
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YALE UNIVERSITY

KENNETH SCOTT LATOURETTE 409 PROSPECT STREET. NEW HAVEN. CONN
PROFESSOR OF MISSIONS AND ORIENTAL HISTORY

June 8, 1955

Dear Sam,

It was wonderful to have a glimpse of you today. Herewith the picture for
which you asked. My prayers will be with you regularly as you go to Korea - as they have
been for these several years past.

Much love to you!

Ken

Be sure to put me on your mailing list for your mimeographed letters! It isn’t fair to ask
you to take the time to write personal letters.

YALE UNIVERSITY

KENNETH SCOTT LATOURETTE
PROFBSSOR OF MISSIONS AND ORIENTAL HISTORY
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CSAS NEWSLETTER.

MESSAGE OF THE MONTH

by

Samuel Hugh Moffett

ON LIVING IN A FRIGHTENED WORID

CSA CENTER
130 MORNINGS IDE DRIVE

NEW YORK 27 , N .Y .

TEL. M06- 3

2

30

STAFF?
GEORGE GENG
LILLIAN H. JENNESS

ALICE WONG

It is probably true that no one living today will ever quite be free from

the shadow of fear that has descended upon our world. Some, of course, pretend

to ignore it. Others talk about it too much. But the oloud is always there

and strong nations are paralyzed by their own power while the weak wait numbly

for disaster. It is not impossible, however, to learn to live with foar. I

once hoard Sir Edmund Hillary, conquoror of lit. Everest, observe in a ra

interview that when he is high on a mountain ho is afraid every minute. But

after you learn to live with fbar," he added, "it no longer paralyzes; it only

keeps you keen and alort.”

There aro two things the Christian can do about living in a frightened

world. One is to loom to live with foar, and, like Sir Edmund to disoover

that ovon fear can havo its positive effects. But there is a better way.

There is a wav of lovo and of trust in God that oasts out foar. The Christian

has never been promised security in this world. Thoro has always boon a *

As Amy Carmiohaol of India once wrote, "Even though we must walk in the land of

fear thore is no need to foar. The power of His resurrection oonos before the

fellowship of His suffering.”

CSA CENTER OFFICE IiO
T

:RS

Kundnv arci Mondavi Closed All Day Tuesday through
\
Open 2t00 - 5,30 P.m.

^
Saturday ' 7*30 -11 * 007

1

30 -11*00 p.m.

(Closed mornings until 2: 00 and between
r . 70 rj . <70

Kindly note tho only hours when the Staff is available in person or by phone

at the Center# , t



Cable Address "Inculcate, New York" Telephone ALgonquin 5-5000

foreign Missions and Overseas Jnterdiurch Service

The Board of Foreign Missions

of the Presbyterian Church in the United States of America

156 Fifth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y.

June 28, 1955

Dear Friends:

It has warmed my heart during these lonely months to watch your
generous response to the creation of a Memorial Fund for my dear
wife.

As you know we were planning to go to Korea together. Now I
must go without her, and God's ways are hard to understand, but
one of the joys to which I am looking forward as I reach Korea
this fall is the selection of a suitable project for the Memorial.
Perhaps it will be a phase of work among children such as Bet
loved so much in China, or perhaps it will be something to do with
the Theological Seminary, with which we were to have been connected
and where I will now be teaching. Whatever it is, I hope that
it can be more than a memorial. I would like it to be Bet's own
continuing witness to her Lord whom she served, serene and radiant,
without affectation or fear in very troubled times, and whom she
now sees face to face.

You will be happy to know that the Fund has already passed the
$3000. mark, most of it contributed through the Board in New York
and held in an account there, while some, consisting of private
gifts and honorariums, has been deposited in a memorial fund
account in Princeton.

Gratefully yours.

Samuel Hugh Moffett
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Dear Pastor:

We are hoping for your cooperation in urging your congregation to attend this

great meeting, at which time the Rev. Dr. Samuel H. Moffett, Presbyterian Mis-

sionary from China, and soon returning to Korea, will speak.

Dr. Moffett is from the famous Moffett family of missionaries, and is probably

the most gifted speaker on foreign missions today in the Presbyterian Church,

U. S. A. When he spoke before 3>000 men at the Presbyterian Men's National

Council he literally brought down the house. He also spoke before thousands

in this same group in Chicago and in California.

Time is short and we hope you will be able to do the following in cooperating

with us

:

1. Announce it in your church bulletin, and from the pulpit

on Sunday, May 29th and again on Sunday, June 5th - and

have it announced at all other meetings prior to June 8.

2. Keep this date - Wednesday evening, June 8th - open and

clear as far as possible.

3. Advise your ladies' missionary societies, and ask them to

formulate plans so there will be a goodly number present

from these groups.

4. Advise your youth groups and ask them to make plans to

attend. Tell them that we will send details on a poster

contest - start a poster for your church now.

5. Advise the Men's Club Officers so that they, too, might

send a group.

This ties in very well with each church's desire to increase mission giving,

and for the necessity to formulate plans well in advance for 195& if these

goals are to be met.

How can your church reach its goal without the "vision"? Perhaps this talk

may stir us up to "the supreme task" before every church.

Above all, Sam Moffett has requested that we pray for great things from this

meeting. Will you and your church join in prayer?

Faithfully,

AREA WIDE MISSIONARY RALLY COMMITTEE

Francis E. Nelson, Chairman

469 Elm Avenue
Rahway 7-2644

Vice-Chairmen: Rev. Ira Marshall, Jr. & Rev. Robert A. Wieman

Reynolds C. Buckley
Rev. Chester M. Davis

T. Clifford Laurent

Frederick C. Sabel
Carlton A. Ransom
Sidney Riddlestorffer, Jr.

Rev. Charles Sherrard MacKenzie
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June 1954
Princeton, N.J.

156 Fifth Ave.

New York 10, N.Y.
July 1, 1955

Dear Friends:

Your letters have meant much to me during the past few lonely months,

and more letters are still coming in from friends all over the world who knew

and loved my sweet Bet. It is not easy for me to write even yet, but I must

thank you, and let you know something of the joy and faith the two of us shared

through the pain, and after when all that had made my life happy and warm and

beautiful was gone.



It was in October following a wonderful, happy summer, that we were

first shocked by the discovery of the recurrence of cancer— such a sudden massive

recurrence that after one quick look our friend and doctor in New Haven came

from the examining room and told me there was no hope. He took it hard. Every-

one who knew Bet loved her. He could not even bear to go back and tell her the

news, but asked me to do so. Of the rest of that day, I remember very little,

except that Bet was not afraid. Then came three weeks of X-ray treatments and

the return to Princeton and the sudden relapse that sent her to the hospital in

an ambulance. That was the second week in November.

As I look back at the weeks in the hospital I remember best the times

we read the Bible together. Every day, clear up to the end, Bet would repeat

in her soft Southern way the 103rd Psalm:

Bless the Lord 0 my soul, and all that is within me,

bless His Holy Name. Bless the Lord 0 my soul and forget not

all His benefits . . . who forgiveth all thine iniquities;

who healeth all thy diseases . . .

.

Those confident words we took as God's Word to us. We began to read

together every record we could find in the Gospels of how Jesus healed the sick.

I had forgotten how full of miracles of healing the Gospels are. As we read,

our hope returned and we began to pray together definitely and earnestly, know-

ing that the Lord who loved her could heal her.

But He didn't heal her. The second week in January the surgeon operated

to relieve some of the pain, and four days later, on January 17, at three in the

morning, she left me. Her last word was a whispered "Amen", joining mine as I

prayed with her just before she slipped into the coma from which she did not

return.



That night, when it was all over and I stumbled back 'to the Metzgers,

I had another unexpected word from her. The day before the operation she had

said to Isabel Metzger "Tell Sam, if the operation does not go as we are hoping,

to remember that what God does is perfect." Then she paused, and added, "And tell

him that the last twelve years have been the happiest years of my life." I will

never cease to marvel that there in the midst of her own suffering Bet somehow

managed to think ahead unselfishly to what I would need most just then - the

memory of the sheer joy that being together had always meant to us, and the

reminder that when we cannot understand, we can still trust. "What God does is

perfect." It would have been easy to lose faith then, but for that reminder. We

had been so confident that she would be healed. We had prayed in faith. But the

prayer of faith that heals is a gift of God; we do not manufacture it by our



earnestness. There would be something pitiful about our confidence there in the

hospital but for the fact that it too was a gift of God. It brought us through

the long dark suffering days not with a spirit of despair, but with a feeling of

expectancy and confidence. Clear up to the end we knew that the Lord could heal

her, and that knowledge buoyed us up with hope, and we trusted Him. When He did

not heal her, and the darkness came in close and cold, the trust remained. For

His way is perfect, and we know there is a greater miracle even than the miracle

of healing. There is the Resurrection

October 22, 1955

I have been trying to finish this letter for months, but I think I

will not try to say anything more. If you did not know Bet, no words of mine

can describe her rare blend of loveliness and strength, of charm and common

sense, and deep faith in God whom she served without fear or affectation in

very troubled times, and whom she now sees face to face. I loved her very much.

These last words are written on the M. S. Susan Maersk in San Francisco

harbor. It is gcod to be on the way back to the mission field, back to Korea

where I was born, and where Bet and I had planned to serve together. I will be

teaching in the Presbyterian Theological Seminary. My address will be Presbyterian

Mi gs ion
, .126 Yun—Chi—Eong, Seoul. Korea , and I will need your prayers.

Sincerely yours,

Samuel Hugh Moffett



Camp Thunderbird, British Columbia, Canada July 5, 1955 Eileen Flower

Dear Sam,

Your letter finally reached me on Sunday morning, having been forwarded first to Seattle and
then to Victoria. Mrs. Davis, our Camp manager, brought it to me from her home. After that long
history of its travels I must add that I was delighted to hear from you and even more anxious to have
another interview when you come to Seattle. Your coming was not a complete surprise to me since Dr.
Cowie had mentioned it before I left. I must admit that I didn’t discourage him. In fact, when he said
he couldn’t get hold of you, I said “Well - maybe if you’d try at such and such a time it would be
better.” and later - “Have you reached Sam Moffett yet?”

Our camp activities wind up officially this coming Saturday morning. I’ll be going to Victoria
to peel off a few layers of dirt before dropping in to a garden party briefly and then catching a boat to
the U.S. - Port Angeles, My duties on the Canadian Foreign Mission field will then be over and I do
look forward to seeing you either at Camp Seabeck or in Seattle.

Camp Thunderbird is a beautiful spot. We are about (“aboat”) twenty miles from Victoria. The
last three miles are rather rough to say the least, but it is fun jogging up the winding narrow dirt road
and the trees and foliage are magnificent. I love the tall Douglas Fir trees surrounding us on all sides
and the small lake reflects their beauty when the sun shines.

I know exactly what you mean by energetic youngsters and can certainly understand your being
tired after two days in Washington with your nephews.

Our fifty-five girls here are from nine to fifteen years of age. I’m sure you can draw your own
conclusions. They are furnishing us with endless amusement, too. This morning, for example, one
little girl ran up to Jane saying, "Come and tell me what to write to my mother: 1 said ‘How are you’
and she didn’t ask me any questions so how can I say anything else?” They are all just as cute as can be
and especially the older girls seem eager to think and talk seriously - many of them for the first time - of
what it really means to be a Christian and of committing themselves to Christ. The thing which really
hurts is that from all I hear they will be returning to rather cold and somewhat dead churches with little

chance to really grow. Some of them have even been teaching Sunday School classes!

We had a planning session with the waterfront director yesterday and decided on the policy of
having four of our leaders as well as the waterfront director on duty at the lake front when the girls are
swimming. From now on I’ll be in my swimming suit ready to jump in in case of an emergency. We
do hope and pray that there will be no accidents and are trying to take every precaution.

Mr. and Mrs. Davis have a lovely home here in Victoria and better yet, a nice boat and even
better, they love to fish. Would you like to go salmon fishing when you come out? I’m sure you won’t
have time but it would be fun. They take Dr. Kircher from Sacramento every summer and go up to
Campbell River. The fishing is terrific up there and Mrs. Davis has been inviting me ever since I first

came.

I’m glad you are practicing croquet. I'll come back early this fall - when does Wish You Were
Here begin? I’d love to see it. In any case I’ll have a chance to talk to you about it when you come out.

I am constantly remembering you in prayer. Please say “Hello” to the Wilsons for me, will
you?

Sincerely,

Eileen

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)











Seattle, Washington

Dear Sam,

July 14, 1955 Eileen Flower

Seems such a long time since I’ve seen you ! ! I wish you hadn’t had to go away so soon. After all -

you come 3000 miles, capture a girl’s heart and then take it 3000 miles away. I love you, honey, and it

seems so completely wonderful but I just can’t wait until we can be together again. I know you feel the

same. That’s why everything is so perfect.

I’m listening to the most dreamy music on records just now. It is late - past 12:15 a.m. - that’s my
reason for dating this the 14

,h
Mrs. Cowie is paying bills, he has gone fishing, David and Ardelle just went

to bed. Mrs. C., the two children and 1 just went to see The Lady and the Tramp down town. It was very
cute - a Walt Disney production. Wish you had been here to go with us. Tomorrow evening we’re going
to the aqua theater to see South Pacific. I know it will make me lonely. I’ll get another ticket if you can
come.

I know you’re dying to know what happened when I came back to Cowie’s last night. I left

Young’s and amved home around eleven o’clock. They had been in only a short while. Dr. C. was sitting

in the living room. When I came in he looked at me with a big smile, a twinkle in his eye, and said. “Are
you married yet?” I said "No”. He said, “Did he ask you?” - 1 answered “Yes". “What did you answer?”
When I told him I answered “Yes” he was so happy he could hardly contain himself and then Mrs. C. came
running into the room. She breathlessly said, “What happened?” He looked up - trying to be casual and
said something like this - "Nothing happened, they’re just friends. She looked so terribly disappointed. But
she could guess from my face and I told them all about it. They were delighted. How I wish you could
have been here to share the joy. Mrs. C. said she was absolutely dying to come in when I first came in the
house but she was reading the Bible to little David in his bedroom and couldn’t come just then. We
celebrated with kisses, cake and ice cream. They understand the reason for absolute silence.

Mrs. Cowie (sounds so formal. I never call her that to her face) said just now again to tell you that
she loves you and will write to you. She says “just call me cupid” but then she added - “I don’t think you
needed one.”

I, naturally, am dying to find out how you made out with such people as the Wilsons and also the
reaction of Jo and Paul if you’ve had a chance to tell them yet. I know they’ll be completely thrilled.

By the way, what was the reason for your ;lane not taking off on the first attempt yesterday
afternoon? I ran to the other end of the building to see and there you were - still on the ground. So I waited
until you had completely disappeared into the blue but, honey, I wish you'd come back. I love you very
much and I miss you.

I expect to leave Seattle Friday morning. I’ll drive to Mansfield with Marguerite in the flashy
Cadillac, stay a couple of days and on home until I come to be with you again.

How was the opening address today? Do you know what you said??? I do hope and pray the Lord
will give you clarity of mind so that you will electrify hearers as you do me when you speak.

God Bless you, darling.

Love,

Eileen

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)











Fifth Avenue

New York

New York, New York July 14, 1955 Samuel Hugh Moffett

Dear Dave and Ardelle: [Cowie]

You people are wonderful. I love you. And how could any weekend have worked out

better on such short notice than this one.

I still don’t see how you understood everything so well. I had planned on just dropping

casually by - but I turned up about as casual as a two-ton truck. I’m still not talking about the real

reason I came - but I’ll say this much, in answer to the question, “Was it worth it?” which you
asked me one night - it sure was ! You probably wormed it out of Eileen after I left anyway. But
keep it to yourselves.

I’m still thrilled at the response to the Korea appeal. That $3000 check was not only the

biggest gift I’ve ever gotten for Korea - but struck me as the seal of God’s approval on the whole
hasty trip.

And the offering on the Bible was so much larger than I expected. I really wasn’t counting

on anything, and at one point almost called the whole thing off because I thought I couldn’t afford

it. But this too worked out wonderfully well, thanks to you.

One of these days or years I hope to get back for a real visit with you. This time my mind
was on other things. But I was not completely blind to the great work you have done at University

Presbyterian. Some day soon I hope you’re on the Board of Foreign Missions, Dave. We need

you.

Power to you both. And many, many thanks for letting me come out. I’m forever in your
debt.

Yours,

Sam

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)



156 FIFTH AVENUE

NEW YORK
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Mansfield, Washington July 17, 1955 Eileen Flower

Dear Sam,

I am on my way home at last but just came from Seattle today. My cousin. Marguerite, was
able to leave the hospital today and I drove her to the ranch here which is just north of Wenatchee.
It is very near Bridgeport, where the new ChiefJoseph dam is located. What a beautiful day it was
today. We came over Stevens Pass through the Cascade mountains and I would have given

anything to have you here. But I can wait for you - and I will. I love you. It doesn’t make sense,

does it! As you said, we hardly know each other - and yet we do. I know that this is what the Lord
has planned. You just can’t know how happy I am and it’s - oh, so hard to keep from telling

people - - but I haven’t told anyone but the Cowies. To tell you the truth I am just aching to get

home to hear from you but since nobody knows, I can’t explain why I must get home - -

consequently I m practically forced into staying longer. Marguerite and Elton say they won’t let

me leave here for two or three days. I must get to Rockford soon!

Have you told Jo and Paul yet? Were they surprised?! How about the Wilsons?

I do hope the Institute of Theology is going along well and that, as usual, it will be of great

benefit and blessing to all who attend. Give the Wilsons my love when you see them if you can do
it without getting into difficulties involving explanations, etc. I’ll bet they’re giving you
the third degree already! ! I do wish I could see them while they’re in this area but just don’t
believe it will be possible unless they could stop over in Spokane. I suppose they don’t know yet

that I’m coming back early. I shall try to write to them tomorrow.

Last night Laveme Rader, two girlfriends of hers, and I went to dinner at Fisherman’s
Wharf and then to the Showboat theater. I had never been to the Wharf before. It was very nice
and she was able to get complementary tickets to the Showboat since her major at the University is

in the drama department. She is taking graduate courses this summer again. The play wasn’t bad.
It was entitled, The Skin Game - a drama involving two wealthy landowners.

I am very much concerned about your responsibilities at the various conferences and other
speaking engagements. I am constantly remembering you in prayer. As we stay close to Him we
shall be close to each other, won’t we. May He give you power and wisdom, guidance and love to

do His will.

I love you,

Eileen

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)









Outside Mansfield, Washington

On my cousins’ ranch

July 18, 1955 Eileen Flower

My Darling,

It was just a week ago tonight that you asked me to marry you. Tonight I went with my
cousins [Marguerite and Elton Gordon] to Bridgeport to see once again the movie, A Man Called
Peter. Somehow something struck me in that movie which hadn’t meant nearly as much before.

That was this: God has a wonderful plan for our lives. When His time comes and ifwe truly are

seeking to know and do His will, then His will becomes our will. Isn't that wonderful? Only God
could do a thing like that. Only He could give us such assurance that our feelings are according to

His will. You needn’t be surprised that I love you. It was all His wonderful plan. The thing that is

so much more remarkable and wonderful is that you love me. And as we said, it will get better and
better.

I have been in Wenatchee today. It was quite warm down there in the valley. I did a wee
bit of shopping, had some shoes repaired, ate lunch and then we came back to the ranch this

afternoon. The house sits alone along with the accompanying machine sheds, airplane hangar, etc.

on top of Dyer Hill. One can see for miles and miles and by riding a short distance by horseback or

pickup, gaze out over the stupendous Columbia River basin. At the foot of the hill beside

Bridgeport is the new Chief Joseph Dam. Grand Coulee Dam is not far either. Tonight as we
drove home from the movie, we stopped to view the dam from a lookout point. It was beautifully

lighted and made a lovely sight. It was nothing compared with our lookout point in Seattle,

though. And Snoqualmie Falls is much more beautiful than the Chief Joseph Dam. Must have
something to do with you.

God bless you and give you strength and love.

Love You .

Eileen

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)
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Rockford, Washington July 20, 1955 Eileen Flower

Sam Darling,

My heart is so full tonight as I write to you. It was so wonderful coming home to find your
letters and I have read each one over and over. The record was here too and I love it. You are so

wonderful.

I hardly know where to begin except to say that I Love you with all my heart. Do you
believe that? Please don’t ever doubt it and some day you’ll know it for sure if you don’t now.
You’re not a stranger, honey. You’re just the closest person in the world to me. The Lord
certainly js good. Please don’t worry about me. That is the last thing I want you to do. Just

remember that the Lord has given us to each other and He can give us the power and patience to

wait - even though it will be a trial. As far as upsetting my life is concerned, you’ve upset it for

sure - - you beast - - you wolf - - you Sambo - - but with the upset has come a completely new
desire as far as a career is concerned. I want to be your wife. Is that O.K. with you? I’ll try,

darling, to love you and please you in every way. By that I mean that because of my love for you,
I 11 not be satisfied with anything less than doing and being just what you would want. Honestly,
honey, this is another of those times when I feel this is so definitely the Lord’s will that I can’t help
but follow and I know you feel the same, Hamdullah! (Thank God!) You have not put me into an
impossible situation except that it is impossible for me to fall out of love with you. We’ll be able
to joyfully announce it when the right time comes.

I am thrilled that your sailing date has been postponed. That will give us three glorious
more weeks together!

!

Have you seen Jo and Paul yet? I see by your schedule that you expect to be back in

Princeton today. I just wrote them a note today, telling them our news and pledging them to

secrecy. Mother and Dad are so thrilled. They won’t tell, either. I do hope you may be able to

meet my folks before you leave, but that may be impossible.

No doubt the Wilsons will drill you. I hope they won’t make it uncomfortable for you.
They are so great, aren’t they!

July 21 -

Hi-

Just couldn’t stick this in the mail without adding another note. Your wonderful letter of
July 19

th
just came. How good it is to hear from you!

Darling, you asked me to be sure I’m in love with you and never consider marrying you for

any other reason. Please don’t ever think that I would ever consider marriage for anything other
than love. To me, marriage is the most sacred, wonderful thing in the world - the closest possible
way of beginning to understand the love of God. I’m afraid I’m not very adept at



7/21/1955 - E.F.

expressing how 1 feel. One thing is certain. I don’t pity you. How can one ever pity one who has
given himself or herself wholly and completely to Christ. I want always to share your joys and
your sorrows. But that’s far from being pity! ! I do respect you, but you’d want me to, wouldn’t
you? However, that is not my reason for wanting to marry you. I have respected a lot of other
fellows too but I haven t wanted to marry them. As far as it being about time for my getting

married - well, as I told you before, I just had not fallen in love and wasn’t worried about it. I just

knew the Lord had a plan for my life if I was willing to follow. I didn’t know how wonderful it

was, though. Honey, p.
lease believe me - 1 love you - - for no other reason than that I love you. I

can t explain it - it doesn t make sense perhaps but that’s the wonderful part of it and since you feel

the same way I just know this is God’s doing. I want to love and be loved too and I know we’ll
want to make our home, with the Lord’s help, a wonderful example of Christian marriage and
family life. I just want you to trust me completely as I do you.

Darling, thank you so much for the picture. I’ll try to find one soon to send you and have
one taken also.

I do love you with all my heart. You have my heart there with you always.

Eileen

P.S. Be careful who you raise your eyebrows at!
!

(poor sentence, eh?)

(from the Samuel Hugh Moffett and Eileen Flower Moffett collection of letters)










