
Tjirebon, Java, 
Indonesia 
June 26, 1963

Dear Friends,
How can we ever thank the Lord for sending us

on this journey! Of course, you may say  "Helen
always hears the call if a trip is involved," but
we truly would not have come half way around the
world if we had not felt that the Lord wanted us
to. And now, with these beloved people we are
visiting, we are living in New Testament times,
accompanying the Apostle Paul on his journeys.

We  spent  our  first  night  at  the  National
Council of Churches guest house. The other guests
were Mr. and Mrs. Grant and Myra and two young
Mennonites who have been waiting for three months
to get clearance for agricultural machinery. Mr.
Grant from New York is to take over Inter-church
Aid which was part of the overload that Ernie
Fogg  (the  Reverend  Ernest  Fogg,  Presbyterian
fraternal worker and Commission Representative in
Indonesia) has been carrying. We are very much
impressed  with  Ernie.  He  came  over  the  first
morning and took us on a tour of his work. The
possibilities of the new radio station that is in
the  process  of  building  are  fantastic.  This
country is wide open, the  only country in the
world  where  Muslims  are  being  converted  in
impressive numbers to Christianity.

The first night when we arrived, after a two-
day delay in Singapore, we were met by Juan de
Fretes, Pastor of the Geredja Isa Almasih Church,
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his assistant, Timothy Lord and Fiancé, Lois Yao
with the pretty dimples, the pastor of the Bandung
Church to be dedicated, and Mrs Tan Kee Hian, and
son,  Soen  Aan  (who  had  come  400 miles  from
Semarang to meet us on the plane that should have
come Monday but instead stopped at Singapore.) We
could not understand Indonesian but the warmth
and love of their welcome was most unmistakable.
They were welcoming a dear friend in our son-in-
law, Rev. Edwin Stube  of Glendive, Montana, who
had been with them for seven weeks in l961, and
the welcome spilled over to our grandson Richard,
age 17, and to us.

The next evening at five Mr. Hian and Soeh Aan
took us in an air-conditioned train for a 400
mile trip to Semarang in Central Java. We had a
wonderful time, saw the university that is being
built on faith and the acumen of some of these
Chinese financial wizards. Again we were impressed
with the amazing opportunities in this country,
so  different  from  the  many  countries  where
everything has closed. Rev. Frank Cooley, young
Presbyterian  professor  at  the  University,  has
tremendous drive and vision. 

Our  own  meetings  started  regularly  at  five
P.M., ran an hour and a half to two hours, then
there would be  about three-quarters of an hour
Bible  study.  Twice  special  meetings  were
scheduled at  four - Edwin spoke to the Sunday
school teachers one day, and I another day to the
women of the Church. The Semarang Church has a
membership of 1500, and a Sunday School of 2000
meeting at the church and in fifteen different
houses both morning and afternoon. Our day started
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Sunday at 6:30 A.M. service, all of us teaching
classes for the 7:30 Sunday School afterwards. At
9:00 came the second services, a most beautiful
and impressive Communion. The service was over at
11:00,  then  we  visited  a  Christian  orphanage
where we all spoke — then lunch, siesta, special
meeting  from  4:00  until  8:00,  then  dinner  at
Tan's and wonderful Christian fellowship. We all
have spoken at the meetings; Richard always sings
in Indonesian. Tuesday we left on a private bus
for Tjirebon, two of the young men of the church
coming with us.

June 28, 1963

Last night we felt the power of God in his
healing. God is surely honoring Ed's work at an
evangelist. He speaks so quietly and simply, but
it is with authority and the people hang on his
words. Juan de Fretes is a marvelous interpreter.
When  he  interprets  for  us  we  feel  tremendous
rapport. The first night in Tjirebon the church
was full, with  people standing in the streets.
The second night there must have been 50 or 60
beyond  the doors. This was the healing night.
The third night the preaching was on the great
commission  with  all  of  us  speaking  again  to
strengthen the believers to go forth in the power
of the Holy Spirit. 

At the healing service Ed spoke about Jesus
and the apostles healing, told about the healings
experienced  in  his  own  Episcopal  church  in
Glendive,  Montana. Richard, our seventeen-year-
old, sings at every meeting. The teenagers love,
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him. One gave him his own precious Bible. If
half of those that asked for his address write
to him, he will have to have five secretaries.

After the service the people began coming up
for healing. At first we stood near Ed, praying
as he laid on hands, but the people were coming
in such numbers that he delegated Richard and me,
with the help of the interpreter, to take one
line. I had a moment of  panic, then I felt —
with  the  whole  congregation  as  the  body  of
Christ praying — that  this was what God wanted
us to do. 

Just then a little boy who was carried in,
paralyzed for four years, began to walk across
the platform. Such a tremendous feeling of joy
and love swept across everyone. So I began to lay
my  hands on the  afflicted ones and  pray. One
woman with six children had become blind from
taking too-strong medicine. Her doctor  had told
her there was no possibility of regaining her
sight. She prayed all night after a meeting, we
laid hands on her, and she regained her sight.
Ed sent her up to the microphone and she gave her
witness.

The next night (I am finishing this several
days later) she brought us all a gift of a large
tin of imported English biscuits and two cans of
sweetened  condensed  milk,  a  most  touching
precious  love  gift.  We  have  given  it  to  an
orphanage;  milk  especially  is  very  scarce  and
expensive. Since I wrote the last we have had
another healing service at Bandung. I think the
most/dramatic subject was a paralyzed woman with

4



an  arm  completely  useless.  She  was  able  to
spread out her fingers and raise her arm above
her head, saying softly so as not to disturb the
others  praying,  "Puhji  Tuhan."  ("Praise  the
Lord"). Ed emphasizes in his sermon that no one
person has the healing power; It is the ministry
of the whole body of Christ.

Now-one dedication, two weddings, and baptism
of fifteen later, I shall close. They are waiting
to take us down for Bible study.
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Bandung, Java, 
Indonesia 
July 2, 1963 

It  is  so  wonderful  to  have  this  great
opportunity of  meeting  these  beloved  Christian
friends half way around the world. Acts and the
Epistles  have  sprung  to  new  life  in  our  own
experience.  I  said  to  Ed,  "just  call  me
Priscilla." How Aquila and Priscilla must  have
enjoyed those trips with Paul. But we do have
two new names — Opa and Oma — Dutch for Grandpa
and Grandma. It started Sunday at Semarang. Tan
Kee Hian heard the children saying before Sunday
School, "I have Opa for a teacher," or "I have
Oma for  mine." So both at Tjirebon (pronounced
Chirevon)  and  here  at  Bandung,  in  my  first
speech I tell them we have eleven grandchildren,
and to call us Opa and Oma, and they do! They
take us right to their hearts. We have so many
stories to tell that there isn't room or time to
tell here. The main difficulty is that with all
the delicacies they urge on us  ("You must try
this, Opa" or "This  is  special for  you,  Oma"
etc.),  our  girth  might  increase.  So  far  the
tropics and work have kept it down.

We have visited two orphanages, (one feels like
Anna in "The King and I") The Children cluster
around so touchingly, taking our hands, escorting
us  to  the  car,  waving  with  such  enthusiasm,
hungry for the love they know we feel for them.
These children have so  little — the cast off
clothes someone has given. In the schools they
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are so eager to learn, but they have no paper in
this country of shortages. We arrived here in
Bandung last Friday in time for lunch at the new
church — such a beautiful one. It cost $18,000;
would have been a $100,000 at home — all white
and my favorite blue. 

The pulpit is of teakwood. In the front there
is a magnificent painting of a turbulent Sea of
Galilee — Jesus asleep, tremendous action on the
part of the disciples. The  architecture of the
church is simple and beautiful. They need never
go out of their  own country for architects. In
addition to the sanctuary, they have the living
quarters  for the minister and his family. The
$18,000 includes the $3000 Ed raised to buy (and
have sent from Hong Kong) the cement-and-steel
concrete  that  they  can  neither  buy  in  this
country nor send money outside to purchase. 

They have so many stories of how it was built
by faith — everything coming at the right time.
The  dedication  at  4:30  Friday  was  a  great
occasion — orchestra, big choral choir of young
people, 30 or 40 beautiful floral pieces, lovely
orchid  arrangements,  calla  lilies,  anthuriums,
gladiolas,  chrysanthemums,  and  roses.
Dignitaries of the city, chaplain-of the army,
representative  of  the  National  Council  of
Churches,  pastors  of  the  Presbyterian  and
Pentecostal churches all spoke. Ed had a brief
sermon on the glory of God filling his temple.  

This lasted until about 7:30 when we were taken
up to a beautiful little house, about a five mile
ride from the center of town, where we are living
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while we are here. Our host, a young Christian
exporter and buyer of rubber and rattan, T. Tjong
(Chong)  gave  it  up,  complete  with  house-boy,
entirely to us, and is living temporarily with
his fiancé (Tan Anna)'s home. They bring us our
meals, show us the city, give us gifts —- so many
stories we can tell about these charming young
people.

Saturday at 10:00 A.M. was the first wedding in
the new church -- a beautiful Chinese bride in
white and a veil, carrying a most beautiful spray
of ten medium-sized red orchids edged with small
white ones. The groom is tall young man, Ong
Thian  Sum,  graduate  chemical  engineer  working
for the government, and pianist extraordinary.
In the ceremony there was a 25-minute sermon by
the pastor tan Djoe Sian, and Ed had a prayer.
The families sat in slanting rows at the front. 

After the ceremony, we congratulated the bride
and groom, shaking hands as we do at home, but
shaking our own hands in the old Chinese custom
as we past the parents. After lunch we all had
needed siestas, ready for the 4:30 service where
we all spoke. This church which holds 800  is
filled  at  every  service,  and  there  is  a
tremendous number of enthusiastic young  people.
When the service was over at 7:30 we went to the
wedding  feast,  and  what  a  feast!  Delicious
shrimp fritters, frogs' legs - to mention just a
couple of things. At 10:00 when we started home
we were really ready for bed.
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Bogor, Java, 
Indonesia 
July 4, 1963

Your  first  letters  arrived  yesterday  and  we
are  very  grateful.  As  long  as  we  are  in
Indonesia  there  will  probably  be  no  time  for
writing personal letters. We are not  near any
post offices.

This city, they tell us, is a very small one,
only 500,000 people! We drove over here yesterday
morning, had a 1:30 lunch, a short siesta, and
then  to  church  for  the  4:00  service.  We  all
spoke, Richard as usual singing in Indonesian.
The formal part was over at 6:30 but many stayed
to  ask  questions,  or  to  tell  us  of  their
Christian experiences. 

We  had  dinner  at  the  church,  reached  home
after 8:00. We sat around, had tea  and talked
till about 9:00. We went to bed pretty tired,
but a night's sleep does wonders. We are staying
with the pastor's family at Bogor, a wonderful
couple with six children, two sets of twins. He
has  a  remarkable  library  in  both  English  and
Indonesian — set of Spurgeon's sermons, books of
D. T. Niles.

This morning after breakfast we want to the
church  for  a  9:30  meeting.  We  sang  (in
Indonesian, of course) until about 9:50, with the
pastor's wife, Mrs. Lee, presiding. Then I read
from  I  Peter  2:1-9,  told  about  Peter's  life,
applying  his  epistle's  message  to  us  who  are
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Christian in Indonesia and America. The pastor's
oldest son interpreted, and this was over about
10:45.  Then  Ed  talked  on  the  gifts  of  the
spirit. After that a healing service and prayer.
It  was  1:45  before  we  had  to  stop  the  final
questioners to have lunch. Home about 2:30. I am
writing this during siesta time. We have a 4:00
service again today. Tomorrow Edwin talks in the
morning. Bogor is cooler at night than Semarang,
but does not have the lovely air and mountains of
Bandung.

Bandung was a great experience. The last night
two  Muslim  university  students  came  in  and
thanked  us.  They  had  listened  outside  the
crowded church.

The people gave us a feast the last night,
including the  famous bird's  nest soup  —  most
delicious. There are so many lovely things that
happened.  The  Young  people  gather  around  the
piano after-service and we all sing. They rent
their piano, no money to buy one, but the Lord
gave them a church, and they are praying for a
piano.  When  they  were  bidding  us  goodbye  one
little girl about thirteen slid a book-mark into
my hand and said "Please put this in your Bible
and remember me." Her mother asked us to pray
for her  non-Christian parents. The little girl
materialized again saying "May I kiss you." She
put both arms around me and then ran off.

Ed performed a wedding ceremony for the son of
the  dead  Bishop,  according  to  the  Episcopal
liturgy. We  had another  feast at  the bride's
house. Eli (the groom) is a very fine young man,

10



assistant  to  Jaan  de  Eretes  in  Djakarta.  He
wants to go to America for theological training,
but money cannot be taken out of the country. How
we  wish  we  could  bring  him  to  Pittsburgh
Seminary. We keep wishing we were millionaires
to help these people. The spirit of the Lord is
surely moving in Indonesia. All they need is a
little help here and there from other Christians.

Wendy, did you mention a traffic problem in
Tokyo?  You  don't  know  nothin1 gal!  Here,
hundreds of bicycles, motorcycles, two-wheeled ox
carts,  two  wheeled  betjaka  (two  wheeled  carts
pushed by a man on a Bicycle), men with poles
running with short steps, carrying heavy burdens
(one man had on each side one table and four
chairs), pony carts, buses holding eight people
and top piled high with luggage - all to be
blown  to  the  left  by  the  insistent  horns  of
motor  vehicles-Fiats,  Mercedes,  Chevrolets,
Oldsmobile’s, VW’s  etc. Ed says the motor cars
are  the  real  anachronisms.  We  are  like  the
Yankee in King Arthur's court. -Richard had a
ball in Bandung. He drove a motorcycle.

With Love
Helen Hurrell
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