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          Preface to the First Edition

          Claralice Hanna Wolf

           


          My twin sister, Rosemary, and I were born in Thailand, the daughters of Presbyterian missionaries. Thailand was home for sixteen years. No one could have predicted in 1937, when we came to the United States for high school and college, what part our homeland would play in our future lives. I expected - then - to return soon as a missionary, but I heard a different call and remained. Rosemary, who wondered - then - what God had in mind for her, had, within a few years, set her heart steadfastly to preparing herself for ministry in Thailand. Twelve years later, 37 years to the month after her mother, Hazel Brunner, first left for Siam, it was Rosemary who returned home as the missionary. 

          Like her mother, Rosemary had a pioneering spirit. In Hazel's day, travel was as primitive throughout all of Thailand as that which Rosemary encountered forty years ago in the western provinces where the Worldwide Evangelization Crusade assumed responsibility for mission work. But no mountain path was too difficult to be faced, no river too swift to be crossed, no cry for help too daunting to be met. 

          Like her father, Loren Hanna, who was an ardent Bible student and teacher of pastors, Rosemary became active in leadership development, and in preparing study materials. She spent countless hours writing and editing in the quiet of her home, and worked tirelessly, even with the most humble folk, helping them acquire the skills to spread the gospel. 

          Whereas this book is her personal record of the history of W.E.C.'s ministry and growth in Thailand, it will be meaningful to family and friends. Throughout the years, her letters have been full of stories of the people she came to know, tales of their courage, their trials, their miracles, but only a modest view of her life and work, her adventures, her accomplishments. This book reveals the perils she endured, the courage, the long, patient waiting for results. In it, we discover the depth of her commitment. Her love for the people is reflected in all she says, and we recognize how it was they came to know the love of Christ. 

          It has been a privilege and a joy to prepare this book for Rosemary. It has been a greater privilege and joy to have had her all these year for a twin sister. 

           

          Claralice Hanna Wolf 

          December, 1989

           

           

          Author's Dedication

           




          At the close of this book the story is far from finished. The earth is no longer cracked and dry. Parts have been watered, plowed, and sown. Of the seed sown, some has borne fruit; Thai and Karen Christians, brothers and sisters in Christ, have joined us in the plowing, planting, and watering.

          To our faithful fellow workers, both nationals and expatriates, who continue to labor after we are gone, I dedicate this book with the prayer and firm expectation that as they have sown in tears, they will come again with rejoicing, bringing their sheaves with them.
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          Editor's Introduction

           

          The first edition of Cracked Earth was published during my mother’s lifetime.

    The manuscript itself was completed many years earlier -- I vaguely remember her working on it when we lived in Thoen.  Her writing wasn’t of the style that the publisher thought would sell so it collected dust for many years. I expect she had given up on it. Much later, my aunt, her twin sister, persuaded her to let her go over it and edit into it’s present shape. It was henceforth published via a roneo copier, in a limited edition, enough copies for relatives, close friends and colleagues. By then, my mum’s energies were focused on other things -- things that probably ought to have been included in this book.

    Then she passed away in 1990.

    I had actually lost my copy, and so had my aunt. On my asking her, my aunt managed to obtain a copy from the WEC library in Fort Washington, and sent it to me. Thence, my idea for an e-book version. 

    Since it’s been many years since my mum’s passing, It occurred to me that an expanded edition might be appropriate, including updates and personal accounts to fill in some of the gaps. 

    I suppose that technically, this would fit the definition of an autobiography. However it’s quite obvious that she didn’t intend it as such. If she had, she would have certainly begun her chronology much earlier, during her childhood, or at the point she felt the call to missions. 

    There would have certainly been a lot of interesting things to include, such as her childhood in Lampang, attending Kodaikanal in India, being class mates with Billy and Ruth Graham at Wheaton, or her conversations with Albert Einstein while walking in the park while studying at Prinston Seminary (I’ve only been recently been told of this by my cousin). She also could have written about working in a munitions factory during the war, and the suspense of waiting for any news of her parents, Loren and Hazel Hanna, as they were escaping from Northern Thailand from the Japanese, travelling with British commandos through the mountains of Burma and Southern China.1

    Instead, her entry into the story is her entry into WEC Thailand, as one of the characters in that story.

    Therefore, in doing this edition, I’m not making it a memorial to my mother - anyone who knew my mother would know, she wouldn’t have wanted that - rather, I’m trying to remember what my mum would have had us remember through this story, the team that WEC Thailand was, and how it began to evolved into a multi-prong, multi-faceted force that exists today. I’m doing what my mother would have done with it had she the chance. I’ve asked various ones to submit what they can, which I’ve added into the sidebars. 

    In searching for material, I found out that Nancy Ashcraft had written a book which would have paralleled what I was trying to do with this. As she hasn’t published her work, she has graciously given me permission to use what I can to fill in. I’ve also produced an edition of her book as well, No Turning Back.

    I’ve included many of our family photos. Some of the photos I’ve scanned include the notes that were scrawled on the back, which I thought too good to miss -- like the photo of me you see on the previous page. Paul Moss has very kindly sent me some of his photos as well. Besides being one of the major players in the early WEC work, he was a professional photographer. Beth Gualtieri, Sharon Overgaard and Carolyn Sjoblom have contributed as well.

    The outer margins will be where you’ll see the supplementary material and the photos.

    Acknowledgements go to all those who added their stories to this, whose names you’ll see in the table of contents, and also to a few others, particularly Jackie Olsen Kruger, Georgina Stott, Jim Verner and Ron Perschky for information on various details. Jacky Olsen was my go-between for the info I obtained from Nancy Ashcraft, who had become invalid at the time - and permission to use her material.

    My biggest regret is that most of those who would have appreciated this book the most have passed on, including some of the contributors. For that reason, on my final pass through the book, I added a few more photos for the benefit of my fellow MKs. 

    In re-reading my mum’s book, I’ve been inspired, and reminded of a lot of things I had forgotten - important things.

          I hope you are likewise blessed and inspired.

           

          Robby

          bobcharters.blogspot.com
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          A THIRSTY LAND

        

          The heat and air were oppressive as we lay on our mattresses on the back porch after the evening evangelistic meeting. Dim rays from our neighbor's little oil lamp silhouetted the motionless shadow of an intervening tree branch against the mosquito net around us. We fanned ourselves to the rhythm of the buzzing locusts in the surrounding trees, trying to dry the perspiration and to get a little air to circulate under the mosquito net. 
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It had been a long, hot, dry season. What little green foliage remained was thickly coated with red dust. The sky was so murky with dust and forest fire smoke that no stars shown through at night. By day, the rays from a hazy sun were refracted by the dust, making shade and sunlight almost equally hot. The hard, parched earth was covered with a net-work of deep fissures, called in the Thai language, rahang. These cracks had grown deeper and wider as the season had advanced. Our town, Rahang, took its name from the cracked earth. 

          Indeed, this seemed to symbolize the hardness, dryness, and barrenness of the whole province of Tak, and our attempts to break the soil for the planting of the seed of the gospel had seemed like the futile swinging of a hoe against the sun-baked clay. An. outstanding evangelist visiting our province had declared, "Rahang is a hard place! I've seen fruit in every other province of Thailand where I have preached, but not in Tak." 

          So there we lay, fanning ourselves in the dark and discussing the evening meeting and the events of the day. Far away we could hear the rumble of thunder. We had been hearing it for many days, but as the rain never came, we had learned to ignore the thunder rather than allow ourselves to be tantalized by its empty promises. 

          "What do you think about Rean?" I asked. 

          "I don't know," Bill replied. "He seemed so promising at first. He is certainly zealous about preaching, and he's a gifted speaker. But there's something puzzling about him. I keep wondering more and more, and I feel he doesn't ring true." 

          "I agree. If only he were all that he first seemed to be. I had thought that now, at last, we had our first Thai worker." 

          As we talked, we could hear the light snoring of the young man in question as he slept in the meeting room on the other side of the knot-holed wall. 

          As my mind gradually drifted into a dream state, I was back in the dark, cobweb-draped coffee shop where we had been that morning, looking into the hopelessly blank face of a small boy, clothed in nothing but dirt, sprawling on the dirt floor, leaning against a mangy, emaciated dog. As we stepped across the shallow gutter up into the little shop, we knew by the contents of the gutter that some child in that place had an advanced case of amoebic dysentery. The illustrated scripture tract we had handed him had not produced the slightest smile. The old man who had served us our coffee had hurriedly left the shop saying, "I have a religion already." The boy's mother, obviously upset by some incident prior to our entry, was as busy with her mouth as with her hands. She squatted on the floor chopping meat on a wooden block and scolded a group of children at the back of the room. 

          Perhaps the tract in the boy's hands would be picked up later and read by his parents. Perhaps even yet the seed might be buried in some heart. But even as I thought this, his little one-year-old sister toddled up, chuckled to see the colored tract, and tearing it in two, crumpled half of it into her mouth. 

          Bill was talking again, and I was suddenly back in the mosquito net. 

          "Isn't it a coincidence about Raywadee living beside us last year across the river, and again this time on this side. You know, I don't think she's as crazy as we thought she was last year." 

          "She really seems to be a seeking soul. But she is so eccentric, I hardly know how to deal with her. And she has such a terrible reputation." 

          "But she's faithful. She's at prayer and Bible study every morning. She seems to know that this is where she can find answers. I wish we could go up river with her to her old home as she keeps asking." 

          "Maybe we could go some time after our baby arrives." 

          Just then we were startled by a loud clap of thunder overhead. As we lay in silent but longing suspense, a deliciously cool breeze suddenly shook the mosquito net. The neighbor's little lamp flickered and went out. A far-away roar of wind and rain grew louder and louder until large drops began pounding noisily on the iron roof. 

          We lay still a moment enjoying the luxurious coolness and the smell of the newly wet earth. The wind thrashed the mosquito net; spray blew in on us, so we got up and moved the mattress over against the wall. Then by the light of our torches (flash lights) supplemented by the frequent flashes of lightening, we emptied the large earthen jars along the edge of the porch. They were full of muddy water which we had paid dearly to have carried from the river. What a short while before we had held as of great value, we now hilariously threw out as worthless, making room for the pure, clear water that was pouring so generously from the heavens. 

          As we sat on a trunk waiting for the rain to wash the dust from the air and from the roof, I thought about the trees and shrubs gradually becoming clean and green, and of the cracks in the earth filling with rain and gradually closing up as the water soaked into the hard clay. 

          Soon the water coming from the rain trough ran clear, so we got up, washed our jars, and filled them. 
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          FIRST IMPRESSIONS

        


        



          
It was a September morning in 1949. The shouts of the stevedores, the puttering and chugging of small boats, and other typical harbor sounds, brought me to consciousness at day break. The excitement of a new venture rushed in upon me as I realized that the voices were speaking the Thai language. The month's journey was ended and I was about to enter the land I had left twelve years earlier, the land of my birth and childhood. 

          I dressed quickly and went out to the deck to look around. It was a hot, sultry morning. As I watched the stevedores open the holds, maneuver the derricks, and prepare to unload, I strained my ears to hear what they shouted to each other. But I could not identify a single word of the language I first spoke as a child. 

          The freighter had entered the Gulf of Thailand the day before, and during the night had drawn up as near the mouth of the river as a ship of its size could safely go. As the sun rose over the eastern horizon, it cast a rosy glow on the palm-fringed shore about half a mile away. On the hills near by, the Buddhist temples, with their white, pointed chedees, sparkled in the morning sun. 

          Several launches, barges, and sampans made their way toward our freighter, and I wondered if one of them were coming to take me ashore. Hearing feminine voices among the others, I leaned over the rail to see the mass of small boats that crowded around. On one barge were about twenty young women. My first thought was surprise that women should be employed in unloading ships. But as I observed them, it dawned on me what these women were waiting for. More arrived in other boats. Some, in stylish western clothes, sat in sophisticated dignity. Others in shorts or play suits, frolicked and climbed about like monkeys, joking and making everyone merry. One bought a bunch of bananas from a passing sampan which she distributed to all the other girls. She offered some to me, but I was too far up for her to throw them. Some of them knew pertinent English phrases which they called unashamedly to the sailors.* 
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* Of the more than twenty sea ports I have seen in my life, this has been the only one where such undisguised prostitution was carried on. Yet this incident is by no means typical of the majority of Thai women.
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After breakfast, a crowd of immigration, customs, and health officers were ushered into the dining room, and the questioning began, followed by baggage inspection. It made me feel very important, as I was the only passenger disembarking. 

          A small launch came to take me ashore, but owing to the rough sea, a larger one had to be substituted. By the time it arrived, there were so many small vessels tied to our ship that I would have to cross quite a number of them. At the top of the gang plank, as I said "Good-bye" to the captain, the steward thrust a bag of lunch into my hands, and I hurried down after the launch pilot. The waves tossed the wee boats three feet above, then plunged them three feet below the gangplank landing. As I waited for the right moment to jump across, several of the girls reached out and pulled me up onto their barge. Then with a friendly, patronizing, big-sister air, they escorted me across the boats to my own. 

          A company car waited at the pier and took me to Bangkok, a journey of about four hours. Although the driver spoke fair English, I tried out my recollection of the language by asking questions in Thai. Each sentence was laboriously worded and reworded. I was glad to find that he was finally able to grasp my meaning - part of the time. 

          When the car stopped in front of the American Bible Society building, the Rev. Peter Voth and Wilf Overgaard, with his little son, Paul, came out to meet me. The Voths, missionaries of the Christian and Missionary Alliance, were at that time in charge of the Bible Society headquarters in Bangkok. They were old friends of my family. Wilf was the leader of the Worldwide Evangelization Crusade (W.E.C.) in Thailand, and had come a two days' journey from Tak to meet the new missionary. 

          The next day, Mrs. Voth took me shopping. She ordered two sam laws to take us. A sam law is a three-wheeled bicycle, the back part of which resembles a rickshaw. Built for the short-legged Thai, it made me feel like an octopus in a match box. But it is the cheapest way to get where you wish to go, if you don't know which trams to take. 

          Throughout the busy city, many streets were under construction. All the klonqs (canals) were gradually being filled in and converted into streets. I recalled being a child going about Bangkok with my family in a small boat or canoe. What was formerly known as the Venice of the East was fast becoming a modern city with broad streets and heavy traffic. 

          One thing stands out in my memory - the hordes of thin, mangy dogs everywhere. There seemed, almost as many dogs as people, all wandering about the sidewalks and streets, snarling, fighting each other, and barking or growling at people. 

          "You'll see them all over Thailand like this," said Mrs. Voth. "The Buddhists, of course, can't kill animals, so when their pet dog has a litter of puppies, they keep the fiercest one for a watch dog and take the others to some far part of town, or to another village, where they release them to become street dogs, belonging to no one."* 
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*    In the past few years, the Thai government has made great strides toward the control of rabies by poisoning all unowned dogs once a year, in all parts of the country. The dog population of Bangkok has been cut down to a small percent of what it was.
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          Among the friends whom I met during my wait in Bangkok were the Seigles and the Fullers. They had been close friends of my parents, and had also been a great help to the first W.E.C. missionaries who had arrived in Thailand just two years before me.  They, among others, invited me out to dinners and teas. 

          It was on such an occasion that Ernie Fogg, a Presbyterian missionary, told me of an organ which had been my mother's, but which she had given to the Sumray church many years before. The church had obtained a new organ, so they decided that I should have hers. 

          Wilf was buying a motor boat from Mr. Fogg, and they decided that a trip to the Sumray church to get the organ would give Wilf an opportunity to test and learn to drive the boat. We started off in the rain. Little Paul went along. Mrs. Fogg had given me a toy parasol, about a foot in diameter, to keep my head dry. The others simply got wet. We started off from a pier in front of the Fogg's residence. It was a long trip, down one water-way and up another, under bridges, between grassy banks and busy streets. All along the way, naked children would shout, "Farunq, farung!" (foreigners) and drop from the bridges into the klong and swim around dangerously close to the boat. The men in the boat would shout, ''Rawung! Rawung!'' (be careful) and try to keep them from the spinning propeller or from capsizing the boat. The incident recurred so frequently that the two new words, farung and rawung, were permanently imprinted on my mind that day. 

          After some time, we got to the Chao Phaya River, the main water way of Thailand. It is a wide and sometimes rough river, for it rises and ebbs with the tide. 

          "They are dredging and deepening the river," Mr- Fogg told us, "and soon ocean liners will be able to come up to Bangkok." 

          House boats were tied up all along the shore. Some were shops and places of business, others were purely residential. A heavy shower came on, and we drew up to one of these floating houses for shelter. As soon as we got under the roof, we discovered it was an opium den. Men lay in rows on a low platform with their heads on wooden pillows, smoking opium through long pipes. Here and there were smoky little lamps for lighting their pipes. 

          The rain slackened and we went on down the river and entered another klong. This was a quiet, peaceful canal, with trees meeting overhead. Suddenly we heard fire crackers and native music. Around the corner came a line of four canoes, each with a gaily decorated canopy, and all the occupants dressed in colorful silks and satins. Some wore flowers in their hair or around their necks; many held silver bowls, each with a little tree standing in it, made of flowers and paper money. In the front boat sat the musicians with flutes, drums, xylophones, etc. 

          "They are on their way to the temple to make merit," Mr. Fogg explained. 

          When we reached the church, the Thai pastor and his wife came out of their house to greet us. Several people helped carry the small organ out. I sat on a bench and talked as best I could with people who had known my parents. but the mosquitoes swarmed about and stung me so fiercely that I was quite distracted from the conversation. I noticed that they did not bother the other folks much, which added to my embarrassment. (Later I learned that mosquitoes usually concentrate their attacks on newcomers.) 

          Soon we and the organ were crowded into the boat and it was puttering down the winding canal with very little clearance between the water and the edge of the boat. That trip up the river was a terrifying experience for me. A wind had risen which made the water rough, and because we were going against the stream, the engine stopped several times and we had to paddle furiously to hold ground until it started again. Then as we approached the mouth of our klong, the traffic had grown so thick it was hard to get through. We found ourselves between two large, Chinese rice boats. (They hold about a ton of rice besides the living quarters for a large family.) Their sides towered above our heads and the wind and waves dashed them about so that I was sure our wee craft would soon be crushed or capsize. Paul was crying, and I'm sure we were all praying as we pushed against the sides of the big boats as hard as we could. Finally we squeezed through unharmed, and arrived home wet, but in the end glad for the adventure. 
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Sathorn road when it was still a "klong"
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          When my trunks finally arrived and we had taken them through customs inspection, we boarded an early morning train headed north. It was a long, hot day on the over-crowded train, and Paul had a fever. Wilf bought a cup full of chipped ice at a station with which to cool him. At ten o'clock that evening we reached the town of Pitsunaloke, from where we would have to continue our journey by bus. We took rooms in a hotel near the railroad station. 

          I had been advised beforehand to take my own sheet and pillow slip along, and I now saw the reason why. The bed had only one sheet, and obviously neither the sheet nor the cover of the cube-shaped cushion had been changed after the last occupant or occupants. Laying my suitcase on the table, I got out my bathing equipment and went to the bathroom. It had a cement floor, with a drain in one corner. The wall was about six feet high. The water was in an onq(an earthen jar about three feet tall and two and a half feet in diameter) with a tin dipper floating on the top. A small shelf held a battered enamel wash basin, and on the door, one peg on which to hang my towel and clean clothes. Being new, I did not realize how grateful I should be for that peg and for the shelf and basin, which many up-country hotels do not provide. I shone my flash light down into the ong. The water was cloudy and greasy looking. How could I put that water over myself? Yet a daily bath is a real necessity in the tropics, and much more so after a long hot day on a dirty, crowded train. I turned on the tap, out of which came a trickle of water into the dipper. After waiting for quite a while, there was enough water for a scanty sponge bath. I brushed my teeth with what was left in my canteen. Afterwards, Wilf took the canteens to a restaurant and had them filled with boiling water for the next day's drinking supply. 

          When I stepped out of my room the next morning, I saw a little marble-topped table on the veranda all set for breakfast. Wilf had risen early and bought a large papaya from a passing fruit vendor, a can of sweetened condensed milk, and three dishes of rice from the hotel. He had his own tin of instant coffee. The dampness had turned it hard and tarry, but after much stirring, we had two good cups of coffee. 

          While we were breakfasting, a bus driver came to tell us the bus would leave in a few minutes for Rahang. He took two of our suitcases and disappeared down the steps. 

          "There are two buses that go to Rahang," Wilf said, "and this one wants to be sure that we get onto his. I'm sure he won't be off for at least another hour." 

          Some boys came and took the rest of the suitcases, and soon we were all on the "bus." 
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L2R: Fern Berg, Ellen Gillman, Dorothy Caswell, Sharon Overgaard, Rosemary, Evie with Paul, Wilf holding Mark
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          An occidental looking at it would have called it a truck. The body was built locally of wood. The only bit of glass was in the windshield. Passengers sat on two long boards running the length of the bus, and between these were piled cargo. In fact there was so much cargo that the passengers could not put their feet down. They didn't seem to mind having their legs doubled up and sitting on their feet. We three foreigners had the seats of honor beside the driver - hard wooden seats, to be sure, but with space for our feet. After we got on, the back seats were not quite packed to the the full, so the bus was driven around the town for about forty five minutes. Each time another passenger was found, the bus boys urged the people to squeeze up a little tighter. Children had to sit on laps, even if the lap was tilted nearly to the chin. In the days to come, I became well experienced in sitting in the back, but today it did not occur to me to question my right to the luxury of the - front seat. 

          When at last we had what the driver deemed a profitable load, we left town and began jolting and bumping along the road to Rahang. The rains had subsided for a few days, so the riding that day was quite good. It was a two-lane highway - that is, a lane or track for the left, and one for the right wheels, with grass and weeds growing between. If we passed another vehicle, which was seldom, one had to get off the road, which was sometimes difficult. If we overtook a line of elephants, we stopped while the elephant drivers lined their animals up, off the road and facing the bus, then we proceeded slowly in order not to alarm the creatures. The road led through jungles, rice fields, and many small towns and villages. 

          At noon we came to the town of Sukothai. Here we had lunch on the upstairs veranda of a Chinese restaurant built on the river bank, from where we could see much of the town. Wilf pointed out an enormous image of the Buddha towering over the central market place, and ruins of ancient temples here and there. 

          "Sukothai used to be the capitol of Thailand hundreds of years ago, The people of Sukothai are ardent Buddhists, and very proud of their ancient temples, traditions, and history. There are no Christians here, and we haven't had a chance even to visit this place yet. It's just one of the many places that needs a missionary." 

          It was a squalid, thickly populated town. All the houses stood on stilts in scummy water. The river was crowded with craft, large Chinese rice boats, barges from Bangkok, all inhabited by families or teams of coolies. The tops were loaded with furniture and other merchandise from the city to be sold or bartered for rice, coconuts, sticklac, and other raw products. 

          We were soon on our way again, and at about four in the afternoon, we reached the town of Tak. Paul had been getting more and more excited as he neared home, looking forward to seeing his mother and to telling his sister, Sharon, all about his long journey. I think I was more excited than he, though I tried not to show it too much. After unloading most of the passengers and cargo in the market, the bus went up to Huadiat, the northern part of the town.

          We came . to a stop by a large wooden gate set in a long green hedge. Behind the hedge was a broad lawn and, about fifteen yards back, a large, unpainted wooden house with a veranda all the way around it. Red-haired Ellen Gillman and five-year-old Sharon Overgaard were the first to come running out to the gate. Ellen was to be my working companion for the next few years. Close behind them came Evy Overgaard holding wee Mark. Then came Fern Berg and Dorothy Caswell. Fern had been in the original party with the Overgaards and Ellen two years before (1947) and Dorothy, a nurse, had come a year later. 

          After the preliminary greetings and embraces, we went up into the pleasant, spacious house. From the front veranda, which served as living room and dining room, we could see a beautiful, broad view of the river and, beyond it, trees and mountains, behind which the sun was beginning to set. 

          The parts of the veranda that extended around the sides of the house were partitioned by bamboo screens. The north side was the Overgaard's living space, the south side for the single women. In between were two dressing rooms, separated by a breeze-way leading from the front to the back veranda. The walls of the two rooms rose about two thirds of the way to where the ceiling would have been had there been a ceiling. The kitchen and store room were in a separate building reached by a bridge. Ellen showed me around. 

          "We rent this house from the Borneo Company," she said. "It had been unoccupied since before the war, and was in a state of decay. Very gloomy. But it was surely the Lord's provision for our need; large enough to hold all of us, and at a very low rent. We spent days scrubbing, cleaning, and repairing it. Now we all feel very much at home here." 

          The next day was a busy one throughout the house. I unpacked while Fern and Dorothy finished packing to move to a new station the following day. Evy unpacked, laundered, and repacked Wilf's things, as he was to go with fern and Dorothy to help open up the new station. 

          It had been decided many months before that Fern and Dorothy should start a new work. After a number of reconnaissance tours on the part of Wilf and the others, Kampangpet had been selected as the most suitable location. This town was situated about a half day's journey down the river from Rahang. During the dry season, the trip was made by bus most of the way, but in the rainy season, one had to go all the way by boat. In the course of several visits, Wilf had made arrangements with a land-owner to build a house for which the mission supplied plans and materials, and which we would use rent free for six years. The house was nearly complete, and Fern and Dorothy had just been waiting for Wilf to return from Bangkok, as they were eager to be off. 

          That day, too, I un-crated and assembled my bicycle.
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Dorothy and Fern in Kampaengphet

photo courtesy of Nancy Ashcraft
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          Wilf worked on my radio, trying to get it to work. Someone in Bangkok had given it to me, saying it had belonged to my father. The folks here were thrilled to have it, as they hadn't had a radio for these two years. 

          "Now we will know what's going on in the world." 

          "And at Christmas we'll be able to hear some Christmas music." 

          Several agreed that that was what they longed most to hear. But it was several months after Christmas before we got the radio to working. 

          The next morning, after breakfast, a small motor launch pulled up to the bank in front of the house where boxes, trunks, and furniture stood waiting. After all the things were loaded on, and the dog, Jip, tied and seated on the front platform, the group of missionaries stood in a circle on the bank, surrounded by a crowd of on-lookers, to pray for Dorothy and Fern, and for the opening of the new station. Then they and Wilf got into the boat, the engine started, last farewells, instructions, and words of wisdom were shouted across the widening expanse of water, and the boat went puttering down the river out of sight. 
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Beginnings of WEC Thailand--

an excerpt from No Turning Back

by Nancy Ashcraft

 

At the close of World War II, Siam seemed a secret, hidden world.  It was not yet a tourist attraction nor did it excite missionary interest.  In fact, comity of missions seemed to be a door, closing Siam to any mission other than the one working there.  Comity was the agreement among missions that we would respect the work of any other Bible-believing, evangelistic mission that was established and would not invade their territory.  The Presbyterian Church had long had work in Siam under the name, “The Church of Christ.”

The Department of Religious Affairs was satisfied with the schools, hospitals and large leprosy colony the mission provided.  Only the Catholic Church was given visas and permission to send workers and establish centers of work besides the Presbyterian church.

But Norman Grubb was challenged to look into the situation in Siam.  And phoning, writing and questioning, he found that the Presbyterian Church was concerned that so much of the country had never been evangelized and they did not have the workers to expand their work.  They could just barely staff the large hospitals and schools they had started.  The Presbyterians were willing to sponsor other missions under their own name, The Church of Christ.

The Church of Christ in Thailand opened a wide door for WEC, C&MA, OMF, New Tribes and other missions.  And for many years that was beautiful harmony and helpfulness among the missionary working areas.

It was October 2, 1947 when the first four WEC missionaries arrived at the port of Bangkok aboard a small coastal

steamer that had carried them the last lap of their journey from Hong Kong.  Wilf and Evy Overgaard with their two small children, Sharon and Paul, along with Ellen Gillman and Fern Berg, were the first WECers in Siam.

Peter Voth of the C&MA on loan to the American Bible Society met the boat and provided rides to the home where he and his wife lived above the Bible Society offices.  The Voths extended hospitality to our missionaries for almost a month before they, with the help of Mr. Fuller of the Presbyterian Church, were able to find adequate housing and helped us move to a new bungalow in a section called “The Field of Clouds”.  They helped us find the furniture we would need and even hired a teacher to help us get started on language study.

During the six months the WECers remained in Bangkok, they were not only introduced to the Thai language but also to the Thai diseases Dengue and Malaria.  Ellen even became acquainted with Paratyphoid and spent some time in Saint Louis Hospital.

In fellowship with missionaries and several Thai national Christians, the WECers considered areas the Presbyterian mission was offering to them for their permanent work.  This narrowed at last to consideration of two areas, each covering three provinces.  Nakornsawan, Chainat, and Antong was one area under consideration.  The other included Tak, Sukothai and Kamphengphet.

A Thai pastor, Boon Mark Gittisan, joined Wilf and Peter Voth on the survey trip that brought Wilf to see Tak, Maesod and the cities of Kamphengphet and Sukothai as WEC’s homeland in Siam.”

[image: graphics16]In the early days of travel in Thailand, one day was usually spent on the Bangkok to Pitsanloke train and the second day on a bus between Pitsanloke and Tak.  The train was fueled by burning logs and hot ash.  Burning sparks and soot blew in the open windows of the coaches.  No one thought of closing the windows as there was not yet an air conditioned coach and the wind of their moving was necessary, absolutely necessary.  The bus trip was no luxury ride either.  The early buses were without real seats and cushions.  Instead, two long bare boards ran the length of the bus and as many passengers as could crowd on to these two, faced each other across baskets of live animals and sacks of foodstuffs and sometimes goods that moved suggesting life ... Between the train trip and the bus trip there was always the same hotel in Pitsanloke.  The beds were almost as hard as the bus seats and the rooms were cooler than the bus and train only because the night air was usually cooler than the daytime air ... The road on to Tak was no highway, but simply a country road without shoulders or unnecessary lines down its center.

The bus road ran strait to a crossroad with the Ping River flowing by its side.  Every bus that would bring the WEC family into Tak, for several months would turn North at the riverside road.  For the rented property was in Hua Diat (Boiling Head - in northern Thai), to the north of the Tak market.  The first home for WECers in that area had been the rented Borneo House.  This was a very large bungalow used by a British Company that was licensed to harvest teak from the rain forests behind Raheng and in the blue mountains stretching between the plans of Thailand and Burma.

Later as the family grew with missionary candidates from America, Britain and Europe, several houses in the Tak area would be rented for the language students but the Borneo House would be rented for annual conferences, wedding and any special meetings.  The huge high porch was just the right size and open on all sides, it caught every breeze blowing.

As with every missionary who would follow them, the original four had as priority, language study.

According to Wilf’s memory, Dorothy Caswell arrived in the Fall of 1948.  Dorothy had worked in Siam just before the war.  She was with the Presbyterian mission for one term, working in Chiengmai.  Dorothy had a head start on language and understanding of Thai culture.  And the nationals appreciated her gifts as a nurse.  Wherever she lived during her one term with WEC, she earned the title of doctor.   She was sought out by all who had physical needs.  But Dorothy never found the ministry that satisfied her and she did not return to the field after one term with
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