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After ten days in Korea, we give you the first report. Things
are rough, no fooling.
In spite of a diet of cabbage and eggs
and potatoes three times a day, power failures every evening,
fleas in our beds, a transportation system that makes the covered
wagon seem advanced, and a maddening inability to converse
I guess we will stick it out.
At first
in Japan.

was numb.
We landed in Seoul after a pleasant visit
We were greeted in the rain by about fifty people who
were gathered on the tarmac.
Introductions took a long time, and
then we were treated to lunch in what was called the airport
"restaurant." After such a long trip with four children it was
an effort to be polite to so many people we did not know.
I
simply wanted to get away from it all, but that was not the plan.
First we were driven through downtown Seoul to see the city, then
we had to visit the office of alien registration. After that we
were driven about fifteen miles out of the city to visit the
amputee director's son who is an Anglican priest. This man is
obviously gifted in language and although he has been here only
ten months he has already made much progress in the study of
Korean.
He had worked out a chart for us to facilitate our grasp
of the language!
The director himself never stopped talking the
whole afternoon. This was understandable our arrival was the
culmination of much prayer and planning and he wanted to tell us
everything at once. We were overwhelmed, to say the least.
I

—

That evening we shared a buffet supper at some missionary's home,
and at long last we were allowed to go to bed
all of us in a
single large room in the mission guest house.
This did not
please Dirk at all.
If this was what things were going to be in
Korea sharing a bedroom with parents and sisters, he knew he
would not like it one bit.

—

—

Early the next morning we boarded the train for Taejon. At first
we found the countryside fascinating, but as the younger children
grew tired and bored we saw less of it. However, as we neared
Taejon after three and a half hours on that nasty train, the
sight of about thirty amputees waving from a hillside near the
amputee center brought a lump to my throat. They had hiked with
th^ir crutches and pylons and artificial limbs over the hilly
countryside to be the first to greet us. It was typical of the
welcome the people have given us
At the station we received greetings from the VIPs. Everyone and
It was our
his brother and his father and his uncle was there.
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first experience with the "zoo" which has since become part of
our life here.
We cannot move without attracting a crowd, and
they stare quite openly, without the least embarrassment.

Finally we were driven to the house in which we will be living.
Then we had to greet the "staff." First there was Mr. Chae, who
will be our driver for the ten-passenger Land Rover.
He is also
supposed to serve as interpreter and language tutor for John, but
his command of English is questionable in my estimation. *1110
She worked for the
cook is inherited with the house.
Presbyterian family who lives here and have now gone on home
leave for the year. We call her Kim-see, and she appears to be
pleasant and willing to make us as comfortable as possible. It is
a difficult assignment, since her missionary employers spoke
Korean and ate Korean food. We are definitely foreigners in this
environment
Kim-see 's helper is Pyong-je, and she doesn't do anything at all
as far as we can tell.
So we assigned her to the laundry.
Kimsee doesn't seem to appreciate our cutting down on Pyong-je 's
time as her helper, but John told her that when we lived in USA
his wife did all the cooking and the laundry, cleaning, babytending, sewing and secretarial work as well.
Then there is Chothe
garden
and other
see, who takes care of the furnace and
houseboy chores
Our director has advised us to deal with Korean
people in love, patience and long-suffering. But we have already
observed that our Baptist neighbors have a different approach.
You explain to the help what you expect them to do, and if they
don't do it you find somebody who will.
.

John is already eagerly trying to learn Korean language. He has
a good ear and his attempts delight the natives. I can't remember
the words from one day to another, but I am learning the gutteral
spit
We have investigated the Taejon food market in the hope of
finding something to eat besides cabbage and potatoes and
chicken. Ugh! I enjoyed eating the meals much more before I saw
where the food came from. We are trying to be as kind to the
military people around here as we can because the PX is full of
goodies. It is our only source of flash bulbs, US stamps, canned
The
goods. We have precious little to offer them in return.
freight we packed to help us through these first days of learning
and adjustment has been tied up in San Francisco by a dock strike
and who knows when, if ever, it will arrive.
So we exist with
the clothing we brought with us in our airline baggage and we
live from day to day, hoping that each new day will be a little
better than the day before.
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Friends on the Baptist and Presbyterian compounds nearby have
been a great help to us. After those first few awful days I was
ready to give up. We were lonely, stressed, flea-bitten and
isolated.
One day our driver casually mentioned that there were
more Americans living just over the hill and I wasted no time
hiking over there. One of the Presbyterian missionaries greatly
raised my spirit by giving me a new American broom. How sweet it
was!
We had been trying to keep the house clean with a shorthandled Korean broom. Even Cho-see loves this broom!
It was quite a shock for me on the second night I slept in this
house to wake up rolling a bug out of my ear. I put on the light
and almost took off when I discovered two black fleas in the bed.
My belly was full of flea bites. What made it so aggravating was
that, although there were two of us in that bed, I had all the
bites.
I was wearing pajamas with long sleeves and long legs,
John sleeps in his underwear. But John didn't have a single
bite.
The next morning I began a housecleaning such as Korea has
never seen. We dragged everything moveable outside, washed
everything washable, and reduced the entire staff to the verge of
hysteria.
They discussed our craziness in the privacy of the
kitchen every twenty minutes

Each morning now, Dirk and Joy and Mary and I hike across the
field and around the rice paddies to the Baptist compound where
the missionaries have put up a Quanset hut.
This is the
beginning of a Christian school for missionary children.
It is
just a beginning.
Classes are taught by missionary mothers with
Calvert courses
One mother has included Joy in her room with
three other third graders. Mary is in a room with seven
kindergarten pupils, but they are only supervised by a young
Korean woman and not taught anything.
I try to teach Dirk with a
borrowed Calvert fifth grade course. We have no materials for
Ann, who is in eighth grade.
We ordered the Calvert materials
for all the children before we left USA, but they have not yet
arrived.
We have great hopes for this school, and are glad to
hear that the school board has already made plans for a high
school building.
.

The Southern Baptists and Southern Presbyterians are hard at work
here in Korea.
It makes us wonder at the clumsy efforts our
Christian Reformed denomination has made. They have sent a lot
of money and material here, and a lot of it cannot be accounted
for.
We find these missionaries conservative in doctrine and we
hope to be able to work with them in Christian fellowship and
with pleasure. They have already invited us to dinner in their
homes and helped us in every way possible.
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The Korean landscape is beautiful, and I long to paint it but I
don't have any painting materials. Nor do I have time to paint.
All morning I am in the schoolroom and that takes a lot of my
energy. I feel like a recruit who is being toughened up for
combat duty. The pity of it is that I am ill -equipped I should
have some strong shoes for the hike across the paddies.
So far
the weather has been pleasant and we can make this walk every
We have to cross a little stream, using the stepping stones
day.
and Mary always manages to slip into the water.
One day I tried
it barefooted, but was immediately warned about the danger o£
getting hookworm.
.

The Korean people are friendly- -too friendly sometimes.
They are
a nuisance in town; if we leave our car we are immediately
surrounded by a crowd of children who follow us every step,
crying out "Hi-lo, hi-lo, hi-lo." If we stop to buy, the older
people stop to stare at the American woman, at the queer fellow
with the hook hands (see how he handles his money?) and at the
strange white-haired children with round blue eyes. They giggle
when they hear the children talk, they try to touch their soft
hair, and they feel of our clothing.
Out at the amputee center
everyone is happy that we have come and they show it. One lady
came up to me and made a speech. The interpreter said she told me
that she was so sorry I am lonesome because I cannot communicate
but she can see that I have a good and kind character and she
It might preserve my
hopes I will not be lonesome long.
reputation if I never learn to communicate!
We are impressed by the tremendous need in this country. No
matter how little we are able to accomplish here, it will help.
We feel even more strongly since our arrival that God has led us
to this mission.
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When I last wrote to you we were living in the city of Taejon.
That did not last long.
You remember that we had to leave our
home in Grand Rapids quite suddenly. We were told there was an
urgent need for us in Korea. Rev. Torrey was retiring as director
of the amputee center because of his age and his deteriorating
health. We had no time to sell our house and furniture and car,
so we gave much of our household goods away to friends and
relatives or to people who needed it. My brother agreed to handle
the sale of the house and car for us, and we just walked away
from everything we had and everything we knew.

After our arrival in Korea we were told that the Reverend Torrey
had decided to extend his stay for another year so that he could
teach John the ropes and ease our transition into life in Korea.
John had been part of a pioneer project in U.S.A., on the cutting
edge of all new developments in prostheses and the rehabilitation
of amputees.
He was shocked to see the poverty and the pitiful
condition of amputees in Korea. In the primitive limb shop at the
Taejon Amputee Rehabilitation Center the "technicians" were
fitting amputees with limbs made from used X-ray film, old parts
sent from America, and crudely carved chunks of wood. Once an
amputee came to this center for a new limb he usually stayed on
and became a part of the community. This amputee center had
become a haven for people who were rejected by their community
because of their disabilities.
This was not John's idea of rehabilitation at all. Here was a
happy refuge and a sheltered workshop with various shops where
people learned to weave or knit, work with metal or wood, or
learn to use the sewing machine. There was no market for the
things they made, but making these things kept them busy. John
traveled to Seoul and discussed the situation with the director
of Church World Service. He told him that there was no school in
Taejon for our eighth-grade daughter, and that our home -teaching
courses from Calvert and all the freight we had packed to make a
home for the family in this new place was tied up in a dock
strike in San Francisco. Winter was coming. We had no warm
clothing, blankets or boots.

Our boss suggested that since Rev. Torrey was still in charge of
the amputee center, it might be a good idea for the Steensma
fan^ily to spend the first year living in Seoul, where we could
study Korean at the language school and send the children to the
Seoul Foreign School We packed all our possessions into the Land
Rover, which John drove to Seoul. The children and I went by
.
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train. We had found a large old Japanese house in a good
neighborhood, and while we waited for our own freight to arrive
we borrowed blankets and sweaters from bales of relief clothing
in the Church World Service warehouse.

Life in Seoul is a far cry from life down on the farm!
Seoul is
a busy city, the capitol city of Korea.
Because of the Eighth
Army headquarters here, there is a large American colony. They
tend to keep a society of their own, with a large Union Church as
At the bottom of the social ladder are the GIs, then
its center.
the missionaries, the businessmen and the government employees.
At the top, of course, is the American Embassy.

Our home is located on the edge of the high-class area. The
Korean families who live near us are the white-collar people.
The former mayor of Seoul is living next door.
The entire next
block is a walled-in palace which is called "Seoul House." I
don't know what is inside the wall, but one day we were wandering
around there and, since the gate was open, we walked in. We were
greeted by a polite houseboy and a polite maid, and on up the
scale until a young Korean gentleman who spoke English informed
It was an
us that obviously we were in the wrong place.
interesting experience, and we were impressed by the layout.
The house we live in is owned by a member of the faculty at
Yonsei University. He owns three houses, and rents this one at
$300 -a month, but we must move out in May when the house will be
razed so its owner can built a fine new house on this valuable
location. Meanwhile, we can get in a year of language study at
Church World Service pays our
the Methodist language school.
rent and utilities, and also pays the tuition for the children at
the foreign school.

This Japanese house is surrounded by a high wall with barbed wire
atop it. We can enter through two gates --the large, fancy gate
which leads to our front door, or the small, humble walk-in gate
which gives entrance to the rear of the property. We keep both
gates barred and locked. The front door opens into a tiled
entrance with a recessed shelf for our shoes and a long step upon
which we keep the "go-ahead" slippers to wear inside the house.
From this entrance way we pass through sliding paper doors into
another entrance hall. Off this hall is a wood-paneled room we
call our "study."
It has a real wooden door (the only one in the
house)
twelve- foot high ceiling, and the kind of windows we are
used to in U.S.A. We heat this room with an oil space heater.
,

There are two bedrooms with tatami floor coverings. In the tatami
rooms the floor is sunk about two inches and covered with thick
rice stalk mats. These are soft and lovely when new, but they get
t>uggy with age.
Ours are new and we have sprayed them with DDT.
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The rooms are typically Japanese, with an entire wall of sliding
paper doors opening onto the long veranda, which in its turn
Each room has
opens into the garden with sliding glass doors.
its tokonoma (the spot for the scroll and flower arrangement)
All the light fixtures have paper shields, and all the rooms have
sliding paper doors.
In the front of
Our "facilities" are divided into three parts.
the house, near the office room is an American toilet and
washbowl. Halfway down the long hallway is a room which contains
the water heater and another lavatory, and opening off this room
with a sliding door is another room containing a bathtub with a
primitive shower arrangement which doesn't work. At the opposite
end of the house, near the maid's room, is another toilet room.
This is the Oriental hole-in-the-f loor kind of toilet. There is
also a urinal and a handwashing basin in this little room.
So we
are well provided in that department. Our problem is to discover
from a Korean guest who speaks English, whether he prefers the
American toilet or the Oriental type facility. It is hard enough
to learn to speak a different language, to learn to eat different
food, to learn a new set of manners, without having to learn to
use a different kind of toilet!

The dining room has an ondol floor, the only one in the house.
The ondol floor is original with the Koreans, and I think it must
be the origin of radiant heating as we know it in the West. The
floor is made of clay, with horizontal chimneys running beneath
it. A fire of large charcoal briquettes is built in the firehole
at one end. Instead of wasting the heat by sending it up the
chimney as we do, it passes out by traveling under the floor
passages. In this way the floor is heated. How delightful we find
this warm floor under our cold feet at breakfast time!
'

Our living room is really two rooms, but the sliding doors which
separated them were removed long ago. There is still a dropped
partition, a real danger for our tall servicemen guests. This
room has one wall taken up by a large storage closet with sliding
doors and carved-wood tokonoma.
Two walls are made up entirely
of paper doors opening onto the porch. In the summertime we could
remove the paper doors and our living room would become part of
the lovely garden outside.
In this garden are Japanese shrubs,
roses, mums, carnations, a lily pond and a small shrine. Under
the shrine is a modern bomb shelter!
The garden is walled, so we
have privacy. It includes a barbeque grill and a round, marbletopp^d table. Sadly, we will be moving out of here before we can
enjoy the pleasures of summer.

Our problem at this time is trying to keep this paper palace
heated. We use oil space heaters, but they are called "space
heaters" for good reason. One side gets toasted while the other
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side shivers. We are learning many new habits. One is never to
push a door--ten to one it slides. You can't realize what an ingrown habit pushing a door is. Another new habit is sliding out
of our shoes. This is hard on the socks. The security routine is
another new experience. Each night before we go to bed, we bolt
the gates, bolt the doors, put away all our valuables (overcoats,
shoes, typewriter, records, camera) in the two large closets and
then we padlock the closets
We say our prayers and trust God
and our night guard to keep everything safe until morning. We
have been fortunate so far. Other foreigners who have beA here
for a longer time have all, been "slickeed" at least once.
Stealing has become a profession in post-war Korea. The slickee
boys usually come in pairs and they can move about even in the
bedroom so quietly that most people sleep through the entire
operation. We have hired a man we trust to patrol the place all
night long.
.

Our "security guard" is supposed to patrol the place at night. He
is an eager beaver who came to us from the U.S. Army where he
worked as a cook's helper. He wants to learn all the English he
can- -that is the key to a job in Korea now. Of course, his name
is Kim, but privately we refer to him as "Oyessir." Whatever we
say to him is answered "0, yes, sir," and he was never taught
that "sir" is only for males. He is around 23 years old and every
evening he comes into the kitchen to talk, trying to engage us in
conversation in Korean, then asking us to correct his English.

We've been lucky with our driver too. He was hired by the Church
World Service office and he is an excellent driver and a pleasant
man.
We get such a bang out of traffic in Seoul. The first thing
to forget is road manners. It is a game of "chicken" all the way.
Tonight we started down the other side of South Mountain (NamSan)
and hit a section of road repairs which made the whole hill oneway traffic. The Korean drivers coming up the hill saw us coming
down, but they kept right on coming. Our driver figured it was
easier to back down than to back up a hill, so he would not give
an inch. We won that one.
So far our cook, Kim-see, is too good to be true. She bakes
heavenly bread and she does it three times a week! Can you come
home to the smell of homemade bread? She also helps with the
laundry and does a lot of mending for me.
She darns John's socks
(she won't do mine.)
I impressed her this week by ironing white
mending tape on my ankle sox, so she mended all her own socks
with it. That saved her so much time that she knit repairs on
the kids' sweater sleeves. She is 27 years old and eager to
learn. In the time we have known her, she has learned so much
English that she can interpret for me at the gate, to the housekeeper and to the people who come begging. She is eager to learn
our Western ways
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We are getting along very well in our new environment, and are
living a full and fascinating life. There is so much to see and
learn that each day is crammed full. The ordinary business of
living is being crowded into the odd hours of each day. I wish I
could get more sleep, take more time at meals, and go out to
photograph or "sight-see." I would like more time to read or to
listen to music, to write more, to have more time for social
life.
As it is, we use the mornings of each day for study of the
Korean language and to plan the work and marketing for the house
staff.
Usually we have some business to take care of at the main
CWS office, or someone drops in for a visit.
In the afternoon we
drive to the Intermission Language School, which is a rather
dingy affair in an old brick building on the Methodist compound.
The study of Korean is difficult, especially for me because my
memory is mostly visual and I learn most easily by writing. Since
the Hanguk, or Korean alphabet is entirely new, I must form new
visual habits and my program is impeded. John, on the other
hand, learns best by hearing (which is fortunate since he has a
problem taking notes with his artificial arms) and he is picking
up more each day.
It is more important that he learn the
language, so I don't fret about my inability, although I had to
deal with my pride and my competitive spirit for a while.
I try
to keep up day by day and I hope that some of it will sink in by
constant exposure.

We have already made new friends in Seoul- -Korean, American,
German, British, Australian and Japanese friends.
I can't
remember when I have seen so much and learned so much so fast. My
horizons have broadened so suddenly. Our closest companion here
is a man from the Christian Reformed Church, and once again I
realize how important similar background, similar ideas, a shared
heridity, mutual friends and associations draw people together
and make a bonding. We stay in close contact with Chaplain
Harvey Smit, and through him with the servicemen from our own
denomination who are stationed in Korea. This gives us a fine
fellowship. We have opened our home to them and they go in and
out constantly.
We appreciate their company, but we also find
life much pleasanter and easier because of the items they bring
from the PX. On their part, they appreciate having a home and
being able to use it freely and bring their friends with them.
It is a happy association for us all.
You wrote of "our new and difficult situation." Certainly it is
new for us
We no longer have the luxuries that we took for
graijted in our home in Grand Rapids. Yet we lack nothing. Our
house is, by Oriental standards, nice enough and we are living
among Orientals. By Western standards it is an interesting
place. We eat every day and we are not hungry. Sometimes we
wonder what we will be eating, but God provides for us in ways we
never thought of, and the situation is far from "difficult." We
.
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are all happy here, even the children.
Ann has made a wonderful
adjustment now that she has found friends in the Seoul Foreign
School and she has entered into the activities and life of the
school
We cannot provide some of the advantages that would have
been available in USA, but she will have others that are more
rare.
John and I honestly enjoy this new life.
It offers
many challenges. No matter how meager your talent, there is a use
for it in this place.
I have a sense of usefulness and I cannot
wait for each new day and its new opportuity.
I have, a purpose
in living that extends beyond home and family. I feel more
worthwhile as an individual, not just part of a family unit.
I know that motherhood as a career can be an opportunity for self
expression, but now that our children are all in school I have
time that I never had before, and I have choices as to how I will
use it.
There are many ways to use time here. Just now, my
efforts to learn the Korean language take up all of my time, but
if I can accomplish something in that direction it will be a
great help and a pleasure to me later.
.

Thank you for sending the book by Florence Allshorn.
I will let
you know when it arrives and what we think of it. The day will
surely come when we need some extra encouagement It always does
So far we have been gaining enthusiasm.
We have not yet
regretted our big decision to take our family to Korea. As we
become more acquainted with this country and its needs, we feel
more and more certain that this is the place for us now. The
amputee project especially seems to need John's particular
talent. Looking back, I think our lives in USA had become more
and more materialistic, and our worship more and more
formalistic. We were becoming intolerant of other Christians who
did not believe exactly as we had been taught! How smug we were,
and how blind to the demands of Christ that we surrender all to
And how cleverly we learned to excuse ourselves!
him.
.

You might guess that most of the foreigners living here are a
If they were
little out of the ordinary in some way or another.
Some of them are devoted to
not, they would have stayed at home.
an ideal of service; some have come here for the adventure of it;
some come to make money. We meet many different people from
I don't think I shall
different places with different ideas.
ever tire of new people!
in answer to your question, I guess I would say there are
some "mystics" here, if by mystics you mean the people who have a
real sense of God's presence. If you do not have this when you
come you will soon find it. Our own dear mentor. Dr. Reuben
Torrey, whose shoes John must try to fill at the ampputee center,
lives close to God. When we visit in his home we feel God's
presence there. Nothing is said, nothing is attempted without
consideration of the unseen presence. At first it was strange to
us, with our stoic Dutch upbringing, but we are coming closer to
God through such associations.
Yes,
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The weather in Seoul is still fine. Today it was a bit nippy,
but we have been enjoying temperatures between 30 and 40 degrees
F
by day and about ten degrees colder at night
Today the
children wore their mittens for the first time.
.

.

Church World Service has started building a house for us to live
in when we move back to Taejon.
It is close to the amputee
project and also close to the mission school. Tonight we will go
over the plans for this two-story brick building. There is no
basement, no central heating, no plaster ceilings, but it will be
American style. CWS will furnish us with a jeep and a driver for
our use. We don't worry about snow, but we must worry about
hitting people as they walk down the middle of the road with
their tubs on top of their heads or a haystack on their backs
Riding in a car on Korean roads takes strong nerves and a wellpadded bottom.
We have learned to ride in a jeep. Anyone who plans to live here
should take riding lessons on a mule, because the technique of
holding a mule seat when the mule bucks must be similar to that
of holding a jeep seat on a rutted Korean road. I think there is
as much movement up and down as there is ahead or in reverse.
We have two complaints. One of our problems is food, but everyone
in Korea has that problem. The American market is Black, supplied
by slickee boys, unscrupulous GIs and their Korean mistresses and
the prices are sky high. The soldiers go out of the post with
barracks bags full to sell on the market. It pays them well. The
same is true of the Korean women who have PX privilege. They buy
forty pounds of soap, three dozen white shirts. Missionaries and
other voluntary personnel are doing their best not to buy on the
Black Market. We have several friends in the Army and their
gifts from the PX have helped us a lot. They try to bring canned
vegetables and candy for the kids lunches Then there is always
Korean cabbage, plenty of eggs, chickens and potatoes Carrots are
off the list for now. Milk is a real problem. We are buying
Korean meats and cooking them well, and we boil all our own
water. We have not yet learned to appreciate "kimchee" which is
the national side dish. It is a horrible concoction of turnips,’
cabbage, soy sauce and the grasshoppers, flies and other insects
which collect in it during the four or five weeks it is left to
ferment. We are eating a lot of rice, so we won't starve.
'

.

.

do the other foreigners eat? Those who have any connection
to the U.S. Government can buy anything they want. Those who have
been here a long time cook with what they can buy on the Korean
market and what they can raise in their own gardens. Those who
just arrive are usually sponsored by a mission organization, and
are received into a "family" situation. They bring carloads of
freight with them, including foodstuffs and clothing. We were
WJjat
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unfortunate in both respects There are only one or two Church
World Service families in Korea, and we didn't meet them until we
arrived. We didn't get much support from that area. Our shipment
of freight which included dried foods and most of our clothing
and household goods is still held up on the docks in San
Francisco. So we struggle along.
.

We've been buying some good meat lately. We live near the "moose
market" (otherwise known as the Bando Grocery.) The prostitute
settlement is directly behind it and the Bando has a direct line
to the commissary. If we buy pork there today, the soldiers will
Chaplain Smit gets a big kick
have it in the mess hall tomorrow.
our of announcing the menu ahead.
Our other complaint is that we are so busy that we are getting
old fast. One day it is Monday and the next day seems to be
Friday. We plan to relax over the weekend and then we get a
steady stream of people, dropping in and out. We love this, but
we would like to have a little more leisure time.
The companionship
The children are happy in the foreign school
of children from all the different missions and from all over
United States, as well as from Sweden, Turkey, Britain,
Australia, Japan, Korea, Germany, France, Thailand, Italy is
stimulating for them. They play sports from all of these
countries and they are given a lesson twice a week in Korean
language and culture. It is a rich experience for them.
.

We struggle with the language study. It is not easy. Since we
cannot read the alphabet easily, we must learn to speak by
listening and no two Koreans speak alike. I suppose this is also
We keep trying. We
true for English but we don't notice it.
have found Korea to be a beautiful country, and a country of
great contrasts. The wonderful scenery of the countryside
contrasts with the debris and soil left by the war in the city.
The quiet peace of the mountains makes the rush of traffic in the
city still more noisy. The dignified old gentlemen in their
spotless white clothing pick their way through the stinking
sewage and garbage on the city streets, and beside them walk the
little ones in their cast-off western clothing. A modern office
building rises in front of an ancient hillside temple. Men
leading oxen or pulling their own loads stop in the road to wait
for the jeeps or the deisel train to pass, while overhead the
jets stream by. There is even a contrast in the feeling of the
people. Although the Koreans hopefully plan for a brighter future
for their nation, the heavy clouds of war still hover. Even now
the demilitarized zone is tense and there are constant incidents
and investigations. The men on the line are nervous.
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The weather in Seoul is still fine although today was a bit
nippy. We have enjoyed temperatures between 30 and 40 degrees F
by day and about ten degrees colder at night Today the children
wore their mittens for the first time. We hit a three-day "cold
snap" and all the resultant troubles.
It has been tricky to get
our faces and hands washed once a day. The laundry became
mountainous, the toilets stank. Since we insist on living like
Americans in a country that just isn't up to it, we can expect to
have the toilets freeze and the water pipes burst under the floor
boards and the drains clog with ice. To make matters worse, the
air is so cold that the oil we burn will not run into the stoves.
Only a man with experience here would know the only remedy for
all these little "inconveniences" and if whiskey weren't so hard
to get, we wouldn't be eating so much aspirin!
It is especially
annoying to spend an entire day thawing out pipes and then
discover that the city has turned off the water.
.

Today has been one of those frustrating days. I rose early in the
morning in the hope of doing laundry because it must be done and
I hoped we could make some headway before the city turned off the
water. We were halfway through with it when the electricity went
off. The cook is philosophic. She says, "One day electricity off,
next day water off." She needs water worse. Tonight, when the
juice goes on again there will be no water.
Beggars are a constant problem. Most of them beg professionally.
Parents send out their little ones --sometimes children of two,
three and four years old. It is pitiful to see these infants
huddled together to keep warm, asleep in a doorway someplace
Older beggars are often mutilated, amputated, full of open sores
and sometimes mentally retarded. They want only money. Even
though they are a great and dirty nuisance, they speak loudly of
the economic conditions in which the people live. There aren't
any jobs and the common people have lost their homes and their
livelihood. For those with a disability, staying alive is a big
challenge
;

Orphans are also a problem. The country is full of orphans. Some
of them are truly without any parents, but a great many are
abandoned children. The parents know that if the children are
brought to the orphanages there is a good chance they will be
sent to America and given all privileges outside of heaven. The
worst that will happen to a forsaken child is that he will be fed
and ^clothed adequately in an orphanage. He may even get some
education. Education in Korea is not public, it costs money.
There are three grades of schools, but even the poorest level
costs 3000 won (about $3) a month. When you consider that our
cook and our housekeeper work full time for about $18 a month, it
gives you some idea of how hopeless education is for many people
in this post-war economy.
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Our location in Seoul has placed us in a strategic position as
far as the Army is concerned. Transportation in Korea is
difficult and it seems that all roads lead to Seoul.
Since
Chaplain Smit will be returning to the States in April, we feel
that it is providential that we could spend this winter with him
in Seoul Our fellowship has been a point of contact through
which young men outside of our own denomination could be reac?hed.
With the help of the Chaplain, we were able to obtain broadcast
time on the Armed Forces Korean network for the Back to God Hour.
At first we took the broadcast tapes to the Korean Christian
station, but they were not interested in more English broadcasts.
We decided to try the Army station with little hope of success
and their response put our faith to shame.
The tapes not only
were accepted, but they were praised for their high quality and
exceptionally good music. Not only do servicemen listen
exclusively to this station, but it is also popular with the
educated Korean nationals who listen in order to practice their
English pronounciation Most missionaries here are convinced that
working with servicemen is a pressing responsibility. A "standing
army" brings unavoidable problems, and Christianity is at a low
level in the Army.
.

.

Our last three months have been busy with the acknowledgement and
distribution of more than three hundred boxes of clothing and
foods which were sent to the various servicemen from their
churches all over U.S.A. Relief distribution must be carefully
supeirvised because of the active Black Market. Although this work
demanded all the spare time we had among us, we found great
satisfaction in it. Many of the packages sent to the GIs were
brought out to the Holt Orphanage. We greatly admire the work
So we are regular
that the Holts are attempting to accomplish.
visitors at the orphanage lately and have become good friends
with Dr. and Mrs. Ten Have there.
In about ten days we hope to join the Protestant Reformed Retreat
which has been organized jointly by the Christian Reformed
chaplain and a chaplain from the Reformed Church of America. This
retreat is open to soldiers, but also to other Reformed people
who can come. One evening John is invited to speak. We are
expecting about twenty-five people to show up. Lt Smit has asked
that we bring the children to the Retreat Center on Saturday
afternoon because most of the GIs enuoy playing with American
children
.

Our twelve -year old daughter, Ann, has been invited up to the
Armed Forces Korean Network offices with her buddy. One of the GI
boys works there and will play records of the "Top 40" for the
girls. This is a big thrill for them, their own private concert.
14
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He has promised them a tape recording of the records. Crazymusic is one of Ann's passions this year. I can't say anything
about that. When I was 15 I was wild about cowboy songs and
guitars. Ann also keeps busy these days with ice skating. She has
taken up correspondence as a hobby and keeps a file. She plays
checkers with one friend in the States, chess with another.
I have discovered there are many past experiences which seemed to
prepare us for this life in Korea. For example, my father used to
rap my head every time he caught me sitting on my knees at the
dinner table.
I have always worked on the floor, and sat on the
floor to read or watch TV, or slept on the floor. Now I know why!
I am probably the only missionary who came to Korea in middle age
who is comfortable during a long church service or in a Korean
home sitting on the floor. There are other experiences. As
children we were accustomed to spending time away from our
parents, so homesickness is an unknown for us and for our
children. We slipped up on the matter of sons. Surely we would
have planned our family another way if we had known we were going
to expose our three girls to the prejudice of the Orient. John is
continually asked, "How many sons do you have?"

He innocently replies,
"But how many sons?"

"I

have four children."

This is the important question!

Church World Service has started building a house for us to live
in when we move back to Taejon. It is close to the amputee center
and also close to the mission school. Tonight we will go over the
plans for this modest two- story building. There is no basement,
no central heating, no plaster ceilings, but it is American
We
style. CWS will also furnish us with a jeep and a driver.
much
is
won’t have to worry much about snow in Taejon, because it
farther south, but we must worry about hitting people as they
walk down the middle of the road with their tubs atop their
heads, or a haystack on their backs.
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I am sorry that you are so sad.
I know that it is almost four
years since you lost your husband, but the adjustment is still
hard for you.
I do not have any personal experience with grief,
so I cannot give you any advice.
But I would like to share with
you the story of a friend whom I have met in language school.
Her father-in-law has been a missionary in Korea many years and
he raised his family here.
His son learned to speak Korean as a
small child.
At the time of the Korean war he was a young man,
recently graduated from the Seminary and graduate school. He had
a young wife and two little sons, but he felt strongly that he
should return to Korea.
So he became a missionary and lived here
for two years with his family before they were all evacuated by
the war.
He volunteered to serve with the Army as an interpreter
and came back to Korea with a boyhood friend who had also
volunteered to interpret. On the same day, these two young men
were advancing on opposite sides of a mountain with their
respective companies. This man was shot, and that shot was a
warning to the troops on the opposite side of the mountain.
I wonder if his widow ever thought that God had made a mistake to
take her husband from her.
Had anyone ever been so well prepared for a ministry to the Korean people? After five years in
the States, living with her parents and her two young sons, she
too listened to the call to go back to Korea.
The first year she
came as a teacher at the Seoul Foreign school and now she is^
studying Korean language as a missionary for the Methodist
church.
She is so involved in the needs of the people here that
she has no time to spend brooding about her own loneliness.
'

We hear that our "leaders" intend to send out another scout to
analyze the relief needs in Korea. We can't see the necessity of
this.
We could buy a lot of rice for the money spent on travel
jaunts by people in power.
Our church is sending thousands of
dollars to Korea where graft is as common as rice and they put
Then
this money into the hands of an unsupervised committee.
they send out a "scout" to look around and report back to them.
No matter how good this man might be, nobody can get a fair
picture of a foreign country in a two-week trip. The strongest
currents are the deeper ones. We have lived here four months now
and we certainly do not feel qualified to report on what is going
on. • We can't judge the Korean situation by American standards,
yet that is what we naturally do.
In our amputee program the
assistant director was just dismissed for embezzlement. He had
been considered a good and faithful servant who had been with the
program for four years and earned the trust of the director.
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Last evening we visited Holt orphanage and took a few pictures. I
know that Harry Holt has come in for a good bit of criticism
because of his unorthodox methods. Social Services is out for his
skin.
But think of it!
Here is a farmer, just like other
farmers but richer.
He came to Korea to look around and he was
appalled by what he saw. He took his Bible literally and began to
sell all that he had to give to the poor.
He started by bringing
home with him eight half -Korean children. Since their -^isas were
delayed, he rented a home and took care of them by himselfdiapering and bottling the babies, nursing them through their
Can you imagine this
illnesses and feeding and clothing them.
middle-aged man in such a situation? It is even more
unbelievable when you have seen him. We had to turn over a baby
to him one time and we had a hard time handing the child to the
person who met our train. He looked like a hard- case bum. But
Now his orphanage and
looks are deceiving. What a heart he has
adoption agency is the pride of Korea. He has erected buildings
and they are clean and well-run. He has a separate small hospital
and has hired his own physician to keep these poor,
undernourished, sick waifs alive. We continue to be amazed at
this evidence of what one man can do when he has the will
So
far, Mr. Holt has sent 2000 children to American homes.
It is
probably true that not all these adoptions will be successful -but the alternative is death for most of these babies.
I

.

Many people say, "This is not the best way. Korean children
should be left in Korea." They are right in theory, but we have
seen the dying babies and we know the only hope for them is to
send them to parents who will give them the love and attention
they need to live. Sometimes they die on the way, or soon after
they arrive, but Holt has done his best to save them. I wish you
could see this place. I wish I could show it to every man and
woman in U.S. who has any love for children. Christ's words,
"Inasmuch as ye do it unto the least of these, ye do it unto me,
rings in my mind as I walk among these tots.
We celebrated our American holidays of Thanksgiving and Christmas
with the servicemen. On Thanksgiving we had eight GIs with us and
they came from all over Korea. One was from New York, one from
Indiana, two from California, one from Pella and one from
Chicago. The Chaplain is from Grand Rapids. The boy from
California can play piano, so we sang songs from our psalterhymnal and they all enjoyed those familiar tunes. One of the boys
left for the States today. We are happy for him, but we ourselves
are beginning to feel at home in Korea. We didn't experience any
homesickness at all

Christmas was also a good day. The children were never before
satisfied with so little. They each received a toy and a book,
courtesy of our friends with the PX cards. We had a big dinner
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with five servicemen and spent the day with popcorn, coffee, and
games of clue and chess.
We finally got our living room
furniture, made in Korea and better than we expected.
We have just begun our second term of language study and it is so
hard for me. John eats it up- -he 'll be speaking Korean within the
year. He remembers all the new words, but I remember none of
them.
The method we use is one of memorizing sentences- -about
fifteen of them a day. One day we practice saying "can do," the
next day "must do, " and then "am going to do, " "allow to do,
etc. The sentences are often meaningless.
For example, one
lesson contained the sentence, "Are you going to do suicide?" I
do not think that is a very useful sentence. I tried it out on
Mr. Kim, our security man and he is still laughing. He told me
that it reminds him of the signs along the Han River.
Every
spring Koreans spend much time thinking of past love affairs
which have ended unhappily, and then they jump into the river.
The police have posted signs along the cliff sides: "If you jump,
you are liable to a prison term."
I guess they have their jail
full of suicides

Our housekeeper, whom we call by the Korean equivilant of
"auntie" is a real mouse. She's a joke. She comes in at nine in
the morning and she is so bashful that she sneaks in. When I
enter a room where she is dusting, she bows and bows and hides
her face and is so obviously embarrassed that now I peek into the
room first before encountering her. All day long we dodge each
other. Privacy doesn't exist here. Yesterday John and I went into
the bedroom to change our clothes and our eager guard walked
right in, "Pardon me, sir...."
One of the women in our language class wears such beautiful
clothes!
She is young and probably just a year or two out of
college, so we assume these are her college clothes. After a
dozen years of marriage her wardrobe will diminish. We just
enjoy seeing her come every day with something different and
stylish.
There is another woman in the class who has been in
Korea six years already.
She has a wardrobe of woolen dresses
with the seams split, sensible skirts and dark-colored sweaters.
My wardrobe consists of slacks with a wool shirt or sweat shirt

Yesterday, on the way to school, I saw a woman carrying six
boards on her head. The longest was about six feet. That is a
trick!
Perhaps less difficult but more amusing was the one we
passed before Christmas. She had a five-foot Christmas tree in a
pot, upright on her head. We expect anything here.
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Coming back from the orphanage last night we saw a disgusting
sight. It is a part of Korea we hate. As we turned a corner with
the jeep, our lights flashed full on a man who had just finished
his bowel movement on the side of the street.
The children do
this all the time, but it seems a full-grown adult could find a
less public place. It is no wonder disease kills so many people
and the babies die first. It is no wonder this whole country
stinks like a privy.
It is a beautiful country, but so many
people are homeless and just get along from day to day. It is
common to see men urinate on the streets and little boys and
girls just open the front door and go over the edge of the sill.
This is the sort of thing I can't send home in slides.

Chaplain Smit gave me an undershirt from the relief boxes. There
were several new shirts in that box, all fleece lined. This shirt
is a bit short in the sleeves for me, but they should fit the
This is the first
Korean people just right.
I find it so cozy!
shirt of this kind I have worn since the days we lived in South
Dakota. Last night I went to bed in a pair of tights, the fleece
undershirt, and over it all my flannel pajamas and four blankets.
My feet were cold all night, so tonight I shall add wool sox and
a hot water bottle.
We have been busy distributing relief clothing from boxes sent to
our servicemen friends from their churches back home. The boxes
are piled to the ceiling in the back of the Army chapel, so we
went there to help sort it out and to write notes of thanks to
the individuals who sent things.
Relief is not an easy job. You
can't just hand the stuff out because it will go straight to the
black market
We know that the people who sent these boxes send
them with love and sacrifice. The new clothing, especially, must
be distributed with care. We don't blame hungry people for
trading clothing for food. They have so many needs.
.

So you see, we are keeping busy. Yet there are times when I am
I can always write letters to
not happy. Sometimes I get lonely.
friends, but it doesn't help if I don't get any replies. I
realize this situation will improve as we form new friendship
here, but right now we are living in a temporary situation. Our
friends are the boys in the Army, and they are transient. In
April our closest friend, the chaplain, will end his tour. We
have shared many of the same interests and we find his company
stimulating and pleasant. He can give us a good argument on
Perhaps if we can learn enough Korean
almost any subject.
language we can make some more permanent friends among the Korean
people.
We will be living in Seoul only until mid-summer, so we
are "floaters" in this community. We don't get too involved in
the social life and we are kept busy with language study.
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There is a lot of disturbance in the streets today. Marching
bands and demonstrations are everywhere. John and his driver had
to detour about ten miles this morning in order to get back home.
It is all because of Japan's announcement to send Korean
residents to North Korea.
This is an involved bit of politics.
I don't know if there is any solution. The hatred between Japan
and Korea is deep and long standing.
When I was a child in
school I remember studying about the country "Chosun" in our
geography books
We were told that the poor Japanese people were
multiplying so rapidly that they had outgrown their small island
home.
So they spread over to the nearby peninsula which was
called "Korea" and there they found room.
They renamed the place
and everyone lived happily ever after. All Americans then
believed the Japanese were a delicate, artistic, gentle people
and it made a nice story.
Now I learn that the Japanese invaded
this country and took it over, exploiting its resources and
cruelly repressing the Korean people. They kept the Koreans
uneducated and subject, forbidding them the use of their own
language and barring them from all but menial work.
Every Korean
over the age of 25 can speak Japanese fluently but if he does it
his compatriots may beat him up.
Many Koreans were taken to
Japan as forced laborers and remained there after Korean
independence.
They have become a sore spot to the Japanese
nation because they refuse to be Japanese. Japanese people in
general despise them and many of them have become Communists.
.
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Today I am upset. Our dog has been sick for a week. He seems to
be going blind and runs around in circles. We thought it would
be a good thing to end his miserable life, but the children
begged us to wait when he seemed to be improving. Just now I
heard him in the vestibule and went to investigate. He is having
some sort of convulsions and is mouthing foam. I have never seen
anything like it. When a dog foams at the mouth it is s^ary,
especially when the animal has not had any rabies vaccination. I
shut the door to the vestibule and warned the children to leave
the dog alone. My husband has gone with the Korean driver so we
can't do anything about this right now but it is making me very
nervous. As soon as the car comes back that dog is going to be
removed. The dog is full of fleas, but so far no fleas in the
house, although we do have rats and mice and plenty of
cockroaches
We were invited to a dinner party recently at the home of one of
the Church World Service staff members. She complained to one of
her guests, an old doctor who had served many years in China,
that she had a rash of unknown origin all over her body. He took
He advised her to
one look at her arm and diagnosed bedbugs
turn her bed over and look for the nests, then set the bed legs
in shallow dishes of kerosene. The casual way in which the "old
hands" deal with problems which are so new and shocking for us is
!

reassuring
If this letter is a bit unorganized, there is a good reason. I am
writing it propped up on the sofa. It has been a bad week, and
for three days I could barely manage to get to the toilet without
fainting.
Our family doesn't worry too much when mama faints. It
seems to be a hereditary thing- -I can remember my mother passing
out now and then. But it can be embarrassing. Our friend, the
It helps
chaplain, has offered to get me some wine from the PX.
to raise my low blood pressure, increase circulation, and besides
Our Korean friends are shocked
I like it.
that it tastes good.
by this. Any alcoholic drink is sin to them. This taboo comes
from the early days of the Methodist missionaries, and the hymn
book introduced by the Methodist prohibitionists. One hymn in
particular talks about no strong drink touching our lips. When
John tried to show our houseman that the Bible itself teaches
that Jesus made wine and that wine is good medicine, he learned
that in the Korean Bible the translation for "wine" is
"grapewine." Oh, those clever Methodists!
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Your last letter sounds as if you are depressed.
I am sure that
the state of your health is responsible for much of your
despondence, but knowing that doesn't help much.
I am glad to
hear that you are seeing a doctor and are trying to help yourself
overcome it. As you say, it is difficult being the mother of
teen age daughters. My memory of my own teen years is still
vivid and I never yearn to live them again, yet I don't think my
problems were so out of the ordinary.
I enjoy watching our Ann
grow up and I feel that a life without children must be rather
barren.
Ann is beginning to experiment with cosmetics and
clothes.
She is very much aware of boys, and spends a great deal
of energy "hating" them. She has recognized adults as people and
her opinions of them sometimes astonish and amuse me.
He is also a
as our only son, is the joy of our heart.
terrible nuisance. He is noisy, aggravating, irrepressible and
delightful.
If my house were full of young boys I should go mad,
yet sometimes that is what I wish for.
I find an outlet for my
admiration of the young male in filling the house with servicemen.
They lie all over the floor, kick off their shoes, raid the
refrigerator and cookie box and get all tangled up with Dirk
either in practicing judo, wrestling, or just plain rough and
tumble
Dirk,

Joy is quiet, uncomplicated, a bit tomboyish and easy to h^ve
around. I think she has her father's nature as mine was never
uncomplicated either for me or for anyone else. Mary, in
contrast, is a bundle of energy. She is pretty, vivacious, and
never in the background. This can be annoying if one is trying to
read or sleep. But she captivates the Koreans with her cottony
She is
white hair and her sparkling eyes and friendly nature.
much more forward than Joy and often takes the lead in new
situations
Since I have quit school and am enjoying my leisure I have time
to see and enjoy my children. I find them every bit as
I
interesting as I used to find the children of other people.
let them spend all of their energy and I save mine to analyze
them.

Jphn's brother is taking definite steps to adopt a Korean child.
We have found that most of the real orphans and abandoned
children are full-blooded Korean rather than mixed blood
children. Although my brother in law has a son of four and
daughters of six and eight, they would like to have a little girl

22

between the ages of two and five. So we have our eyes open and
when we see a child who needs a home we are going to take her
home and keep her here while they process the adoption through
the Holt agency.
I still toy with the idea of bringing a child
America
to
myself, along with three or four others, but I don't
talk about it anymore. I will see how events work out. If the
opportunity is there and if John isn't too set against it and I
can be sure that my own children will be taken care of during my
absence (and if I can afford the plane fare back!) -- well, many
things enter into a big two weeks such as that
•
.

We finally sold our house in Grand Rapids.
If we had been living
there we would not have let it go at the price we had to take for
it, but we just can't afford to keep it at a distance. I felt a
little sick when we signed the papers.
I really think the house
was worth about three or four thousand more.
The price we got
for it was what it cost us to build the house, and surely the
property is worth more now that it no longer stands in a sea of
When we have paid the real estate commission and considered
mud.
the cost of the improvement we put into it such as carpeting,
cement work, landscaping, etc. we barely come out even. As you
know, I am fond of that house, but evidently others don't like it
I know it was a bad winter for real estate with
as well as I do.
the snow, the newspaper strike and all, but I am sorry about it.
(John is not. He is so
I should not be concerned about money.
glad to forget about owning a house in Grand Rapids) But I am
looking ahead to have our daughter go off to college in three
years, and I hate to have her go the way I went, scraping for
every dime. Three thousand dollars could go a long way in that
direction
It was an
Last night we entertained our Korean neighbors.
interesting visit. The papa was the former mayor of Seoul and he
still owns one of the Seoul newspapers. He was a bit too
progressive and his time in office was not appreciated. Now that
He has been to America
he has retired his name is honored.
twice, the last time two years ago when he visited Ann Arbor. His
wife is a music major and a member of the Board of the Women's
Christian University. They have a college-age daughter, a high
They are happy
school age son and a fourteen year old daughter.
to have us next door so that their children will hear English
spoken. We are happy to meet them and to be introduced by them to
upper class Korean people. In our work we deal mostly with the
beggars and ignorant village people. Our neighbors are educated,
cultured and stimulating. They show us the best of Korea.

23

MAY,

1959

May 22,
Things were a bit boring here lately, so I tried an experiment.
I've always wanted to try a hair rinse but never had the courage
to experiment because I wasn't sure I could do it right.
Last
week I got hold of some black rinse, so on Monday I made an
appointment with a "beautician." She comes around to the house.
She says she has been trained in the American Embassy beauty
shop, and she speaks a little English. She now makes a business
She gave me a
of going around and doing foreigner's hair.
permanent (I furnished the Toni) and then the rinse. Alas!
Instead of the glossy black color which I dreamed of, I am now
charcoal grey. Everyone thinks it is very funny; the children are
fascinated by the change and our blond Dirk and Mary want to turn
black also. Joy wants her hair streaked and Ann, after looking
at me, doesn't want anything to do with it.
I shall be glad to
wash this out, but I'll make another try for jet black. After
looking at this dull charcoal for a few days, I appreciate my
natural dark brown hair color
My lady said, "We have done many washings" today. In fact, we
have washed nine woolen blankets and four spreads besides the
regular bi-weekly laundry. Now I will spray a little no-moth on
them and put them into a barrel which will not be opened until we
are settled in our next house.
Although we brought these
blankets out new in the latter part of November, you would not
believe how dirty they were. This must be the dustiest country in
the world.
My back aches.

«
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May 31
This morning I found a letter from you in the pocket of my house
dress.
I can't remember whether I answered it or not. Things are
a bit confused here since we added a baby to the household. She
is an undernourished, unloved little orphan and she demands a lot
of attention. We are trying to get her to look like a nftrmal one
year old child although she is actually two and a half, so that
her new parents in Grand Rapids will not be too shocked when they
meet her. When she first came to us she could walk only five
steps without assistance. After one week with us she walks
thirteen steps with a lot of encouragement and coaxing. She is
toilet trained and she feeds herself.
She seems to be a bright
child. The difficulty is that she doesn't understand English and
our Korean is worse than baby talk. We named her "Dolora" because
she is such a sad little thing, but we call her "Lorie." Her new
parents have decided to keep this name and she will be officially
registered as "Dolora Kay Steensma" when she becomes a member of
the family of John's older brother.
This morning at eight -thirty I took the baby outside the gate for
The street was already
a bit of sunshine and entertainment.
busy. We sat in the driveway, Korean fashion- -a flatfooted squat
with the baby on my back- -and watched life go by. Several
children passed us on their way to school. They are so neat
looking in their clean white or grey uniforms with hats to match.
Many of the students carry their books in a shoulder pack.
Several mothers also passed with their little ones and they found
the American woman with the Korean baby a real "sight-see."
Koreans have no inhibitions about pointing, so they all pointed
I was amused when little Lorie
at us as they discussed us.
pointed back. Two carts rolled by, carrying nice new church
benches. (I wondered where they were going because I haven't seen
many churches furnished with benches.) Perhaps they were going to
an Army chapel? One man pulled the cart, chanting in rhythm as he
pulled up the hill and his companion pushed. Alongside of one of
the carts, a youth of about 16 was happily running. He was
dressed in rags but he wore a plastic bib around his neck and his
saliva drooled out on it. About six or eight little children,
probably too poor to go to school, kept him company, calling out
to him, laughing at him, teasing him and just watching every move
he made. This is the fate of the "crazyman" in Korea.
The fish merchant saw me from afar and headed straight for the
place where I sat, calling "Buy fish! Buy fish!" He carried one
big bowl containing about twenty fish of different colors and
sizes in one hand, and a basket of smaller fish bowls in the
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other hand. When he stopped by us I asked him how much the fish
cost, but only so that Lorie could have a chance to look at them.
He wanted about ten cents for each fish. Since I had neither
money nor desire to raise fish I told him I could not buy any.
The next child who approached was interested in my "pretty baby"
so Lorie and I walked down the street a little way with her. We
stopped at the corner where a young boy was selling flowers on a
cart. He was engaged in a heated argument with a well-dressed
gentleman and when the Korean gentleman saw me he turned and
smiled and asked several times, "Isn't that so?" My sympathies
were really with the underdog, so I just smiled and walked on.
Three little beggar girls jumped off a step and surrounded us
with their hands extended and big, dirty grins. "Money," they
said in English. "Money?"
I replied in Korean,
"I have no money
now." They fingered my skirt, looking for a pocket and had to
agree that I had no money but I did have a pretty baby. My dress
was pretty too, they thought. They were such friendly little
girls but so dirty and ragged.

When we returned to our house we found Dr. and Mrs. Ten Have
drinking coffee in the living room. Dr Ten Have had come to
check Lorie 's TB skin test and to pick up her release papers.
They have the most engaging little youngster with great black
eyes in a delicate, pointed face. His face can say so many things
and he looks so wise with his charming smile. I find joy just in
looking at him. Dr. Ten Have and I have both been suffering from
what we call the " runny- tummy, " a common malady in this country.
But we are both in good shape this morning: at least my life -is a
good deal simpler than it was yesterday.
Our cook, Kim- see, has gone to Taejon for the weekend to
celebrate her father's birthday so this morning our night guard,
Mr. Kim, baked the bread. I fixed the breakfast and the lunch.
That is difficult when one does not spend any time in the kitchen
and doesn't know where anything is kept. Routine is a wonderful
thing in any household.
Besides that, I had to carry Lorie on
one hip and fuss about trying to get her to eat I hope that I
can make her feel a little more secure and independent before qiy
sister-in-law takes her. Her children are all younger than ours,
and she has a busy household. But she is a natural mother- -one of
those deep-bosomed, hearty and easy-going women.
.

Our cleaning lady is more of a nuisance than a help. When I got
up tjiis morning I pulled off the sheets and pillowcases and piled
them in the center of the bed so we could wash them later. I had
to get the children off and get John dressed, so I couldn't
remake the bed just then. Then I found out that the water heater
wasn't functioning, so I couldn't do the laundry. After I got
things running I returned to the bed for the sheets but the
housekeeper had already put the dirty linens back on the bed, so
I started all over again.
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I put lunch on the table for Mary and me, but I had to feed Lorie
while Mary ate. Then I took Lorie to her bed, which is a large
wooden packing case on the porch. Meanwhile, the housekeeper had
gotten to it before me and had taken all the blankets out and
hung them on the line to air.
I had to put the baby down, get
the bedding, remake the bed and put her in it.
When I got back
to my lunch, the well-meaning lady had already cleared the table
and put everything away.
So I fixed a dill pickel sandwich for
myself and ate it standing in front of the refrigerator.
"Ajimoni" was still working- -she had washed out the pad ftnd sheet
on the baby's bed and she had the child up and was putting them
back on the bed (unaware, of course, that I had put on fresh
On days like this I
bedding and the baby was almost asleep.)
know the meaning of the word "frustration." I'd like to get rid
of this helpful lady, but she is a widow with three little
children so we try to keep her occupied and pay her paltry $18 a
month. When we move into our new house in Taejon I hope I can do
the work myself. It would make a happier life. Mr. Kim will help
with the cooking, which he loves to do and I hate, but I think I
can take care of the laundry and housecleaning.

Mary just woke up from her afternoon nap, and Lorie still sleeps
peacefully. I will relinquish this tyepwriter to Mr. Kim. He
wants to learn typing so he can help John at the amputee center.
Mr. Kim knows a lot of English and he is so thrilled to practice
on my typewriter. It can't hurt the typewriter.
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1969

June 16, 1959
What a life!
I am sitting in the garden barefoot. The
temperature here is a comfortable 79 degrees. We have filled the
little lily pond with fresh water and the children are happily
wetting themselves. Lorie is having the time of her life. Because
her legs are still shaky, she sits on the stone step going down
into the pool and pours water from one container to another. She
thinks this is wonderful sport. Every little while she turns
around and grins at me. I know you will not think this is
remarkable but we do.
In the short span of three weeks time she
has changed from a stiff -headed, stubborn, hostile, withdrawn
child to one who enjoys people and things. She now looks to us
for approval when she tries to walk or when she has eaten
everything on her plate. Today the children have been teaching
her to fold her hands when we are praying. She is so proud when
we say "Amen" and then make a big fuss over her praying. I
suppose you have read about the mairvelous changes that love will
make in a child, but seeing it and experiencing it is pure joy.

Joy has company, and she and Laila and Mary are sitting next to
me here on their blanket guzzling iced drinks and shoving in
crackers. This is called a picnic. Laila 's mother is the wife of
a Norwegian Lutheran missionary, a capable and interesting man.
She herself has a storybook history. She worked in the Norwegian
underground and spent two years imprisoned in a Nazi
concentration camp. Her face shows the hard life she has lived,
but her spirit is bouyant She is what is called a "character"
and one can expect anything from her. Since her little first
grader and mine have developed such a bond, she and I have also
become friends and find ourselves to be kindred spirits. She is
game for anything, and not many women past the age of 35 are.
Thursday she is giving a baby shower for another Lutheran wife
and has invited me. I look forward to attending the party because
I know it won't be boring.
We visited the Voss house last Sunday
evening after hearing Rev. Voss preach in the Army chapel. The
conversation was stimulating and moved right along. The group
included a Korean D.D., an Army M.D., a chaplain and two other
officers and another missionary couple.
.

Since John has finished his school semester, life moves faster.
Yesterday morning we took all the children to the Korean dentist.
I Would not let him clean my teeth although in his opinion it was
necessary, because when he examined them he wanted to put a gold
filling in my front tooth. His heart was set on it. My cook has
a whole mouth full of gold and I'm not too crazy about the way it
looks
Last night we had dinner with our CWS director in their
home and it was wonderful. The best thing about living in Korea
.
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is the friends we meet here. No one would consider leaving
America for Korea without a highly developed sense of dedication
or adventure or curiousity- -any one of which would make him out
of the ordinary. Most of the foreigners who are here are highly
educated and highly trained in specific fields, and there is so
much to learn from them. It seems that everyone has an
interesting background.

Right now, as I sit here, I am suffering from my sense of smell.
In Korea this can happen in different ways. Yesterday the *honey
wagon" drove down our street and I lost my dinner. Today it is a
different story: the cook is baking bread. Remember driving past
the baking company in Grand Rapids? Is there any smell like this
smell for being out of this world?
At four o'clock I expect my English students. I do enjoy them.
They are so young and so interested in everything.
I fascinate
them, I know. They have never been in such intimate contact with
an American woman. I am sure that they find me very different
from all Korean women and I can't tell them that even in America
I am considered a bit odd.
They watch my children, they steal
glances into the bedrooms as they walk by them and they slyly
inspect everything within range. I watch them doing this and am
amused. Today we shall continue our "telephone conversation"
lesson. One boy calls the dentist, one calls a girl to ask for a
da,te, one applies for a job at the newspaper office. We have been
practicing this for a week and they find it so difficult.
Telephones frighten them.

John has taken the children to the swimming pool They can swim
in the Korean city pool for six cents and they try to go at a
time when most of the Korean children will be in school. Korean
school goes on all summer long and they take their vacation in
January and February because the schoolrooms are unheated.
.

Tonight we will attend a concert of the Zion choir, which is the
choir that, sings in the Camp Coiner chapel where Chaplain Smit is
pastor. The director is a friend of Smit's, and through him of
ours also.
He sent us tickets for this performance and we are
going to record it. He also sent us invitations to his wedding
(the second for him)
He is marrying one of his. choir members, a
young girl just out of college. She is a sweet, talented girl and
I can't help feeling a little sorry that she is marrying a forty
year old man.
.

You asked me to send you a Japanese kimono. I could get one, but
it would not be the real thing, only a cheap tourist model from
the PX.
I bought a kimono in Japan for $12 and it is pretty but
it is not at all practical. It is made of rayon and I can't keep
it closed.
You might enjoy something made from Korean brocade to
wear when you dress up.
I had a Chinese style dress made from a
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piece of brocade bought in Japan and I think it is lovely. Every
time I wear it someone compliments it.
I would suggest that you
make a Chinese-style jacket which doesn't have to be fitted. If
it is lined you could wear it in cooler weather as an evening
wrap

Tomorrow we have been invited by two of our GI friends to swim at
the Army pool. I am ashamed to appear in a swim suit, having
already gained twenty pounds since coming to Korea.
I am
beginning to look like a matron. Tomorrow night the English
students will come again, and Thursday evening our longtime GI
friend is taking us out for dinner to celebrate our 14th wedding
anniversary. Now I must go out and pull Lorie out of that lily
pool. She would sit there the entire afternoon!
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June 27

Today is a scorcher, no worse than the hot days in Michigan but
we can't drive out to Lake Michigan to cool off. And the Koreans
can't appear in public in sleeveless dresses or in their shirt
sleeves. They just sweat. I am thanking my ornery heart that in
spite of the good advice I got from some Korean missionaries I
did bring shorts and sleeveless dresses and a swim suit alo^g to
We live within these walls
Korea. I even took some sundresses.
and can wear what we like. If my employees are offended by the
sight of my white legs they can go someplace else.
Our youngest
daughter carries this to extremes. She took off all her clothes
and plunged into the lily pool, which we keep filled with clean
water.
I took photographs which I will show her when she is
thirty. All children here up to the age of three or four run in
the streets with bare bottoms and many are completely naked.
While riding to the Holt orphanage the other day we saw about
twenty little boys around ten or twelve splashing about in the
river. Nearby were the women, doing their laundry. It is common
now in the summertime to see a man, stark naked, bathing himself
in a roadside stream. I don't intend to go that far, even within
the privacy of these walls, but I am wearing shorts and bare
shouldered dresses.
John has returned from a week with the natives. He has been in
the byways and backways hunting up lost amputees in order to
follow up on them. He has had his fill of bare shoulders and bare
This is one of the
bosoms. He comes home with his head swimming.
contrasts which continually amaze us in this country. If you have
any "class" you keep yourself completely covered. The men (our
tutor included) cannot remove their suit coats and the ladies
wear long nylon dresses which cover them from neck to wrists to
hem. When you get out into the country, people are half naked and
the women proudly nurse their infants wherever they happen to be.
This has been a busy week for us. Since school is out our
children either have to be brought or fetched from here and
there. On occasion they take a taxi to get to the Seoul Union
Club (built by missionaries and maintained by membership fees)
where there is a minute swimming pool about the size of our
living room, a small bowling alley, three tennis courts, pingpong tables and congenial companionship. Although our children
could go into the large and beautiful Army pool as guests of
their Embassy friends, they prefer Seoul Union.
Last night we
had eight children here. Joy had her Lutheran friend for two
nights, Dirk begged for his guest to stay over, and Ann also came
home with a friend. Ann's friend is the daughter of an American
Presbyterian family working for the office of Economic
Coordination- -very nice people. Dirk's friend is the son of a
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Presbyterian minister who heads the Christian broadcasting
station here in Seoul. With our four children and Lorie we had a
dormitory full of kids.
Last night John and I walked over to the ROK Army stadium which
is about two blocks from our house.
There was a basketball game
there between the "Victory For Faith" team and a Korean team.
V for F is a bunch of boys who play basketball all over the world
and give testimony in word and song during halftime. I don't go
for that sort of thing very much, but the game was good. I wish
you could see that stadium. It is out of doors with a wood floor
for the gym- -rough wood, quite a change from the gym floors these
boys learned to play on. Last night's game was attended by the
students from. a couple of girls' schools, all in their dark blue
skirts and white overblouses. Most wore white hats with a little
maroon bow on the side. Those hats tickle me because they are all
the same size. On the smaller girls they slide down over their
ears and on the big girls the hats sit on top of their heads in
the most absurd manner!

There were the usual host of beggar boys, urchins as dirty as
they come and quite gutsy. They tore up and down the stands,
snatching programs out of people's hands and looking for loose
purses and things to grab. When they saw John with his hooks they
stopped dead in their tracks. One little fellow came tearing by
us, paused for a moment to take a look at the American man and
suddenly saw the hooks. The strangest look passed over his face!
He was thunderstruck and didn't move a muscle for a full minute.
Then he backed off slowly, never taking his eyes off John and he
motioned to his companion. After that a steady profession of
little boys walked past us as we sat on the bottom bleacher. They
acted nonchalant but they didn't miss a thing. John, intent on
the game, never noticed them but I watched this side-show.

Today was a happy day for the Steensma family. One of my high
school friends who married and settled in Iowa sent us a most
unusual package. The most important item in it was an electric
ice cream freezer which we will appreciate when we move to
Taejon. Here in Seoul the GI boys have kept us supplied with ice
cream from the PX but in Taejon there will be no PX. There is a
farm project on the Union Christian Center where we will live and
from them we can get a rich mix of goat and cow milk fresh each
day. So you see why we are pleased with this ice cream maker.
Inside the freezer she had packed all kinds of little toys from
th^ dime store- -birthday presents for each daughter, coloring
I gave
books, ball point pens, all the things children love.
them each two little gifts and hid the rest. They will come in
handy for birthday presents for the other mission children. This
is always a problem. Our house is now a mess with wrapping paper
and toys all over the place.
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John went off with our GI friend to search around the Kimpo Air
Base for a three year old child whose mother has agreed to send
her to America.
Our friend's aunt wants to adopt a little girl.
She already adopted a boy through Holt Agency, so her papers are
all in order and the whole thing can be accomplished before the
last day of June when proxy adoption comes to an end.
So we have
to pick up this child and run her tests and papers through in a
hurry. The plane will probably go out during the first or second
week in July and Lorie will be on it too. The Ten Haves will
take her right into Grand Rapids and our in-laws will be* at the
airport to receive her.
We are busy with our preparations to go to the beach.
We made a
lucky trip to a PX up north and were able to stock up on several
cans of meat--bockworst sausages, canned hamburgers, beef
sauces, chicken pieces, a big can of cheese. With some local
foods and a lot of imagination we should be able to eat for two
weeks
,

I must stop now because Lorie is getting ugly. She is too warm.
Well, this child has a lot
She wants attention all the time now.
of love to catch up on.
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June 1959
We have a long, hot summer ahead of us.
Not only must I sort and
repack all of our things, but I must do so in a way that will
allow us to live with the minimum for each season until we find a
permanent place to settle. We can stay in this house until
July 15
Then we have rented a cottage on the beach for two
weeks.
This involves bringing all of the food we will eat, all
the clothing for the six of us, pots and pans to cook in, and any
other things we will need to live in a simple barn-like structure
with no running water or electricity. Even camping in the States
has more convenience than this set-up. Again, my South Dakota
training comes in handy. It is only a matter of keeping life
simple.
The first of August we will move into a temporary house
which we have rented for two weeks
Then we move for a few weeks
to another house
The house we have started building should be
ready by October 1
What we will do with the bulk of our
belongings during these wanderings, I have no idea but it will
work out. We will just plan two weeks at a time. Right now the
work is making preliminary arangements and packing up. We are
trying to get all the things washed and cleaned to pack.
.

.

.

.

I may not be learning Korean language very fast, but I am
learning lots of other things
Last week it was the faucet Our
hot water runs and runs, and the Korean handyman "fixed" it
twice. So John went after some new washers and we got at it
ourselves I have always wanted to learn how to change the washer
in a faucet but when I asked any man to show me he said. Oh, that
is a simple thing. I will do it for you."
So today I not only
changed the washer, but I ended up changing the whole faucet. And
now it works
.

.

.

I really admire people who can "do" things.
I have trouble with
things which require concentration, but I can enjoy myself
anytime with imagination. John can concentrate well, but he
lacks imagination and that is sometimes a trial for me. When I
sew a new dress for myself and I see it taking shape, I ask,
"Doesn't it look good, John?" He says, "Wait until it is
finished and then I will tell you." Together we make a good
team, and alone I get scatterbrained.
Alone he can get quite
dull, but I can see that the powers of concentration really pay
off in the study of language.
My Korean tutor and I get involved
in all sorts of discussions and although I am learning a lot
about Korea, I do not learn to speak Korean.

This week we had our conference of the Korea Association of
Voluntary Agencies (KAVA)
It includes all the missions, CARE,
CWS, Save the Children, Foster Parents Plan, International Social
Service, YMCA, YWCA, America Korea Foundation, Asia Foundation,
.
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and many other organizations.
We attended the meetings on
Wednesday and the workshops on Wednesday afternoon. In the
evening we had dinner at Korea House, an interesting place rich
in Korean rt exhibits and cultural displays
We had been talking
together about the possibility of letting Ann stay in
Seoul for her first year of high school after we move to Taejon.
She has a good friend who is the daughter of the Methodist doctor
here, and their other daughter just graduated from high school
and is leaving for college.
So we decided to ask them if there
was any possibility for Ann to board with them. We purpt>sely sat
near them at the dinner, but before we could broach the subject
Mrs. Weiss brought it up.
She asked us if we could consider
letting Ann stay with them, since she and Beatrice were such
close friends. We were astonished.
I guess God read our minds.
.

Life is bubbling.
Everyone who hasn't invited us to dinner has
suddenly gotten wind of the fact that we are moving out of Seoul
and wants us to come over, please.
Of course we can't accept all
Parting from our GI
the invitations but it will keep us busy.
boys is hard.
Some of those we have known the longest are ready
to return to the States, so we would be saying goodbye soon in
any case. Next Tuesday when our food and dishes are packed, we
will drive out to the Holt Orphanage to have dinner with the Ten
Haves.
We have often visited together while living in Seoul and
we enjoy their company. Ralph is a good man, sensible and softspoken, dedicated and unselfish and a sincere, practicing
Christian
We had an interesting morning this week visiting a glass factory.
Since our tutor was ill, we used the opportunity to look for
chimneys for our two bedroom lamps and for our two Coleman
kerosene lamps. That search was unsuccessful, but we did get a
tour through the factory and we watched the molten glass being
poured into the molds and come out in a different form. We saw
them make dishes, vases, bottles. Little boys of ten, eleven,
twelve years were working and sweating at the hot ovens with the
We bought twelve big
men.
It is dangerous work for children.
mugs, six small mugs, twelve regular glasses, six juice glasses,
a big pitcher, twelve sauce dishes and the lot cost us about five
dollars.
They are crude but they will be useful for us. We got
the VIP treatment- -a guide, an invitation to visit the president
in his office, and "cold drinks" (Korean pop which we didn't dare
We tried to practice our little bit of Korean but
to drink)
these people wanted to practice English.
So we played a game,
attempting to answer their English attempts with our Korean.
John is apple polishing around these factories in the hope of
finding some employment opportunities for his amputee "graduates"
in the future.
A man with a hook on his arm would not have any
trouble handling hot glass.
.
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The problem of our summer habitation seems almost solved, if not
to our complete comfort, at least to the extent of having a roof
over our heads
We will spend the last two weeks in July camping
at the beach and then we have rented a small Japanese house from
the Methodist mission in Taejon for two months.
It doesn't have
running water but it does have three bedrooms and a dry roof
.

Now I face the packing and moving problems, but I will just face
one day at a time. On each day I can accomplish just so much.
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AUGUST

1959

You ask what we have been doing.
We moved from Seoul on July 16.
That was hard work.
Our things arrived in Taejon, with the
exception of two cases of canned goods which we had scrounged to
take to the beach. These were stolen by the truck drivers when
they left.
Everything else arrived dusty and battered. The
furniture was scraped and gouged, but one accepts this as^part of
life in Korea.
When the trucks arrived in Taejon we immediately
went to work unpacking and setting up the house.
By nightfall we
had the beds ready and the children bathed and fed and in the
Then we did the same for ourselves and went to rest In
beds
the morning we resumed the unpacking, and as I unpacked I began
to repack the things we would need for our vacation.
The next
morning at ten o'clock we fitted ourselves into the tightly
packed Land Rover and took off for Taechon Beach.
.

.

It is a wonderful place.
We found both physical and spiritual
refreshment there.
It was such a relief to live again among
English speaking people and not to feel like a foreigner. The
missionaries have built a nice resort, simple but adequate, and
we were able to rent a cottage on top of the hill with a view of
the bay.
We organized a Bible study group under the leadership
of the Rev. Archer Torrey, the son of our mentor. He is an
Anglican priest, a scholar, a lovable man and a wonderful
teacher.
In our class, besides the Anglican and the Christian
Reformed viewpoints we had Presbyterians, Lutherans,
Episcopalians, Methodists and Baptists. No one tried to convert
anyone else but we shared our ideas and the doctrines of our
It was interesting and
respective churches and compared them.
instructive.

We stayed for two weeks and we wished it could have been longer.
It was a hard ride home, abut 75 miles which took us nine hours.
It was hot and dirty and we had three flat tires and once were
stranded two hours without a spare. We were rescued by another
family from Taejon. There is only one road, and we knew that they
planned to leave on the same day, so we just sat there and
waited

Since we have been living in Taejon, John and I have been busy
and the children have been bored. It will be a blessing when
school starts again. They left all their friends in Seoul and are
confined to this small yard within a high wall. It is not a good
section of the city and when we go outside the gate we are mobbed
by a horde of dirty, screaming children and grinning adults.
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John has plunged into the work at the center. He finds everything
unorganized. Dr. Torrey has lived in the Orient for a long time
but John is still full of Stateside ideas and standards. He
almost gets sick at the sight of some of these stumps and the
limbs the people are wearing.
He thinks the training is poor and
there is no effort at rehabilitation, as John thinks of the word.
It is more of a "sheltered workshop" than a rehab center. John
is an amputee who has spent the best part of his life trying to
convince the public that handicapped people are normal people.
I am busy too.
I am occupied just trying to keep up with the
mail
I cannot leave the children for long because they have
nothing to do and get into trouble. But I have started a few
projects and hope to spend more time on each after the children
go back to school. John needs some help at the office. We will
reorganize it completely, set up a decent filing system and try
to teach the Korean help how to take the burden off John's desk.
I shall probably start an English class and maybe a class in
typing also. I am now working with our cook (who was our former
night guard) to train a 42 -year old Korean widow in our kitchen
teaching her cooking, cleaning, ironing, etc. in the hope of
getting her a job in a foreign home as an employee. Our aim is to
place as many amputees as possible on jobs where they can be
completely self-supporting and independent. It is hard for these
people to think in terms of independence. They have learned to
lean and have become accustomed to thinking of themselves as
helpless and pitiable cripples. But John and I are hard-hearted!
I have started a couple of projects at the amputee center. There
are some boys who like to paint and draw, so I ordered the ntetal
shop to make several wastebaskets and the boys have painted them
with Korean scenes. We already have several orders for them, and
I think this will sell in the Seoul PX and in the foreign colony.
The purpose of the enterprise is not primarily to make money,
although we would like that, but to convince these boys that
their talent has possibilities.
.

Getting clothing ready for four children is another task. Ann
will leave home in a couple of weeks to enter high school in
Seoul, so we have to go through all of her clothes and pack them.
It is harder here; I can't go to the department store to find
what we need.
I might be able to get some things made for her at
the Widow's Home or at the Amputee tailor shop, but that takes a
lot of explanation and supervision. Sometimes the Sears catalog
is the best solution- -although it is slow.
Last week we took a trip to Pusan and visited the Orthodox Presby
missionaries and their work. We also visited the National Rehab,
center and a school where pearl -inlay laquer work is taught.
Perhaps we can send a few of our amputees there to learn that
skill and come back and teach it here. When we returned after a
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very hot and busy three days, we brought back Judy Spooner, the
13 year old daughter of an OP missionary as company for Ann. They
were both living separate, boring lives. Now they can be bored
together. They spend their time in Ann's room, playing records,
reading detective fiction or riding their bikes to the Longline
Army installation where they receive honored treatment as
American teenagers and are treated to cokes in the snack bar.
Our laundry these days is unbelievable. We do it by machine, and
if it gets away from me I hire the Korean lady next door t#o iron
My varicose veins are
it (one day's work for sixty cents)
bothering me and the heat doesn't help. I consider this lady a
blessing, and since she and her husband and two children have an
income of what would amount to $18 in US currency every month,
she considers me a blessing as well.
.

Time for lunch. The candle is still burning as I write and the
electricity is still gone although the day is getting a big
brighter
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August 25, 1959
I started this letter yesterday afternoon while waiting for John
to come home. He had promised to take time out and go swimming
with us. We went with a Polish Catholic serviceman, a boy who is
fighting to stay straight and having a real struggle against his
environment. The swimming spot he showed us was a little hole in
the rocks away up in the mountains. It is fed by a spring which
tumbles into it over a mossy flat rock. This makes an excellent
slide into the deep water for the older children.
One of the
bigger rocks was chipped, so they can get a foothold and this
became their diving board. The water is clean, clear and cold.
One end of the little pool is shallow and sloping so the younger
ones can walk into it. They brought their tubes and all played
happily. Best of all, this is an isolated spot- -no Koreans to
tease them and foul the water as they do so unthinkingly.

The Polish boy and I had a long talk together about life in
general. These young fellows certainly need guidance and support.
Sometimes it is easy to influence them- -just a few words from
someone they can respect will counterbalance the attitude which
is so prevalent in "the hut" and so easy for them to accept as
the way of least resistance. To be reminded by an American woman
that because "everyone does it" does not mean it is not a dog's
life and that we like to find honorable, respectable American men
among the servicemen changes their attitude immediately. I know
it has often been said that a woman's mere presence is a
softening influence and I am finding the truth of it. I am a
reminder to them of home and of the standards they once lived by.
At first the boy tried to convince me that it is not the fault of
the Korean "GI girls" that they live as they do.
They are poor
and they need money and there is no employment. It is all they
can do to support themselves. I asked him if he would condone the
same thing in his wife, should she find herself out of a job. Of
course not, but his wife had been raised differently. I then
pointed out to him that no American girl has been raised by the
high standards that are taught here. The first thing Korean men
learn is the place of women in society. These girls are not only
bad by our rules, but they are much worse by their own.
;

We reached home just before our invited guests arrived. We had
sixteen people for supper last night. One of the Presbyterian
families, our favorite friends, is being transferred to a town
abotit fifty miles distant and they are moving today. We also had
the Torrey's over since they will be leaving on September 15. It
was a farewell party. We had a dinner of scalloped potatoes and
ham (a rare treat which we had found on the Korean market last
week and saved to share with company.) Since half of my dishes
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are still packed in anticipation of the move to the new house
which fades and fades into a distant hope, we had to feed people
in shifts.
It worked out.
First Mrs. Mitchell and I fed all ten
of the children. Then while she fed her baby and the older girls,
Mr. Kim and I washed all the dishes and cleared everything up.
Then we started over. While Ann showed home movies to the little
ones in another room, the six adults had a quiet, peaceful meal.
There was only one hitch. Just before the end of the meal the
electricity went off. That ended the movie and ended our peace as
well. We all went to bed early since there was nothing ^se to
do. About four o'clock this morning I had to get up to shut off
the fan, the radio and all the lights.
I shall never finish this letter. The electricity has gone again
and although it is only ten in the morning it is too dark to see
what I am writing. It is a rainy day and it rained hard all night
long. It is still hot and muggy. Ah! the lights have come on
again

But not for long. I am typing by flashlight once more. The
downpour is terrific!
I have been reading "The Treasury of
R.A. Torrey."
R.A. Torrey was the Billy Graham of the last
century. He made evangelistic tours with a gospel singer through
out the United States, the British Isles, on the Continent and in
the Orient He wrote many books which are widely known here among
the Christian people. He was pastor of the Moody Church in
/Chicago and superintendent of Moody Bible Institue and Los
Angeles Bible Institute. I have learned much from the Moody
people that I did not learn in my own church. I do not say that
it was not there to find, just that I did not find it.
R.A.
Torrey is also the father of our "Dr." R.A. Torrey Jr., who is
the retiring director of the amputee center and who has been a
missionary in the Orient for 46 years.
.

In this book I am reading. Dr. Torry points out that being a
Christian involves two things. First we accept Jesus Christ as
our sin bearer. This was taught to me and this, to me, was
"becoming a Christian." To know how great our sins and miseries
are, to accept Christ as the atonement, and to show our gratitude
in a life of Christian living- -only I never understood that last
part completely. Dr. Torrey makes it very clear that the secret
of daily victory over sin is not in the death of Christ but in
his resurrection. We must live victoriously with Him. Jesus is
Lord and King as well as Saviour. There is nothing more important
for the Christian life than an unconditional surrender. How many
sermons have you heard on that subject? We must surrender both
life and thought. Many fail because they shrink back from this
entire surrender, says Dr. Torrey. "They wish to seirve Jesus with
half their heart and part of themselves and part of their
possessions. To hold back anything from Jesus means a wretched
life of stumbling and failure."
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This is hard doctrine for us Frisians. We by our very nature kick
against the pricks. Obedience to the will of God in the smallest
details of our lives, such surrender seems impossible. Yet only
such obedience can bring us the perfect peace and joy which might
be ours. Yet we call ourselves Christian when he himself says,
"Why call ye me Lord, Lord and do not do the things that I say?"
These are Dr. Torrey's thoughts.

Perhaps you have already fought this fight with yourself. I have,
but I fight it again and again because I am so rebellious and
stubborn. I have told you about that time in my life when I
became so confused I could no longer think, and when I tried to
pray I could only weep. When I was sure that I was losing my mind
I went to a doctor and he told me to begin again at the
beginning. Whenever I wanted to beat my head on the table top I
should say to myself, silently or out loud, over and over again,
"Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee
because he trusteth in thee." I discovered that if I said it
often enough I really began to believe it. Then I had to admit to
myself that the cause of all my disquiet was that I had not taken
the promises of God seriously. I read them but I did not really
believe them. I found more verses with wonderful assurance and I
believe them.
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I've been going over the amputee center files (which is about all
we do lately)
We have discovered between thirty and forty of
the amputees who have never gone to school
There are many
reasons for this.
In the case of the children, even if the
parents could afford to pay the school fees, it is impossible
because of the amputation. The family is disgraced by the
cripple, so the child is not publicly exhibited in any way.
Most
of these people are very poor; some are beggars. So school is out
of the question.
We are disturbed when we see Korean children
out on the streets but it is something that must be accepted;
there is no free public school.
.

.

We are sending many of our children to the primary schools in the
neighborhood and paying fees and the expense of a uniform out of
our budget. When a child is past the age of ten or twelve he will
not go to school
So we plan to hire a teacher for adult
education at the center. The Methodist Church has a literacy
program with the main office here in Taejon and the missionary in
charge lives next door to our house. She is looking for the right
person to work with us
We feel it is important that the
amputees learn to read and write, not only because of the boost
to their self respect (and these people sorely need that,) but
because we try to teach each one a trade. If a person cannot read
directions or numbers this is difficult.
.

.

I believe you share our view that education is the key to many
The lack of education is a greater handicap than the loss
doors.
of an arm or leg, and in Korea an educated man is a greater
asset, even if he is an amputee, than a whole man with a strong
back and an empty head. My cook is constantly making me aware of
this. He has such an eager mind and he has a high school
education, but he has lived most of his life in the city of
Seoul Life in our household has opened his eyes to the rest of
Yesterday he came into
the world and he is open-mouthed as well
my office to talk with me. He began by telling me of his plan to
marry our first cook, who is a widow with one child. To marry a
widow is to defy the old customs; it is considered disrespectful
This woman married at
to the first husband if a woman remarries.
-her husband went
pregnant
widowed
(she
thinkswas
at
19
and
18,
off with the Army in North Korea and she never heard from him
again. Since there is no communication between North and South
Korea she will probably never know what happened to him) before
If you know that
the baby was born.
She is now 28 years old.
her first marriage was probably arranged for the girl by her
parents and she could not have known her husband very well when
they were married, then it seems cruel to keep her single all her
life.
Mr. Kim would like to marry her. He is living at her house
But
with her family these days and the two get along very well
.

.

.
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he is worried that people will laugh at him because he married a
widow. We began to talk about customs, about Koreans, about
Americans, and about many other things. He told me that he had
worked for the American Army, but the men talked bad all the
Americans, and about many other things. He told me that he had
worked for the American Army, but the men talked bad all the
time. He thought all Americans had dirty minds until he came to
our house and met many Christian GIs. He said that I was the
first American woman he had ever spoken to and he had learned so
many things from talking to me. Last week when one of his wifeto-be's family had a "stomach ache" the whole family got excited.
One ran to the pharmacy for medicine. Another found some old
medicine that had cured his stomach. The mother wanted to take
the sick one tq the hospital. Mr. Kim said: "I remember what you
told me about medicines and I tell to them. "
I had told him what
one of the mission doctors had told us- -that Korean people are
medicine crazy. There are more quack doctors here than there are
school teachers and you can figure out what kind of mess that is.
The people are so afraid of sickness and death and they pay out
all their savings for drugs and shots. A shot will cure anything
and everything. Sometimes it is penicillin, but more often sweet
water or something cheaper.

Veterinarians work the same way. Our first dog died after we
spent five dollars on medication and shots. When the second dog
got sick, papa said it would be cheaper to get a new puppy than
to take him to the vet The dog recovered nicely on vitamins and
carrot juice. We diagnosed his complaint as vitamin deficiency
and right or wrong, we were as successful as was the vet. Mr. Kim
was suffering from a bad case of jungle rot or athlete's foot. He
could hardly walk. The family was treating him with all kinds of
medicines and one day he asked me if he could take the day off to
go to the doctor to get a shot. I took a look at his feet and was
appalled.
They were swollen and full of ulcers and open sores. I
have never had athlete's foot myself but I thought that must be
what it was, so I read my first aid book. Then we began to treat
Mr. Kim. It wasn't an easy case; it didn't heal in a day and Mr.
Kim became impatient and really thought he needed the cure-all
shot. After a couple of days of extreme cleanliness, soaking in
disinfectant, powdering and keeping him off his feet, we took him
to the Army doctor. He backed up what we had been doing and gave
us a stronger solution for soaking. When Mr. Kim's feet began to
He told
heal, he was converted. Now he is educating his family.
me yesterday that when he married he wanted to live the American
way, to work together with his wife. Korean men live completely
independent lives in the same house as their families- -the man
and his friends in his room, the woman in her room. Mr. Kim wants
to be a participating father to his children and discipline them
as well as loving them. Most little ones in Korea are spoiled and
untrained until they enter school They defecate and pee in the
.

.
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streets, they fight and scream and wander where they will, they
nurse at the breast until the next baby is born, sometimes until
they are three or four years old, and they demand immediate
service and constant attention. This is called "love."
Mr. Kim also said that he wants to be a Christian. He does not
want to be a Christian like the family of his future in-laws, who
have invited him to join their church and after that learn about
the Bible. He thinks it is wonderful that we read the Bible and
pray at every meal and that we continually train the children by
the Bible rules. This is a different kind of Christianity than
Mr. Kim sees around him. He tells me that the preachers in the
Korean church never talk about this part of the Bible, but they
make their sermons as difficult as posible, using the high
language and as many big words as they know. As long as they can
talk, they continue to do so in order to impress the people and
command their respect Kim says they only read the Bible on
Sundays. It all made me feel as if our small witness was not in
vain. It made me acutely conscious of our many failings,
realizing that Mr. Kim's eyes and ears were so open and that
every word we uttered had been sinking into his impressionable
mind. I have to be ashamed of some of those words. I know that
we, as American Christians, are not conscious enough of our role
as witnesses for the Lord. Too often we proclaim from the
housetops our "Christian liberty." I believe in Christian
liberty, but I have certainly been awakened to the importance of
the impression I am making. I suppose this would be just as true
in USA as it has been for us in Korea. Our lives are constant
testimonies, and they say much more to our friends and neighbors
than our church membership says
.

•

I can sympathize with the problems with mildew that you wrote
about in your last letter. Here it is an accepted part of the
rainy season. Yesterday I pulled out my sewing machine. It had
been standing on the floor in a locked closet and the leather
case was covered with soft fur. Last week I unpacked the books we
had left in their boxes in the hope that we could move them into
our next house without unpacking them. Many of the leather
bindings were covered with the horrid stuff. It is a rule here to
unpack all shoes, books and other leather objects to let them air
out in the summer months. Live and learn.

We are still struggling to find clothing for Ann. She is at Seoul
Foreign School and has become as clothes -conscious as any teenage
girl. Mary and Joy don't care; they wear the most outlandish
outfits. Here in the Taejon school the children wear slacks all
winter and I can make slacks out of anything. The relief boxes
are a great help, but not for Ann. I have been asking my sisterin-law to shop for me, and she is good about it.

45

You asked about our support We are on salary with Church World
Service and they also pay the tuition for our children in the
schools. They usually add to this an allotment for each child
under 16. Because we wanted a tie with our home church, for their
sake as well as for ours, our church offered to send us $1000
each year as a free-will offering. CWS took this into
consideraton and does not pay us a child allowance. Therefore, we
can say that we are supported in part by our home church. Other
missionaries who work for Church World Service are often "on
loan" from their own Boards and still supported entirely by their
own denominations. That is why we thought it so important to get
some support from our church. It put us in an awkward position to
have the New York office paying our entire salary. We had to say
that the Christian Reformed Church wanted no part of us or our
work. We did not feel that we could witness to the Reformed faith
or represent a Reformed denomination if they refused to
acknowledge us. Sad to say, our home church has a hard time
collecting $1000 a year for us. Last year they send $800.
.

Since we have left American I have learned to say goodbye. I just
realized it was a year ago this week. We become attached to the
servicemen who visit us often and become part of our family. When
they complete their tours of duty in Korea, they go back home.
Sooner or later, everybody moves on.

Our life changed for the better this week with our latest move.
We are now living in a comfortable, lovely large ranch- style home
on the Southern Presbyterian compound. We are not accustomed to
such comfort. It is temporary, of course. The Presbyterians have
rented to us until they need the house for one of their own
missionaries. The home we started to build is on a smaller scale,
but the building is at a standstill
Our Presbyterian neighbors
are wonderful people and we feel as if we are back in American
suburbia (below the Mason-Dixon line!) The children are now two
minutes from school and there is no longer a wall around our
house, or even around the compound. We can see the beautiful
hills on every side. We have grass and flowers and an apple
orchard, running hot water and asphalt-tiled floors. And no
fleas!
Dirk has already blown out the tire on his bike, and Joy
spilled off hers onto a sharp rock. She is peeking out at the
world from under a stitched eyebrow and a droopy bandage.
.

John is busy this afternoon at the Center. He got the Army doctor
to come out and give polio shots to the expectant mothers and the
little children. One of the double arm amputees became a father
thi^ morning, so I will go to the warehouse and find some
clothing for the new boy. John has just driven up with the doctor
in the car, so we shall make tea.
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am in the "slough of despond" today, due partly to a raw throat
suppose. I am learning to look for physical causes for
depressed feelings. This morning, however, I had an experience
that bruised my heart, so I hope writing this letter will be some
kind of therapy.
I

I

•

In the amputee clinic today, one of our men asked for a three-day
leave so he could go home to attend the memorial ceremony for his
grandfather. It is customary for the entire family to go to the
grave, bow, leave some food, and then have a picnic together.
This is Confucian custom. John did not understand how one could
be a Confucian and a Christian at the same time. He tried to
point out to the boy the teaching of Christ when his disciples
were criticized by the Pharisees for not observing the ceremony
of hand washing, that the important thing for a follower of the
Lord is not ancient ceremony or custom but a daily walking in the
light. He denied the boy's request on the grounds that the First
and Second Commandment forbid worshipping ancestors. Compromise,
compromise. Many missionaries have learned to compromise with
ancient custom. We are new, but we think we should set an
example. To do this, we must carefully evaluate our own lives. We
can't accept the standards of American Christianity ("everyone
does it") but we must go to the Bible and support our stand.
Practicing y/hat we are preaching strengthens our own faith, I
hope

You write that you are lonely, and that I cannot know how hard it
is to be the one on the outside. Actually, I feel that I have
spent much of my life "on the outside." It is only in recent
years that I began to find my place. I spent a lot of my life
trying to conform in order to be accepted. As I look back it
seems to me that I was always struggling at the edge of the
group, fighting for a place in it. People would tell me that I
had a talent in this line or that, but there was always someone
who did it better than I could. I was too proud to be a "flunky."
When I met John I found a need that I could fill, but that didn't
last long. John grew more sure of himself in his own field. As
for my place as a mother--! tried for years to be what my in-laws
considered John's wife should be--the perfect housekeeper and an
intellectual eclipse. I was flirting with nervous collapse when
it was finally pointed out to me that my life was my own, and I
should make it what I wanted it to be. Now I am happy doing the
things I love to do; giving myself without being forced by the
pressures of my environment. Life is not simple for anybody, but
too many people have become expert in the art of camouflage.
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For the past few days we have had a serviceman guest. He arrived
in the middle of the night by taxi and roused me from bed. His
father is a Hungarian psysician in Syracuse, N.Y. and the boy is
college educated and Episcopalean He gives an impression of
being interested in Calvinism, and has made contact with the
Orthodox Presbyterian missionaries in Pusan. I expect he also
visits Mennonite or Baptist missionaries wherever he finds them!
The unusual thing about him is that when he finished his tour of
Korea he re-upped for a second tour, and not for the reason that
he was involved with some female. Now on his second tour, he has
asked for an extension of nine months because he is having such a
good time and learning so much about this country that he wants
to see more of it. He uses his passes and travel leaves to go
from one end pf Korea to the other and he takes beautiful
photographs. He stays in the homes of missionaries. He tells us
he wants to work here, and asked for the name of the overseas
director of Church World Service, so he can apply for a job.
.

We try to keep our home as a haven for those who do not wish to
"conform" to Army life. We get a motley crowd- -Catholics Jews,
Northerners and Southerners, introverts and extroverts. I read in
your husband's writings from his days in the Army, "The common
man thinks he is realistic and he is always skirting around the
truth of his extremely evasive moral self. How kiddish many of
these men are, even the older ones." This hit me last Friday
evening when the Army doctor invited us to accompany him to a
movie on the base. It was pure slapstick and the children loved
it. The girl jumps into the hay, pulls a hayload down on
somebody's head, etc. The old Army men hee-hawed loudly and I
compared their enjoyment with twelve-year old Dirk's. They all
love this Donald Duck comedy.
,

We have just turned a beggar away from our door. The old man was
asking for only a little money to help him get back home. He came
to visit a missionary, but the missionary wasn't home. My
interpreter, Mr. Kim, feels bad because I wouldn't give this old
man money. The man has a paralyzed arm and leg. Perhaps I seem
too hard to you too, but the procession of beggars is endless.
We have taken the stand that if they are hungry we give them
bread to eat (not rice, which they can sell on the market.) As
representatives of Church World Service, we give food and
clothing to all, but no money. If this man's story is true, which
I doubt, he must learn that if you don't have the money to pay
for the trip back home, you should not have left home. Some of
tl^e beggars are heart - tuggers
especially the children. After you
learn that children are "kept" and trained to beg for others, you
sympathize with their plight but you don't play into the system.
We were amused last week to have a beggar come into the city
office and ask for a pair of crutches. He was an amputee, but he
did not want an artifical leg. He frankly stated that it would
,
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interfere with his begging, and he was a professional beggar.
John was so surprised by his comnplete frankness in a land where
no one tells a true story, that he gave him the crutches and felt
good about it all day long.
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November 12, 1959
There's a half finished argyle sock lying on my desk. The moths
got into the wool yarn, so I must make a checkered sock out of
the pieces. Due to an influx of guests last week and the week
before, I hadn't acknowledged several relief clothing packages
and I hadn't even written my gratitude for a couple of checks
received at the Center. So today I got down to business and
finished all my letters.
Interruption: my neighbor, one of the Presbyterian missionary
wives, called me over. About five weeks ago she asked if we could
make a sofa cover at the tailoring shop of the amputee center.
Since we were reorganizing the shop, I had prmised not to take in
any new work for three weeks. This lady was impatient, so she
hired a "sewing lady" to do her job. Today she was in tears
because it was such a poor job and just would not do. She had
brought the material back from the States, and it was ruined. I
suggested that she do it right this time: send the couch to the
amputee woodshop where they would refinish the wooden parts and
repair it, and send the cushions to the tailoring shop which
would make her happy.
I am amused by the position we have
acquired on this mission compound. I am already an authority!
This morning another of our neighbors asked me to teach her how
to make a braided rug and later another came over for help in
making a mitten. (I learned to do all these things by myself,
reading how-to-do books.) When we were first married and poorr,
John was in school and I was home with the kids. I spent my
evenings reading or doing handwork. I had no interest in
repeating myself once I had learned to do something, so I was
always looking for new challenges. Consequently, I learned a lot
of new things, all of which I never expected I'd need to use
again. Here I am in a situation where the pioneer instinct helps.
God was looking ahead for me, wasn't he? But why did I spend all
that time learning Latin?

When I came home from the Center today, I was met by an excited
crowd of children and the news that Joy had been bitten by a dog
on the Baptist compound and she was all bloody. I walked into the
house to find Joy screaming, Mary weeping in sympathy, and Mr.
Kim so nervous and scared he could hardly talk. He had Joy's hand
greatly bandaged, so I could not see the injury, but there was
blood on the bandages so it looked serious. (Mr. Kim did not wash
it before he covered it.) I tried to calm everyone down but just
then the lady who owned the dog came rushing in. She was also in
tears. We all went up the hill to the Baptist house where the
doctor who is studying Korean language here temporarily lives.
When he uncovered the hand I felt like a fool. It wasn't at all
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serious. The skin was broken in several places, but the wounds
weren't deep. We could have washed it out and put some iodine on
it and a band-aid. Such is life, never a dull moment.
I have a new pair of slacks made by the amputee tailor shop. We
also had the tailor make some slacks for Ann and for one of her
schoolmates out of two new pair of cordoroy trousers which came
in a relief box. They were not suitable for Koreans because one
pair is bright red (Koreans told me they hated red because it is
the Communist color) and the other pair is a bright, sunny
yellow. They made wonderful slacks for the teenage girls, *
tailored to fit with tapered legs, and they cost us about fifty
cents a pair.

We think Ann is a pretty and intelligent teenager, but I must
confess she looks better from a distance. When she comes home she
is so cocky and independent that we have to bite our tongues. Joy
and Mary are nice little girls, and I guess Dirk is a nice boy
too, or will be some day. Right now he is such a tease that I
want to lock him up as soon as he gets home from school. When he
steps into the house the girls begin to scream. Does that sound
like a normal twelve-year old with three sisters?

We are still enjoying nice, crisp fall weather. We probably won't
see snow until late December. Korea has a good climate, although
the summers are miserable. Fall and spring are delightful. Last
week we went to bed around nine every night because we could not
stay warm in our cement house. The furnace is run by electricity
and diesel oil, and twice in one week a thief has "slickeed" a
piece of the electric line. So we were left without electricity
for three days at a time (twice!) Our house got so cold! It was
warmer outside in the sun.
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This week we went to Seoul and brought Ann home with us. She will
stay until Monday noon, but already she is bored with life in
Taejon. We had three guests for Thanksgiving dinner. One was
Catholic, one Christian Reformed and the other a Lutheran. The
Dutch boy seems to be on the broad road alrady. Since it is a
major effort to get him to come to our house and he can't wait to
get back to his gang at the hut, we won't ask him again.
If he
comes he will be welcomed, but we won't chase him anymore.

We've been getting a package of relief clothing every day for two
weeks. Keeps me busy.

Tomorrow I will pick out material for my first Korean dress. I
have decided on a fine wool suiting in a lovely blue. It is the
gift of our social worker. He hemmed and hawed and hinted until I
caught on to what he had in mind. Because he seems to have a good
sense of humor and we understand enough Korean to know why he was
trying to find out my size, color preference, etc., I asked him
who was giving me the gift and I gave him all the answers We
might as well get a dress that fits on the first try.
.
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The books you sent have arrived and John and I are reading them.
I am reading Thomas Kelly and John is reading the other one. He
likes it, but finds it a bit mystical. John is a practical man,
no one will ever accuse him of being a mystic!
I shall write
more about the books as I read them, but for now accept our
thanks. It is a nice gift for us because we can't go out and buy
books or borrow them from a library. We do have controlled? access
to the Special Services library, which is heavy on murder
fiction, science fiction, and behind the barn humor.

Today it rained so I hung the laundry in our long hallway. When I
came home from my English class it was already dark and as I
groped my way through the clothes hanging in the hall, I smacked
into the wall telephone. It is a wooden outfit like we used to
have back in the 1930's.
I am still a bit groggy and you should
This was unfortunate because this morning my
see my black eye!
husband left us to go to Seoul. He says that every time he leaves
me alone I have some kind of accident. Being alone makes me
accident prone and it sure didn't take long today. This letter is
an attempt to keep my mind off the pain in my head.

Today we dug out our Christmas tree. It is a small spruce,
formerly growing out on the hills at the amputee center. We will
plant it in a large crock and bring it home tomorrow. A
serviceman who has been living at our house this week and left
today for the USA brought us some bubble lights from the Pusan PX
and he also brought some tinsel and shiny balls so we will have
something to hang on the tree. When it has served its purpose it
will be planted in the yard.
I must put the kiddies to bed and study Korean for awhile. My
fellow student tipped over in a car and fell into the river so
she will be in bed for ten days with a wrenched back. She is
fortunate she did not drown. We now hold our class at her
bedside. When you are bored and bedridden you will do anything!
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December 1959
I loved your description of the organ recital, especially the
part about the wispy hair. I'm a bit of a beatnik, so if I were a
man I should probably affect long hair too. The nearest I can get
to that is to talk my husband into growing a beard, but he says
it will come off when he leaves Korea.
I think his beard makes
him look healthier, and he thinks it makes him look older and
more worthy of reverence. Beards are not socially acceptable in
USA in this era. A man should either be very old or be an extreme
individualist to wear a beard where you live. Where we live, the
old men are proud of their facial hair, but you do not see it on
a young man

Ann has gone back to Seoul after the Thanksgiving holidays. She
was so bored with us and so eager to get back to her friends. She
did confess that she would rather live in Seoul than in Grand
Rapids. That's a change!
To appreciate it, you should have lived
with us that last summer in Grand Rapids when Ann was so sulky
and rebellious and swore that she would never forgive us if we
made her go to Korea. We did make her go, and now she has grown
up enough to realize that Grand Rapids is not the hub of the
whole world.
She is an attractive little girl with a lot of
possibility and she takes after her father. I find more of myself
in Dirk. Joy is also more like John and a dear child. Mary is the
most interesting of them all. She is like quicksilver, full of
plans, ideas and long speeches.
John has been in the city of Quang-ju all day. He was asked; to
come to the prison there to help the prisoners who are amputees.
In one hour the last time he visited, he examined 32 of them, but
there are still more. He has sorted them out and will fit the
easiest ones first. Most of these men are Communists. One is such
a fanatic that, although he cannot feed himself, he will accept
no help from the accursed capitalists. When John went back today
he had prepared a message which he will deliver at an assembly of
these men. It is a "captive audience" and an opportunity for
Christian witness. John will use as Scripture reference the story
of the friends who lowered the cripple through the roof to the
Master's feet. Christ helped him with his physical problem, but
before he did that, he forgave his sins. We have learned that
rehabilitation is meaningless unless there is rehabilitation of
the spirit. It is our big task at the amputee center. We first
try to convince a person that he is made in the image of God and
this has not changed because the body changes. It is his
responsibility to live up to that image he bears. Then we try to
change the attitudes of non-amputees and convince them of the
same facts. This isn't easy.
It is not a matter of putting a leg
on a man and watching him walk away. He picks up his crutches and
he is still a cripple, because in his mind he is convinced he is
a cripple.
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I enjoy my English class at the center.
I have limited it to ten
people and they are all young folks. It gives me the opportunity
to get to know them personally. We aren't using a book because
they are too dependent upon memorization, and their
pronounciation has already been distorted by Korean teachers. We
begin with introductions, greetings and farewells and then go on
to telling time and the days of the week. Tomorrow I will give
each of them a typed sheet with lines of conversation, and they
can put it together by speaking to each other. They have a
wonderful time.
^
^

We are putting up a new building at the center which will serve
as the office. Heretofore, all business was conducted at the
office in Taejon city, three miles away. It does not take much
imagination to figure out what happens in such a situation. We
just don't have a close touch with what goes on. The more time we
spend out at the center, the more we find out. So John has sold
the office building in the city and begun building. Yesterday I
passed the place where the workmen were tamping rocks to prepare
the floor. About six of them were standing in a circle singing.
Actually, it was more of a chant, because whenever they reached a
certain line, they lifted up the heavy tamper in perfect unison,
both in voice and movement. It was fascinating to watch.

Last evening we were invited to dinner at the home of one of our
neighbor Presbyterians. I accepted the invitation on Monday, and
then forgot all about it. On Tuesday we had a guest all day and I
invited him to stay for dinner. Then he and John took off about
five-thirty to go to market. I sat down and began writing out
some English conversation for my students on the typewriter. I
wrote: "I am sorry that I cannot come for dinner on Thursday."
Suddenly it hit me that we were due at the Prince home for dinner
in fifteen minutes. I was frantic!
Luckily, John came home just
then, so I apologized to the guest and we hastened over to the
neighbors, leaving him behind as babysitter. He did a splendid
job. He had brought some soft drinks for the kids, and he put the
younger girls to bed and had Dirk doing his homework when we got
back home. Our visit was unfortunate. After a dinner of meat loaf
and rice and beansprouts, I was suddenly seized with the Korean
national malady. I risked staying and asked for the use of the
facilities, where I spent the next forty- five minutes in acute
distress. John enjoyed conversation with his host and hostess
and no one minded except me. This is one of the frequent
occurrences in Korea, and everyone is used to it.

The weather is still lovely, although it is December. Today it
rained all day, but I prefer that to the Michigan snow. Yesterday
I walked over to the center, across the hills and rice paddies
and my blood began to flow so warmly that I had to remove my
coat. When it gets cold, it is really cold but we are a month
behind Michigan in weather. Spring comes earlier here too, as we
are located farther south.
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Your invitation to cut into a pumpkin pie with you does not
thrill me. Pumpkin pie is not one of my favorite foods, to the
dismay of our cook, Mr. Kim. He associates pumpkin pie with
American holidays and he makes a good pumpkin pie. Fortunately,
we had three other Americans here on Thanksgiving Day and they
all found it delicious. I am not fond of pie, but since Mr. Kim
has come into my life I eat more sweets than I ever did because
he loves to bake and try out new recipes
We are enjoying our new friends. Conversation is always
stimulating and many of them have brought their libraries along
to Korea with them. The people who are sent out by the mission
boards must pass high tests and as a result we live among the
cream of the crop. Among us are professional-level musicians,
artists and medical specialists. Most of the missionaries have
mastered at least three languages besides their native tongue. We
don't have all those skills, but John has a knowledge of
prosthetics and that is something no one else seems to know much
about. So we are accepted.
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I enclose a picture of your new friend, Kim Ki Jun, and his
little family.
I have been giving the money that you sent to us
to this family.
Mr. Kim is 23 years old and a double arm
amputee. He is neat, he learns fast.
He was employed by the
amputee center but he left to start his own business raising
animals.
He married and moved away from the center, but remained
on Union Christian Center land.
All well and good, except that
the business did not do well and Mr. Kim was forced to go back to
Dr. Torrey and ask for some money to get out of the red. This was
about the time that John came on the scene, and Dr. Torrey asked
John what he thought about giving the young man some money. John
did not like the idea.
He said it does not teach a man to stand
on his own two feet if we put something in his hand every time he
stretches it out. He advised letting Mr. Kim try to recoup by
his own effort, but to keep an eye on him.
Poor Kim just got in
deeper and deeper. He sold his pig in order to feed his chickens
and then he had to sell the chickens to feed his wife. Finally we
began to hear complaints from the people at the center that Kim
was drinking heavily, swearing, making a nuisance of himself. He
had been one of the boys who was converted at the center, and he
distinguished himself by learning a large number of Bible verses,
teaching a Sunday School class and being a leader.

John and his assistant talked it over. They decided that th$
first thing to try was Christian love, so they talked to Kim and
told him that they were really interested in him, but the way he
was behaving could only end him in the gutter. Kim began to weep,
saying that this was the first kindness which anyone had shown,
and all he had known so far was punishment. He said that his wife
was expecting a baby any day and his back was against the wall.
He felt desperate; people laughed at him because he had failed.
He needed a friend. He knew he was wrong, but it seemed that no
one wanted anything to do with him and he had nowhere to turn.

After a month of nothing but good will, John suggested to the
staff that Kim be given his old job back- -walking trainer for the
leg amputees. He is good at it and the man who took over the job
after Kim left is not good. The staff balked. They wanted nothing
to do with Kim. He is a no-good, etc.
So another lesson of
Christian love and then John left it up to them and told them it
wofild be their decision.
We were happy that they talked it over
and decided to take Kim back.
Since he returned he has been one
of the most valuable members on the staff.
He has good stuff in
him. Maybe that's his trouble. I am most impressed by his clean
and neat look, which is unusual around here.
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Now we are sending him to Pusan to investigate the possibility of
setting up an outlet store there.
If it is feasible, we will put
Kim Ki Jun in charge. That will give him more opportunity to be
independent. He has a charming personality and plenty of drive
and this might be what he needs to develop his latent talent.
So I gave him a suit and an overcoat out of the relief clothing
to make himself presentable, but he is a short person and the
suit and coat reach to his ankles
We used the money you sent to
have it tailored to fit him. Appearance is important to Mr. Kim,
and the impression he makes upon others is important to «is
because he is the first double arm amputee to face the cold world
He must make good for the sake of the other arm
out there.
Prejudice in Korea is strong against them. Anyhow,
amputees.
your donation is an investment in this family. It is in this type
of person that we have our hope.
A double arm amputee who has
learned to use his prostheses naturally and well, who has learned
that God helps those who help themselves, who loves his wife and
little son enough to succeed for their sakes and who has enough
personality to pave the way for the next amputee is a prediction
for the success of the center.
.

We don't get much pleasure out of outright donations unless it is
an emergency situation. We like to put a little in and see a lot
come out. Mr. Kim is also one of my English students. It is more
difficult for him because he cannot take notes in class but must
rely on his memory. But he is learning. I have asked him to try
'to write a letter to you and I know he would be really proud to
receive an answer.
We have been "snowed under" by after-Christmas guests. They were
all nice guests and we enjoyed their company, but after thirteen
guests in ten days (five at one time) we are tired. For two days
after the last guest left my head was spinning. I am way behind
in correspondence.
We have received packages of relief materials
from all over U.S., some checks, many Christmas letters. I type
off a letter, then rush off to a class, then sort out a box of
clothing, then rush off to distribute it, type another letter and
the day is gone.
We are not
The houseboy is replanting our Christmas tree.
permitted to cut down trees because reforestation is one of the
most important projects at this time for Korea. You remember
that during the Japanese occupation, most of the trees were cut
down and used by the Japanese.
So we dig up a tree, decorate it
This little tree will be the
and admire it, and then replant it.
It is a case of "the tree
first one we plant at our new house.
before the house."
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Today has been a good day, but the weather is dreary. It is the
first day in two weeks that I can call my own. I don't have
Korean class on Saturday, or English class either. I can waste my
time or even take a nap if I choose. That is a wonderful idea.
I leave you for my couch.
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January 1960
You asked about our Christmas. We had a busy time- -busy with the
services and parties at the center, which we planned and
supervised, and busy with the affairs of the foreign school,
which were a cooperative thing but I seemed to be on all the
Christmas committees. On Christmas day we had four servicemen
from the local LongLines compound here for dinner.
We tMed to
make two services in the a.m., the English sermon at the army
chapel and the Korean service at the center, but we missed half
of both.
We did arrive on time for the Sunday School program at
11:00 am. and we took some movies of that. It was a riot.
All of
the little girls were dressed up out of relief barrels and I
almost snorted when I saw them.
The first girl I think was a
jingle bell.
She wore a black satin slip and a black wool jersey
sweater with pompoms of gold around her neck. On her head she had
a red bonnet with a tassle hanging on the point of the hood. Her
face was made up as if she were going on Broadway. And she sang-Oh how she sang!
Her aplomb was amazing. She threw back her head
like a prima donna and started with all the confidence and
enthusiasm of a Met soprano, but after the first line she stopped
and cleared her throat noisily.
Then she tossed her pompoms and
tried again. Each new attack was just as powerful as the last and
in spite of repeated and prolonged throat clearings her poise
never wavered. It was so funny.
The next number was by a twelve or fourteen year old boy who
recited a passage from Scripture. He never missed a word, but I
never heard anyone talk so fast. Then we had a dance. Dance is
an integral part of Korean culture, so it appears on every
program. Three little girls representing angels with white
dresses (Korean style) and silver crowns over blue and white
veils, which had been can-can petticoats in their former life.
The girls performed an interpretive dance to the tune of Silent
Night, Holy Night, which was played on the wheezy organ.
It
probably wasn't the best dancing the Korean audience had ever
seen but we found it interesting because we had never seen Silent
Night interpreted by a dancing trio. The little girls took it
very seriously. They too were painted up like dolls.

Then it was our daughters' turn to perform. Dressed in their new
Korean dresses they sang, first in Korean and then in English, to
the delight of the audience. They looked scared stiff to me. Then
we distributed parcels to all of the Sunday School children. But
before we did that, John and I were forced to perform. This sort
of extemporaneous performance is common in Korea, and Korean
people do it naturally but for us it was a horror. We had to
give in to the insistent demand for a number by "Grandfather" and
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"grandmother" (terms of respect, rather than reality I should
We were wearing our new Korean outfits to the Christmas
festivities.
I pantomined the Korean woman's usual shyness and
giggles and we actually attempted to sing a hymn. Neither of us
can sing or even stay on pitch, so we got a big laugh which we
certainly deserved.
hope)

.

The day after Christmas the Spooner family came to visit us. They
are with the Orthodox Presbyterian Mission in Pusan. They stayed
until Monday noon, and when they left we got in our car and drove
to Seoul.
It is a three and a half hour's drive, bumping over
the ruts in our sturdy old Land Rover with ten people in the car.
The kids read comic books and I knitted. We arrived at 6:15 and
spent a hasty fifteen minutes in the washroom changing our
clothes to attend a fancy dinner which was a farewell to one of
our families who are returning to the States. At six-thirty I
joined the other ladies, all dressed up in my American party
dress with the shiny fabric and low neckline.
Everyone was
dolled up.
It seems silly, but being women we do take advantage
of any opportunity to bring out our high heels and frills.
We stayed in Seoul until Wednesday taking care of various
business. I got a haircut, which turned out to be a bad one. We
left on Wednesday noon and had supper at home Wednesday evening.
On Thursday we had a guest from the Demilitarized Zone, far north
of us He is a young Christian Reformed serviceman who attended
Calvin College and plans to return to college next year. His name
is Kenneth Bouma and he comes from Edgerton, Mn. The next day
another serviceman came. We call that one the "traveling
Hungarian" because he goes around the country as a courier and
takes advantage of the hospitality of missionaries wherever he
finds them.
The next day a young couple came to our home. The
wife is a doctor from Germany who came to Korea in the employ of
World Vision. The husband is the former athletic coach from the
Seoul Foreign School. Both are now engaged by Intervarsity
Fellowship. They are so naive- -babes in the woods.
They brought
with them an undernourished Korean orphan of one and a half
years, but she looked like a four month old baby.
They had to go
out for an hour or so on Saturday afternoon and asked me if I
would mind watching over the baby for that short time.
I was
stranded with that child from two in the afternoon until nine at
night, and I was mad.
I had invited two Korean doctors, English
students of mine, to show them home movies of our USA travels and
here I was, stuck with a bawling baby.
.

On Sunday at noon, the couple left for Seoul with our Annie.
But at four o'clock that same afternoon more guests arrived. They
had come by plane from the northernmost military establishment,
right up against the Communist border. One was a Presbyterian

61

chaplain who had met Harvey Smit in Chaplains' School, learned to
know the CRC through the Back to God Hour and a meeting with the
Reverend Harold Dekker. He is a dear man, and although I was
really exhausted and there wasn't a clean sheet in the house, we
welcomed his arrival I talked them into visiting our neighbor
for a short time while I sneakily ironed the sheets the previous
guests had slept on for one night and then I put them back on the
bed
.

We enjoyed every minute of the time those servicemen spent rfvith
us. During the visit we planned a retreat thing together. The
chaplain plans to round up a bunch of Christian servicemen from
his area and bring them to Taejon by train. The missionaries will
take them as guests, two to a home, and entertain them for two or
three days. We plan this endeavor for the latter part of
February. We brought these nice men back to their plane on
Wednesday noon and came home to find an American missionary from
Oh, I forgot to mention- -on Monday
Seoul waiting there for us.
evening we had a short visit from the Reverend Bruce Hunt, a
veteran Orthodox Presbyterian missionary stationed in Pusan. He
was passing through and he was exhausted from two weeks of
country preaching.

When the last guest left I locked the door and went to bed. I
didn't accomplish much for two or three days. We have been
receiving a lot of packages of relief clothing from Christian
It is remarkable, and so
Reformed churches all over U.S.
encouraging for us to realize that in spite of the lack of warmth
on the part of our official church boards, our work is
I have been writing
appreciated by the people in the churches.
letters like crazy, acknowledging this interest and its generous
expression. I have also been busy sorting out these things and
trying to pass them on before we get snowed under. Our sun porch
is entirely filled with boxes of clothing and I keep moving it,
but it keeps coming in. I am not complaining about that, nor are
the Korean people who receive it. We all think it is wonderful,
but it keeps Mrs. Steensma busy!
I've been wearing my new Korean dress for the past few days for
good reason. One is that my bras are worn out, and the order is
The other is that my sister, in the
on the way to Sears.
kindness of her heart, sent me a "transformation," a hairpiece
that I can wear to give the appearance of long hair. I have a
good time with it and with the Korean people who are amazed and
impressed by this terrific missionary lady. I look different in
the Korean dress because I am long-waisted and slender and they
cannot help making these comments.

Tonight we attend a "station supper" in the school building. It
will be spaghetti, and it is in honor of a family who have just
This has been a social day with a
come here from the States.
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coffee party this morning, lunch at a neighbor's house (so that
John could have the opportunity to get acquainted in depth with a
visiting M.D.) and this party tonight. I was sick all day
yesterday and didn't get out of bed until four in the afternoon.

A widow just stopped by selling scrolls. I gave her a box of used
clothing for the widows' home, which burned down. The widows and
their children are living in Army tents and it has been cold for
the past few days.
She showed her gratitude by giving me the
scrolls, so I'll send them on to the contributing churches.
Two dogs just came into our house.
We inherited Jack, a German
shepherd and old, and added Jesse, whom we named after the
incorrigible Hungarian who came to live with us after the
Uprising in Hungary. Jesse is just a pup. The cat is going
crazy. Her name is Gidget, and she is all black. She feels that
her kingdom has been invaded. My lovely hairpiece is giving me a
headache so I must remove it
,
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It is Sunday morning. We are waiting for the children to return
from Sunday School and for water to heat for our baths. When
both have been accomplished, we will bring the three youngest
children to the neighbors and John and I will get a chance to
wash up. John won't wash with cold water if he can help it, and
he does need washing!
^

At noon Ann and John and I will catch the train to Seoul. Ann is
singing with the choir at the services in Seoul Union church this
afternoon. Once a year they have a youth service and the young
people take charge of the whole thing. John has an important
meeting tomorrow so we will go to Seoul Union church this
afternoon. Ann came home yesterday around two o'clock, so she
She spends most of her time just
didn't spend much time at home.
traveling, but we think it is worth it to get the chance to see
her again. Her siblings are also eager to see her. "When is
Annie coming," becomes a chant.
*

*

*

*

We are back from Seoul after quite a trip and found a heap of
mail waiting for us. There is ‘a long letter from Chaplain F. who
plas to bring half the men in his chapel to visit this mission
station. There is also a box of slides, which has come back from
Kodak labs in Hawaii. These are interesting because it was a 36
exposure roll and it takes so long to use it up that we have
forgotten what pictures we took.
I am still in my robe and pajamas, although it is 9 in the
morning. I have to be on base to see that the kids all get off to
school by nine o'clock. I sit here at the typewriter and catch
them as they run past. "Dirk, is your face washed?"
"Mary, get
the hairbrush." "Joy you cannot wear those slacks to school!"

We arrived in Seoul at 3pm which panicked Ann. The train was
half an hour late and she was supposed to be at church early.
Ann has a healthy respect for the choir director's displeasure.
She had to go "home" first to change her clothes. Getting around
in Seoul takes time. There aren't any traffic rules and the
streets are jammed with all kinds of people and vehicles. You
might get caught behind a bus or a street car, or get tied up
with a man who has tipped over with his heavy-laden bike and has
his goods scattered from one side of the road to the other.
Fortunately the doctor's wife (Ann's surrogate mother) and
daughter were waiting for us at the station, so Ann went off with
So we
them. We also found a CWS vehicle waiting at our disposal.
*
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drove to Ann's "home" also and had a cup of coffee while the
women changed for church. After the service we all went to the
USO club for a light lunch and took with us a couple of Methodist
servicemen
We slept at Dr. Weiss' home and the next morning I woke up sick
as usual. Both Dr. Weiss and Mrs. Weiss (who is a nurse) looked
me over and decided I have worms. There are three common ailments
in Korea- -pregnancy, hepatitis and worms, so it was a process of
elimination. Dr. Weiss left at 8 am for Japan, the girls left at
8:30 for school, and John and I left for the CWS office a bit
later.
While he attended his meeting I had coffee with three
different friends, but at the last home both ends of my alimentary canal rebelled and I lost the battle. As a result we missed
the train and spent the rest of the afternoon in Seoul visiting
more friends. We took the 6:30 train and arrived home at 10:30.

My Korean teacher has come and gone. We sang together, "Holy,
Holy, Holy" and "Jesus Loves Me" and "I surrender all." I recited
the Lord's prayer three times and half of the Apostle's Creed. It
is difficult, and I learn only one phrase each day.
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February 1960
It is 8:15 and my "doctor class" will soon arrive by taxi. They
are very prompt, so I can plan on fifteen minutes to finish this
letter.
We have returned from another big weekend, this time to
the city of Chun-ju down south. We all went, except for Ann, and
we drove our Rover. I was kept busy at the Presbyterian Hospital
taking tests and examinations. No, I do not have worms.
^

What I seem to have is a "spastic stomach" caused by tension and
too much coffee.
I've been losing my breakfast every morning.
Now I eat a tranquilizer pill before breakfast, an anti spastic
pill directly afterward, and then try to rest for twenty minutes
after each meal. Try that when you have to get three kids off to
The pills make me so drowsy that I sleep about three
school
hours during the day
!

In two weeks I will return to Chun-ju for major surgery (Feb. 22)
I seem to have grown another tumor (a bad habit of mine)
I want
to get this over with immediately although the doctor says there
In April he will leave Chun-ju for a two year
is no hurry.
furlough. Dr. Crane is an excellent surgeon and holds the rank of
Lt Col. with the armed forces here in Korea, working as staff
surgeon. He is still young, about 38-40, and he is the son of
missionary parents and grew up in Korea so he has an excellent
command of the language.
We have been guests of the Crane's
while getting medical treatment. Mrs. Crane is also the daughter
of a missionary in China and she has five children under the age
of nine. Five guests in the house didn't seem to perturb her a
bit. I envy such calm; no tension or spastic stomachs for her.
The hospital and the mission homes are perched in the hills
outside the city, and it is a beautiful setting. We enjoyed
ourselves on Saturday and on Sunday climbing to the top of the
.

.

highest hill
The English students have gone, I do enjoy this class.
These are
middle-aged doctors and intelligent men. Our discussions can
range in wide directions. When I informed them that I would not
be able to teach them for three weeks because I was going to have
surgery they wanted all the details. It developed into a kind of
medical analysis. From that our conversation drifted to hunting.
At Dr. Crane's home last weekend we were fed venison, goose, wild
duck, wild pigeon and pheasant. I have never in my lifetime eaten
so much game. Today I had to explain to the doctors the
difference between a tail and a tale, and between a tale and a
lie
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I miss my ten o'clock cup of coffee.
Maybe I should, take up
smoking?
I must spend a little time preparing for my class in
Korean language, which begins in half an hour. Today we will
study "cleaning house" and before the tutor arrives I want to
find out how to say "wash the floor," "starch these clothes," and
"you did not sweep the cobwebs out of the corners."
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I hope you are able to read this. I don't feel up to writing yet
but I'm lonely and I do appreciate hearing from you.
I am
grateful for all those letters which kept coming even when I
could not write back. Everyone was thoughtful in that way and I
now have about forty letters which I plan to answer in time.
I try to do a couple each day in the hope that someday th^ pile
will disappear.
You asked me to tell you what a hospital
experience is like in Korea.
I could write a book, and most of
it would be cartoons
There was so much that tickled my funny
bone. But I have discovered that my strength is hardly sufficient
for the demand of each day.
.

I wrote before, I went to Chun-ju to see the doctor because I
developed a number of distressing symptoms dating back to the
first week of the year.
In Chun-ju Jesus Hospital I went through
all the tests in the book.
The doctor talked to me like a father
and concluded that most of my trouble was simply tension. Too
many guests, too many meetings, too many extras over the holidays
and no relaxing outlets.
Because we have employees in our house
all the time I can't scream at the children, burst into tears,
throw dishes or beat my husband. I must set a good Christian
I need a lot of sleep and can use an occasional
example.
tranquilizer when things get too tight. But I didn't see this
one coming on, and as a result I began losing my meals and
fainting without known reason.

As

Of course everyone suspected pregnancy and the doctor checked for
He didn't like what he found and he advised a
that too.
hysterectomy. John was against this and wanted me to wait until
it was really imperative, but I have lived too long with these
I had complete faith in this doctor's ability, and
troubles.
after weighing all the pro's and con's I decided the sooner we
I set the date of surgery to coincide
get this done, the better.
with the "confinement" (which is what this Australian lady calls
having her baby) of the wife of another CWS employee. Having a
friend in the hospital with me would be company for both of us.
The baby was late and I was ready
It didn't work out that way.
to go home by the time she was born.

Our
Just before driving to Chun-ju we had a big weekend.
chaplain friend from the demilitarized zone brought 33 servicemen
It was a cooperative effort on the part of the
to Taejon.
Southern Presbyterian, the Southern Baptist and the Methodist
missionaries living in Taejon (about ten families in all) and the
result of Chaplain F's strong desire to do more for the American
servicemen to help them stay away from the Korean whores. We had
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four men staying at our house, and on Sunday evening they were
all here for a hymnsing.
While the men were visiting and
singing, the chaplain and I had a private conference.
He was a
tower of strength for me.

This leads me to make the following remarks, which I will
probably regret when I hear them again. You wrote to me that you
enjoy the company of men, but as a widow you feel awkward in
seeking it.
I am frank to admit that I enjoy the company of men
more than I enjoy the company of women, as a rule.
I have a
running discussion with my neighbor here on that subject. She
firmly believes the whole thing has to do with sexual attraction
and she calls it "flirting."
I insist that there is such a thing
as a platonic friendship between a man and a women.
I hire a man
as our cook and another to clean the house because I prefer
working with men. I am not comfortable with women because I feel
I just don't measure up.
I always feel inferior in some way or
another.
I'm not interested in the things that most women
cherish, such as shopping, make-up and hairdos, cooking and
recipes.
In this situation I don't think anyone could accuse me
of "flirting" with these servicemen and I am sure the young
fellows themselves accept me as a middle-aged wife, the mother of
four children, and a friend without such silly ideas.
This
chaplain is another story. He is the father of three children and
our friendship is based on a mutual attraction of personality. He
is a warm-hearted extrovert with a great sense of humor and I
respond to him with the best part of my complex personality. I
can talk with him about anything and this is real friendship.
Am I confusing you or alarming you? My neighbor's opinions on
this subject have upset me a little and made me wonder if I am
overstepping the bounds here

Anyhow the chaplain and I read together in the Bible and he
pointed out to me several passages which were to mean a great
deal to me during this ordeal
We prayed together and on Monday
morning before the Army gang left I sneaked out and caught the
train to Chun-ju. Upon arrival at the train station there, I was
met as a guest and hosted by the missionaries. I had dinner on
Tuesday evening with my surgeon and his wife, and a neighbor from
Taejon who was visiting there, and also a Ph.D from United States
who was the guest of the doctor. At 8:30, after dinner, I went
into the hospital, met the American missionary nurse, and was
prepped for surgery. I slept like a baby all night long.
.

The next tijorning I was given a sleeping pill as a sedative. John
arrived by 8:30 (he must have gotten up very early to make that
It is not
long drive!) and escorted me into the operating room.
as fancy a place as those in USA, but they have just been given a
new operating table by the America-Korea Foundation, and I am
told it is the latest model. I wasn't at all nervous, but one of
the verses given to me by the chaplain kept repeating itself over
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and over in my mind: Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose
mind is stayed on thee.”
I have never known such calm and such
beautiful trust in God. John had intended to watch the surgery
but decided against it because he would be required to change all
his clothes.
He did watch through the glass door of the room.
Everything went well. Before operating, the doctors and nurses
prayed together around me and then I was given the anesthesia.
It was after being moved back into my hospital bed that*we were
reminded that things are different in Korea.
Even in my
unconscious state I seemed to be more agile than the usual postoperative patient, and when the nurse turned her back on the bed
It was an American
for an instant I flipped off the bed.
hospital bed, four feet high but without guard rails. On the way
What a
to the concrete floor I hit the radiator with my head.
At the time I was hooked up with a blood transfusion, and
mess.
I had a good-sized cut on my
the blood splashed far and wide.
head from the radiator, and the doctor came in to stitch this up.
The nurses were frantically recording blood pressure while
sloshing through the blood on the floor when John walked in.
Since my blood pressure kept going down, the medical personnel
were becoming alarmed and the only calm person in the room was
the unconscious patient.

When at last the blood pressure began to rise and they knew I
wasn't going into shock, the poor nurse collapsed. Nobody blamed
her.
She had been doing the work of three women and doing it
well, and since I was recovering I had need of her.
She took
good care of me, even cutting my hair to camouflage the shaved
I think this accident slowed my recovery somewhat.
area.
I was
bruised and sore, but the Xrays disclosed no broken bones. My
arms and hand were discolored from the attempts to insert needles
The first
into depressed veins and I was in a miserable state.
week after this surgery was endurance--! had to get through each
day in the hope that the next day would be a better one. But
after the first week, all of a sudden, life became worth living
again
One of the worst experiences was the removal of the stitches,
first in my head and then in my belly.
The American doctor took
care of my scalp, but a Korean doctor took out the stitches at
the surgical incision.
It seems to me that if a doctor would
pull two, three, four or five stitches and then pause for a
minute while the patient regains her dignity and the flesh stops
trembling, it wouldn't be as bad as if he starts grimly at one
end of the incision with this "it's gotta be done” glint in his
eye and pulls all the stitches at one time.

Now about your question as to the difference between a Korean
hospital and one in America (aside from falling off the bed!)
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The biggest headache for me was that Koreans have no idea of what
privacy means. They can fall asleep anywhere, and so they make
as much noise during the night as they do in the day.
One night
the man in the room next to mine began to sing in a lovely tenor
voice, as loudly as he could. Instead of hushing him up, the
nurse on duty at the station at the other end of the hallway
joined him in duet. It was lovely to hear, their voices blended
in the hymn, but it was three o'clock in the morning and my
sleeping pill had worn off. So no more sleep that night.

My food was a problem. The meals for the occasional foreign
patient are sent over to the hospital from the homes of the
missionaries who live close by. The missionary wife of one of
the doctors, who was born and raised in Korea came back to work
as a nurse. In middle age she met a 40 -year old bachelor M.D. who
came to Korea to "help out." He fell in love with the country
and also with the nurse, married her and stayed in Korea.
They
usually eat Korean food and so she didn't know what to send for
me to eat.
My appetite was poor, and I usually sent most of the
food back.
This worried the dear woman, and she actually phoned
my cook in Taejon to ask what she could fix for me to eat. They
are such kind people
In spite of all the good experiences I had in that hospital, I
longed to go home to my family. John made the long drive over
bad roads several times to visit. Once he brought the children
and once he brought Mr. Kim, our cook.
Joy and Mary stayed at
the neighbors, but whenever John came home they ran back; to their
own house to be with him. We found such wonderful fellowship
with the Southern Presbyterian missionaries in Chun-ju. Everyone
showed concern for my recovery and they couldn't do enough for
us. They offered generous hospitality, and they visited me in the
hospital and demonstrated genuine love for me. As I began to
regain strength and feel better I enjoyed new friends and
interesting observations of the world around me. Altogether I
was there about three weeks.
Finally the day came when John
drove me to the train, and then met me again at the train station
in Taejon, to drive me over the rutted road to our home three
miles away. How good it was to be home again!
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March 29, 1960
Since shaking off a bad cold that kept me ugly for a week, I am
back to my old (sweet) self again. Each day I take a litt»le
longer walk and write a few more letters, and soon I shall be
back on the regular schedule. Mary has an infected fingernail
which was cut out by the Baptist doctor (who is in language
school and temporarily a convenient resident. He treats our ills
Ann has been ill with an undiagnosed ailment, but
on the side.)
since both her foster parents are in the medical field she is in
good hands

Our "new house" is already a year old and never went any farther
than the four half walls.
It became stalled in a contractor's
disagreement and we don't have much hope for its completion
John thinks it might be a better idea to move the
anymore.
entire amputee center to Seoul and we are beginning to toss this
notion around.
It began with sunny
Korea has been wonderful as usual
days the latter part of February and the children are wearing
sweaters and sweatshirts now. Today Mary was "so hot" she
I allowed it because of
insisted on wearing shorts to school.
the desperate state of the clothes closet. The shorts came in a
relief box last week and Mary had to have them.

,'Spring in

.
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APRIL 1960
The family
will go to
don't find
my surgery
one of the
turn to go
must go to
church

have just left to get their "shots." After that they
church.
This is my opportunity to rest my spirit. I
it restful to sit with the family in church, and since
I have an excuse to stay home.
Usually John leaves
younger girls home with me (whichever one took her
to Korean service in the morning) but since they all
the Army compound to get the shot, they all went o

The shots are a series of fourteen given by the army to all
persons who had any contact with the two dogs who recently died
with rabies. One. of the dogs belonged to the boarding parents in
the Taejon missionary school.
It was a darling, dumpy little
puppy and all the children handled it at one time or another and
felt its sharp little teeth. Now every day about fifty peope
climb into the mission Land Rovers and are transported from two
mission compounds to the Army dispensary for the rabies shots.
At first the kids really howled, but they are becoming casual
about it now. Only the die-hards and the mama-babies still cry.
They are incurable. They'll probably grow up to be draft-dodgers
and psychoneurotics. The shots are given in the belly and my
sympathy for the kids grows with each new welt. Dirk's belly
looks like a flower garden.
Last week was a good one for me. I am gaining strength rapidly.
We had no guests and I did not overdo as I usually do, so I
wasn't as cross.
I even attempted the walk across hills and
paddies to the amputee center. It's about a twenty minute walk
and although it tired me, I felt good.
I shall do it again on
Monday and each day next week. The following week I'll try to
walk both ways, back and forth. The spring weather is so lovely
and the fresh air and exercise do me good.
I must go for a postThe surgeon who operated has gone
op check somewhere, sometime.
to the United States, but any mission doctor will be cooperative.
We plan to go to Seoul on Good Friday and perhaps I can get the
Presbyterian doctor to have a look at me. We will be going up to
Seoul again the last weekend in April with the Reverend B from
Japan, who is coming to Korea to conduct a Christian Reformed
serviceman's retreat. We look forward to that.
•

During the past week I've received several letters of praise for
I sat here
the article I wrote for the Young Calvinist magazine.
one evening when John was next door and just pounded that piece
out
It had come to me the evening before when I was lying in
I thought it was too
bed and in a short time I had it typed out,
.
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long and too harsh in spots, but I mailed it off with the thought
that if they didn't like it it wouldn't matter much.
So it was a
surprise for me to get these letters. Our copy of the magazine
has not yet arrived and I didn't know it had been published.
I am eager to read the article again to see what editing has been
done to it
One high school teacher wrote that she had assigned
it to her English class.
She requests in her letter a list of
"qualifications for a missionary" from ME, the world's worst
example of a missionary.
If I am honest she won't be able «to use
the list, and if I am not honest it will be a stilted thing
unworthy of me
.

The funniest letter of all was from John's brother who wrote:
"It is a wonderful, beautiful article but hard to take from you,
knowing John and Juliana as we do. What drastic change in you!
don't mean to say that you were any worse than the rest of us,
but the grace of God can cleanse us from all sin, even the
greatest

I

.

Whew! Were we really that bad? Or didn't we really know each
other that well? It does not seem to us that we were so
different when we lived with them, although it is true that we
went along with the crowd.
We finally revolted in order to live
as we thought we should, but this makes me wonder if we should
have been better witnesses when we were living in Grand Rapids
among them. I admit that foreign service is the easiest way to
We don't have to struggle with
get away from it all.
selfishness, materialism, and a formalized religion but we don't
We just seem better fitted
live in Korea without any struggles.
I have never had any social aspirations,
to this way of life.
ambition for power, or a love of things to show off and I always
knew that I had some pioneer blood which enjoys "making do" and

facing challenges.
I feel as if I have rediscovered the joy of life since spring has
come and I can get out and around again. The flowers are in bloom
April and May
and the gardens are growing. The birds are back.
Unfortunately, a big black
must be the best time of the year.
flea bit me six times on one arm and it's swollen and itchy, but
that flea died for his sin and I am practicing the discipline of
not scratching.
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MAY

1960

I am feeling lazy, so don’t expect much of this letter.
I spent
most of the afternoon making a summer dress for Ann, but Ann is
not here and I suspect the waistline is too long,
I hate to put
it together without fitting it, so I must abandon this project
temporarily. It is almost five o’clock and the children are all
out playing, I don’t know what to start in the short interval
before suppertime, yet I hate to waste the time. Hence a letter.

We have had a pleasant week.
A week ago today we drove to the
Kimpo Airbase in Seoul and met the plane bearing our friend and
former classmate who came from Tokyo to conduct a servicemen’s
retreat in Korea. He looked so good coming off that plane! He
was so excited when he caught sight of us on the observation deck
that he almost fell headlong down the steps. After driving
around Seoul a bit, and going to the foreign school to visit Ann
and to drop off her younger sisters with their friends for the
weekend, we drove out to the Army Retreat Center and checked in.
We had signed up this weekend for the retreat but the recent
riots interfered a bit with our plan.
Since this latest disturbance all military men have been restricted to their compounds.
We went to see the Chief of Chaplains who is a friend of John’s
and a fine fellow. He got on the phone and soon had Chaplain F.
cleared and several of the men in his immediate area. But there
were more who could not get away. As it was, we had about 15 men
at the retreat center.
I was the only female there. I shared the Retreat Master’s hut
with my husband. Since it was the largest quarters on the place
with four chairs and two beds, it became the center of our
private social functions. Whenever I started chatting with one of
the boys out on the basketball courts or walking around the
grounds, I invited him in for a ’’coke." We had some good
discussions with some of them. One of them definitely made up his
mind to join his church as soon as he returns to the States. He
is 26 years old, but he had some sort of quirk about it. We
talked it over for a long time, and finally he admitted that he
really wanted to take part in the communion service on Sunday
morning.
Since it was really a Christian Reformed retreat. Rev.
B felt that we should observe the rules of the CR church and
invite only professing members. The boy admitted that never
before in his life had he felt such a longing to join fellow
Christians in partaking of the Lord's Supper. I was treated to
pictures of everyone's wife and baby, mother and sister, girl
friends and other kin and I enjoyed them all. We value this
close bond which is a part of the Christian Reformed
denomination
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Sometimes we had as many as ten people at a time in that hut.
They came in one by one.
There is a fine dayroom at the retreat
center with TV, pool table, records and all but it isn't
conducive to close conversation. They also have a bright, clean
dining room with three trees which grow right through the
roof
We ate around tables of four and became well acquainted in
small groups. I played several games of "horse" on the basketball
court and was proud to discover that I can keep up with the
twenty year old boys when it comes to making baskets and running
around.
It seems that my late surgery has renewed my you^h and I
feel more like thirty years old than I did seven years ago. It is
like a miracle to me.
Now I know the feeling of "well-being"
most of the time.
,

Rev. B came home with us in the Land Rover on Sunday afternoon

and since that time we have been raking up old history together.
We talked about college days and all that has happened to our two
families since that time.
We never went to bed before midnight
and by today I am asleep on my feet.
One day we went into the city of Taejon to get our mail, and we
found a letter from a couple who had also been our classmates at
They asked if we could find a Korean child for them to
college.
They asked for a little boy, preferably around one year
adopt.
I laughed and said to
old, of mixed Korean-American heritage.
our friend, "They must think that we are the Sears catalog!"
From the APO we drove to a World Vision clinic, where our
friends, a Norwegian couple who are both nurses, care for sick
children whom they find in the various orphanages throughout the
They showed us a six year old girl who weighed twenty some
area.
pounds.
Her head was shaved, and she had a huge bandage on one
The nurse explained that this
toe because of some infection.
child was at the bottom of the pecking order at the orphanage
because she was part Turkish (and Koreans fear and hate the
Turks)
The other children grabbed her food away from her and
shunned her.
"It is such a pity," she said, "when we have
fattened her up and made her healthy again she will have to go
back to an orphanage and the whole process will begin again."
.

I thought to myself, maybe she can be adopted and go to America.
When we got home I wrote an answer to the letter from the couple
I told them that if they wanted a boy, if they
in Grand Rapids.
wanted a year-old child, if they wanted a part American child, I
could not help them.
However, if they wanted to save a child's
life, to provide a loving home for a child who really needed
I don't think we will
them, we had just that child for them.
hear from them again.

Tuesday evening I had a birthday party. We invited all the
neighbors on the Southern Presbyterian compound and asked them to
bring their favorite slides or movies. Rev.B also had brought
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some slides with him.
It was a good party- -everybody said so. I
thought so too, but then I got all the gifts!
They gave me a
little Korean vase, a package of Japanese writing paper, a roll
of color film, a bouquet of flowers, a can of nuts, a jar of
cocktail onions (no one could remember where these came from, but
obviously everyone had gone through the closet of treasures to
come up with an appropriate gift)
and a cardboard Korean box to
hold letters or something. We had cherry angelfood cake (sent to
us in a box by John's sister), ice cream with homegrown
strawberries on top. There weren't many strawberries per person,
but just enough to tantalize. We had a good time getting better
acquainted with our neighbors, comparing the work here and the
work Rev. B is doing in the mission in Japan, and looking at the
pictures. We finished off the evening with a toast of white
wine, served in tiny saki bottles which Rev.B had brought along
as a gift. The wine was the gift of Captain Delastrati, a Greek
Orthodox friend who was at the retreat. He is a fine Christian
man, and quite charming as well.
,

Rev.B left for Japan on the noon plane today and we hope to see
him again next summer. He and his family will be sailing for the
United States in midsummer for a furlough.
We were surprised and pleased to receive a prompt reply to my
Our friends in Grand
letter about the little girl in the clinic.
So we will make
Rapids enthusiastically offered to adopt her.
arrangements with the World Vision people to take her into our
Living in an American
home while the adoption is processed.
home, playing with American children, eating American food and
learning some English will give her a great start for what will
Mary and Joy are thrilled to
be a tremendous change in her life.
have a live-in playmate.
Her parents- to-be have named her "Julie
Ann" (sound familiar?) so we call her Julie.
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AUGUST

1960

Your letter, which arrived today, brought both happiness and
pain.
I was happy to hear from you again after so many weeks,
and I am sad because yours is the third letter I have had from
Grand Rapids telling me that someone has met and talked with my
husband.
We have not seen John since he left Korea ten days ago.
We have not received any word from him since he left, so we did
not know if he arrived safely or where he was.
This hurts ^e
Since John's departure we have had a busy time.
The first week
John asked me to keep
he was gone the cook went on vacation.
track of things at the center, so after we finished breakfast
here I would drive over there to read the mail and talk with the
English-speaking staff members.
I spent half an hour studying
Chinese characters or having conversation in Korean language with
the pastor, then I d go home to fix lunch for the kids.
After
lunch I'd try to get Mary and Joy to take a rest with me, and
then I had to start thinking about cooking supper.
The last two
days of that week I took care of the two children of our neighbor
while they had a short holiday in Seoul
'

Sunday morning I did well. I got up on time, made the breakfast,
swept the floor and made the beds, washed the dishes and got all
six children ready for church. (It may not sound hard, but
reitember I am not used to this schedule. Mr. Kim is usually here
Then I drove the Land Rover
to take care of the kitchen duties)
to the city three miles away over the bumpy, heavily populated
road and that really made me nervous We attended the Army chapel
services and we arrived ten minutes early for the 9:30 service. I
even remembered to put the meat on the fire before I left home so
that it could cook through slowly, so we had dinner on time too.
It was an excellent dinner and I was proud of myself. Cooking is
such a bore for me
.

In the evening I let the children play outside with their friends
on the Baptist compound next door to ours until 8:00 or so and
then I ring the cowbell to call them home for a snack of popcorn
and soft drinks. By the time Mary and Joy got to bed, Ann and
Dirk came home so I locked the doors and went to bed early
myself. I like to read in bed or sit for awhile in the bathtub
with my Chinese characters pasted on the wall in front of me so I
I keep a baton in my bed
can study and relax at the same time.
'and
I
pillow,
do not sleep soundly. I
and a flashlight under my
am sure that the word has gotten around quickly that the lady in
this house is alone, and the slickee boys will use the
I hope that our two big, crazy dogs will alert us
opportunity.
don't
expect
them to protect me. They raise a big noise if
but I
there is any disturbance outside. The cat doesn't want me to
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sleep soundly either. Our little Gidget gave birth to triplets
and since I am the only one in the house who realizes the
inconvenience of maternity, she depends on me. When she has fed
her kittens and they are asleep on each others' shoulders, she
goes to the sliding glass windows in my bedroom and lets me know
she must go out and tend to her business.
After a decent
interval which depends on the weather and her hunting luck she
comes to the window again and calls to me to let her in.
We are
always afraid that she will eat a rat that has been poisoned and
die before the kittens are weaned.
They are about four weeks old
now and really cute. These are our first kittens, born in the
closet one day during naptime, and they give us much pleasure and
entertainment

When Mr. Kim returned from his vacation, life became much easier
for me. Over the weekend we were visited by ten young men from
Kentucky, members of the Future Farmers of America. They were
fine young chaps, 17 to 21 years old, here on a goodwill mission.
Their itinerary had been planned by Koreans in typical Korean
fashion, from 6:30 to 12:30 or later, one orphanage after
another.
Sunday they had to attend four different church
services.
The boys were always polite, but I could smell their
boredom.
They came to our service at the center on Sunday
evening, and after a long, drawn out seirvice, presentation of
gifts, special numbers and much more I can't remember, it was
over at last.
I had taken Ann and her young Baptist friend,
Barbara, along to church so they could see the American boys and
it didn't take long before the kids were all in a huddle. The
boys were happy to find two American girls and to get off' their
best behavior for a few minutes, and the girls were delighted to
break out of isolation and compare notes on American high
schools, rock and roll and whatever else teenagers talk about
together.
It was amusing: the Korean staff members hovered
around trying to make a big deal out of the kids and exhibiting
them as prize specimens, and the boys themselves were totally
engrossed in their new female friends. Their enjoyment was so
spontaneous and obvious that no one wanted to call them back to
the matter of introductions and presentations. So their leader
We
said, "Let's go to bed, boys!" and we began to file out.
ended up with two boys in our car. The girls had invited them
home to hear rock and roll records. I promised to bring them
back, but that turned out to be difficult. They were so relaxed
in our home and I was glad to see it
•
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Next day-

This letter is turning out to be a diary. I had to
Good morning!
stop yesterday for supper, and then I promised the older kids I
would drive them to the Army base to return their books to the
library. I've been putting it off because I hate to go alone into
the Army compound but deliverance came just as we finished
eating. Our driver returned the car and was just about to walk
off and catch a bus into the city when I noticed an Army jeep
just behind him. I asked the soldiers if they would drive me* in
later, and Mr. Kim went with Ann and Dirk and the driver in the
Rover while I stayed home and visited with the two Sgts. who came
in the jeep.
One is a 35 year old Virginian with a wife and two
children whom he misses acutely. He is a good man. His companion
is young and the older man is trying to keep the boy straight.
The younger fellow's name is "Sparrow" and he has not gone to
church since he came to Korea. Sgt Larch and I are working
together to get him into the church at least one time. The men
came this morning with an invitation for Dirk and his friend
Billy to go along with them up the big hill to the signal corps
detachment on the top where they are stationed. There are only
twelve men living up there. We have been their guests now and
again for supper or a movie, and Dirk loves to go there and play
pingpong or pool, eat ice cream and drink soda pop. We set a
date for Saturday and they promised to bring the boys back in the
truck on Sunday morning for church. After John comes home again,
these soldiers will come to spend a weekend with us here in the
valley.
Sparrow and I went to the city in the jeep, and then I
drove the LandRover back while he took the kids home in his jeep.
Then we all had coffee and chocolate cake and some pink champagne
This is a mutual
the men had brought with them. It was lovely.
benefit arrangement.
Those men up there on that lonely hill have
found a great social outlet here on the missionary compounds and
We expatriot
they love to spend time with the little kids.
Americans appreciate a change in life style too.
.

My next door neighbor just phoned to ask me to come over and give
her some "advice." So I will comb my hair and run next door. She
may be doing some sewing or changing her living room furniture
around. Somehow I have managed to become an authority on many
subjects.
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My neighbor was sewing. Just before I l^ft 'her^house I got a call
from the nurse at the amputee center.
She also^ wanted advice. I
had to go over there to look at an infected stump on a 16 year
old boy, one of my English students.
The stump was hot to the
touch and the skin was taut and glassy.
I asked him if he had
tried soaking it in hot water and he said he had done that It
was obviously an infection and I thought it might have to be
lanced and drained. The others didn’t like that idea because if
the boy was left with a scar on his stump his artificial limb
would be uncomfortable.
So I drove him into the city to a
surgeon who had been one of my English students last winter.
(Pass on the responsibility for decisions!) He diagnosed an
abcess and he lanced it then and there.
I didn't like the way he
dressed the wound. He used at least half a roll of bandage, but
it was his case, not mine.
.

Later that afternoon a crazy man forced his way into our house. I
got rid of him by pantomining that I could speak no Korean
language and he should go to the next house where the missionary
spoke excellent Korea.
It took Dr. Talmadge twenty minutes to
get rid of that man, but I didn't know what else to do. Mr. Kim
had gone on his lunch and nap break.

Just now the nurse at the center has phoned again. She has
I sent him
another patient with a temperature of 104 degrees.
to the city in the car with the driver. Then the nurse phoned
from the city asking me to talk to the doctor (my English
student) He told me the patient has influenze and wants to keep
This is more than a
him in the hospital for a few days
financial problem. The man's bed must be brought to the hospital
and we must furnish the nursing service and the food and his
other needs. But I told him to keep the man for three days, and
if he does not improve we will send him by train to the mission
hospital at Chunju.
I am learning a great lesson: I do not want
to be the Director of the Amputee Center (or of anything else)
Decision, decisions, decisions!
.

We also had a call from our Norwegian friends who work as nurses
for the World Vision Children's Clinic in Taejon city. They have
adopted two mixed-blood children, the youngest a baby girl Now
they are planning to go on furlough to Norway in November and she
is trying to put together some sort of wardrobe for the children.
I offered to help her sew up a few things for the baby, so she
will come here tomorrow afternoon and we will sew.
.

*

The principal of the Korea Christian Academy, our little
I cannot
missionary school, has asked me to teach in September.
refuse because all of the teachers are mother-volunteers I will
.
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be teaching Typing I, Jr. Hi English and Jr. Hi art. I'm not sure
if I still have my job as English teacher at the Provincial
University. I was teaching a class in conversation and enjoying
it but I went to the beach for a month and then they had a
month's school vacation. We shall see.
I am happy to hear that John came to visit you. I had tucked a
note into his suitcase with your address and a request for him to
call on you. His relatives had planned an open house reception
for him on Saturday evening, and the bulletin in our horje church
announced his appearance on Sunday night at a coffee hour after
He was scheduled to leave Korea on Friday, but his
the service.
traveling companion had mislaid his passport. Luckily it was
found, but the plane had already taken off.
The next day they
could not fly because the plane was grounded by a little typhoon,
so it was Sunday before they left Korea. That was a
disappointment but that is the way life is sometimes

So you like John's new beard? I think it gives him a certain
distinction. You have a good word to describe it- -vaticinal We
are playing this word game nowadays where you guess the meaning
of a word by its sound.
I would say that "vaticinal" had something to do with the Vatican.
Some of the others I have liked
are "cobra" for a brassiere worn by Siamese twins, "complain"
which means don't dress up, "counterfeit," which is a seizure
while paying your bill in the supermarket, "ovation," or laying
an egg in public, "mannequin, " a male relative, "kindred" or
allergy to relatives, "judiciary" which is kosher cooking,
"finite," a beautiful evening.
.

In answer to you question, "Why has John gone to USA without me?"
Somebody has to take care of our four children. John will attend
the International Conference for Crippled Children and Adults at
It is held in New
which 42 different nations are represented.
York this year and John plans to be gone about three weeks.

Your vacation sounds wonderful. Don't be embarrassed about the
I am sure they enjoyed the pleasure
generosity of your friends.
of giving. How can people enjoy the blessing of giving to friends
Long
if the friends insist on being embarrassed by receiving?
ago I learned about this when I was trying to get through college
and I owned absolutely nothing. I really appreciated those people
who were thoughtul enough to help me, but after four years of
school I had a permanent seat as the "poor relative." Now we are
in that seat again as the "poor missionary" but the difference is
that we have learned to accept gifts without embarrassment. We
have learned to share them and to appreciate the joy of giving.
You can pass on the kindness of your friends to somebody else who
has less than you have.
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Our vacation was simple but pleasant. We spent three weeks at the
missionary beach on the Yellow Sea on Korea's western coast. The
trip over there was a horror.
We were saved by being in
excellent company and by an abundance of good humor. Our convoy
from Taejon included the school principal, his wife and infant
child and the Norwegian family. It rained and it rained and it
rained and we watched the roads and bridges wash out before our
eyes When we were within thirteen miles of our goal we could go
no farther and we faced the choice of turning around and going
home or spending the night in a Korean inn. We found a little
"hotel" with ondol (heated) floors on which we slept.
We laid
the wettest clothing out on the floor to dry and slept in the
rest of it.
All of us were in the same room, on our little pads,
and we laughed and laughed.
The trip of 70 miles took us 28
hours altogether and after we finally reached the beach resort it
was still raining. We had no opportunity to dry out our wet
bedding and clothing for the next three days. We helped each
other, sharing what each had for use, and we enjoyed the
hardship
.

Then at last the sun came out and we spent the next three weeks
getting our suntan, taking pictures, having long coffee talks
with other missionaries, water skiing, sailboating and swimming.
Ann and Dirk and I all earned our swimming awards for swimming a
mile out in the bay to a rocky reef, with a boat rowing alongside
us in case one of us (mother, of course) could not make it.
Altogether we had four servicemen visitors during this three week
period. Our cabin only has two rooms- -one a big area downstairs
and the other the entire upstairs area.
The Steensmas &lept in
the upper room and the guests shared the downstairs
kitchen/dining/living area with the cat.
I was expecting John to be home on September 6, so the news that
he planned to be back in Grand Rapids on the 11th came as a shock
and a disappointment to me. By that time I might be so accustomed
Joking
to the single life that I don't even want him back home.
aside, it does make sense for him to visit in Grand Rapids for a
few days since he has come so far.
You'll never know how much I
wanted to go along with John to America, but it was his decision
We are grooming
that Mr. Yu needed the experience and training.
Mr. Yu to take over John's job when we leave. My reasons for
wanting to go to USA are purely selfish, but I don't want to go
alone. I panic in airports and train stations.
I am learning
what John's job here is and I am getting on wonderfully with the
^children. So far I've had no problems with discipline.

Do you know Hilda Aukeman? I met her through friends when we
attended Calvin College
She has been a teacher in the Grand
Rapids Christian schools for many years, but she has now taken a
job with the Army dependent schools overseas and landed in Taegu,
She will come by train
Korea about a hundred miles away from us.
.
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(a two hour ride) on Friday or Saturday and spend a weekend with
me. I don' 't think Hilda is going to enjoy being a part of the
U.S. Army organization. The Army schools do not have a good
reputation. The teachers drop out with pregnancy faster than they
can be replaced and the Army brats are spoiled children, for the
most part. Maybe we can convince Hilda to stay in Korea and teach
in our mission school next year.

Our home leave has been postponed from July of 1961 to January of
1962 and extended from three months to six months. This will give
us a chance to meet more people and to give the children a term
We hope to do some traveling in Europs and
in American schools.
the Near East during that time.
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SEPTEMBER

1960

I don't think I told you about my experience meeting John's plane
when he returned from USA.
It had been a long four weeks by
myself and it got worse as the end approached,
I think I wore
myself out, for one thing. An attempted suicide on our doorstep
unnerved me.
It turned out that one of the lady leg amputees at
the center decided she wanted to marry the man who works at our
house.
She announced that she was pregnant by him.
He was
reluctant.
One day I drove up to the compound after a trip into
the city, and Mr. Kim was out in the road waving frantically.
He told me that this girl had swallowed lye.
True, she was
writhing in the doorway.
I didn't know how to handle the
situation, so I went to my neighbor who speaks Korean well. He
came with me to assess the situation and advised that we bring
her to the Korean clinic in Taejon city.
So we loaded her into
the back of the Rover, and drove to the city with her moaning and
groaning behind us. At the clinic the doctor examined her and
told us that she was faking. My friend told the doctor that he
thought the girl's stomach should be pumped, just in case. He
told me that he wanted her to suffer a little for all the trouble
she had caused.
She
By the way, she was not pregnant either.
just wanted to get married.

A day or two later, just at dusk, I walked out of our living room
into the hallway and saw what looked like a large snake gliding
into the toilet room.
I looked again and he glided out, almost
between my legs. He slid through the patio window and to the
outside.
We are having our sliding windows painted, so the house
is wide open.
I called for Mr. Kim who was just leaving for home
and he took up a big stick and hit the snake with it The snake
was about four and a half feet long and 1 1/2 inches thick, with
a black and white and red body.
I have no idea what kind of
reptile it was, and I really didn't care. We "bruised its head."
.

I think I was
By that time I was almost at the end of my rope.
awake most of the night because I had to get up at five to leave
in the car for Seoul John had taken the alarm clock with him,
The
but I got up in time and ate a piece of toast and an egg.
gate was locked, and I couldn't get it open. After I had
struggled for about ten minutes the night guard noticed me and
came to help.
The 150 mile ride to Seoul took us about four and
a half hours and I went directly to the CWS office when I
af'rived
There I got a brush-off. Nobody had time to notice me.
I thought it would be minimum courtesy for them to give me a
little time since I seldom bother them.
So I left and went to
the airport, telling myself that in two hours John would be
coming in and then I could toss all my troubles and relax. I used
the ladies' room at the airport, washed up and changed clothes
.

.
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after my long, dusty ride. Then I ate a couple of apples and
called it lunch. The plane arrived on time, but John did not
appear.
I was absolutely stunned. I just didn't know what to do.
I had nowhere to go.
I was such a letdown that I felt like
crying.
We drove back to the CWS office and I hardly said a
When I entered the office I was greeted by a cry, "Here is
word.
Mrs. Steensma!"
They told me they had received the manifest from
the plane and so they knew before we drove to the airport that
John's name was not on it I could have killed somebody.
.

I called a friend and invited myself for supper.
They told me
they planned to go out.
I called another friend.
He had a
conference that evening at his home. Finally I called Dr. Ten
Have who told me to come right over. We drove the five miles to
the Holt Orphanage so I could cry on his shoulder.
Then we drove
back to Seoul and I spent the night at our CWS director's home.
That evening John phoned from Japan to tell us that his plane had
been delayed in Wake Island with mechanical difficulties. The
next day I went to the only decent beauty shop in Korea and got a
permanent, then I checked the airline manifest while I was at the
downtown hotel. You can believe I was happy to find John's name
on it

John's work was waiting for him before we got home. One of the
U.S. government employees had found a small boy, a double leg
amputee, dirty and lousy and begging on the streets.
Her heart
was touched and she took the child to her bosom.
She cleaned him
up, dressed him in new clothes, and recited his tale of woe to
all who would listen.
He had had no schooling, he had no
parents, he had no legs.
While she told us this story, the boy
kept his head bent and we couldn't see his face. But when he got
up to go with his sponsor to her car, one of the Koreans got a
good look at him. He was an old acquaintance, a boy named Lee
The child had another sponsor through a committee in
Jae Ku
He had been in school in Taejon, he had been
Great Britain.
clothed and he had been fitted with artificial legs through our
Two months before he had stolen money from his teacher
center.
The poor woman who had found him in Seoul was
and had run away.
embarrassed and dumbstruck at how she had been taken in. So it
sometimes the hard luck stories are real. Many times
goes:
people get sucked in.
.

Recently I took a "shopping trip" with a group of ladies from the
mission compound. We got up early in the morning to catch the
We spent
"red eye" train and arrived in Seoul about eight a.m.
some time at the Foreigners' Shopping Center (four floors of
We ate our dinner at the Scandanavian
Korean export items)
Medical Center, a smorgasboard that was out of this world for a
bunch of country women who see little else but fish and chicken.
We caught the fast
That marvelous meal only cost us 95 cents!
.
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train back to Taejon at 4:00 p.m. and arrived at 6:30. It was a
long day, but a good one.
There were four of us --Evelyn who is a
few years younger than I, Mrs T who is nearing 50, and Mrs K who
is almost 60 but younger in heart than all of us.
She was
widowed five years ago, the same year in which both of her
children married.
So she was suddenly left alone.
She began to
build a new life deliberately.
Since her field of expertise was
in Christian Education, she went back to work. She didn't have a
lot of money; her husband was a pastor, but she had made her own
reputation in Christian Education.
She took a trip to Europe
with her eyes wide open and after that pleasure she volunteered
as a teacher of missionary children in Korea.
How many widows of
58 do you know who would take on a job like that?
It was a
frightenly new life, but she is a wonderful woman and our
children are fortunate to know her.
She quickly became the
resident "grandmother." Since her arrival a year and a half ago,
she has seen more of Korea than most of us women who have been
here longer, in spite of the fact that she is teaching every day.
Her philosophy of life is so interesting I love to hear her talk.
She is now trying to talk me into spending one evening a week
with her painting. But I am not ready. I have too many irons in
the fire. I am trying to learn high school French by sitting in
on the class, I keep up a study of Korean (not passionately, but
because I feel I should do it)
I am making a new braided rug for
our living room, and I am taking home movies of the life around
us.
Life moves so fast and there is not enough time in a day.
But it is all exciting and I learn new things all the time.

Your letter talks about the new buildings in your city, the new
Even in
cars your friends are buying- -the American materialism.
Korea, we Americans have this habit of acquisition.
We buy many
By the
things we don't need just because we love to own things.
way, most of the missionary women are also overweight and they
worry about it too. We blame it on our sedentary habits and on
eating too much rice.
I had to laugh yesterday when Mrs. K
showed me her pill box. She takes pills to control her appetite,
but she takes them when she finds herself in a situation where
she cannot buy the kind of foods she should be eating.

Yesterday Ann with two of her friends hiked up the mountain to
Richmond Point, the Army relay signal station about three miles
away.
Sgt Larch, who is in charge, is a family friend and often
visits in our home. He has two teenagers of his own back home
But Ann's
and he is delighted when Ann or Dirk come to visit.
viSit drew criticism from our missionary neighbors. They did not
consider it proper for young girls to go alone to an Army base
with twelve men stationed there.
I was somewhat taken aback.
We haven't lived with these conventions and I don't give them a
lot of thought So it surprises me when other people come up with
them.
The girls had a good time and the men were perfect
.

.
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gentlemen. We can trust Sgt Larch to see to that!
The soldiers
told us at church how much they had enjoyed entertaining the
"kids." They sent them home loaded with books and magazines and
since I know every one of the men stationed there personally Ann
will be allowed to go again if she so chooses, provided Sgt.
Larch is informed beforehand.
.

promised to tuck Mary in, and Mary is an impatient creature. If
am not there in an unreasonable length of time she wi^l be back
out here and we'll have to start the whole process over again.
I

I
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September 1960
must leave to teach my class in English at the mission school.
have six minutes before I go, so I'll see how many words a
minute I can type. I know that if the paper is put into the
machine the letter will get completed some time, but if I never
make the beginning I'll never find time to start it.
I
I

You are so right, I am too busy. There is always something to be
done and it demands my immediate attention.
So far this is an
inconvenience only in that it forced me to break the indolent
habits I had acquired during the last few weeks of summer. That
While I am at school, I sit in on the class in
isn't so bad.
beginning French, hoping to pick up the rudiments.
I think I
will be able to keep up with the students, learning the words and
the conjugations, but the pronounciation is impossible.
I keep
trying to pronounce the words in Dutch!
The class gets
hysterical, but I am too old to be embarrassed.
I have a set of
linguaphone records and sometimes in the afternoons I lie on the
living room floor trying to pronounce the words in French while I
work on my braided rug. This sounds good, but I should be
hemming up my skirts and also those of my daughters.
I try to
get our laundiry lady to do as much of that as I can, but it
hasn't worked lately. Not enough rainy days.

Yesterday I was taken with my neighbor and some other English
professors (all male) to a small Korean restaurant. We were
driven in a fancy jeep with plastic-covered seats with arm rests
and fringed side curtains. It was like traveling through a maze.
We went through alleys and narrow side streets until we reached a
blue-painted gate which looked like the entrance to somebody's
home.
We were shown into one of the rooms and seated on pillows
on the floor behind closed paper doors. After a little
preliminary conversation, most of which I could not understand,
one of the men clapped his hands and the women brought in a laden
table.
My neighbor had everyone laughing by this time, as he
made jokes both in Korean language and in Japanese, or quoted
Chinese poetry!
My position as the only woman in a room full of
men was not comfortable but it became a little more tolerable
when we were joined by Mr.G, the principal of our foreign school.
He knows no Korean, no Japanese, no Chinese so we spoke together
in English.
None of the Americans in the party wanted to eat too much. My
neit-door neighbor usually does justice to any meal but he was
suffering from an upset stomach and had to be cautious. Mr. G
had already learned his lesson the hard way. We had a choice of
many Korean delicacies- -seaweed, dried octopus, two different
kinds of beef dishes, two kinds of fish, bean curd, kimchee,
sweet walnuts and three or four hot dishes besides the kimchee.
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Mr. G. wrapped his rice in the seaweed and ate this with his

chopsticks.
I mixed the sweet walnuts into my rice and ate it as
slowly as possible while my neighbor entertained the hosts with
Korean tongue twisters he had invented. After we had each filled
our rice bowls three times and the other men seemed to have eaten
their fill, we prepared to leave. My teaching colleague, Dr.
Pak, said that next time I should bring my husband along so that
he could enjoy the kaesung girls (like the geishas)
I know that
this was not the place for a lady, but perhaps because I was an
American lady they just didn't know what to do with me. *
.

When we got back to the compound, I walked from the neighbor's
house to ours and brushed against a bush.
Immediately I felt a
burning sensation and when I got inside our house I inspected the
site by candlelight. (Electricity is off again!)
I found two
large blisters and assumed that I had been bitten by the current
pest, a small green caterpillar. The children have been screaming
about these bites lately. This morning the area is still red and
itchy, and when touched, it burns.
Our laundry lady has requested a day off to attend the sports
program at the school This is a big school event and I
understand the mother's desire to watch her child participate. I
can anticipate her asking to attend function after function in
Here in Korea there are so many holidays and
the future.
'functions. Japanese, Korean and American holiday are celebrated.
.

Joy just came running in, panting because she has run all the
way. She is such a sweetheart. I am proud of all my children,
although I don't dare to admit this in public. Dirk is
unbelievably handsome and Ann is so full of spark and vitality.
Joy is pretty too and has an endearing nature, and Mary is a
sprite with a pixie face, beautiful eyes, and a head that
bubbles. Mary is the most demanding of the four children, but she
is always interesting.

John just told me that he got six boxes of tinned salad oil this
morning.
He was surprised at the weight of the crate, so he
pulled out a tin to see how many ounces were in each of the tins.
He discoverd that each one had a neatly drilled hole in it and
This is Korea.
was half empty.
Last Friday evening Ann attended a "slumber party" at the mission
boarding school. Our dog, Jesse, followed her to school and he
was a great annoyance to Mr. and Mrs. G because he kept barking
The next evening the G's had an
and woke up their baby.
unexpected guest, a serviceman, so they set up a cot for him in
Sometime during the night this man
one of the school classrooms.
and
he
looked
to see a man carefully scraping
awakened,
up
was
The soldier bellied out of
from
window
pane.
a
away the putty
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the room and roused Mr. G, who went after his shotgun. The rest
of the compound was awakened by shouting and shooting.
Mr. G
doesn't fool around! He is a reserve officer in the Army and he
keeps in practice. When he aims at a man's heels the dust flies
up against the man's legs and the fellow knows this is not
fooling.
Now Mr G admits that the prowler probably was around on
Friday night casing the place and the dog was barking with good

reason
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NOVEMBER

1960

Yesterday morning we had a treat. At eight o’clock, John and I
together with Ann, our next door neighbor lady and a soldier
friend left for an air base seventy miles away. The commanding
officer of this base is friendly to missionaries and gave
permission to mission personnel to use the PX facilities on his
For us this is worth a 150 mile drive.
base.
We spent a hundred
dollars, most of it in groceries and staples, but I also fofind
some presents for Christmas.
We bought our daughter a pair of
snow boots. I can't get them in my size because these are stocked
to fit the Korean girl friends of the soldiers here.
We also
bought some stuffed animals which is a current fad among the
younger girls, and a watch to give Ann as a Christmas gift. PX
bargains in watches and cameras are great. It was a good trip.
The weather was the finest that October could offer, but this is
already the first of November! Korean autumn is perfect. Our
soldier friend was affable and attentive to the ladies. John is
so dependable, and he knows how to get around so we were well
taken care of The base chaplain took us all out to dinner at the
airmen's dining room. Altogether it was a very good day, and
although we all were tired it was a memorable break in routine.
.

Last night our soldier companion's commanding officer and another
man from the company drove down the hill to pick him up, so we
had more company. They were all tired and discouraged for some
reason, so we offered tea and sympathy (which we have the most
The Sgt told us that our guest. Sparrow, was a fine lad
of)
he
is weak and the Sgt has been doing his best to keep
but
Sparrow from spending most of his paycheck on drink. Yesterday
was payday, and Sparrow seemed to have a fine time without any
The Sgt. expressed gratitude for that and it made us
alcohol.
feel good to know that we had been able to be of some help.
.

This week we had the opportunity to meet Miss Gladys Alyward,
She is touring
otherwise known as "the Small Woman" of China.
the Far East under the auspices of World Vision. I am sure that
you have read her book, which became the basis of the movie which
starred Ingrid Bergman and was retitled "The Inn of the Sixth
Happiness." We invited Miss Alyward to speak to- the children at
She stressed in
the mission school, together with their parents.
her speech that we are on earth only a short time and there are
There
so many people to reach with the message of Christ's love.
is so much to do, yet we spend our time concerning ourselves
about what she called "our own graveyard." What we shall eat,
what we shall wear, and whether we can add one cubit to our
stature
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Our school principal, who is still a fairly young man, closed
The entire mission
this inspiring evening with a big boo-boo.
community squirmed with embarrassment, but Miss A. was angry.
Although she had been speaking with such emotion that tears ran
down her cheeks, he followed her speech and the closing prayer,
which brought us directly into the presence of God, by asking the
children to sing the "theme song of the movie" made by Hollywood
Those poor little kids stood up
of Miss Alyward's life in China.
there singing one verse after another through all ten of them in
the silly little ditty that the Fox studios had the children
singing as they trudged along the heartbreaking trail over the
mountains and through the Japanese lines ... "This old man, he
played knick-knack on my knee."

guess everybody makes a mistake once in a while, but this one
Miss A jumped to her feet after the children
had finished and proclaimed in a loud, ringing voice, "Thank you
I taught
children, but I did not teach my children that song!
them to sing "Jesus Loves Me" and other Christian choruses." I
wonder what she thinks of the spiritual level of the Taejon
missionaries
I

is Mr. G's prize.
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1961

APRIL

1961

I have been taking life hard lately. My energy has gradually run
down, but my schedule stays the same so I am irritable.
I did
realize this, but it seemed that whenever there was a little time
for a planned rest, a guest would drop in.
Yesterday I slowed
down deliberately, skipped church and had a quiet house to
myself. What a joy it was to just sit with feet propped on
pillows, some magazines within reach, and no obligations.

We have a new worry today, and that is the dog Jesse. He is not
behaving normally, so I tied him up and he is howling and barking
without a break. His strange behavior has been diagnosed in
various ways by those who observe him. Some say he is "in heat."
I don't know why that would make him shake his head as if he had
water in his ears. He seems to have some weakness in his nervous
system that makes a leg suddenly collapse under him. He wants to
be in the house all the time, and he tries to sit up on the
chairs.
My typing class which just arrived (we have this high
school class at our home because they use our typewriters) has
diagnosed his case as worms.

This day started very well.
I was looking for a pair of John's
trousers and I pulled out a lot of the winter clothing and tossed
it out on the bed. One coat had a pocket stuffed with tissue
paper, so I folded up the coat and emptied the pocket.
Out
rolled a pearl ring!
I was astonished, then delighted as I
remembered that my birthday is imminent
John was in the
adjoining bathroom but came out when he heard me exclaim, "I do
believe that my birthday gift has arrived a little early!" He had
bought the ring in Seoul last week.
I am sure that I enjoyed the
unexpected discovery of the gift much more than I would have
enjoyed a formal presentation.
It was the surprise of receiving
it on my "unbirthday!"
.

Hilda Aukeman visited us last weekend and brought with her a
What a
Sears order that she had mailed for us through the APO
Dirk has a new
bonanza!
Ann, Mary and I got new summer dresses.
pair of trousers, badly needed.
I have new shoes. Mary and Joy
have their first store-made swim suits and Ann has her first
culottes.
I ordered a pair of shorts- -my first since Joy was
born. You can imagine the excitement.
.
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MAY

1961

I am writing to you today because I feel lonely.
It is raining
and the family has gone to church.
Soon they will return for
supper and it will be the end of a long, gloomy day. This morning
we went to a service in one of the nearby Army camps and I was
asked to fill in at the organ.
I can't even play the piano!
I do the best I can, which I suppose is better than nothing at
all but the effort makes me tense. We have had no guests *since
the recent revolution. People are not traveling around in this
All Army people, including our friend Hilda Aukeman,
country.
are confined to base and probably will be for some time to come.
All others are well aware of the uncertain conditions are are
sticking close to home.
In spite of this regime being a military
dictatorship, which is what it certainly is, the new government
has already accomplished some good things.
They have cracked
down hard on vice and corruption. The Black Market has taken a
blow and has gone underground. So we see no American goods on the
market these days. MPC or military script has been called in and
changed, and all unauthorized possessors of MPC have lost money,
some heavily. The police are picking up all those who are not
"gainfully employed" and this is making life difficult for the
prostitutes. Although there is no doubt that prostitution is
gainful, there seems to be a little argument about calling it
;'employment "
Out at the camp this morning, the women were
circling the outside of the fence, trying to persuade the guards
But the mean old
to change the MPC for them before the deadline.
captain put extra guards on the fences and made exchanges
difficult. I think prostitution is suffering an economic crisis
this week.
.

Traffic laws are being enforced. MPs stand at every crosswalk and
really crack down. People are actually crossing at the cross
points instead of wandering all over the streets. Cars travel in
Fines and jail
two lanes, on the right side of the street.
sentences are common and stiff. Unlawful assembly is forbidden:
forty women were rounded up in the dance halls last week and
Press and radio is strictly
given six to ten years sentence.
of
our news from the Army. The
we
are
getting
all
censored, so
UN Command is not too happy about this whole thing, of course,
but the missionaries are not surprised. They always realized the
Korean mind is still adolescent Koreans gladly take our money
and our help, but not our bossing. They will go their own way
even though it leads to stupid trouble. A missionary group
establishes a hospital and it is considered the finest hospital
in Korea
Then they turn the directorship over to Koreans and
It is the same in every
within a few years the place is a mess.
happened
to the model democracy.
Now it has
third world country.
.

.
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which was a joke to everyone who lived in this country. Now we
have a dictatorship, but at least the ROK military is cleaning up
some of the corruption and the poor are being fed.
The beggars
have been chased off the streets and put to work on agricultural
projects run by the government. This new government has made more
progress in one week than the elected government made in a year.

May 1961

Yesterday I wrote you a letter, today I tore it up. I am in a
state of flux. At any rate, so many different thoughts are
crowding in on me that I haven't sorted them all out.
I am
looking back on the three years that we have been in Korea and I
feel that I have failed to be what I intended to be when I came
Instead of teaching Christ I seem to have been teaching
here.
"Americanism."
It started out all right, but soon I succumbed to
the influence of the "colony" and now I find myself living as an
American and only going out from my little foreign community to
I didn't want it that way.
teach.
It happened so gradually and
we didn't have complete control over it since we had to live in a
house where we could find one.
Somehow I did not realize that a
missionary defeats his own purpose by such isolationism. It is a
real problem for me and I don’t know how to solve it. There is
the question of the children, you see.
I am convinced that it
isn't fair to force them to live in the Korean community, since
they have so little companionship of their own kind and so soon
it will be time for them to return to the States to continue
their schooling. They must be exposed to influences which will
help them in that difficult time of adjustment.
This I am sure
of

.

We don't know what we will do when we return to Korea after our
I thought it would be nice to build a house at the
center, but everyone advises against that, even Koreans. What is
the answer then? I would like to be more active in the Korean
community, but what about the children? Can I shove off
responsibility for their feelings as some seem to do?

'home leave.

A good long look at myself makes me feel wanting. I have been
lacking in the most important gift, love. I am so critical of
others and so quick to speak out about it. Can I ever overcome
this? Now I am going back to USA and I am afraid, so afraid, that
I have never been a
I will be asked to speak. What shall I say?
public speaker. I can't get up and "tell all about Korea." What
If you have any ideas, please
do people really want to hear?
share them with me before I leave my source material. I can't
tell those "tear- jerking" stories, because I have been
disillusioned too often. I know that people love to hear this,
I don't want to beg for
but what is the purpose of it all?
money. I want to tell people that there is work for them here,
and how can I do that when I feel that I have failed in the work
I came here to do?
I have just read a book about Bob Pierce by a man named Lehman.
Evidently this book has
It was sent to us by friends in U.S.
made some impression in the States. Here people read it and smile
patiently. Lehman is one of the many "two week observers" who go
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to a country to gather research material for their books and
articles, but who don't stay long enough to really get the feel
of it.
With all credit to his writing ability, I just don't
believe anyone can present a true picture of a country such as
Korea with such casual observation.
On the other hand, Lehman's
descriptions of missionaries he met and of the work they are
doing once again makes me aware of the long road ahead for me. I
have just begun to learn. I think I have given very little. When
I read some of these things I smile.
He admires missionaries for
riding in Land Rovers, for interrupting a lunch to go out to buy
underwear for the poor, for trudging up hillsides to isolated
sites and for many other things that are accepted so casually
here as a part of life.
If these people had not become
missionaries they might have been engineers or prospectors. They
might be climbing the Alps or living on a houseboat on a river
someplace.
These are adventure -loving people.

Time goes so fast.
Soon we go on home leave, but I'm not ready
to leave Korea yet
We have been able to rent another house in
this area, so we won't have to move back to Seoul in June.
This
house is on the Southern Baptist compound, so it will be
interesting to become Baptist for half a year after being
Presbyterians for the past year and a half.
.
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May 1961
As I write today I am enjoying a recording of "The Student
Prince" with Mario Lanza.
It was brought here out of the library
at the Signal Btn. by our weekend guest, a young fellow from
Billings, Montana. He says he has been adopted by us, but ii^
truth it is he who adopted us. He comes with arms full of gifts,
embarrassing.
This week he brought a swim suit for Ann from the
PX, a miniature Minolta camera with flash attachment, two films
and extra lenses and case for me, a jar of coffee (unobtainable
for us just now) some thread, shower shoes, a new record, food
and candy bars, a new battery for our transistor radio.
I tried
So this week we had
to pay him, but he will not take any money.
a sport shirt made for him, and a pair of trousers to wear when
he wants to get out of uniform.
He just says, "I want to pay for
my board." Well, they aren't all like that one!

This week he brought a friend with him, and the friend brought
another friend. We made up three beds and invited them all to
stay. The friend refused absolutely, and the two friends began to
argue. The argument got so warm we didn't know where to hide.
was busy with my neighbor, trying to make a swim suit
for’ me. It is a scream.
Our materials were a piece of striped
wool jersey tubing which came in a relief package, an old black
wool jersey blouse, a girdle from a World Vision package, and a
"Rubbable" (Lovable) black bra which I had once bought in Japan
and then discovered that they build them differently there, so it
never fit. This swim suit is a real construction project and I
In some places it has four
doubt if it will ever hit the water.
thicknesses. Can you imagine a wool swim suit, interlined with
more wool, with an elastic girdle inside that and a belly-binder
inside the girdle. The stripes go round and round.
We had a
good time putting it together, laughing ourselves sick.

Yesterday

I

I am reading "China Court" which a GI friend in Special Services
obtained for me out of the Seoul library. He says he can get
almost anything I ask for. I started this story in the Ladies'
Home Journal, but we only had one magazine and I wanted to finish
it.
Last week I read "Maggie Now" and "Solomon and Sheba."

We are shut off from the world.
Our news comes from the Armed
Forces station. All Korean press, radio, etc. is shut down. All
we get is the official proclamations from the new military
These are posted regularly on big signboards
government
downtown and people crowd around to read them. There has been no
violence after the original coup. It took place early in the
.
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morning and most people were not even aware of anything until
breakfast.
What will become of it all no one can predict, but
foreigners in this country live with such uncertainty all the
time.
We are unconsciously but constantly poised for flight. Our
possessions are held loosely, ours for only as long as we use
It's a good lesson for Christian people in the foolishness of the
things of this world.
We are debating the question of Adolf Eichman's guilt in my
English class.
It is not such a good subject but I chose it
because our only library source is the daily "Stars and Stripes"
newspaper, "Life," "Newsweek," "Time," magazines.
This subject
fills a lot of space just now. Also, the feelings of the high
school students are running high on this subject and this gives
them a chance to learn to organize their arguments and to
consider both sides. It's rough going, as always. Half of my
class has never heard of a debate. Their experience is so limited
in many areas.
I have to teach a
For me it is a challenge.
class in high school English, without a curriculum, without a
library or any other resources, and to a small group with
different abilities and backgrounds.
I shall be happy when the
school year is ended and my mornings are mine again. Today we
started practicing a play in the English class--Tarkington' s "The
Trysting Place." The kids seem to enjoy this and have plunged
enthusiastically into rehearsals.
I suspect that this time of
year is pretty hard for them too. They are bored with parts of
speech and punctuation of a sentence and they look ahead to'
summer vacation. Most of them have a hard time keeping their
minds stayed on the lesson. This will give them a break, and it
will be a break for me too. After my morning class I walk over
to the Center to teach sewing.
In the evening I am usually in

bed by nine o'clock.
The school is in the process of putting up a new building which
will serve as a dormitory and as a residence for the principal's
family.
It is an amazing production: for $10,000 we have a
cement block and brick exterior set on pilings so it won't sink
into the rice paddy. There is room for 18 students and two
single teachers of different sexes, plus a three bedroom home for
the principal.
The current principal serves as the architect,
contractor and building boss. He has also supervised the
construction of a beach house which he owns jointly with the
St^ensma family. We are delighted with this, the first house we
own since leaving Michigan (although we only own half of it!)
This is a simple structure, more like a barn than a house, but it
has four bedrooms upstairs.
Downstairs is a general purpose
room, a tiny kitchen with a cook's closet off it, a toilet and
shower inside and another shower outside. The carpenters at the
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Center built a plywood table with curved benches and in the metal
shop at the center they put together a mammoth free-standing
These pieces take up the entire
fireplace for charcoal fires.
room!
I guess we will be sleeping atop the table.
Anyhow, we
are all looking forward with anticipation to our vacation at the
It is a rugged life, but so nice.
beach in our own cabin.
I
found a piece of denim in a relief bale. It's too small to make
pants for a man but it will do nicely for beach shorts «for our
little girls. I made a beach coat from three white towels that
It doesn't matter that my beach
the GIs brought out of the PX.
coat has a stripe at the edge; I just appreciate the heavy terry
cloth
The weather is wonderful- -just what you can expect in May. The
flowers are in bloom; we have had lilacs and tulips and forsythia
and dogwood and iris and daffodils and violets. We have hothouse
But now the hillsides are covered with
roses and lilies too.
The
children
play in the sunshine with their
wild azaelea.
waist.
Everyone is out hiking or riding
stripped
to
the
clothing
car
is
sick
again,
so we are hiking too.
bicycle. Our
We are still looking for a house we can rent when we are evicted
from this one in mid- June. We have decided that if it is
possible to stay in Taejon we don't want to move to Seoul. It is
much pleasanter here and we have settled into the life of this
community.
We can be of use to the school and we are close to
We expect to be going to USA in six months
the amputee center.
There is a good
so why should we uproot our family once again?
Baptist
houses
next door.
chance that we could rent one of the

Kim has baked buns, so we will be having hamburgers for lunch
I can't bake bread, but
Mr. Kim really makes good bread!
Everyone to his own talent.
am knitting a nice sweater.

Mr.

today.
I
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August 27 1961
,

We have just returned from our holiday in the sun.
We are all
deeply tanned and well rested.
I was ready to go home, and
civilization looks good again. Enough is enough, and one can
stand just so much sand in the bed and so many ants in the jam.
The house of "Frank-en-Steen" (as we named it after our co-owner
who is Frank, and the Steensmas) is decidedly not elegant, but it
seems serviceable and sturdy with no frills, no closets, no
cupboards, no curtains, no glass windows.
When it rains we close
the shutters and sit in the stuffy darkness.
We have weathered
two typhoons that way, fighting the winds to nail the shutters
down at three in the morning.
It was so exciting that several
families went home the next day.

The view is magnificent.
We look out over the water on two sides
and beyond the water, forming a bay, are the mountains.
I wished
for paints to catch the changes of color as the day wore on, from
the cool mistiness of early morning to the brilliant blues and
greens of the afternoon sun and the cool purples and pinks of the
evening.
I could not get enough ot it, but sat in front of the
cabin for hours and hours just drinking it in. The little Korean
fishing boats and the sailboats add just the right Oriental touch
to make you notice the characteristic flat top pines in the
foreground
I have been pressured to teach the physical education classes at
I am
the high school this fall.
I am still fighting that off.
38 years old, fat and lazy and I have no background for this job.
Moreover, we are trying to organize everything so that we can
leave Korea in January, but there doesn't seem to be any other
This is indeed
candidate in sight for this teaching post
demoralizing for me! All the jobs I do I do because the next
alternative is nothing at all.
It doesn't do much for my ego to
be a notch above nothing.
.
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It is Sunday, a perfect day to write letters. John has just
gone to the city with Ann to see the Army doctor. Ann has an ear
infection. There is a new doctor in the dispensary and he is as
yet unspoiled by the bitterness and disillusion which overtakes
most of them sooner or later. We are saying goodbye to the
colonel in charge of that compound. He came here about a year ago
and started off very well.
By the time he had earned the respect
of everyone he made a complete about-face and lost it.
ToCay his
’’moose" (the young Korean woman who lived with him) is following
him around with a sad face. We cannot blame her; she suffers a
loss.
It is a lucky day when you are chosen as the woman friend
of the commanding colonel, but now she will come down in the
world as he departs.

It is difficult for us when one of the children becomes ill. We
never know what kind of medical help we can find here. We
constantly live with a worry that someone will become seriously
Last week one of our
sick or we will have an emergency illness.
Baptist neighbors took her baby to Pusan to the Baptist hospital
there. The baby had diarrhea and vomiting and the mother, who has
training as an R.N. became worried. The child’s illness has been
diagnosed in Pusan as para-typhoid and now they are looking for a
Since we live so close together and see so much of each
carrier.
other we are all concerned. The nine-year old next door began to
vbmit today and also has diarrhea. This child had typhoid three
years ago so we all hope she will look better tomorrow.
I

am glad to hear that you have been inviting people over again.

It is always hard to start life over again as a single person
when most of the friendships you have built up as a couple are
married people.
It is probably harder where you live to build up
a new circle of friends because people are so busy and they feel

they have "social obligations." Here our choices are few and we
make the most of each other’s company. Our circle is small and we
get to know each other well. I really enjoy this life. I am
finding my pleasures in the pleasures of every new day and life
is continually presenting new experience that must be tasted and
evaluated. Even if the experience is unpleasant (and some of them
certainly are!) the newness makes it interesting. There are
always new people to meet and entertaining them is never boring.
Everybody knows that we must make the most of what we have on
I have invited four people to
hand, so no one expects too much.
dinner on Thursday evening and they won’t know what to expect.
Nobody cares if I am dressed up in my best finery or if I wear my
everyday woolen slacks.
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I'm having a Chinese style jacket made at the amputee tailoring
shop just to challenge the tailor. The brocades in Korea are so
beautiful and the colors so brilliant that I can't resist them.
But it is expensive.
We are fast approaching the end of the year and the end of our
first term in Korea.
Our thoughts are more and more with friends
and relatives in America, looking forward to seeing you all again
soon.
There is a personal benefit in leaving one's home base. It
is this:
one soon discovers his true and valued friends from
among the swarm of people with whom he as associated. This is
also true for- relatives.
Some write us from a sense of duty and
we soon learned that more than miles kept us apart.
Some do not
write at all, but give evidence of their love and interest in
such a steady manner that we expect to pick up the thread of
conversation where we left it hanging three years ago when we
parted from them. Then there are new friends whom we had not
even met when we lived near them. They had become acquainted
with us through the letters we exchange.
It is a joy to meet
people this way, to learn to know their minds first.

John has received the OK from the New York office of Church World
Service to close down the amputee center in Taejon by the end of
this year.
This will relieve us in many ways, but it also
creates many serious problems for other people.
For us, it means
that we can sever connections with many of our staff members who
have not proved themselves useful to John's vision of a rehab
center.
They were part of the organization under Dr. Torrey.
For them closure of the amputee center is the end of their world.
Although we keenly feel their burden, we know that the move is
necessary for the good of the center. We have already received
permission to erect a new Rehabilitation Center in Seoul, and we
plan to give up the vocational training end of it. After a
careful observation and investigation during the past three years
we feel that these so-called vocational shops have not
accomplished their purpose in a jobless country. The plan for a
new Center will make it a part of Yonsei University Medical
School and hospital in Seoul.
This will not only take care of
the medical problems, but it will give us assurance that the
It
rehabilitation program will be on-going after we leave it.
will give to Yonsei a working program for its students of
medicine, nursing, therapy and social work. We will supervise
tliis on-the-job training while we benefit from the help of these
educated co-workers.
Of course the big hurdle is the money for a new building, but we
have hope for that as well. The I Corps of the U.S. Army
established a fund just after the Korean War and we have been
drawing from this fund for the past ten years. Now they are
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suggesting that this money be turned over to the erection of the
new Center.
All we need is an agreement from the Red Cross,
which would ultimately benefit if we no longer use the fund, and
this agreement may not come as easily.
Our children are back in school here at the Korea Christian
Academy in Taejon, and they seem to enjoy it. The increased
enrollment this year of 47 children in the 12 grades and ab<^ut 15
of these in the high school makes it more interesting. As a small
group they have many advantages.
For example, next week John has
secured a 3/4 ton Army vehicle to take the whole bunch (including
the junior high students) about thirty miles to a Bhuddist temple
It will be an all day picnic.
and scenic spot.
Is this called a
"field trip" now? Last night the entire mission colony of about
fifty people attended a special showing of a movie at the Longline Signal Unit, at their invitation.
Last week a group of the
older children hiked up the three mile hill to the signal site
where they were given coca- cola, ice cream, a movie, and practice
For these men,
in target shooting by the soldiers of that unit.
entertaining the missionary children is a welcome diversion and
you can imagine how the kids enjoy it.

Ann has become a young lady, and a rather attractive one. She
shows uncommon good sense for a fifteen year old. I may sound
prejudiced, but this is a concern of ours since we usually have
our home full of GIs, and not every one of them is what a mother
would choose as the ideal companion for a young daughter. We
notice definite spiritual growth in Ann. Dirk is still a giddy
thirteen year old who lives with his guitar on his shoulder.
It
is his only love. He plays a tune when he gets out of bed in the
morning and he runs through a dozen quick chords before he climbs
back into bed at night.
He dresses the part of the musician with
Since he owns
bright-colored shirts and skin-tight trousers.
we
until
peel
them off him.
them
only two pair of pants he wears
him
which
brought
officially
Last week he had a birthday, the one
was
for
white
a
sport
into the world of teens. His only desire
coat and black pants like dad wears. This was easy because dad's
pants were made by the amputees in the center tailoring shop.
Our problem used to be to get Dirk out of his tight, dirty red
pants before he went to church. Now we have a different problem
and that is keeping him out of his new white wool sports coat
when he suddenly decides to join a football game in somebody's
yard
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7,
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I just had coffee with Mrs. K. in her little quanset-hut home.
I
admire her greatly and love to stop in and chat for awhile. She
is our resident "grandmother, " a lovely widow of 60 or so, well
read, well traveled, well adjusted, and at peace with herself and
the world. She is one of our most valued teachers. I had brought
her "The Testament of Vision" because she is the sort of person
who would enjoy reading it. She did. We had a good conversation,
discussing your husband and his ideas and the way he expressed
them. The book is a constant joy for me. I can read it over and
over and find a different sentence to savor each time.

We are entertaining servicemen again today, but these boys are
not really guests. One is a fellow with a Dutch name. He is a
Catholic, a good kid and we all love him. We discuss church
differences until we seem to have covered everything, but we are
all convinced that the door to heaven is a personal faith in
Jesus Christ as saviour.
I think he errs in his doctrine of the
Holy Mother of God, and he thinks we err in that we do not pray
for the souls of our dead. We have agreed on the essentials and
we have accepted each other as Christians. This is against all
that he has been taught, and I must admit that I was also taught
that no Catholic can enter heaven.
But I don't believe that.

The other boy is named Douglas. He comes from Montana and is here
all the time.
He is quite at home in our house, spends all his
off -work time here, eats at our table and sleeps in Dirk's room.
He accepts our favors or scoldings along with the other kids in
the family, and he always comes with his arms full of packages
from the PX- -things we cannot buy such as film, fruit juices,
etc

Last week the Catholic boy went with us to a Bhuddist temple
about forty miles from Taejon. We were able to borrow a 2 1/2
ton Army truck and we carried all the high school and junior-hi
We left
students, plus the dorm mother and her three-year old.
Taejon about ten in the morning, after a delay caused by a flat
tire, and reached the temple grounds just about noon. It is a
beautiful site and rich in the ancient landmarks of the Korean
nation. After eating a picnic lunch in an old (thousands of
years old!) graveyard, we went for a "sightsee." Two of our
students speak Korean. One is a Korean boy who has been educated
in the American schools.
The other is half Korean and half white
Russian. His father was picked up by the Revolutionary leaders in
the last "coup" and has never been heard from since that time.
First we
These boys serve as our guides and interpreters
.

106

visited the nunnery, populated by gray-garbed nuns with shaved
heads. They were friendly, posing for pictures and showing us
around. Then we went to gaze at the 85 foot high concrete Bhudda,
who stands with one hand half raised in blessing over us. We had
to restrain our exuberant teenagers from climbing up him. We 100
entered the temple which contained 500 images, one large golden
Buddha on each side of a square area and lines of small white
Buddahs arranged carefully in front of him. On each end
the
building were shrines in memory of some departed Korean person.
One had the photograph of a young man dressed in Western
clothing. He was surrounded by candles, bells, bronze fish and
all sorts of paraphernalia. All was decorated with white paper,
the symbol of mourning.
We started back at four o'clock and reached home in time for
supper. It was not an easy trip. Only someone who has ridden for
miles in the back of a "deuce and a half" could appreciate how
rough it rides. The dust rolls back into the truck and the
occupants eat it all the way. I have real sympathy for soldiers
who must travel for miles over dusty roads in these vehicles, but
I must say that most of them are in better physical condition for
it than I am.
My training hasn't prepared me for the jolts I
We all were
took- -and the next day I excused my gym class.
suffering in the same places!

The older children have gone with Doug and the other GI to the
circus. The Berlin circus is in town and it is quite an event.
Our entertainments are limited, so when we get something good we
The whole dorm crowd went to the circus.
go all out for it.
Life in our home has been busy with a superabundance of guests. I
still try to study Korean for two hours each morning but I don't
make any progress because I don't review my lessons. At the
Center I am supervising the building of a miniature Korean house.
It is designed so that it will pack into its own carrying case
and I can take it with me to USA.
I thought it would make
speaking for school groups or Sunday School children easier for
It is hard for
Show and Tell!
me and more interesting for them.
us to know what will be interesting because we have grown so much
into the life here. I am planning to come home with the clothes
on our backs and will use the weight allowance on the plane to
But maybe we will find that
take souveniers and things to show.
people aren't interested in Korea at all!

107

1962

JULY

1962

I am writing from Jerusalem.
Last night we went into the old
city, entering through the Damascus gate and walking through the
narrow, silent streets.
The dwelling houses are built over the
shops and the streets, so that you must walk into one tunnel
after another.
I tried to imagine Christ and his disciples
walking over these same cobblestones, but we have Dr. Bastian Van
Elderen for our guide and he knows exactly what would have been
here five hundred years ago and what would not have been here.
Yesterday Bas rented a little Volkswagen, and together with the
Van Halsema family in their microbus we drove to Jericho and the
Dead Sea. We visited the spring where Elisha is supposed to have
changed bitter water to sweet and the mound where part of the old
Jericho has been evacuated. Bas says it dates to 3000 B.C.,
before the time of Abraham. What a lot of work and sweat is
involved in being an archaeologist! We visited other sites too,
one where an old reservoir had been dug out.
That was c[uite a

hole
We all enjoyed a swim in the Dead Sea. What laughs when our feet
bobbed up and our noses went under! Bas looked especially funny
with all of his long legs above water. Last night before bed
everyone needed a bath and a shampoo. We were crusted with salt.

This morning Bas and John, Dick and Thea Van Halsema and two of
I
their boys went up to Dothan to see Bas diggings there
stayed home to care for the seven children who stayed behind and
The
to pack our bags since we are leaving for Ceylon tomorrow.
Van Halsema children are nice and the two families enjoy each
other.
David, age 12, and our Dirk who is 13 don't have a thing
David is intelligent and interested in furthering his
in common.
So is Dirk, I
education, but frankly, he is a bit hard to take.
Dirk is as obnoxious as any
suppose, but in a more normal way.
other 13 year old boy. Nancy is a lovely girl and Joy admires
Emily, 7, and Mary, who is 9,
her. She is eleven and Joy is ten.
get along well together too since Mary can lead Emily by the
nose. And little Dickie at four and a half usually follows one or
another of the others
'

.

Thea is remarkable. She writes letters and cards for hours,
faithfully keeps a daily dairy and does the daily laundry without
skipping a day. She just uses every golden minute. I am trying to
w:#ite for your sake, but I am not such a paragon. If we return
from hiking near midnight, I give in to my varicose veins and
Thea has set goals for
fall into bed. First things first for me.
herself and she lives up to them, come heat or hurt. My star is
For example,
I am happy with lesser attainments.
not that high.
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she confessed quite frankly that she had seen all the excavations
that she wanted to see and had had her fill of archaeological
I agreed with her, this was at the hottest part of
treasures.
the hottest day and the open sun in those pits was killing. So I
told the men we would stay behind with the children in the shade
Thea told them she
since I did not feel it was wise to go on.
would love to go on, but she decided to remain in the shade for
This morning she is off again to
the sake of the children.
Dothan for another digging, even though I know she is sick of
She simply can't be left behind.
holes and old pottery.
Both
John and I admire her dedication, her drive, her good health and
But both of us follow the
energy, her powers of discipline.
example of the Arabs and take a nap after lunch when the sun is
high.
We go to sleep to the sound of Thea's clacking typewriter.
I can tell you all about Thea's activities- -the Boards she
I can get equal time if I
serves, her writing endeavors, etc.
want it and prattle about Korea (the one subject she knows
nothing about) but I don't enjoy talking about myself and about
I won't be writing a
my accomplishments, whatever they may be.
book--I'll just read Thea's. More power to her.

Another thing I can't imagine myself doing is to travel through
To me this is
Europe with five young children in a Microbus.
more work than pleasure and the game just isn't worth the candle.
But you know, I am made of common clay and when the ten^erature
in Athens is a hundred degrees in the shade, we go swimming.
Yes, I'd like to visit the Parthenon, but we only have one day in
Athens and it's too hot on that day for tourism.
Swimming is
pleasant and the children love it. Walking in the broiling sun
The children complain
is misery no matter what there is to see.
and whine for soft drinks. Let's face it: the Van Halsemas are
not ordinary people.
We are.
I even have some vices which I
enjoy just because they make me feel so naughty- -such as trying
to smoke an Arab cigarette on the roof after the VHs have gone to
their rooms
It is really hot here, and the Dead Sea Valley was torrid. We
dress quite casually, drip dry our clothing at night and put it
back on in the morning. It dries in a minute. Northern Europe,
right up to Switzerland, was so chilly that we were glad to get a
little summer.
They tell us it will be hot in Columbo too, but
our friend John Van Ens has promised to be a good host so we will
not worry about it.
We'll be staying there over Sunday, then we
fly on to Singapore for a day or two and from there to HongKong
where we hope to spend all the money we have left. John is
planning to order a new suit and I'm thinking of having some
dresses made for myself and the girls. We don't have interest in
buying souveniers and things like that.
It's all nice, but it's
really just so much more property to look after. The VHs have
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lots of souveniers- -beautiful things they can point to with pride
(I think they are called "conversation pieces").
But in Korea,
where we live, nobody cares and most of our friends have been
over this same ground. We can't impress them.

This afternoon Thea and I, with several of the children, visited
the Jerusalem pottery. Very interesting. The children loved
watching the man at the wheel and the girls let them take a try
at painting some pottery.
Our men were getting their hair cut in
a little shop in old Jerusalem and we joined them there.
Then
Bas took us through old Jerusalem, down to the excavation at the
pool of Bethsaida (on the level of the city where Jesus actually
did walk.)
We followed the Via Dolorosa and visited the old
Roman pavement under the Ecce Homo Church. That was most
The nun who guided us was an especially good teacher
impressive.
Even little Dickie listened with
and so good with the children.
his mouth open.

And now our farewell supper together, also in celebration of
Dick's birthday tomorrow and the birthday of Van Elderen's son
Bas is taking us out for an Arab dinner, with reclining
today.
couches
am almost packed. We leave here for the plane at ten in the
morning, depart at 11:30, stay until 7:00 in Beruit, and fly all
night, arriving in New Delhi at five in the morning. We will
reach Columbo some time Friday afternoon, and I'll be exhaiisted.
I
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We are eating breakfast in the dining room of the International
Hotel in HongKong. It is our last day here. At noon we will
catch a plane for Tokyo to stay there overnight and proceed to
Everything is packed, everyone is delighted and
Seoul tomorrow.
After two months on the road we are so eager to g%t
excited.
When we arrive we will go directly to the Guest House for
home.
while our possessions are moved and our furniture is
few
days
a
brought from the warehouse.
So immediately after arrival we
expect to plunge into frenzied activity- -and that looks good to
us
.

This morning Ann and I are going to a hair salon to get our hair
washed and set. It costs sixty cents each. Meanwhile John will
take Mary and Joy to the dress shop to pick up the dresses we had
made for them. Tailoring is an enjoyment in HongKong- -perhaps
the biggest attraction.
It is now ten in the morning and we are at the hairdresser- -an
interminable affair which offers me opportunity to read or catch
HongKong is lots of fun if you have lots
up on correspondence.
We have held back on shopping all the way in anticiof ..money.
pation of this opportunity. We watched other travelers buy
souveniers in Amsterdam, Rome, Jerusalem- -and we waited, saving
our money. We are so limited in the things we can bring into
Korea anyway, but I must confess to some desire when I see these
magnificent Peking carpets, brass trays, teakwood tables, ivory
and jade figurines. We don't really need those things, and we do
need clothing. Shoes are about two dollars a pair, tailor-made
dresses cost about eight dollars each, including the material.
Dirk got three pair of
So each of us got two new dresses.
trousers and three shirts. John bought two suits and two shirts.
All wool sweaters are about two dollars each so we bought four of
them.
We also bought some new luggage since (with the wholehearted cooperation of the airlines) four of our suitcases have
fallen apart.
Some of them were old when we started. We bought
them at the Army hospital where we worked the first year we were
married. All of the luggage has been strained by overpacking,
holes have been poked in them, clasps bent, sides skinned.
In
HongKong we can buy a cowhide two- suiter for about ten US dollars
and we buy canvas bags for two or three dollars
We needed more
room to pack our new clothes. Dirk bought a black leather jacket
and Mary and Joy each got a car coat with quilted lining ($2
each) and those coats take a lot of room.
We don't worry about
that now, since this is the last leg of the journey.
Next time
.
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we open those bags will be at the customs counter in Seoul. We
have jumped from nine to thirteen pieces of luggage. That's
still not so bad for six people.

You probably would rather hear about our trip than about our new
luggage.
Frankly, I am just sick and tired of travel.
You will
hear all about Europe and the Near East from Thea and Dick. We
enjoyed Oslo, Amsterdam, Jerusalem, Columbo- -mostly because we
were with friends who added a great deal to our appreciation of
the locale.
Rome was interesting and awfully hot, and we only
stayed two nights there. Of course, the high point was seeing
the Pope.
I should probably say that another high point in
Jerusalem was meeting Norman Vincent Peale there, but really Bas
himself was the part of Jerusalem we appreciated most. He is such
a wonderful guy and we enjoyed getting to know him.
He is so
well-informed and familiar with the scene that he was better than
any guide we could have found. We found pleasure in the company
of the VanH family also.
Touring is more fun when you share it
with friends who are eager and receptive to new experience. When
we reached Jerusalem we were already a bit travel weary, but
these people gave us new enthusiasm.

Ceylon is a wonderful spot- -like Hawaii as far as lush beauty and
tropical climate but still unspoiled and untouched by commercialWe were entertained by the Greenways and the two Van Ens
ism.
families, but we stayed in a big house with a bachelor friend of
theirs (a Lutheran missionary)
That was ideal for our' family.
We were also taken around by a Ceylonese pastor whom we had met
He brought us to a new
at the conference we attended in Denmark.
project they were starting, a camp for handicapped (mentally,
physically, socially) children, located by the sea. The kids
live in cabins with no frills and are kept busy reclaiming and
clearing swampland. They bathe in the sea, wash at the well,
have built themselves a sailboat with old sheeting for sails. It
is a return to nature, and both John and I loved it there. The
place is run by an ex-monk, a former Bhuddist Englishman.
Interesting man.
.

•

John VE, his wife, and his adopted family captivated our entire
He says preposterous things with
family. He is so goodhearted.
such a sober air that it takes several tries before you catch on
that he is clowning. His wife is capable, artistic and warmly
friendly. Our children were impressed with her because she looks
like a teenager. The children are lovely- -Jillian is 6 and was
adopted in America. Shanti is 4, Singalese and dark-skinned. The
two youngest are Burgher and are brown- skinned with big, black
eyes. They are named Laurie and Lisa and are both two years old.
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We just heard that our plane is delayed until seven tonight. That
means we will arrive in Tokyo sometime after midnight and we must
It will be a
catch the plane for Seoul at 8:30 in the morning.
short night, by the time we get into a hotel bed and up in the
morning to be at the airport by 7:30. We will undoubtedly have a
batch of ugly- tempered offspring by that time. But that's what
you get when you travel by plane
•

It's all ratted and matted and
Ann is not pleased by her hairdo.
she looks as if she has a swollen head. She kept telling the
hairdresser not to tease it, not to spray it so much.
He
repeated after her with a big smile, "Not so much!" and went
So when he started on me I was
right ahead and did his thing.
more insistent. I took the spray can out of his hand and said,
Then I took my own comb from my purse and demonstrated
"No, No."
He was frustrated, but he had no choice but to
what I wanted.
obey.

Now I am trying to get Mary and Joy to nap. Here we have one
child of John's and one child of mine. Joy has settled down and
will soon be asleep. Mary is twisting, turning, fussing. She
cannot relax. Although I scold her, I understand her. Last night
Then John began to talk in
I had the same trouble, for hours.
His words were thick and slurred as if he were drunk
his sleep.
He was praying.
Although I almost
but I could understand them.
giggled at his eloquence and oratorical tone (he sounded like a
drunken preacher!) it made me a little sad too because I know
that I do not live so close to God that even my subconscious mind
I know the Lord heard that prayer and I am
reaches out to Him.
just as sure that many of my prayers never get through the
I have been backsliding again, full of my own desires
ceiling.
and ambitions and pleasures
I believe Mary is finally asleep and
hotel lobby to mail this letter.
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I

can tiptoe down to the

August 22

,

1962

Home again!
I am living with a calendar for the first time in
weeks
I always knew the dates of our departure at the various
airports, but between arrivals and departures we lived in nevernever land. Today we drove in from our beach cottage. Are you
surprised that we should go out to our cottage after two full
months of touring around the world? Many people thought it was a
strange thing to do, but none of those people are missionaries.
Taechon Beach represents a peace for us that we look forward to
each year. After the long trip with the quarrelsome children,
the heat, the dirt of travel, the pressures of making schedules
all the way and the frustration which greeted us on our arrival
in Seoul, we are glad for the rest.
.

Since we now have our own cottage, it makes a difference.
Everything is there- -dishes blankets, beds, even some clothes. So we
were able to pack up in a few hours and be gone.
It did not seem
as if we were really home until we arrived at the beach and
greeted the dear and familiar faces again. We just sat in the
sun, swam in the ocean, ate and slept and read books from the
library in the beach lodge. We got there on Monday. On Tuesday
evening there is always some home talent entertainment, and the
teenagers presented the comedy "Midsummer Night's Dream." That
was good. Ann and Dirk were drafted as soon as they arrived to
fill in for some who had departed, and it did my heart good to
listen to Dirk up in his room reading the lines from Shakespeare
to himself. If he had been assigned such reading for school
classes he would have had fits and failed the assignment. But
this was for fun.
He is sold on Shakespeare since he bought a
copy of "The Ides of Mad, " which translates the old poetry into
hep- cat lingo.
As long as the original is printed on one side of
the page and he must read it in order to find out what Mad has
made of it, he is getting his education without pain. The kids
really acted it up and we discovered some real hams among our
teenagers.
We had two guests.
One came with us on Monday and
was joined by her kid brother on Thursday. Their parents are
directors of the USO in Seoul and they stayed in the beach lodge.
They couldn't do enough for us for sharing with their children.
We were blessed with two cases of coca-cola, cans of peanuts,
candy bars and a trip to the nearby missile base for a movie on
Friday evening
,

On Saturday afternoon we were joined by our new friend, an Army
major we had met the Sunday before in Seoul. He had only been in
Korea a week then and we met him at church. Since almost everyone
had already gone to the beach, church was almost deserted so we
invited him home for dinner.
It didn't take long to discover
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that this may be the replacement for the officer who became so
We hit it off at once
dear to us and has recently left for home.
and he seems to be a real dear. Better yet, he is a real
Christian and a vocal witness for the Lord. He isn't afraid to
Of course this was true of the
stand up and be counted.
chaplains we knew too, but not of all the officer friends we had.
Some of them are lovely gentlemen, kind and unfailingly polite,
understanding and gallant but they will change the subje<:t when
They do not want to talk about spiritual
it gets personal
We invited this new friend to join us out at the cottage
things.
and he arrived late Saturday afternoon. He loved every minute of
it. He and I went for a long swim before supper and then we
joined a big group of teen agers and young in heart missionaries
My, how I sweat!
I am no dancer
in square dancing afterwards.
and was pretty clumsy at it. Besides that, my knees soon turned
The swim after a summer of idleness had done me in.
to water.
The major was sweating too, but he was enjoying himself. We kept
it up for about half and hour, then picked John up and went in
for another swim in the moonlight.
.

On Sunday morning the major volunteered to sing a solo at the
I could pick up the hesitation on the part of
worship service.
music
committee,
and I could not vouch for his voice since I
the
him
never
heard
sing.
But they consented graciously and asked
had
‘him to sing after the prayer. No one bothered to introduce him,
which I didn't think was nice, but he didn't seen to mind. The
minister nodded at him and he rose and walked to the organ. He
was calm and quite sure of himself, and after the first line we
understood why. He had chosen to give a testimony in song and he
did it beautifully, singing, "I'll never walk alone, with Christ
beside me," in a wonderfully clear, resonant baritone. Obviously
he has done this many times. I could see the look of relief on
the face of the Music Committee, and then the pleasure as she
listened. Everyone enjoyed it. He was so sincere and joyous.
Because he has the rank of major in the US Army, the song meant
more than it would have if a missionary had sung it. Many came
up to him afterward to thank him and to make his acquaintance.
Although I was glad for their friendliness, I was a bit put out
If he had been a PFC such as many others we have brought
too.
I like
along to church, they wouldn't have made such a fuss.
officers myself and find them handy friends to have, but I love
the PFC because he needs my friendship more.
The major was loyal. He greeted all, smiled sweetly and told them
he was the guest of the Steensmas After dinner he invited us to
go for a walk so we went out to the "Point" where we could sit on
a high rocky cliff and gaze out over the bay. We talked together
I went on
for an hour or so and then John went home for his nap.
.
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walking with our guest for another half hour. I know these men
are lonely, especially for the company of women. I understand
this loneliness and their expression of it
I hope that I am not
an embarrassment to them since I am a part of my family.
Our
close friends in the Army have discussed this with me and thanked
me for being female company that they could enjoy without feeling
guilty as married men. One of the chaplains remarked that no one
could understand how lonely a good family man could get when he
knew he would be away from his loved ones for a whole year.
Perhaps that is why we became such close friends so quickly and
why the friendships become so deep and so lasting.
I must admit
that I also need these friendships. John and I don't share many
ideas and sometimes I get lonely too.
I don't think I'm so
different from many other wives. Other women develop their lives
in community service, self expression or in careers.
I am not
I always talk about writing a book, even though I
made that way.
have no illusions about my limited ability. I just want to be my
own person- -instead of having people stare at me blankly until
they realize that I am the other half of John Steensma. When I
Now he has
met John he needed me and I enjoyed being needed.
help
in many
still
him
made his own reputation and although I
the
pair.
John and
ways I often feel like the invisible part of
I are both growing, but sometimes we seem to be growing in
different directions. We don't think the same, and we don't
understand each other's thinking. Often I wish I could go off by
myself and get away alone so I could look at things from a
distance and get a different perspective.
.
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SEPTEMBER

1961

September 17, 1962
No doubt there will be
I am using my new electric typewriter.
many errors, due to the fact that I have no eraser and my fingers
are used to the heavy touch of the manual typewriter.
It is hard for ftie to go
I'm trying to become more independent.
off alone and do things by myself but I must learn it if I am to
It is such a big, international city and
enjoy living in Seoul.
I will have to use public transportation or drive the car around
myself or I will have a life bounded by the distance I can walk.
I wouldn't even try driving our beat-up old Land Rover; that
takes a man with a strong arm and a strong back.
John has to
wrestle with it as if he were driving a truck. But we have a new
Rover, a smaller and newer model which should arrive in Pusan
within a few weeks.
I already have a Korean driver's license so
all I need is a good supply of courage.

Today I was quite daring. We have had a house guest for six days
and she needs to find a job. She planned to apply at the Army
base and that sounded interesting to me too, so I went along. It
was rainy and nasty outside, but we set out walking. When Mrs.
Mac's dress began to shrink, we hailed a cab and rode to the Army
compound. We received a cold reception at the personnel office.
They told us there were several openings for stenographers with a
shorthand speed of 80 WPM. Twenty years ago I was taking shorthand at 120 WPM but that was twenty years ago. The lady at the
desk asked me if I had worked at all recently, and the manner in
which she asked forced me to save my face. So I answered that I
Immediately her manner changed
had taught high school English.
I was handed a request for an interview
and she became friendly.
from the principal of the American Dependent School. By this
time it was nearly noon and we were both soaked. I remembered the
Army major and his invitation to call on him anytime we were on
base, so I phoned him and asked him if he would treat us to
lunch. In order to get on to the Army Post, I showed my interview
slip and we were ushered into the office of the school principal.
What a welcome I got!
He practically asked me to sign up as a
substitute teacher.
Poor Mrs. Mac got no job, but I ended up
with a job I do not want.
I don't like teaching that much, and I
am ill-prepared for it.
But it would be good for me and give me
opportunity to meet new people and get into a different environThat job would force me to develop my assets and I need
ment.
that.
I have become too dependent on John, and John is totally
occupied these days with his own job and its problems.
I can't
help him and so I feel left out of things.
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We have had an increase in the family.
My cousin Lenore arrived
last Tuesday and is already completely at home. She is a
remarkable girl
Today she registered for a couple of classes at
Yonsei University, and tonight she is sitting at the dining room
table with a book on Korean language, practicing the alphabet.
Ill
.

John and Lenore are already great pals; they understand each
other and he thinks she is the greatest. That is good; he is
talking more and getting rid of some of his worries by airing
them. The children have accepted Lenore naturally and easily and
she and Ann seem well-tuned as room mates. Lenore is intelligent;
she just absorbs information. She loves music and has a great
zest for living. Besides that, she has a good sense of humor and
we share a good many little jokes around the table and in the
family. I think we shall have a good year together.
As for my new friend, the Army major, I have become a little
afraid of him.
I haven't figured him out yet.
I wonder if a
woman has to meet only one bad man in a lifetime in order to
become suspicious of all the rest. This major is as sweet as he
ever was, and as kind to our family. He talks constantly about
his wife and children at home, keeping us informed every time he
receives a letter.
Perhaps I am too prudish, or too inhibited
and Dutch, but I feel that he touches me more than he needs to.
John says he hasn't noticed that at all, but I have become
embarrassed and skittish, I understand the pressures on these men
I'm ashamed to think
who are away from home and I'm watching it.
evil of a man who is so kind to us but I am beginning to wonder
if this friendship will last much longer.
Mrs. Mac has gone to a movie tonight
has gone next door to speak with the
Dr. Ten Have and his wife stopped in
afternoon. Another busy day. Dirk is
This means I shall have to work with
for my defunct Latin skills.
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with Mr. Kim, our cook. John
president of Yonsei Univ.
for a short visit this
in trouble with his Latin.
him. That should do wonders

(undated)

Sunday morning we went to the Army chapel we usually attend, and
The Chaplain came home with us for
we all enjoyed the service.
dinner and two other GIs came with him. This chaplain is a
lovely man and we appreciate his company. We dropped him off in
the afternoon and went on to the service in Seoul Union Church.
After church we met the ambassador from the Netherlands to Korea.
(Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary of HRH Queeij
His wife seems a good soul, so we
Juliana of the Netherlands)
our house next week.
have
dinner
at
invited them to
This evening she phoned and invited me to a lunch tomorrow at the
Scandinavian Club. Sounds like fun. I may get to my job at the
Korea Times a little late, but after all, one doesn't get invited
to lunch with an ambassador's wife every day. I see the U.S.
ambassador' wife regularly at the beauty shop we both use, but
Mrs. De
she is a sour-looking prune and we can only pity her.
Voogt is a vital woman, big and booming, with grey hair. Nothing
phoney or sour about her. Our last conversation was all about the
proper way to cook peasoup.

One more item of note. We visited our friends from Norway and
Mrs. S told me that a man she is sure is the same Major she met
with us at the beach in the summer was introduced at the
Scandanavian Medical Center as the "fiance" of one of the Swedish
This shook me up, because this major had put on such a
nurses.
He has been singing his
fine show of Christian witness for us.
I know well
"religious testimonies" in chapels and churches.
about his wife and three half grown children in Arlington.
I remember now my uneasiness at the major's behavior with me and
this piece of information fits into the jigsaw.

After our meeting at the beach, I had noted in my diary:
"We walked around the back bay and up the road. He seems to be a
decent, fine man and a vital Christian person, but he has a habit
that is worrisome for me. Maybe I have been burned by past
experience so I don't always believe the best of people, but this
man touches me too much.
He does it innocently and not like a
man with bad intentions, but I am a reserved person and cannot
accept bodily contact casually. At first I was surprised when he
clasped my hand as we walked down the road, then I became a bit
I like this man and do not wish to believe evil of
embarrassed.
him, and so I wonder if I am being a fool or a prude. I told John
about how I feel and he says not to worry about it.
He is so
impressed by the major, and certainly the major has been a good
friend and has already helped us so much."
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The week after our return from the beach, another diary entry:
"Major C showed up around 2 p.m. with his arms full of ice cream.
The kids are crazy about him and no wonder. He took us to the
buffet at the officers' club and it was beautiful and delicious.
John drove off in the rain with Ann and Dirk to take them to a
movie called "Seventeen" and Hilda A. and I remained with the
major. Things limped along until John's return and then he and
Hilda fell into conversation together.
Then the Major made a
shocking confession to me."
What the major told me that day was that I drove him crazy and
that he could not keep his hands off me.
He said I didn't
realize how attractive I was and that he didn't want to give in
to this sort of thing, but he couldn't help himself so he wanted
to tell me about it so I could help him resist it.
Oh, it wasn't
quite that blunt, and I kept trying to head him off and shut him
up. First I just laughed, then I begged him to stop talking like
that. Finally I told him frankly that I didn't know why he should
say such things to me, but I didn't believe he was telling the
truth

Back to my diary:
"I didn't know whether he was pulling my leg:
All good sense indicated this, but it was inconsistent with the
Christian character that we had believed was this man. Nevertheless, I was warned;! still had the problem of why he was saying
these things to me.
I spent a lot of time thinking about
it and I hope I have the right answer. I think the major was
asking for help and I hope I can help him. I am not sure 'what my
resources are, but I'll have to play it by ear and keep my
personal distance. I'm not comfortable with this situation. On
the one hand, we have appreciated this man as a friend. We have
admired and loved him and he has enjoyed our family and been
generous to us. On the other hand, he made me feel like a fool
and almost like a slut.
Yet some of the things he said to me make me wonder if he is
trying to admit a weakness in himself, rather than find it in me.
If it is true that he is now "shacking up" with a Swedish girl, I
certainly didn't help him much. So I wonder if he was really
asking for reinforcements, or if he was making a play for me,
testing my loyalties. He is avoiding our company now. It is too
bad. I think of his wife and children back home, and I remember
how sincerely he sang that song when we first arrived in Korea,
•"I'll walk alone with Christ beside me." He isn't walking alone
anymore, and I doubt if Christ is walking beside him.

There is nothing we can do about it. It's not our business
anymore if he is having an affair, and if he is not, we have
alienated him as a friend. I see him as a phony, and when our
paths cross we are hardly polite. No wonder missionaries turn
gray. It's not the diet, it's the decisions!
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OCTOBER

1962

October 10, 62
I am so tired tonight. Perhaps writing a letter will relax me a
These are full days but I am enjoying them. I get up
little.
first and see to it that Mary and Joy dress in something decent
Mary has the queerest ideas of what is "sharp"
to go to school.
can't
simply
put colors together. Then I get Dir]<* out of
and Joy
downstairs
to see if Mr. Kim has arrived.
If he is
bed and go
return
my
bedroom
to
to help John get dressed.
there I
We eat
our breakfast around 7:30 and then there is the mad rush to get
everyone's lunch made, books together, hair combed, teeth
When they are all gone- -four to the Seoul
brushed, goodbyes.
(which
School
is a fifteen minute walk over the hill and
Foreign
graveyard)
and John to his office or on his errands,
through the
Lenore
her
class
and
to
at the Korean University, I sit down to a
of
coffee
and
second cup
to read the Korean English newspaper.

About 8:00 I go upstairs, bathe and dress and organize my day.
Usually there is a letter on the dictaphone to type out for John,
Sometimes there are forms to
or a letter of my own to answer.
fill out.
Today it is Alien Registration and the forms for the
Foreign Commissary. Red tape takes a lot of time in a foreign
country. Sometimes there is hand washing to do, or a little
mending job. Anyhow, the time flies and before I know it it is
quarter to ten and I am off to the University to meet my language
I spend the next two hours drilling with her.
tutor.
Then I
walk home again, back over the hill to have lunch at home with
John and Lenore. At one o'clock I am back in the Korean language
institute again. We have one hour of new material, which is very
That is followed by an
This is an intensive course.
difficult.
hour of learning Chinese characters, which makes me feel like an
intellectural
Then we have a final hour of review and more
drills.
It is wearing, and by five o'clock all of the language
students trudge out of there with their shoulders sagging.
.

Today was especially crowded because Mr. Kim took the day off and
so after spending six hours in the language school and at least
another hour doing my homework, I had to help the children with
their homework, cook the meals and wash the dishes. Our second
helper was also absent today because his grandmother died last
night
I need sleep.
The last two nights have been rudely interrupted
The first night it was
by the jarring buzz of the burglar alarm.
already four in the morning when I jumped out of bed and saw the
warning light on the alarm indicate the first floor.
I ran
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downstairs with my heart pounding. Switching on the lights as I
passed through the rooms, I gained courage as I went along and
inally, when I saw nobody, I checked the windows and doors. The
kitchen door was ajar just a bit.
I pulled it shut and
complained to John that someone had not shut the door properly
and it had come open and set off the alarm. After I returned to
the bedroom it occurred to me that the door might have been
forced open by an intruder who fled when he heard the alarm go
off.
So I stood there for a few minutes looking out the window
into the back yard, but I saw nothing. I went back to bed.
After
ten minutes or so, the light on the side porch began to flicker
and I was wide awake again.
The light went out, and I noticed
that all of the electricity was off.
It was a dark night and I
was still worried about that back door. At five o'clock the
alarm went off again and I was out of bed groping about in the
blackness.
It was so dark in the house that I had to feel my way
down the stairs, but I found the flashlight in the hall closet
and shone it ahead of me as I went into the kitchen. Sure
enough, the door was open again.
This annoyed me and I told
myself to talk to the handyman in the morning. Something must be
wrong with the latch.
It was hard getting back to sleep, but
since the next day was a holiday that didn't worry me too much.

When the handyman came in the morning, he noticed that somebody
had used a screwdriver to force the lock on the back door. The
pry marks were plain.
So we took the precaution of adding two
inside hooks to the door to close it more tightly.
We spent the day riding in our rough old Rover on the roads north
We found two
of Seoul, bouncing from one Army camp to another.
bar
with them,
snack
in
the
had
lunch
servicemen from the CRC,
four o'clock
home
about
returned
got some things from the PX and
bathing
after
dirt,
so
and
very tired. We were covered with dust
ten.
about
John as well as myself I dropped into bed
at the magic hour of four, the buzzing of the alarm bell
I was out in the hallway before I was fully awake,
awakened me.
and looked at the alarm box. It was the first floor again. SomeI grabbed my robe and
one was determined to get into our house
dashed downstairs, turning on lights as I moved. John followed
behind me and he noticed the open window in the study. A pane of
Evidently the intruder had
glass had been carefully lifted out.
first made a hole in the screen, carefully unhooked it from the
outside and lifted it out. Then he went to work on the glass and
lifted it out, putting it beside the screen. The glass had not
been broken. He could then reach in and unlatch the window.
Quietly and cautiously he raised the window, but at one point
We checked for missing items and later
that alarro went off
discovered that the gold watch which had been given to John by
his uncle in the Netherlands had disappeared from the drawer in
the desk.
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Again,

.

My heart was pounding with the excitement of it all and I could
That made study hard today.
not get back to sleep.
It is hard
enough to stay awake through four hours of the same thing over
I shall be
and over, but today I had to fight to stay awake.
happy tonight if that slickee boy got discouraged and leaves us
alone. If he tries again I am sure he will discover some way to
get in without setting off the alarm.

Taking pity on my low estate, John took us out to eat in a*
Chinese restaurant. It is not too clean, but the food is OK.
We had rice, sweet and sour pork, beef and onions, shrimp
It tasted good and it is cheap.
tempora, soup and egg rolls.
Lately we have had a busy life. Last Tuesday we were invited to a
reception at the Ambassador's home and it was quite grand. We
made some new friends and John was received like a movie star
because it so happened that the U.S. Information Service were
there in great strength (which is why we were invited)
USIS is
the organization that made a movie of our work in Taejon.
They
At the party we met a General Kim, who
are proud of the movie.
is a member of the Supreme Council (which would compare to the
President's Cabinet?) He is interested in making limbs for
So the next day
veterans and asked John to come and see him.
John was ushered into the Supreme Council building, and went from
He thought it quite
guard to guard until he got to the General
exciting and the meeting was satisfactory.
.

.

We had invited the
On Friday evening we had guests for dinner.
son of Dr. Torrey, Father Archer Torrey, with his wife. They are
a lovely couple. Jane is talented but quiet, and Archer is a
wonderful talker. In every group at which we have joined him he
soon was holding the attention of the entire room and all are
fascinated by him. He has background, brains and insight. Here
to meet him were an Army chaplain and our erstwhile friend. Major
He is bucking for
I am getting quite bored with the major.
C.
promotion in the army and this comes ahead of everything. And he
totally lacks imagination.
Each time he comes here he brings
with him a box of Whitman's chocolate candy from the PX. Doesn't
he think I ever get sick of it?
I suppose he read in a book by
Emily Post (or perhaps in the Army Etiquette Manual?) that this
is the proper hostess gift.
He says nice things, but they don't
sound sincere. He may read them in his book as well.
I'd like
him much better if he'd just drop in sometime and say he missed
seeing us. But he has no time for that. We won't invite him
again
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We have had a house full of servicemen all week and for the past
few weeks.
Very few of them are Christian Reformed, but all are
appreciative.
It keeps us busy, but I can see that it means a
lot to them.
It is still good to have Lenore here.
We share her letters from
home and enjoy her mother's reactions with her. It is like
sharing her mother. We received a letter from Thea too, and John
remarked that it resembled a historical document- -no verve.
Dick's letter was even worse.
It read as if it came from the
Mission Board- -pompous with pathetic attempts at humor.

Tomorrow evening John will speak and show the US IS movie at the
Lutheran Retreat Center. It is a general Chaplain's Retreat, so
we should enjoy it.
Chaplains are usually nice fellows, at least
we have enjoyed a number of fine chaplains. Ann and Lenore will
go alone to help the hostess serve coffee and I will go along
just to have fun. I still enjoy being one of five women among
fifty men and I like to hear John speak.

Ann is busy on another typewriter. Mary and Joy have just gone
to bed with their kitten. It is a cheap and available toy in
Korea.
Lenore is writing her letters, John is reading books and
Dirk is struggling with his Latin. Let us hope it will be a
peaceful and quiet night
This is a good time. Autumn is so beautiful, and we live in a
pretty area. School keeps me busy and stimulates my mind. I enjoy
Each day is
the physical and mental exercise it requires of me.
so busy that if I go out one or two nights a week or someone
drops in I can't keep up. Tomorrow Hilda Aukeman is coming to
stay over the weekend- -four days. I know we will have a house
full, since there are a bunch of Southern Presbyterian language
students living close behind our house and I told them Hilda was
coming.
Hilda has returned to Korea under the SP Mission Board
to teach in the missionary school in Taejon.
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NVEMBER

1962

I am not writing much these days. Letter writing is hard to
School takes so much time and my
squeeze into my schedule.
homework takes the rest of it. My brain just doesn't work any
more after I finish that. When I am not studying I need relief
and I go to a movie or listen to records. We are fortunate that
our library privileges at the Army base have been restored to us
and we can check out books there again. Books I don't ne»d just
now, but I do enjoy relaxing with the music records.

Last week was just too much. On Friday I could feel the tenseness
in my throat and the tears behind my eyes and I knew that any old
straw would break this camel's back. So I walked over the hill in
I told her to
the morning and discharged my sweet little tutor.
tell the other teachers that I could not come to classes that
afternoon because my mind was sick. Then I went back home, ate
lunch, put my pajamas and underwear in a bag and set out for
Seoul Station, about an hour's walk if you keep up a good pace. I
figured that would clear my system, and if it didn't I could turn
around and walk back home again. When I got to the station and
talked to the Sgt in charge of the Army car I found out it had a
lot of room (at no charge) so I just got on the train and rode to
Taejon. On the train I met a nice old sgt. and he kept me company
We had dinner together in the dining car (rice, a
all the way.
veal patty and beer for him and Seoul cola for me) and I listened
to his tale of two marriages and their resulting offspring. He
was supposed to come to our house to visit last Thursday, but
either he got lost or he changed his mind. Anyway, his good
I found my way from the Taejon
company made the ride short.
station to Hilda A's apartment on the mission compound and Hilda
From there I went off in all directions to visit my
took me in.
From a distance I could
Taejon friends and that was good for me.
John phoned on Sunday afternoon
see my troubles in perspective.
and offered to pick me up at the Seoul train station that
evening, and he was there.
I was afraid he would show up with
Lenore or with three of the children and that wouldn't have done
me much good.
I wanted John to need me and miss ME.
I may sound
like a silly old woman to you, but every day I had to be in
school and every evening I was beat
I have nothing to talk
about but Korean language and Korean language students.
In the
meantime, John is busy with many things. He talks to the governor
or the head of USIS, he takes a trip to a leper colony and has
his picture taken for the newspapers, and he takes Lenore on
these trips with him.
That is good for John and for Lenore too,
but I feel left out of things when they discuss their day
together at the dinner table
Hilda has a broad shoulder and
Taejon is beautiful and quiet, so I returned from my outing
refreshed and ready for another week.
.

.

.
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This week I thought up a different therapy.
I invited my tutor
and her husband together with two other lady teachers and the
three other people in my class (and the husband of one of them)
for dinner at our house last night
I asked them to speak in
Korean language only. Since we are all only on the second level,
which is still elementary, this was a comical situation. Our
class includes a Mennonite missionary and her husband, both in
their mid thirties. There is also an Australian woman missionary
who is also in her early thirties. She is devoted, long-haired
and sweet. She keeps us amused with her ridiculous accent, which
carries over into Korean language. She has no confidence in her
ability to speak Korean and is always asking in English, "Is it
Sunday?" We can't even understand her in English. "Is it Sundee?"
she sings, and we all laugh.
She laughs with us because she
knows how silly an American accent sounds to her. The other
classmate is a young man of 26, who was born in Denmark and
raised all over the world. He recently graduated from UCLA and
hopes to get into diplomatic service or something similar. So he
arranged passage on a freighter run by a friend and costing him
nothing, and he came to live for a year in Korea to learn as much
Since he has already
as he can about the language and culture.
studied Chinese and Oriental thought and things like that, he is
both interested and interesting- -and really handsome too. You
can imagine this assorted party, with lots of laughing as our
teachers led us into making mistakes and then corrected us.
.

Today we plan to visit Father Torrey and his wife who are /with
Fr.
the Anglican mission, about twenty five miles from here.
with
him.
Torrey is so unusual and gifted it is a pleasure to be
Today we go for the sake of Major
We always learn something new.
C. and the chaplain at the Army chapel we attend regularly. I
would just as soon stay home and write letters, but I know that
Jane Torrey gets lonely and will appreciate the visit.
Our guest this weekend is a fine fellow who is the father of four
daughters. He is due to leave Korea in two weeks, and is a little
nervous about that so his C.O. sent him in to visit us in spite
of the general alert that is keeping the Army men on base since
Cuba first got hot.
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1962

December 14, 1962

Lenore gets at
Our mail lately has been dull and discouraging.
least two letters a day. Even our Christmas cards have not
started to arrive yet. It is a strange thing and nobody can
•
figure it out.
Thank you for sending the books in care of Major C. Our relationship with him has been strange. We don't invite him anymore,
although on the surface we are still friends. He usually accepts
our invitations, which are for special events such as meeting a
special guest or going with us to see some project. But he never
I sent him a note asking
drops in casually as a family friend.
Day,
but
he called and said he
him to join us for Thanksgiving
"command
come
of
a
performance" which
unable
to
because
would be
colonel.
cocktail
party
by
a
an
invitation
to
a
It is just
was
an excuse. Yet he feels obliged to return our invitations, so he
invited us to be his guests at the Officers' Club after church.
We accepted, then decided we wouldn't be a social obligation
after all so we sent Lenore and Hilda with all of the kids to the
Seoul Union English services and only John and I went to the Ar-my
service. There we met two boys whom we had invited to our house
for dinner. Instead of going to the Officers' Club (which would
involve transportation difficulties) we suggested coffee in the
nearby snack bar. The two lowly GIs came over to our table and
joined the party. It was all very polite and pleasant but I am
sure the major didn't feel like the grand benefactor he had meant
to be. Then we drove him home to his "hootch" with no mention of
meeting him again. I don't think he'll make any moves toward us
again since he is too busy climbing the military ladder. He is on
the list for Col. and mu^t polish all the right apples. He really
doesn't have time for missionaries or anybody else who can't be
of use to him.
I am enjoying a life of leisure. After the children leave for
school at 8:30, I have a second cup of coffee and let the din
around me subside. Four healthy half -grown children all going to
school at the same time is a nerve-wracking business.
There is
always a little hair pulling- -is this your boot or mine? Who
took my mittens? Where did you put my geography book. Mother?
Then they are gone until three thirty or four in the afternoon. I
write one or two letters, then I take a nice, long hot bath and
By that time it is 9:30 a.m and Lenore has returned
get dressed.
from her early class and we have another cup of coffee together.
Then I do any special work I have to get done- -a report to type
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for John, more letters, mending and hand laundry. I usually scold
the cook or handyman. Now that I am home I get disgusted by the
way they goof off.
I may do a bit of knitting. I have discovered
new
a
beauty shop and I have entertained my best missionary
It is a sweet
friend from Taejon and gone shopping with her.
change from language school
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December 23, 1962
It is the day before Christmas. Mr. Kim is frantic in the
kitchen. John is out with three GIs in the Rover. Ann is at the
beauty shop for a hairdo. Lenore is shopping with Mary and Joy.
Dirk is wild with joy because his father and his friend's father

purchased an old billiard table and set it up in our basement.
suspect these dads like billiards too.) This will keep Dirk^off
the street and out of his sisters' hair, we hope.

(I

Tonight we will go to church- -a Christmas eve candlelight service
They have a good choir and a good chaplain
in the Army chapel
It has been a good time,
Then we come home to open gifts.
too.
with a tree imported from Tacoma (courtesy of one of the
GIs) .Gradually the pile of gifts has grown with boxes from
Lenore 's parents, from Lenore s boy friend, and from the GIs.
What makes me happy is that the emphasis has not been on the
gifts. The children seem to have caught the spirit this year.
Mary and Joy have set up a creche and are moving the wise men
closer to the manger each day. The camels came from Jerusalem and
the ox and the lamb were carved by one of our amputees.
.

'

Hilda plans to spend Christmas Day in Taegu with her old friends
there and will come back here on Wednesday. Lenore is helping me
to' braid a wool rug as a gift for Hilda, but it's not yet
finished. Lenore s aunt sent us some "rummage woolens" but they
have not yet arrived. Hilda won't mind- -waiting a month or so for
a braided rug is a little thing. She knows that I wouldn't make a
rug for everybody so we will both enjoy this gift.
'

We have heard absolutely nothing from Major C. And I will not
contact him, so I can only hope that he will bring us the books
you sent to his A.P.O. address.
I'll let you know at once if we
get those books, but if we don't hear from him in a week or two
perhaps you'd better write him directly to ask if he received the
books. My previous experience with the books you have chosen to
send us makes me eager to receive them, but our relationship (or
lack of it!) with Major C. makes it impossible for me to make
inquiry of him.
I just had an interesting visit. The nurse at the amputee center
and her husband and four children came to call. The husband is
our tailor, and yesterday she brought over the gift of a pair of
wool trousers for John.
Wibh them today was the little amputee
orphan the Song family has taken in. They were delighted to see
the lighted Christmas tree, the carved Swedish bird hanging from
the chandelier, and the kitten who made friends with the children
immediately. They also liked the crackerjack Lenore s mother
sent
'
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The girls have returned from their shopping trip and everything
here is buzzing. Mr. Kim is setting the table for an early supp
of rice and meat sauce. Mary and Joy are already engaged in a
furious argument. The weather is lovely for December. Lenore
wears a walking suit and Mary went downtown in a light
windbreaker. John has just come home. Beggars are in abundance
today. It is the Christmas spirit.
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Christmas

Day-

One more GI came in at 11:30 last night and we put him on the cot
in the study. Lenore got her Korean driver's license yesterday
and can't wait to get behind the wheel. She will discover that
driving the Rover is different than driving a Volkswagen. John
surprised me with the gift of an electric blanket with du^
controls, double bed size, pink, PX product, half price.
Now I
Last year we bought twin beds, courtesy of CWS
have a problem.
Lenore and Ann are sleeping in them this year and we are using
the double bed that is part of the furnishings in this house we
Will I be
are temporarily renting from missionaries on furlough.
delights
of
this
electric
blanket
leave
the
for
the
able to
advantages of a single bed? The electric blanket makes me feel I
am back in a prenatal state- -so warm, so soft, so light, so
right

Lenore 's mom sent me a black slip and black panties trimmed in
lace. My secret dream, and please don't ask why a 40 year old
I would have to send
woman would dream of black lace panties.
you to my psychologist who would explain to you that I paid a
I gave up most of the
high price for my college education.
natural pleasures of young women, including pretty clothes and
I guess the truth of it is that I am just too
fancy lingerie.
Now I am tempted to walk
practical so I buy practical underwear.
around the house in my black undies just to show them off!
Last night's chapel service was wonderful. The Korean choir sang
six or seven numbers and it was out of this world. Korean people
really can sing!
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JANUARY

1963

January 5, 1963
Saturday evening
I just smashed eleven precious Christmas tree bulbs by dropping
the whole box on the floor while puting them away.

The kids at Seoul Foreign School, led by Ann Steensma, are
staging a carnival in the gym tonight to raise money for the
yearbook, "The Crusader." So I spent an hour this afternoon
making posters to advertise the various booths. They have been
planning this thing for two or three weeks and it still looks
pretty corny to me, but sometimes the kids surprise you. Anyhow
this is better than begging money, the way the yearbook was
usually financed. It is hard for these students to sell ads
because most Korean businessmen never heard of advertising. At
best, this has been something which interested the young people
and kept them occupied.

Ann has also been working on her trip back to the States, getting
folders from steamer companies and information on sailing dates.
She and her friend Beatrice plan to go together. What a lark for
two adolescent girls!
Beatrice is a little older than Ann. She
is already 17, but Ann will have her 17th birthday in late May.
It will be quite an experience for them, but we think they are
able to handle it. Beatrice will get off the train in Texas, and
Ann will go on alone to Iowa for a short visit with friends there
before proceeding to Trinity College in Palos Heights, Illinois.

^

I am going to work again. Yesterday, quite by accident and very
suddenly, I was hired as copyreader at the Korea Times. There are
two English language newspapers in Korea and the Times is the
independent one. The Korea Republic is controlled by the
government and goes from black to white, depending on government
pressures.
I think I shall haate the daily transportation to and
from the Times office. I will have to use public bus or the
hopsong (a cross between a bus and a taxi) but that will be good
for me.
I have become too soft and dependent lately and I knew
that it was time to get out and brave the real world again. This
job will throw me right into the heart of the city and I will
associate with newsmen and reporters. It should be quite
interesting and I believe I will have no trouble correcting and
"styling" their English efforts, since I enjoy doing this sort of
thing and have had plenty of experience with "foreign English."
The pay is piddling- -about $80 a month and I must be on the job
from 12:30 to 4:00 every day. But I'll try it. The girl who had
the job before is from Switzerland, and German is her native
language. She is married to a UN soldier on the DMZ at Panmunjom.
She quit to take a job as the secretary to our Director of CWS
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Lenore has gone to Soonchun for three weeks The change is good
for her and good for us too.
To tell the truth, she has become
such a part of the family that we never feel a stranger's
presence. We fight with her, order her around, borrow her
stockings and provide taxi service for her just as we do for Ann
and Dirk.
She feels free to tell our kids to "pipe down" or to
go to bed, just as a big sister would. Sometimes I think living
here must be harder for her than it is for us.
She is used to a
quiet family with only one sibling and a father who is gone*much
of the time.
Our bunch is noisy, argumentative and busy. But if
she has any trouble adjusting to us, she certainly gives no
indication of it.
.

Language study progresses but is so boring.
I wallow along. But
while I was trying to help Dirk with his Latin tonight I realized
that at this point in time I know more Korean than I do Latin.
I studied Latin for five or six years, off and on.
So I must be
getting somewhere with my Korean! Of course, I realize that
learning to converse in a language so totally different as
Korean, and learning to read it in the Korean and Chinese
Sometimes I despair that
characters is not an overnight matter.
I shall ever really accomplish anything.
Last evening we had a nice visit with a Danish doctor. Another
new friend, the Swedish director of the Scandanavian hospital,
and his wife wee also with us.
We certainly enjoyed our Danish
dinner and the good conversation afterward. We stayed until
almost midnight, which means I am sleepy tonight. Today we had an
exam at school on all the Chinese characters we have learned so
I was
far, reading them from the current newspaper. What a job!
tired when I started!
I cannot share your worries about the end of the world. In Korea
we face imminent destruction every day and we are adjusted to
I do not know why God
living that way. We trust the Lord.
should spare the world. It must be a disgusting sight for him,
but as long as he does spare us, we have a lot of work to do and
I feel inadequate sometimes too, but
no time to worry about it.
I don't have to go on in my own strength alone.
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January 14, 1963
This Major C thing continues to bother me.
Yesterday we saw him
from a distance, and I thought about the book you sent to him. We
have had no communication at all since Thanksgiving, and John is
adament about making any move. Some time ago. Major C told us
that he planned to go to the States for a leave of about two
weeks in January.
I don't know if that is still on schedule or
Since I know nothing of what
just when in January it would be.
he may be thinking, I just play ignorant. Maybe you can write to
him and explain about sending the books?
I am so cold I can hardly type. The weather is bitter and has
been so for two weeks. We are all looking for a let-up and a warm
spell, but so far we look in vain. Each day is colder than the
It shuts off periodically
one before and our furnace can't cope.
and when we cannot control our shivers any more we realize that
we haven't heard the furnace for awhile, and we turn it on again.
During the night we sleep and we awaken to icicles.

The job at the Times office proves to be interesting. They make
me feel so needed and are so appreciative They bend over
backwards to be nice to me so I won't leave. They know that I am
not working for the money, so they have no hold over me. But so
far I like the work and feel as if I am making a contribution.
More than that, I have a wonderful opportunity to witness as a
Christian. These people in the office are intelligent and well
educated. Most have been abroad.
So far I haven't discovered one
Christian among them.
I have discussed only philosophies with
one of the men, but there has been no indication on the part of
any other that he is different. All of them smoke, although here
in Seoul the line between a Christian and a smoker is not drawn
They know that I am
as definitely as it is in the countary areas.
a part of the missionary community and I think anyone who is a
Christian would seek me out. Two of the men recognized John when
we came to pick me up one day.
One had written a story about
John two years ago, and the other had seen him at some reception
at the YMCA, so they know who we are.
They have respect for us,
that is obvious.
Four of the reporters have come to me in just
this week to tell me how much they appreciate my "styling" of
tljeir articles and my help with their English. So I have a good
But if the
thing going, if I stay long enough to develop it.
weather doesn't warm up, I don't see how I can stand it. There
is one stove in the place, and it is either too hot or too cold.
I bring all my work right up to the stove and sit on top of it
Occasionally I have to move back or cook. So much for that.
.
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Yesterday I received a letter from my brother in California,
telling me that our father is dying. Every day he grows weaker
The day my brother visited him, Father
and his pulse is slower.
was disposing of his most cherished treasures (how well I
remember them all--they are a part of my childhood!) It breaks my
heart to think of him lying there giving away those possessions
I know that Father is ready to
which he guarded so zealously.
die and he has been ready for years, but must it be such a slow
slipping away? I used to be proud of him because he could do so
many things. He was not only a preacher, but he was an excellent
carpenter, artisan, gardener, painter, cement worker. There was
nothing he would not try to do, and he did most things well.
With so many hobbies and interests I know that he would enjoy a
He was a prime
rich retirement and a stimulating old age.
example of the advice to prepare your mind and body for the days
when your life would run at a slower pace, your children would be
grown and flown, and the world would not be in your control. But
Before he was old
it didn't work out that way for him at all.
enough to retire as a preacher he had a severe stroke and he has
not been the same since.
The saddest part is that he simply lost
interest in living. He still can read a little, but he is not
alert or interested in new ideas and current discussions. He used
to love arguments (that is where I got my bad habits!) but during
the past ten years he shut off his mind from the talk around him.
To me the last fifteen years he has lived have seemed empty. He
is just putting in time before his death.
I am much like my father. My mind buzzes with several different
kinds of ideas and I jump from one thing to another and can't
wait to finish one project before I try the next.
I have many
hobbies and my rocking chair days are already well planned. I
wonder if I will go the way of my father? God, give me the gift
of patience!
I'd like to go out of this world like a light that
is switched off, but I can't choose that any more than my father
could. Here I sit in Korea, wondering from day to day if he still
lives.
This must be the hardest thing for a foreign missionary
or anyone else who is far away from family and loved ones for a
long time.
There is nothing you can do and yet you long for just
one more meeting on earth.

He is busy with
We have received the books you sent to Major C.
many things and too busy for missionary friendships, but he
invited us and another missionary couple from Grand Rapids with a
I am not as
Baptist couple out for a Chinese dinner.
enthusiastic about this as I might have been three months ago.
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John is enjoying the books and is reading both at once.
I
haven't had a chance at them yet but I can wait. Mary has
finished the first book you sent her and has started on the
second. She is taking the first one to school for her teacher to
read to the class.
Joy is a slower reader; she has to be in the
right modd.
Joy is clever at drawing and makes all her own
birthday and thank you cards, composing her own verses for the
inside
Lenore is due back this week, so I must make it a point to keep
the books on our bedstand so I'll get my turn at them. Otherwise
I'll have to wait for Lenore to finish them too!
I am still not well after my magnificent bladder infection.
The doctor has found something new to worry about and still has
me on pills, office visits, specimens, three quarts of water a
day and bed rest.
So I'm trying to be sensible and stay home
from work for a week. My friend is pinch-hitting for me at the
Times office. When I return he will go on night shift, and they
will fire the bum who is now on the night duty. Everyone is happy
about that but the bum.
I get my rest. Cal gets my money, and
the Times has got two good copyreaders
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January 22, 1963
John is urging me to "get ready and let's go." Now I am ready
and he is sound asleep on the sofa.
So I should have at least
ten minutes at this letter.
I don't know if I can go to work today or not. I stayed home
yesterday because I had a bad night and recognized the symptoms
of bladder infection (which I dealt with in the Netherlands while
we were returning to Korea from US) It was nice to stay in* bed
all day, write a few letters, knit the last of Ann's sweater,
read a bit. Last night we drove over to the Weiss home and Dr. W
gave me medicine and fatherly advice to spend the next three days
in bed with plenty of drinking water.
Yesterday when I called
the Times office they were quite upset that I wasn't coming in,
I promised nothing, but
and begged me to try to make it today.
it felt good to be needed.
I really don't earn the money they
I work four hours a day, six days a week, and I earn
pay me.
The accountant who works at the amputee
10,000 won a month.
center has been with the center for eight years. He earns 8,000
won a month plus his benefits. Our faithful cook, Mr. Kim, comes
here at 7 in the morning and leaves at 7 in the evening and he
You can see why I feel guilty. I
earns only 5,000 won a month.
don't work hard. Out of the four hours I am in that office I do
about one hour's work. That isn't my fault.
I can read and
rewrite in fifteen minutes what it takes a reporter an hour or
I know that the Koreans who work
two to compose in English.
So I do try to give full
there don't get paid as much as I do.
measure.
I not only correct their copy, but I explain to them
why I have changed things. They love that and they learn from it.
Their greatest fault is wordiness- -oh the words they can find!
Honestly, some
Some of them I have never used in my entire life.
It's an education for me
of those words I have never run across.
in English language!
!

Which reminds me, could I ask you to send me a paperback of
Roget s thesaurus? It would help immensely when I am seeking a
better word for the one which doesn't fit.
'

The other day the editor of Korea Times approached me with a
request.
He has a friend who is a publisher in Seoul, and his
friend asked him to suggest someone who would be willing to write
The plan
a book on English conversation.
He wants me to try it.
of the book is already there.
It will take a Korean student to
America. .with one chapter having him on the plane, one on the
telephone, one on a date, etc.
It sounds as if it might be fun
so I agreed to write it.
I have nothing to lose, so I promised a
rough draft of the first chapter and a rough outline of the
others within two weeks
.
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I am disgusted with the household help.
Our cook seems to be
goofing off and he gives us a can of pork and beans for lunch
three times a week. The laundry lady shows up when she finds it
convenient.
Yesterday I had to do a mountain of washing all by
myself. Ann was off to the beach and Lenore was entertaining a
GI in the dining room. It is a ten-day accumulation of laundry
and we had twelve sheets and two large tablecloths besides the
regular pile of towels, underwear, shirts and sox. The employee
who really gets to me is the "outside man." He comes with the
house, and is employed by the missionary family now on furlough.
We had to hire him because he knows about the water pump, the
alarm system, and other things we just can't take care of. But he
He comes into
is arrogant, and he certainly doesn't overwork.
the basement room at 8:30, brushes his teeth, combs his hair,
I get so irritated by him that
shines his shoes and sits around.
it makes me itch, but we can't get rid of him.

I remember writing you
Last week I had a letter from my father.
that he was very ill and expected to die any day but now he is
writing to me again. The trouble is that he doesn't enjoy
living. He is tired of it and ready to die. Too bad.

We are having new clothes made from materials we brought along
Joy and Mary each
last year. It is a big thrill for everyone.
got a new cotton dress, Ann got two new dresses, and I got a
dress and a seersucker suit. It makes us all feel like spring.
We are lucky to have an excellent dressmaker. She can do anything
and she is also a pleasant friend.
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FEBRUARY

1963

Life is exciting and fast these days.
In less than a week we
expect to pick up Lenore s parents at the airport.
They are
probably in Tokyo now.
Lenore and I are making silly plans to
dress in Korean clothing and wear gauze masks like the Korean
people put in in the winter months
We are constantly planning
and revising our entertainment schedule, and we have more fun
making plans than we shall probably have carrying them 5ut
John's planning is more adult.
He has secured passes for the
entire party to go to the Demilitarized Zone and visit the United
Nat ions /Communist talks at Panmunjom.
It is the only place in
the world where this inane business is carried on.
That will
take an entire day.
On Wednesday we plan to travel by Land Rover
to Taejon- -a 150 mile ride which should be a treat for people who
are accustomed to riding in a Thunderbird on city pavements.
Lenore and her parents, John and I and a serviceman friend will
go. Hilda is in charge of accommodations in Taejon.
Since
Lenore 's parents cooperated with John and me to purchase all of
the steel desks which furnish the Korea Christian Academy at
Taejon, they should get a royal welcome.
But perhaps the
missionaries in Taejon have already forgotton where their desks
We plan to return to Seoul on Thursday, bringing
came from.
Hilda back with us for the weekend.
She should be a calming
influence in our madhouse and give Lenore 's mama something to
cling to.
Perhaps by Friday I will get back to my job at Korea
Times, and in the meantime I shall placate the editor by turning
in seven or eight contributions to a new column in the paper. He
has asked me to take charge of a column called "Know your
English" or "Improve your English" or something in that line. I
simply copy items out of "Writer's Guide to English" or the
"Dictionary of American English Usage." Think of it
I have
become an authority, albeit a bad one. I am a fake, but I get
paid for it
'

.

!

Speaking of getting paid, I have found easy money. The article
from the Times which I sent on to you was worth 500 won (about $4
US) and it took me about twenty minutes to write it on my own
time. I rewrote it at the Times office. That pays better than
teaching English and is lots more fun.
So I am writing down
amazing.
I just hand it to the
everything I can think up. It is
and
it on to the
and
for
it
passes
boss
he writes a headline
next
it
appears in the
word.
The
day
typesetter without another
paper and the reporters all come up to me and tell me how much
they enjoyed it. This was a surprise for me and now I have
tasted the sweet I want more of it. Writing for the paper isn't
that sinple, really, because it is read by both Korean
It is
intellectuals and students who are still learning English.
also read by Americans and by British (who are quite critical!)
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So many of these foreigners know more about Korean customs and
history than I do, and some Koreans know more about America than
I do,
so I must achieve a rather delicate balance to interest all
the readers of this paper and try to avoid looking foolish. This
is a challenge and I am chewing on it with pleasure.
Now I am trying to write a piece about Lenore and two other young
people who came out to Korea on their own (sort of a private
Peace Corps)
The other two are young men who have graduated from
college.
I helped one get a job as copyreader on the second
shift here at the Times, and the other fellow would like to work
there too.
I promised to teach him my job so that I can knock
off whenever I want to.
I enjoy the work but I hate the routine.
Since I don't need the money, only a sense of duty brings me to
that office every day.
Next week my sense of duty leans toward
Lenore s parents' visit but I can't pull that off too often. It
would not be fair to the newspaper. They really do need me.
.

'

The weather has improved and it looks as if it may stay nice for
the visit of our American guests.
It is not yet warm, but the
snow is leaving and the sun shines more often. After all, it is
only February.
We have once again had a visit from the "slickee boys" and this
last visitor came too close to entry.
He discovered the secret
of this house, which we already knew.
It is possible for a small
person to remove the glass window from the French doors and crawl
through this opening without setting off the alarm. This,
intruder's mistake was that he tried to do it at one in the
morning and Lenore had not yet gone to bed. She sits up late at
the dining table, writing her letters.
She was just out of view
as the man worked on the doors right alongside the table. She
listened to the small sounds, then went upstairs quietly to fetch
me down.
We stood there together, letting him work for about an
hour, but just as he was about to remove the pane of glass John
came downstairs and scared him off.
It was really too much for me.
I have been worrying about those
windows for a long time and I know that one day a man will
succeed in getting in. The night following this episode I had a
bad nightmare. All my repressed fears came to the surface. What
bothered me was that in my dream the alarm had been shut off by
someone inside the house.
I caught him at it and began to
struggle with him. The thief joined the struggle and, although I
^as losing ground against the two men, John calmly walked away
from it saying, "You worry too much. Forget about it."

John woke me up because I was groaning and moaning and twisting
in the bed. I was wet with perspiration.
I guess my condition
finally convinced my husband that wives can go off the deep end
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even if they succeed in repressing their worries.
The next day
he asked the director at CWS if we could hire a night guard. Now
one of the amputee students comes at 10:30 and sits with a
baseball bat and a kerosene heater in the back entry. He may
never see a slickee boy, but I am sure that the slickee boys will
see him as they scout the place.
That is worth the money and I
can now sleep in peace.
He was cute this morning.
He left at 6:30 before we woke *up, and
"Timid thief sleep." He
he had pinned a note to his ball bat.
had evidently copied the words out of his Korean-English
dictionary (which everyone in this country seems to carry around
with him) but he got the idea across
It is cook's day off so I must make a lunch. Lenore won't think
of it and John will be home within the next half hour and will be
looking for food. Tonight we will go to the Chinese restaurant
It makes an expandable party and I
with a group of servicemen.
wish you could join us.
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February 27, 1963
The house is quiet John has taken the children to the Army
library. Ann is confined to the house with laryngytis; Dirk is
confined to the house by his own misbehaviour.
I am sitting in
my bedroom trying to stay warm with a kerosene heater. John nev
seems to get cold, and I decided I had enough of shivering in t
living room. Lenore left on Monday morning with her parents to
travel to HongKong, Singapore, Ceylon, Bangkok, India- -a trip o
three weeks duration.
The parents left their paperback reading
behind so I have just completed "Anna and the King of Siam" and
started "Point of No Return."
.

It was a thrill to have company from home.
I think Korea was a
rugged experience for Lenore s mother, but she is a good sport.
We have grown accustomed gradually to the dirt and the pathetic
sights, but seeing it through her eyes I realized that we have
changed since we lived in Grand Rapids.
I woke up to this on
Sunday evening just before they left.
I was tired and I went t<
bed around nine-thirty. We had thirteen people here all day an<
the water was shut off.
We take that philosophically since it
an old story for us to have either the water or the electricity
shut off when it is most inconvenient.
Somewhere along the lin<
we have learned to wash ourselves when we can. All of us bathe
in the morning except Ann and Dirk, and that distributes the
water supply a bit and each of us can count on getting a full
bath with hot water at least once in two or three days
I hadn
even thought about that until I heard Lenore s mom very clearly
from the bathroom next to my room. "None of these people even
washes his face before going to bed. Can you figure that out?"
I smiled to myself, remembering that everyone in Grand Rapids
must surely wash before retiring. And I thought about how many
people in Korea are lucky enough to get a bath once a month
during the entire winter.
It's all in your training and in you]
resources, I guess. We adjust to what we can get. These guests
Well, some
came to us right out of the Imperial Hotel in Tokyo.
people are cut out to be missionaries and some are not. This is
my place, clean face or not. I think my guests were surprised tc
see how Lenore has taken to this life and how she obviously
enjoys herself. They are proud of her, as we are.
'

:

.

'

Lenore went along wit!
We all didn't go to Panmunjom after all.
John and her dad, but "mom" didn't want to go so I took her to
the downtown beauty shop.
We had lunch in the hotel where a
cockroach crawled over my purse, and then I had to hurry back fc
Mary was being
a ceremony at the Seoul Foreign School
Please
"invested" as a Brownie Scout. What utter foolishness!
excuse me if you are a scout fan. I have nothing against scouts
.
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Fortunately, the older children are like
but this isn't for me.
me in that they prefer their independence to this organized
clubiness
I couldn't even get Ann to go to birthday parties,
nor could John get Dirk interested in baseball or other team
activities. But Mary seems to eat it up.
She'll grow up to be
the Grand Matriarch of the Eastern Star for sure when her day
We had to sit on a backless bench in the school basement
comes.
and watch two grown women raise their two fingers and intone:
"I promise to be a good scout and serve my country."
About
fifteen little girls all dressed alike received their pins as the
scoutmistress droned out some singsong to each of them. The
children were cute. One of them was so nervous she could hardly
It was obvious that this was an important
get the words out.
event in her life.
She had such a lump in her throat. Another
was confident and cocky, but forgot to raise her two fingers in
her eagerness to rush through the recitation of the pledge. One
was struck completely dumb by the greatness of the occasion. Our
Mary came through without a hitch and her mother was greatly
comforted to hear her promise to help others, "especially those
at home
.

.

The walk from our home over the hill to the school has become
commonplace to us
The children do it every day and so did I
when I went to language study. But it really is a hill, and it
She fell sound asleep on her
vas more difficult for my guest.
back in time for supper and
when
we
returned.
The
others
got
bed
after supper we all went to Hillside House, the Serviceman's
Center maintained by the National Council of Churches. Tuesday
evening is "Back Home Fellowship." We met two CRC boys there,
one of whom had graduated in a class with Lenore s brother and
his wife.
Our neighbor (and Annie's "foster father," Dr. Weiss,)
gave the speech that evening and he was cute and lovable. We all
enjoyed being there.
.

'

Then on Wednesday morning we got into the LandRover and took off
for Taejon.
Before everyone was out of bed I got up to answer
the doorbell.
Still asleep, I forgot to shut off the burglar
alarm and as soon as I opened the door it went off. The man who
had rung the bell had come from the Underwood house next door.
(Our telephone is an extension of theirs.) I actually shut the
door in his face and ran to turn off the burglar alarm. Then I
heard the telephone bell, signaling us from the Underwood house
and I realized we were wanted on the phone. By that time the
place was bedlam--! was all shook up and everyone else was out of
bed.
The phone call was from a GI who wanted to ride along with
His first words to me were, "Good morning, Mrs.
us to Taejon,
Steensma.
I hope I didn't wake you up?"
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The ride to Taejon was without incident, but as dusty as always.
Lenore stayed with Hilda, John and I went to our Methodist
friends, and the guests were put up in our former house with a
Southern Presbyterian couple. We were all served a delicious
lunch and the compound got together for a lovely supper party.
Several guests came in for coffee and dessert later.
These
southern people do know how to entertain. The next day John
addressed the chapel at the missionary school and then he and
Lenore, her dad and the GI left in the Rover.
”Mom" had had
enough of it, so she and I went with Hilda on the train. We
tried to get on the Army car, which is cleaner, but no seats were
available. We couldn't even get second class seats, so we bought
third class tickets. Third class is too bad even to think about,
foul and filthy with people urinating in the aisles.
We went to
the dining car and sat at tables drinking our coke as slowly as
we could for miles and miles.
Finally we were able to buy seats
in the second class and we finished the trip in the passenger
car

When we got to Seoul station we expected to find John there in
the Land Rover, but they weren't there at all.
I phoned home to
check, and by the time I found out they hadn't arrived most of
the taxis had left the station.
When I saw a taxi, I had to
fight my way into it, actually pushing another person out of the
way.
By that time I didn't care about courtesy any more. We
reached home tired and hungry, and Mr. Kim was not there. No food
was ready--some emergency in Kim's family, said the kids.' So we
ate popcorn, tea and peanuts.
Still no news about the Land
Rover, and we began to worry.
It seemed reasonable to assume
they had car trouble, even though it was a new car. At almost
eleven in the evening, a taxi brought them in. The Rover had
indeed broken down and the GI had managed to get an Army wrecker
from the nearest base to haul it back into Taejon. The
passengers had eaten their supper at a Chinese restaurant and
come home on the evening train.
So Lenore s dad had a taste of
missionary life, even though we didn't plan it that way.
'
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MARCH

1963

March 15, 1963
The plans for construction of a new Amputee Center in Seoul were
completed more than a year ago, but due to various setbacks and
red tape we were not able to begin building.
The time since our
return from furlough last August has been occupied with negotiations and consultations, but at last it looks as if the fiew
center will become a reality. The site that had been set aside
for the building is ideally suited to the nature of the work.
Yonsei University Medical Center and the Church World Service
Crippled Children's Center are adjacent to this plot. This will
make the best in medical treatment and advice and the services of
all the various departments available to our clinical program. We
had prayed for a suitable location, but we had not hoped to
obtain one of the finest sites on the Yonsei campus.

Yonsei University is one of the outstanding liberal arts schools
in Korea. It has a total of five thousand students, with most of
them in the departments of science and the arts
The Korean
language institute, which is a part of this university, offers an
intensive language course for missionaries and other foreigners.
The four million dollar medical complex provides its patients
,with the most modern medical treatment and techniques.
The
'hospital is an accredited member of the American Medical
Association.
Five medical missionaries serve as instructors and
advisors, representing the Presbyterian, Methodist and United
Church of Canada missions. Many of the Korean staff members and
instructors have completed graduate work in the U.S. The amputee
center will function within this university framework. It is the
hope of our staff that we can develop sound programs of
rehabilitation and serve as an institute where students of
nursing, psychology, social work and medicine can be taught the
principles and practices of rehabilitation. Several heads of the
medical department have assured us of their eagerness to
cooperate in developing such a program. The past few years have
convinced us that a sound rehabilitation program must begin with
trained personnel
Most doctors show a lack of knowledge of
braces and prostheses, and this leads to poor surgical techniques
and unsuccessful results. Few of the medical people understand
the social and psychological implications of a disability. We
hope and pray that we may be able to contribute to this phase of
their education, in our efforts to make rehabilitation a longrange program in Korea
.

.

During the past six months we have made a comprehensive study of
the cases we have served in past years. Our two social workers
have interviewed a number of cases and visited their villages and
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homes. The result of these investigations supports our conviction
that a vital spiritual emphasis is the core of our program.
As
long as the handicapped person remains steeped in paganism and
the death-grip of his ignorance and social mores, there is no
hope for his adjustment to his disability or for his acceptance
in society. The spiritual implications of this are obvious.
The
individual must become, by God's grace, a new creature in Jesus
Christ. He must be taught that God is a personal God and that
each child of his has a personal dignity and worth. A new
relationship has been established when he confesses his sin and
becomes co-heir with Christ.
If we can't accomplish this, our
service here -is merely humanitarian and will show no lasting
results

Our agreement with the University permits us to build a chapel on
the same site as the new Center.
Funds for the construction of
the new center are available, but there was no financial
provision for a chapel
We have accummulated approximately six
thousand dollars, gathered from "special gifts" which were
offered to us during our furlough in America and this will go
toward construction of a chapel. John feels that our chapel
should inspire reverence in those who come to worship there. We
hope it will be used as a witness to our Christian presence, not
only on the campus and at the hospital, but also to the
surrounding villages
John has given a lot of thought to the
function of a chapel in this special setting, and discussed it
with other missionaries. Special thought for ill or handicapped
persons who must use crutches or wheelchairs will be evident in
the construction plans, so that all will be able to use this
building without special assistance.
.

.

Our first purpose is to minister to the amputees at our center
and to the children at the Crippled Children's Hospital. We would
also like to develop a course of instruction for student nurses
at the University Hospital to aid them in serving as a Christian
witness to patients they serve. Many missionaries have expressed
A third area which
the need for such a planned course of study.
we might serve is the University student level. The chapel could
become a center of Bible study, Christian programs, and a place
for students to gather to discuss matters related to Christian
life. We also hope to reach out into the neighborhood, to the
hundreds of Korean homes which surround this campus. Oh yes, we
h^ve ambitious ideals, but we also have the faith that God
presents opportunities and will open the way before us.
That's the story on the amputee center, so far.
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APRIL 1963
Such luxury we have!
I have just washed my hair and am now
sitting here typing on an electric typewriter with an electric
dryer bag on my head.
You would never believe we are living in
Korea, that outpost of civilization, the frontier of democracy,
the hardship tour, the undeveloped country.
True, we miss the
shops and the libraries, the book stores, the repair men, the
supermarkets- -but we have other things. When we lived
U.S. we
did not own a movie projector and a slide projector, a billiard
table, tailor-made clothing (even though there is a shortage of
good material to use for the tailoring!) We even have a hired man
to polish our shoes, although we have a hard time getting shoes!
I have not washed my own hair for several months because we had
such a shortage of water in our home. I can get it shampooed and
set in the international hotel down town for only a dollar. Since
I am earning my own money,
I did that.
They always fix it in the
same style and they load it with a horrible, sticky spray so that
the day after it is washed it begins to itch. Now I wonder if my
head will be dry before I have to go to work this afternoon.

Today is Tuesday and it is the first day of the week for me. The
last two have been awful --some days ought to be skipped.
We had
five GIs here on Sunday, including our daughter's current boy
friend. He is 19, and a nice kid as nice kids go.
He comes from
Kenosha, Wi
is a high school graduate but not interested in
college. He is quiet and bashful so that I don't feel I know him
well. He comes here three, four times a week to see Ann, and on
the nights he doesn't come he telephones her. Does that sound
familiar? He is not what we have in mind for Ann, and she will
probably outgrow him, but we worry a bit because he lives much
too close to Trinity College in Palos Heights and I don't want
him interrupting Ann's first year at college. But that is
borrowing worry from the future.
.

,

Your lament about your daughters strikes a familiar chord. They
look good from where we sit, and we hope that our daughters look
From where we are, our own daughters
as good from a distance.
I would say
seem lazy and inconsiderate and selfish sometimes.
the only one who shows any interest in household arts is Mary,
and Mr. Kim chases her out of his kitchen because he has no
Lenore isn't interested in
patience with her messy efforts.
housework either, although her mother is one of the world's
cleanest people and one of the best hostesses I've ever met. So
I despair when I
your daughters are probably as normal as ours.
sometimes
expect
look into the room that Ann and Lenore share. I
the
door.
it to be overgrown with mold, but I just sigh and shut
I refuse to clean it up, since they are younger and stronger than
I, and if they don't mind the dust and the mess why should it
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bother me? The easy way is to throw everything that gets in the
way into the laundry basket and let the hired lady take care of
it. This has resulted in shrunken woolen socks for Lenore and for
Dirk and some badly faded clothes for Ann. They complain and
they learn,
I learned it too- -if you care for it you wash it by
hand
We are now living in a household of teenagers and "near- teens"
and it isn't easy. But I am told it will pass. These kids are so
independent!
Dirk deliberately refuses to study and gets D's and
F's because of it.
This makes us sad because he is capable of
good marks when he works at it. We recognize this as rebellion
and we do what we can, which is to talk with him and keep on
encouraging him. You do the best you can and just hope that
everything will turn out well.
I wonder if my parents' five
children fulfilled the hopes they had for us. Each of us has his
own life to live, and so it will be for our four children. We
have chosen fine lives for them, but it is their right to make
their own choices. We can only try to guide them.
I know what you are feeling, and we feel the same way.
We see
things in our children and think, "If only she had a different
parent who could bring out this quality and train it!" We wonder
if we are the right parents for them. But life is so complicated.
You have to live with what God gives you, now and in the future,
and you must do what you can to prepare these young ones for
their futures. We can only keep trying, and trust God for th^
outcome.
Oh
You say you hope your home is no worse than others.
dear!
I know our home is not as good as some others I see, but
John says the grass always looks greener on the other side of the
fence.
We can't see into other people's houses.
In my youth I was the despair of my parents and my relatives.
They couldn't see how I would ever keep a house, and they pitied
the man I would marry.

So

'

I guess we should beware of stereotypes. I argue with John,
because he is a male and I think he should know about tools and
plumbing and carpentry or gardening (all the things my father
managed with skill!) John excuses himself because he has lost
his hands.
It is undoubtedly true that at the age of eighteen,
when he had his accident, he probably had no interest in
developing those skills, but it is also true that he has no
He
natural interest in that direction, and probably never did.
won 't^ even go down to look at the garden we struggle to grow and
He cannot play golf or
he knows less about carpentry than I do
baseball without hands, but that's his interest, so he knows a
lot about those sports!
.
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I use this argument as support and tell him that because I am
female he cannot expect me to love cleaning house and cooking. I
am keen about fashions and sewing and handcrafts, but I have no
talent for music or fixing foods and he might as well accept
that. Women have differences, just as men do.
Some women enjoy
riting letters and some enjoy baking bread.
I have a beautiful view before me as I sit here waiting for my
hair to dry and writing your letter.
The cherry trees
the
Underwood garden are in full bloom. The garden is lovely and I
can see it from the upstairs bedroom window.
This year we live
in a lovely setting, with woods behind us, a plum orchard on one
side and the Underwood garden on the other.
From the west window
we look out into the setting sun every evening and it is a
gorgeous sunset behind the Korean mountains. We probably won't
be living so grandly again, so we enjoy this while it lasts.
I
won't mind moving though because when I walk down into the
village below this big house and look up at it I feel guilty
about living in it. In the little community just below our house
people are killing themselves because of their overwhelming
problems- -and I sit in our borrowed house and look over their
heads at the sunset

Tonight we will skip the prayer meeting and instead we will go to
Hillside House.
It is the night for "Back Home Fellowship" of
missionaries and servicemen. We have good relationships at
Hillside House, and work closely with the service pastor.
Tomorrow is my day to lunch with my husband, which means it is
the cook's day off.
We usually go downtown, I get my hair done,
and we have lunch at the USO if we can get hold of a little bit
of military currency.
Then I go on to the Times office to work.

Although we have lunch together every Wednesday, John and I are
growing apart.
Perhaps I expect too much, or maybe I read the
wrong books.
If I could see into other people's houses I might
Anyhow, we don't communicate anymore.
find the same situation.
John is a good man and it isn't his fault that I am not
I should
interested in reading books on psychology or theology.
have trained to be a physical therapist or something that would
fit into their rehab situation, but when I married John he was
training to be a PREACHER! I had the right background for that
I guess John is satisfied in his choice of wife, and he
job.
misses me when I'm not around because I am a handy habit. But he
doesn't ask me to go with him here or there- -he asks one of the
I don't feel that my company is
servicemen, or he asks Lenore
preferred.
Well, there is a hole for every peg... if John doesn't
appreciate my company I will find my appreciation at the Korea
Times
.
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A Strange thing happened this week. We received a check from
Michigan with a check for a hundred dollars, but it was not sent
to us.
It was sent to another APO address, and so we learned
that there is another John Steensma in Korea!
He is a
serviceman, with the Anny somewhere.
This boy, with a check for
$100. made out in his name, realized that it was not meant for
him.
He sent it back to the donor with a note saying that he was
sure it was meant for a missionary by the same name in Korea.
Eventually we contacted him, and he told us that before going
into the Army he was a friend of John's nephew on the West Side
in Grand Rapids, so he knew about John Steensma 's work in Korea.
I admire his honesty.
As for my book in progress, the editor has been out of town for a
week, so although I have finished the first ten "trial pages" he
hasn't taken them to the publisher.
I can wait, but I wonder why
He wanted me to write the
I had to produce them in such a hurry.
whole book in two months, but I decided to write ten pages, and
if they are satisfactory I will do the rest when I can.
I want
to do it my way.
I am not trying to earn more money and I don't
want them to pressure me.
If he doesn't like what I have done, I
won't have to sweat over the rest of it. Would you believe that
the editor suggested I do a whole chapter on "meeting a tobacco
chewing backwoods sheriff?" I told him I had never met such a
character and never hoped to meet one, therefore I could not
write about it. He also wants "a day in court." I don't know
anything about a day in court either, and have no desire to learn
So why should a
about it at this particular point in time.
Korean student need to know that?

My ten chapters are called:
1.
2
3

.

.

4.
5.
7

.

8.
9

.

10

.

On the airplane
Luncheon aloft
Dinner in Hawaii
Disneyland- -Fantasyland
Disneyland- -Frontierland
On the train
Mr. Kim meets a genuine cowboy
College registration
A visit in an American home

The idea is to teach the student more than conversation he can

m^orize, to inject little lessons, bits of information about
American life, a little slang here and there, and helpful hints
in passing.
It will not be the stiff conversation a student can
memorize and use over and over. We have suffered enough with
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I have fun getting students off track and watch them
Instead of following the
flounder to get back on it.
conversation book and saying, "The weather is fine today, " you
and then the student
say, "What a nasty climate you have!"
replies, "I am fine, thank you."

that.
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MAY

1963

This week I shall observe my fortieth birthday.
I look forward
to this birthday as a sort of milestone, and the closer it gets
the more excited I get. It makes me feel as if I have finally
arrived at adulthood. I can now be a fount of wisdom to the
young, but I am still young enough to run up the hill with them.
Having so many young people constantly about the house has made
me realize there is a difference between being twenty and being
forty. I can see the foolishness of their thinking; sometimes I
feel like a sage.
Perhaps at fifty I will feel even wiser, but I
will also feel older!
This must be the peak point.
Last
Saturday I walked home from work, a good hour and a half walk. I
enjoyed the sunshine and the spring air, the cherry blossoms and
the children. I have a great deal to thank God for this week: my
family is at the nicest stage, and it will never be like this
again. In two months Ann will leave us for college, and she will
probably never live at home again. We have a lovely home this
year, outside the city, surrounded by trees and flowers. We have
wonderful friends, in Korea and abroad, who are a constant source
of joy for us.
We have pleasure in our work and satisfaction in
our service. We are all in good health with no big worries.

Forty years is rather old, when you think on it. On the other
hand, my father is almost eighty now. He does not enjoy life
anymore, so I had better make the most of this good time. It is
hard for me to imagine that Father was older than I am now when I
was born, and there were three more children after my birth. ^Here
am I, already retired from childbearing and looking ahead to 'my

grandchildren
I wrote the
You asked about the conversational English book.
first ten pages and gave them to the editor to take to the
publisher.
But the editor has left town on ten days vacation, so
I haven't heard any more.
I assume my ten pages are resting in
his desk drawer, and I won't do any more until the publisher
contacts me.
If he doesn't like what I have written I will
suggest that he find somebody else to do the job.
I have to
write it my way, not his.

Yesterday the artist/cartoonist at the Times came to my desk to
show me some pictures he had painted on silk panels. He had done
a series of twelve to illustrate the Korean classic "Fragrance of
Spring." They are lovely paintings and I am completely taken
witl^ them.
His price for the lot is 30,000 won, about $250. He
would sell each individual panel for about $25. These are
intended for a screen, but it would cost about five or six
dollars to mount each one in a frame, so that comes to more money
than we have to spend.
I was tempted to buy just one as a
birthday present for myself, especially since today is payday.
152

Today we will take the whole family to the Army theater to see
the movie "To Kill a Mockingbird." The movie is highly
recommended by many people

Yesterday was Report Card Day. Ann's was fine. Mary and Joy had
about five A's each, with the rest B's. Dirk's card is a pity,
with one F, a D-, a 69, and a notation that he has been fresh,
uncooperative, rude and lazy. It is true. We talk with hiji, work
with him, and we get nowhere. He is not a stupid boy. The
teachers all tell us that he has good stuff and that they are
sure he will come out of it. But it is such a waste of time
waiting for him to see his error. One of his problems is a
friend named "Joe" who is the son of a government worker. Joe was
expelled from a Stateside high school and his parents decided the
mission school in Korea was a better choice for him than the Army
dependent school. He is a bad influence on our borderline son.
For the sake of "reforming" Joe, two or three of the sons of
missionary families have suffered serious setbacks this year. The
I don't think Joe will
school confirmed this with the parents.
be back next year, but his influence will last a long time. He is
sneaky, dishonest, and a genuine foul ball but Dirk thinks he is
And he has Army privileges!
the greatest.
This is the poem

I

have chosen to celebrate my fortieth birthday:

I shall not pass this way againAlthough it be bordered with flowers.
Although I rest in fragrant bowers
And hear the singing of song birds
Winging to highest heaven their gladsome flight;
Though moons are full and stars are bright.
And winds and waves are softly sighing.
While leafy trees make low replying;
Though voices clear in joyous strain
Repeat a jubilant refrain;
Though rising suns their radiance throw
On summer's green and winter's snow.
In such rare splendor that my heart would ache
From scenes like these to part;
Though beauties heighten, and life-lights brighten.
And joys proceed from every pain,
I shall not pass this way again.

Then let me pluck the flowers that blow,
And let me listen as I go
To music rare that fills the air;
Let hereafter songs and laughter
Fill every pause along the way;
And to my spirit let me say:
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"0 soul,

be happy, soon 'tis trod
The path made thus for thee by God.
Be happy thou, and bless his name
By whom such marvelous beauty came.
And let no chance by me be lost
To kindness show at any cost
I shall not pass this way again.

Then let me now relieve some pain
Remove some barrier from the road,
Or brighten someone's heavy load;
A helping hand to this one lend,
Then -turn some other to befriend."
0 God, forgive that now I live
As if I might sometime return
To bless the weary ones that yearn
For help and comfort every day-For there be such along the way.
0 God forgive that I have seen
The beauty only, have not been
Awake to sorrow such as this:
That I have drunk the cup of bliss
Remembering not that those there be
Who drink the dregs of misery.
1 love the beauty of the scene,
Would roam again o'er fields so green:
But since I may not, let me spend
My strength for others to the end.
For those who tread on rock or stone
And bear their burdens all alone.
Who loiter not in leafy bowers.
Nor hear the birds nor pluck the flowers,
A larger kindness give to me,
A deeper love and sympathy:
Then, 0, one day may someone say-Remembering a lessened pain-"Would she could pass this way again!

You ask, what brings on this soliloquy?
fortieth birthday, of course.
^

Another spring and my

I am beginning to feel indispensible at the Korea Times. Last
night the assistant editor telephoned at eleven o'clock, just
before they put the paper to bed.
I had been sleeping for more
than an hour. He was upset and stuck with a headline for an
editorial
The editorial was rather critical of the American
intervention in Korean politics, but the editor didn't want to
admit that in the headline.
So we struggled to find something
.
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that would "lead in softly."
My mind was still asleep, and
although I dredged up some idea which helped him think of something else that satisfied his need, I couldn't get back to sleep
for thinking of headlines. It was a boost to my morale anyhow.

Last week I drew a cartoon which the Korea Times printed.
Someone had written an article in one of the Korean magazines and
one of our staff reporters translated it under his byline. Just
for kicks, I wrote a counter article.
The assistant editor liked
it because it expressed a woman's point of view which no Korean
woman would ever dare to express in public print. He said he
would ask the cartoonist to set up a cartoon which echoed the
cartoon which had accompanied the first article.
I told him that
would not do, since I was talking about Korean men and about the
writer of that article in particular. Our Times cartoonist is a
freak; he always draws Western faces doing Korean things!
So I
attempted a rough sketch to let this cartoonist work it up from
My editor friend objected, saying he knew I would not be
that.
happy with the work of the cartoonist so why didn't I try it
myself? He might have been sarcastic, putting me in my place,
but I really think he believes I can walk on water.
So I took
him up on it and drew my own cartoon.
It wouldn't pass a high
school sheet in the USA but it was as good as the Times can
At least the people in my
produce and they were pleased with it
cartoon looked Oriental! My pen name of "Bea Serius" is not used
ih this case, and I have become "Carrie Ahn, " a pseudo-Oriental
The thing
It was considered very funny at the newspaper office.
was printed on Tuesday morning and when I came to work early in
the afternoon the boys at the paper had already caught on to it.
As soon as they saw me they greeted me in the old British manner,
"Carry on!" with a raise of the hand, all through the office. But
they were grinning, so I grinned back and answered "Right-0!"
with my best British imitation.
.

But one of them took exception to my "attitude" and wrote a
three-page defense of men. He said a lot of things, but I
answered them all with a single quotation which I wrote across
the bottom of his treatise: "And her desire shall be toward her
husband "They held a discussion for about an hour before one of
them came over and asked me if the quotation was from the Bible.
Only one of them had guessed that correctly, but that ended their
Later in the
argument since they all agreed with that quotation.
afternoon a call came in on the telephone. There was so much
noise on the wires that I asked the city editor to take it for
me. He said it was a "student" who wished to interview me about
my article in the paper, but the student wanted to remain unidentified.
I told the editor to thank the student but to inform him
that Mrs. Ahn also wished to remain anonymous lest we start a
I imagine it would have been an
demonstration in the streets.
need the involvement.
don't
interesting meeting but I
.
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Lenore has also had a busy week. Yonsei University is hosting a
group of about thirty students from the International Christian
University in Tokyo.
among them, as guide, is a gentleman from
Holland, Michigan.
This is Lenore s dish. Since she is the only
American student at Yonsei, all the American kids in the group
(about twelve of them) come to her with their problems.
One
came over one evening and Lenore lent her one of my best blouses.
Of course I don't mind and it makes me happy to feel that Lenore
considers us as her own family and feels free to do that. The
blouse borrower was a sweet girl from Wooster College in Ohio.
We had a woman missionary from Taejon and two soldiers here that
evening so it was almost a full-fledged party when Nora and her
guest arrived.
'

John is busy. The city is full of personages from the Big
Boards. CWS has the Assistant Director here from New York and one
or two Board members
So do the Methodist and the Presbterian
Missions.
So John is interviewing, lunching, and browning-up all
over the place. Mrs. Rockefeller is in Seoul as well and there
was a big reception yesterday, at which she spoke.
I didn't go
because I had to be at the Korea Times
.

It has been raining all night and the rain has just let up now.
We need moisture so badly. This is the time of starvation in
Korea- -the interval between the last of the rice and the
beginning of the barley harvest. All around, on the roadsides,
we see little children with huge knives and little baskets,
digging up the first green shoots to add to the family table. How
horror-struck a Stateside mother would be to find her three year
old running in the streets carrying a knife with a ten- inch
blade

This afternoon John will speak for a group of soldiers at the
Retreat Center. It is a large group, about 75 - 80 men. Next
Sunday he is scheduled to speak in one of the Army chapels again,
presenting the work of CWS for "One Great Hour of Sharing." I
went to see "Elmer Gantry" with John, Lenore and Hilda Aukeman
last week. What an awful commentary on American Christianity!

Ann can't wait to be on her own. She is beating her wings against
Ann will discover soon
the cage even though she is only sixteen.
enough "how salt is the taste of another's bread, and how hard is
the way up and down another's stairs." We can't change that for
her. It is the hard part of being a parent to let them go when
they are ready.
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Yesterday was Mother's Day but I ate tranquilizers all day long.
Finally I gave up and retired to my room at 7:30. My children
were happy and satisfied to bring me a little bouquet of
carnations. They felt quite smug about that, but my lazy son
refused to make his bed when I asked him and he lay stretched out
on a deck chair watching his mother wash and d 2ry the dishe^. Mr.
Kim tells me, "Be patient" and they will grow up to realize that
there is more to mother's day than cards and flowers.
He is
right, of course.
I had to learn that by growing up.
After my
mother died I realized that she did not have much joy in her
children.
We were not very considerate of her.
My husband can't
figure out why I act the way I do.
He does everything the way he
thinks he should do it, and why don't I appreciate him more? I
can't talk to him about the way I feel because every conversation
turns to a discussion of my deficiencies, and I'm already well
aware of them.
So our mealtimes are dreadful, with Dirk egging
on the girls until I am ready to scream. John is blissfully off
in his own world and nothing bothers him.
So I become a nag and
then I get criticized for nagging.
I should not write when I am so depressed.
Maybe I need to get
away from here for a while and let John cope. Maybe this is what
is known as "change of life?"
It sure isn't a change for the
better
I saw a picture of a pretty
I may have committed a big boo-boo.
I needed a coat and
knit coat in a Good Housekeeping magazine.
could not find suitable material in the local market, so I made
I asked one of my friends in US to
up my mind to knit this one.
order the kit for me and enclosed a blank check to cover the cost
of the knitting kit.
I had no idea it would be so expensive! The
yam arrived and it is beautiful, but the check came to $70.
John was appalled.
I have earned this money working at the
newspaper, so it won't come out of the household budget but both
of us think it is an extravagant coat and I haven't even begun to
try to knit it yet.
Only Lenore gives comfort. She says it will
turn out to be lovely coat, hand made, and a thing of beauty and
a joy forever.
She says it will last for years and years, and I
will always wear it with pride and joy. She is right, but wearing
a $70 coat in Korea?
Perhaps we can call it "therapy" and
consider the cost of mental therapy by the hour. Morale is
expensive.
Lenore is right.

You will be interested to know that I had a conference with my
publisher last week. His ideas run like this:
100 pages of
conversation, 120 pages of explanation of the conversation, with
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Korean translation and interpretation, 30 pages of introduction.
That 30 pages of introduction throws me. I don't know where it
will come from unless I copy down some of the ridiculous errors
that come across my desk every day at the Times.
Sometimes
Korean English is very funny.
For example, the day the college
professor came to call on me to ask me to teach an English class
at the school. He didn't know exactly where I lived, so he went
to the first house on the compound and asked, "Where is Mrs.
Steensma? I wish to have intercourse with Mrs. Steensma." This
almost caused a riot on the compound. Then there was the
missionary wife who answered the door and found a student there.
He kept asking if she had any "sex appeal." (You must realize
that the Korean "s" is sort of between our "s" and "sh" in
pronounciation and that the Korean character for "1" is the same
as we would call an "r".)
So what the lady understood as "sex
appeal" was what he meant as "shakes-a-pear " The poor woman,
utterly confused, had to call on another Korean for
interpretation
.

The publisher says he will pay 200 won per page. A dollar is
worth 130 won.
I wanted to put the whole thing on a royalty
basis, but he won't buy that. So I agreed to do it his way, sell
it by the sheet and be done with it.
John disagrees. He insists
that, in the future, he will do the talking with the publisher
and take care of all agreements. John is a better businessman
than I because I hate to deal with money. Money is not real or
important to me. The publisher insists that agreements between
Koreans and foreigners on a long-term basis, such as a toyalty
agreement, are frustrating and a big headache. He tells me that
I will have a tax problem if I do it that way, but John says we
can solve that problem by having royalties go directly to the
amputee center. Well, I shall leave all negotiations between
John and the publisher. I have enough problems worrying about
writing the book. Thirty pages of introduction!
Seoul Foreign School presented "Twelfth Night" last weekend and
it was a hilarious production. Ann played the part of Viola and
she was good. Everyone enjoyed the play. There is a great deal of
talent among missionaries and the things they accomplish with
next to nothing are remarkable.
Everything is home-made- -stage,
lighting, costumes, sets. About ten servicemen were there and
they thought it was great. It was a treat for them.
^

We had a little commotion at the camp where we attend chapel
yesterday.
One soldier shot another and also the Korean girl
they were sharing. Then he killed himself. What a mess! One
wonders how an American could be so stupid about a whore, but it
is not a new story.
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I think the last letter I wrote to you was a blue one, but today
has started out so well that I must write again. Today began with
a visit from one of our Taejon friends with her four-year old
daughter.
Having Rachel in our house was a treat. She comes up
with the strangest ideas and isn't a bit inhibited in expressing
My friend and I took off early this morning, catching a
them!
ride with John to his office. From there we went on to the hotel
beauty shop downtown. This is kind of an international meeting
place. After having my hair set I had a wild idea, and asked them
to put on grey- colored spray. The result was electrifying and
created a sensation all day wherever I went. This grey color
gives me new dignity and chic, I think,
I enjoyed the change and
so did my pals in the Times office. They were tickled with it,
because most Korean people hate to turn grey and they dye their
hair until they are past fifty.
Even our humble cook dyes his
hair jet black because it is the right thing to do.

After work we had to bring Mary to a cookout of the Brownie
scouts, held at the Army dependent school, so I met people
outside my regular circle. This is always a treat, I made a date
for dinner with a Swedish doctor and his wife from the National
Medi'cal Center, Nice people, warm and friendly. We always enjoy
our contacts with the Scandinavian people. Then we went on to the
library and I checked out the "American Tragedy" by Driesler.
I think I told you that I gave my termination notice at the Times
office and will only work there until the end of the month, I
can't wait to quit. It is not that I don't enjoy the work. I will
miss it. But the weather is so fine now, and that office is such
a dismal place.
There are so many things to see and do and it is
short
time
until Ann will be leaving us. Our summer is
such a
already planned.
I have become fond of the men I work with at
Times,
the
I know all their weak points and I have tried to help
correct them. They like me too and have been nice about telling
me that they are sorry I am leaving. I want to work so I can keep
my mind challenged and my time occupied and I found a job that
was stimulating. But I get so tired of the routine and I hate
spending so much of the day inside. Maybe in the fall I can go
back. There is a big turnover of copyreaders in Seoul.

Dirk is still giving us problems. He feels he should have as many
privileges at 15 as Ann does at 17 We keep hoping things will
improve but Dirk will not discipline himself. He cannot study for
more than twenty minutes before finding some excuse to kill time.
He puts on the radio and combines "Dragnet" with biology. We have
no television but we do have a record player and a radio and a
.
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refrigerator. We hate to see Dirk waste a whole year, but that is
what he is doing. His grades are deplorable and I think he will
flunk more than one subject in spite of our efforts. We keep
trying, but he will have to learn by experience since he refuses
to learn any other way. He is having a difficult time, we can see
that. He is growing fast physically, and he is clumsy and uncoordinated, awkward and unsure of himself. Besides that, he is
the only boy in a household of women. So we try to be patient
with him and keep hoping for change.
It is always hard for a parent to see his child as an individual
apart from his lineage. By the time kids are fourteen and fifteen
they are trying so hard to be themselves, apart from the family
they grow up in. I guess it helps if the family is large and the
kids rub against each other as they grow. I have a clear memory
of these years in my own life and of the clashes I had with my
father and the softer influence my mother had. My father made
some definite impressions, but it was more what he was and what
he did than what he said. I learned to love books and reading, to
love words and writing, to love poetry and psalms, to love the
Netherlands (because he had such a love of his homeland.) I also
learned by seeing his mistakes and the effect they had on other
people

Your description of the wedding of your niece and the wealth of
material possessions the young couple has received was
interesting. It reminded us of our own wedding. We started with
nothing. Lenore's aunts gave us some old pots and pans they had
to dispose of after their mother's death and their father's
We bought some
remarriage. We are still using some of them.
things over the years, but we left most of our possessions behind
when we moved to Korea. I have never longed for sterling silver
because I never thought that polishing silver was much fun when I
had to work for my room and board during college days. We have
some Japanese china now that was a gift from the servicemen we
entertained, and it is probably the nicest china we have owned. I
feel that the finer your possessions, the more work and worry
they are. That leaves less time to enjoy living and life is short
enough.
She can take it or
I admire that trait in Lenore too.
leave it.
She has lovely clothes, but she could care less. She
She is generous with
is happy in slacks and a PX sweat shirt
what she owns, lending Ann (who drools over the pretty things
Lenore brought with her to Korea) her red high heels to wear, or
•letting Ann wear her gloves or sweater or the silver bracelet.
Lenore is simple in her tastes and reminds me of that old song,
Lenore will be happy in
"A tent or a palace, what do I care?"
whatever state she finds herself. She can handle luxury, but if
it disappears she still has everything.
.
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My psychiatric treatment is going well.
I have two huge knitting
needles, an easy pattern and the most heavenly yarn!
The yarn is
Italian mohair in soft shades of blue.
I am glad I bought this
The back of the coat is already finished and my
coat.
disposition has improved since I started it. No depression for
two weeks
I

The book has stagnated. I have done six pages in six weeks, but I
haven't quit. Why should I sweat it? The publisher only pays 200
won a page and he needs to get a little anxious. Yesterday we had
Kjeld, my Swedish friend and
another party in the Times office.
I brought a
co-worker, brought Korean wine. Horrible stuff!
cake. The party was a "hail and farewell" in honor of Mr. Kim's
birthday (he's assistant editor) and my departure. You can see we
don t work too hard
'
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I have done my duty today- -one more page of conversation for the
book. I have also made the bed, washed my face, but am not yet
dressed. I hate to change my clothes at noon in order to dress
for work. My typwriter is on a foot -high table, so I sit on my
knees in front of it. After I finish this letter I'll get

dressed
Yesterday was a lovely, quiet day. I have decided to go see the
foreign doctor after this week of work is over and my resignation
becomes effective and get a check up.
Perhaps I am just tired,
but why should anyone in the prime of life get tired on the
little bit of work I do? But I have been dragging, and this
affects my spirits. I keep on going, but sometimes I can't go any
more.
Saturday afternoon Lenore took my place at the Times
office. Friday it was rough going for me, and my co-worker, Mr.
Kim, was also having a hard day. So I suggested we quit and go to
my home and relax for a while, then have supper there. Mr. Kim
quickly accepted my suggestion. Ann and Dirk were attending a
Retreat, Mary was at home, Joy had gone to a slumber party.
Lenore was out So we had a quiet supper and then went to see the
movie "West Side Story" at an Army installation. We dropped Mr.
Kim off downtown to catch his bus and we went home. John and I
read in bed for while, then I got up to get a drink of water and
let the cat out When I came back upstairs I collapsed across the
bed and passed out.
.

.

I don't know what caused that, but it convinced both John and me
that there must be a reason I feel so tired and nervous and
tense. So we will go together to visit our good friends down in
the Presbyterian hospital in Chungu.
There is an excellent
hospital here in Seoul, but we like the opportunity to visit our
friends in Chungu again.

^

We only had one guest this weekend. It rained hard and steadily
all day Sunday.
In the morning Lenore and I went with Mr. Kim,
our cook, to his church. He was having his year-old daughter
baptized and we shared the Lord's Supper with them. Kim was so
thrilled to see us there and the whole family was honored by our
attendance. That made us feel good too. We ate dinner at the
At four
USO, since it was already 1:30 when the service ended.
o'clock John and I left in the rain for an Army camp about fifty
miles north of Seoul John had been asked to speak for the
Protestant Men of the Chapel in the 7th Division. On the way we
stopped in a camp where there is a CR boy from a church in L.A.
We visited a bit with him and then drove on. We met three old
friends in the next camp up the line and took them and two others
.
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with us to the meeting. There were half a dozen chaplains there,
some of them nice and others so-so. I met one fine officer who
asked if he might come down and visit us in our home. He said he
had heard of missionaries who lived in Seoul and he wanted to
meet them but never had the opportunity. Several enlisted men,
who are bolder about asking, also said they were coming to visit
For some reason,
so we may have a full house some weekend soon.
all the servicemen seem to come at once.
^
I hired a carpenter and sent him to our beach cottage which is
falling apart.
It didn't seem much to begin with.
He repaired
the shutters to withstand the summer typhoons, cleaned out the
sewage system (we use two oil drums as a septic tank) and he
replaced any boards that fell off during the winter. Our place
is humble but we love it. It has a cement floor, no glass in the
windows, but we do have a sink and an indoor toilet. John sleeps
on a big wooden box which hold our cot mattresses during the
wintertime. We don't have problems with sand in the house- -it
falls through the floor boards from upstairs and we sweep it up
on the cement floor.

Tonight our dinner guests are Dr. and Mrs. Gullberg from Sweden.
He is the Director of the Scandanavian Medical Center here in
Seoul and they are such fine people. We will feed our children at
five^ thirty and the adults can eat in peace at seven- thirty
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I have just finished the final draft of the introduction to the
conversation book. It amounted to 21 pages instead of the 30
pages the publisher asked for, and all 21 were blood, sweat and
backache.
I surely did not realize what I was getting into when
I agreed to write a "simple conversation" book.
Now all that is
left are the explanatory notes.
I have finished the first eight
lessons, except for the final typing, and that is one- fourth of
the total number of pages.
The whole thing is supposed to be in
the publisher's hands by the end of the month and we will be
leaving Seoul' for the beach on July first. That gives me little
more than a week to do a hundred pages of notes, but I'll make
it.
We have turned the whole thing over to the Amputee Center.
Any profits we make on the sale of this book will go directly
into the chapel fund.
Mr. Kim, John's amanuensis, is handling
John refused to agree with
the business deal with the publisher.
the suggested price of 200 won a page, but the publisher says I
agreed to it, which I did. But before I wrote a word I told him
that the money was not important to me and I was writing it
because I wanted to write.
I agreed to do ten pages for his
approval before going on with it, and at that time he offered to
pay me in advance. I declined this and told him I'd rather write
the whole thing and see what it was worth to him.
No papers were
signed, no money was advanced and the agreement was fluid. The
next time I saw the man I told him all further negotiations were
in the hands of the people in the amputee center office.
I
haven't talked with him since. He isn't eager to raise his price,
but John and Mr. Kim are not sentimental. They either get 300 won
per page or they will keep the book and attempt to sell it to
another publisher in the fall. Mr. Kim has no doubt of its
success on the Korean market, but I worry that if this publisher
doesn't agree to pay their price all my sweat may be for nothing.
I could relax and do a better job of it if I could wait until
fall instead of having it ready within a month. This must be the
fastest book ever written in Korea. I have spent a bare six weeks
working on it, and up to this week most of that was part-time
work, an hour or so every day. Writing books is too hard for a
lazy person like me. I don't have any driving ambition or
irresistible urge to see my words in print. To write a book you
must have something to say, and I don't.
I can't stick to one
subject long enough. So I will continue to do my writing in the
fOirm of letters, which gives me variety as well as selfexpression
.

Last week one of the richest and most successful of the American
businessmen was expelled from this country and escorted onto the
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plane by officials of the U.S. Embassy.
It gives you some sort
of idea of the sort of Americans who live in Korea, besides the
missionary type and those who come to work with voluntaryagencies.
Some of those who come for private profit are not
model citizens. They drink heavily, and either have Korean wives
or co-habit with the Korean women and they live high.
This man
was quite an operator, with a finger in every pie. He owned and
operated a fancy tourist resort and after he lost his friends in
high places it comes out that he got all the motors for the boats
into the country duty free. I'm sure that's not all that came in
under the table. Now his name is mud. I suppose most of his
investments are in his wife's name since there is a law
forbidding foreigners to own land or to own an airplane. Enough
reason to marry a national!
This man also ran a flying club and
training school. No doubt the Korean wife will keep the business
going, so you see how it works.
We are getting things ready to go to the beach. We are due for
our annual shots before we go, and we must finalize the plans for
Ann's departure. We are also trying to get some strawberries and
vegetables into the freezer, and we are in the process of moving
into another missionary house.
Lenore will join us at the
seashore next Friday, and the following Tuesday we will drive
back to Seoul to put her on the plane for home. We have already
acquired a new boarder, Sam Heeringa.

Sam graduated from Calvin College and taught high school for a
year before he went into the Army. While serving in Korea he met
many missionaries at our house and became interested in the work
in Korea.
Toward the end of his tour we suggested he stay on as
a teacher in the Seoul Foreign School and he was accepted there.
I think it will be good for Dirk to have him as a roommate. This
was a difficult year for Dirk; at 14 he couldn't seem to find
himself.
He is eager to grow up, but loath to give up childhood
ways.
Living in a household with five females and a father who
was frustrated by finding all his well-laid plans for the moving
of the amputee center at an impasse was not ideal for Dirk
either. Dirk flunked Latin and barely passed Biology and English.
He has been making up the Latin this summer with tutoring, and we
all hope that next year he will make an adjustment and be ready
I've never been an adolescent boy so it's
to tackle high school.
hard for me to understand what makes him act as he does. John
doesn't remember any problems of adolescence, but that's probably
because he grew up with four brothers older and younger, who
carried him through it
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June 27, 1963

Written by John
Juliana requested me to write to you, as she has been burning the
candle at both ends for the past several weeks
A local
publisher requested her to write a book of English conversation
with a lengthy introduction on common errors in English which
Koreans make, and with a section of extensive notes to explain
the idiomatic expressions which she uses in the book.
The
deadline of June 30 forced her to push the typewriter hard and
long.
Now that she has nearly completed the book, in true Korean
fashion the publisher is incommunicado.
She hasn't heard from
him in two weeks
.

The reason she asked me to write to you was to request some
medicine for the enclosed prescription. Recently the foreign
missionary doctor here gave her a thorough medical check up with
extensive tests and he feels that these capsules will help her.
She has had some bad days in the past six months.
The doctor
gave her a two weeks' supply of the medication, but could not
give her more than that
I must admit it has done wonders for
her
.

Perhaps Ann's imminent departure for college, Dirk's teenage
attitude, the necessity for a family move into a different house
next month, and the overall pressures of daily life just now have
made Juliana tense. Next week we will go to the beach foif a few
weeks, and I am sure this period of rest will have a sedative
effect
We have had an extremely wet spring with heavy rains, flooding
and landslides. The barley crop is ruined and there are severe
problems of food shortage. Rice is at a premium price because of
last year's drought and the small crop.
The price has more than
doubled. Tens of thousands of families have lost their homes
(such as they were) and many have been killed or half drowned in
floods and landslides.
The government struggles against the
odds. Politically things are rather quiet, with the militaryholding the upper hand and doing a good job of it. We have not
known such stability in the government since we came here in
1958. There are notable improvements throughout the country.
Profiteering and corruption are at a minimum and there is a fine
^irit of cooperation between the U.S. representatives and the
TOK authorities. In many speeches they have praised the work of
this government, and we feel that praise is justified.

The new amputee center construction began last April after months
of frustration and negotiation. It has progressed well, and we
hope to move in this fall. We have been working out of temporary
quarters in the old Severance hospital building.
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June 28,

1963

The book is finished!
I have accomplished the impossible. In two
weeks of grueling work I completed this book before the scheduled
deadline, and that left me with three days to tie up all loose
ends around here while I kept my nose to the grindstone.
I have
also finished knitting my coat.
I even spent half a day downtown
getting a perm.
So I feel proud of myself.

Yesterday I tied up some boxes of food and today Ann will bring
them out to our beach cabin. She is going out with her foster
parents. Dr. and Mrs. Weiss, and stay with them in their cabin
until we get there on Monday.
Then Ann's friend, Beatrice Weiss,
will stay with us while her parents go back to work in Seoul.
On July 19 Ann and Beatrice leave the Seoul airport on the first
One of our missionary
leg of their long journey together.
friends living in Japan will meet them at the Tokyo airport and
will be their host until their ship sails from the Yokohama
harbor on July 21. It sounds like an exciting trip for these
young girls. Ann's barrels are packed and with Lenore's barrels
are waiting in the basement.
The people Ann will be living with
in the Chicago area are now on vacation, so I think Ann's plan is
to visit relatives and friends in Grand Rapids for a week or so.
I also packed the clothing for the rest of the family to take to
the beach- -a suitcase for John and me and a foot locker for the
other three family members.
We really don't need much in clothes
for a two-week stay but if I take more than enough I won't have
to do as much laundry.
This two weeks is going to be a vacation
for me- -complete rest for mind and body.

Kim is put out with me. He ordered ten pounds of beans to put
I
into the freezer and I refused to help him in the kitchen.
I don't care. I
hired a lady at seventy cents a day instead.
have done six weeks' work (or maybe six months'?) in three weeks
and I am tired.
I haven't had a day off since January, so I
don't need to clean beans.
Mr.

Rain again. We almost drown in it. Some people actually have
drowned in the floods which swept over the southern part of the
country. Landslides have killed many others and the grain crops
are ruined. Famine will be common in Korea next winter. The US
has already decided to send in surplus grains and government
representatives have been stationed throughout the country to
It is a
keep an eye on the crops.
Reports get worse every day.
miserable time to leave for the beach. Everyone is hoping the
rains will stop before Monday.
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Ann just came home full of mud. She had walked to the Weiss home
through the rain. When the weather is dry in Korea the ground is
a fine powdered dust that swirls into everything. When it gets
wet the dust melts for a foot down and becomes a soft, muddy
surface into which everything sinks.
I had planned to go downtown today to look for something for our
friend's new baby. We buy queer presents but we send them
anyhow. Lenore went yesterday and bought a gift for her friend's
baby. She found rubber pants in paisley print and was delighted
with her find.
I guess we have more fun picking out gifts than
the babies have in getting them.
But I won't go downtown. I
won't go anywhere.
I wanted to stop in at the Korea Times office
just to say hello. It is good to know that they miss me. They
telephone and tell me they'd like to see me again. They aren't
too happy with their new copyreader and that makes me glad. My
friend there, Mr. Kim, asked for a copy of my book and I promised
to bring his the manuscript to read in his off time.
This book
started out so simply, just a series of conversations in normal,
everyday English. But then I had to write the notes to go with
it, explaining why I said it this way instead of that way. Did
that get involved!
Every third word had to be explained in these
notes.
I never realized how idomatic spoken English is, or how
many grammatical errors I make in every casual sentence. But
English-happy Koreans eat it up. They spend hours memorizing
books of idiom and lists of slang words. Silly!

Did I tell you that Lenore s parents sent us a gift of air
tickets to Tokyo? We plan to use them later in the year.' Perhaps
we will take a trip to HongKong around Christmas.
'

«
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JULY

1963

July 31,

1963

Time to breathe again!
We are waiting for the car to return so
that we can get downtown to the beauty shop
Lenore and John and
I have been invited to dinner at the home of one of the Embassy
people. This is a Polish family, and the parents were European
refugees during World War II.
They escaped from Poland, made
their way through the underground in Chechoslavakia into England
where they lived for eleven years before migrating to USA. Now
they are part of our diplomatic corps.
We look forward to a fine
time with them tonight, so it is worth the hairdo.
Besides, the
trip to the beauty shop costs only eighty cents!
.

We have moved into another house and are almost settled.
The
former occupant of this house moved to India and left all the
furniture, which belongs to the Presbyterian mission.
That's not
so bad. Our own furniture, such as it is, was stored in a warehouse and the rats got to it. So we sent out to have the cushions
recovered. We combed the market for a suitable material and
finally we found something which will do.
It has been an exciting week.
Ann's GI boy friend, the latest
one, drove out to visit us in a two and a half ton Army truck,
and the roadway to our house gave way under it.
The truck rolled

down the embankment into our neighbor's garden.
The boys were
unhurt, fortunately, although one panicked when he felt his brain
turn to mush.
It turned out to be a watermelon which they were
bringing as a gift.
It had smashed on his head, and he thought
his brain had spilled out.
The kid lost his driver's license,
his stripes, and got a restriction so he is pretty well shook up.
It was quite a sight for us to see the Army wrecker pull that
monster out of the ravine. Those boys are really clever with
their heavy equipment
More excitement!
We had skirmishes with the North Koreans just
north of Seoul which made everyone nervous. The entire Army is
on alert and all foreigners are on edge, since this month marks
We also saw a change of
the end of the Armistice Agreement.
command once again. This took place on the parade ground under a
broiling sun. All of the men were drenched with perspiration, but
they found comfort in seeing that the generals and the Ambassador
had to suffer with them.

Ann should be in Los Angeles visiting her grandfather and my
brother and his family by now. The girls planned to stay in
California for three days and take in Disneyland. Then Ann will
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travel on to Des Moines and visit friends there before going on
to Chicago.
I think it was hard for Beatrice and Ann to part
company and go their separate ways. They will realize that now
they are on their own. We miss Ann, of course and think of her
often especially since Beatrice's parents are living so near to
We see them constantly and share many coffees. They are dear
us.
people.
We know they miss their daughters, as we miss Ann, but
we don't have time to brood about it.
Girls that age aren't home
much so what we miss most are the stockings hung over the shower
rod and the piles of clothing in the laundry.
We miss the phone
calls from the boys too.
Last night we had another event in the household.
"Anti," our
female cat, gave birth to four female kittens the day we moved
into our new house.
Last night Anti went out, and she did not
come back.
I lay in bed all night worrying about feeding those
kittens with an eye dropper. Just as I dropped asleep, our lady
cat returned and demanded loudly to be let in.

The weather has turned hot and muggy, but we
because after two weeks of rain we are just
clothes all smell moldy. Today we will sweat,
wash the clothes and hang them in the sun to

aren't complaining
glad to be dry. Our
but we can at least
dry.

John has been too generous with his invitations to the beach
cabin. Last night a captain in the Airforce phoned and he wants
to ride out with us. Sure! Fine! Come along! John also invited
the young Army librarian from a camp up north. I think we will
have ten people in our car on a five hour trip, but we can handle
that. It's after we get there that Mr. Kim and I will go crazy.
The walls of the cottage are plywood and you can hear a person
urinate through the whole house. Nobody in our family minds, but
intimate friends suddenly become more intimate. And these casual
acquaintances? My big gripe is that I get the job of washing the
sheets and towels; nobody else has time for laundry. I wash in a
pail and end up with blisters from wringing out these heavy
items. Meanwhile, the family and visitors enjoy life on the
shore.
We live a simple life, with kerosene lamps and hard beds
and when the typhoons hit life gets exciting all at once. But
everyone seems to enjoy the change.
It is a beautiful place.
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AUGUST

1963

We have returned from our vacation at the beach.
It took me
longer than usual to unwind because I was so keyed up.
First I
had to get that book finished, then we had to move from one house
to another.
That really pushed my endurance.
Every day another
big load of junk was deposited in our entrance hall and I had to
find a place for it.
This sounds simple, but remember that the
previous occupants of the house left all their furniture.
In
addition, Lenore is preparing to leave for home in Grand Rap^.ds,
so all her things are piled up on the floor.

The first two weeks we were at the beach were a madhouse. Lenore
and Ann were there with us, and Ann's boyfriend (Chip) came out
with us.
Chip is a cute lad and we all like him, but he's
another teenager with no sense of responsibility so he never made
a bed or picked up after himself.
After we went back to Seoul
and got Ann off on the plane, things got more relaxed.
I began
to enjoy the cabin and the surroundings. I sat on the porch and
just took in the scenery- -the hills and the sea around us, the
sunset from the "Point" and my soul found peace.

This week we had a Bible conference. Our guest was an Army
captain, the father of four children who was a help instead of
another child to care for. He has a sharp mind and a keen wit and
we found him relaxing and entertaining company.
We had six
different GI guests, all part of a Retreat from our chapel in
Seoul, and they were all nice lads who made their own beds,
brought goodies from the PX to help our larder and show their
appreciation for our hospitality. They played Scrabble with me
and treated us like people instead of like parents.

Lenore came from Seoul for the weekend, and Hilda Aukeman came
from Taejon.
Hilda stayed for twelve days, and was the perfect
guest. She assumed responsibility for Dirk, Joy and Mary when
John and I went to Seoul to take Lenore to the plane.
I am not
sure that Lenore got such a fine send-off, since we were all so
tired we didn't know what we were doing. But Lenore is so much a
part of our family I am sure she understood. She was tired too.
We had a hundred and fifty miles ahead of us to drive back to the
beach the same day. I felt sad about being so dead at the airport
but I know Lenore understood that we wouldn't have made a trip of
three hundred miles if we didn't really love her. Yesterday Hilda
left right after breakfast, and we actually ate two meals without
any guest at the table.
Then last night Chip came back, and life
returned to normal I am happy that he came because we were a bit
worried about him after his accident with the Army truck at our
He had
new house.
We didn't know how the Army would punish him.
.
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to pay $219 for damage to the truck and about $10 damage to the
garden it fell into.
So although he may be financially strapped
for a few weeks that won't hurt him a bit. He leaves for the
States in three weeks.
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August 31,

1963

This is a strange day. I have been tired since I got out of bed
this morning and I don't know why. Maybe I can blame the young
puppy who joined our family two weeks ago. She cries every night
and the dog house is right under our bedroom window, so it keeps
me awake. Sometimes I get up and go outside to play with her
until she is tired and ready to go back to sleep. Can't ^ou see
me capering in our brilliantly lighted back yard in my pajamas at
four in the morning? Nobody sees me. Everyone here is asleep.
The weather is humid, and if we don't sleep at night it is hard
to make it up during the day.

Church World Service got new staff members this week, a middleaged Lutheran couple.
We had them here for dinner last night and
liked them both. They are determined to be Christian witnesses,
which is not easy in the CWS bunch. This morning I picked up the
wife and took her downtwon to shop for souveniers
Then we met
her husband, and another couple who are Southern Presbyterian and
one of our Norwegian friends from World Vision.
After the
introductions we all ended up having lunch together.
.

I had to spend a whole afternoon this week having my picture
taken for the cover of the new book. This sounds pretentious.
Most of the books published by Korean companies are pirated
editions of American or British books Because he has an original
this publisher wants everyone to know it.
The photos were taken
in color in a typically Korean setting.
We went to the king's
tomb behind our new Center building and I had to pose with a tub
on my head!
I will send you a picture, whether it turns out to
be good or bad.
.

I forgot to tell you about our abrupt return from the beach
holidays.
Dirk complained about acute pain in his abdomen, and
after consultation with a missionary doctor at the beach we
It was an
evacuated him to Seoul by Army helicopter.
appendicitis scare that turned out to be a gastro-intestinal
infection.
We were able to get the helicopter because the
company commander at the base nearby wanted to bring his family
to the beach for a week and would do anything to get a cottage.
In August none are available because that is the time all the
cottage owners go on vacation.
So it worked out well.

When he
Our new boarder, Sam Heeringa, has flown to Hawaii.
decided to remain in Korea after his Army tour and teach in the
Then he discovered
foreign school, he had to get a passport.
This was due to a legal
that he did not have US citizenship!
Sam came to US as an infant
technicality and misinformation.
with his immigrant parents and assumed he acquired citizenship
with others in the family. The only way for him to clear his
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citizenship was to swear in a court on U.S. soil that he is
indeed the son of his parents, etc. Sam seems to have a good deal
of pull in his Army unit and was on the "cookie list" of the
director of the education office where he worked. He was able to
get leave and Army transportation to and from Hawaii.
The whole
deal was a big hurdle, but God smoothed Sam's path for him and
every thing seems to be going his way. He is due to start
teaching at the Seoul Foreign School next Tuesday, but he won't
be there for a week or two.
Letters from our daughter Ann are interesting and come regularly.
She has been visiting in Grand Rapids and has a temporary job as
She describes her work as
a waitress at my brother's restaurant.
if it were fun, and I think she enjoys earning and spending her
own money.
She is spending it faster than she is earning it.
My new knitted coat is finished and I have to line it.
It worked
up beautifully and I am eager for the weather to become cool so I
can wear it and show off.
It is such a heavenly shade of blue,
I shall feel like a
but the mohair yard sheds on everything.
blue goat when I wear it
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SEPTEMBER

1963

Summer is ended and the work begins again.
We are in a new house
and getting reorganized.
We have some new friends, whom we met
at the beach this summer.
I was asked to take a small part in
the annual missionary production of a musical. This year it was
"My Fair Lady" and I played the housekeeper of Professor Higgins.
That put me into contact with the two main players, "Eliza," who
was played by an Australian Presbyterian woman and the professor,
who was an Anglican priest.
We found much in common with Jpoth,
as far as our attitudes toward life in Korea and our Christian
beliefs are concerned.
We really enjoyed getting to know these
people
It is good news that you are going to teach this year.
Do you
enjoy the job? You won't mind that it requires more time and
energy if you really enjoy doing it.
There is a motto which
applies here (although I don't know who wrote this, you probably
It is better to sink beneath the shock
do!) It goes like this:
than to moulder piecemeat upon the rock." You found the work in
Now you have new
the library dull and unchallenging.
opportunity. I hope that you will find a challenge in this
teaching, even if it is Freshman English, (which I happen to like
very much.) You'll be meeting all these young people, getting to
know them and their particular problems, and you might even be an
inspiration to some unsure freshman and find a hidden talent you
can encourage to bloom.

Today we cannot do the laundry ... "the useful trouble of the
I am the laundry lady these days, and I find it a good
rain."
job. I sink my frustrations up to the elbows in warm soapsuds
once a week and frolic with our puppy as I hang the wash out to
dry. The dog Toga is at a frisky age, and she thinks it is fun to
We used to watch this and
pull the wet sheets down off the line.
think it was cute when we had a laundress, but now I find it a
Taking the rolled up bundles out of
nuisance.
I like ironing.
the basket and gradually changing them into neat piles of
smoothly pressed clothing seems to satisfy some need of my soul.
It is a job that shows progress and an accomplishment that is
satisfying. It also affords a wonderful opportunity for
meditation. While the hands are busy, the mind is relaxed and
can be put in order. I remember things that should be remembered.
I sort out thoughts and tuck them into their proper places. I
find my mind full of little things that can be discarded to make
room for bigger thoughts.
But
for
the
and

today the rain has postponed the laundry, so this is a day
I begin by answering your letter, ignoring
the typewriter.
The letter gets longer
article that I am rewriting for John.
of its folder.
never
peeks
out
longer, and the article
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We had an interesting weekend.
Saturday John drove north to Camp
Hovey to pick up Sam Heerenga. You remember I wrote you that Sam
had all sorts of troubles since he accepted the appointment to
teach at our Foreign School
First he discovered problems with
his citizenship, so he had to go to Hawaii to become naturalized.
Instead of the three days he thought that would take, it took
three weeks.
It was a wonderful vacation for Sam. A couple of
ladies who live in Hawaii, friends of Sam's boss in the Army
Education Department, took him over and made a pet of him. He was
wined and dined and covered in leis. The whole Hawaii vacation
cost Sam only $100.
Where could you beat that? These are fringe
benefits of overseas service and turn up every once in a while.
Sam has had a fair introduction.
But when he returned he hit
another snag. His "separation physical" disclosed sugar in his
urine, and he was held over for additional tests. Although they
had promised to let him out early in order to start the school
year on time, he has been stalled again and now it is the time of
his actual separation date so they can't hold on to him any
longer.
His supervisor is having trouble replacing him, but our
school principal, Mr. Underwood, is having his troubles as well
trying to keep substitute teachers on the job until Sam gets
here
.

Today John drove Sam back to the camp. He moved all his
possessions into our house, plus a carload of goodies for us to
eat. Sam has been scrounging in the mess halls, getting his
friends to make contributions from the PX and picking up whatever
was expendable. It came to a good offering. There was a whole
carton of dry cereal, which is a treat for missionary kids. We
shared it with our neighbors and the children are ecstatic.
We made a bargain with Sam to entice him to take this job because
we felt strongly that male teachers are needed at the school. We
offered him free board and room for the entire school year if he
would take the appointment
A young male role model in the high
school will make a big difference to boys like our son.
.

Sunday afternoon we were invited by our Lutheran friends to meet
visitor to Korea. He is a minister in a Reformed church somewhere in New York and you may have heard of him and the new
movement which is sweeping the country in orthodox churches. It
is the "baptism of the Holy Spirit" and the speaking in tongues.
Sam and I joined the group of about eighteen people who listened
to this man on Sunday.
Sam was definitely not impressed, but I
was intrigued.
The speaker seemed calm and rational, not over• emotional. His story of his own experience was interesting, but I
was not convinced.
Perhaps he interprets an experience in a
different way than we would. He spoke of "signs" from God. .we
would call it God's leading. It would not occur to me to tell my
God "If you want me to go to Korea, prove it by doing this or
that particular thing." This preacher interprets his relationa

.
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ship to the heavenly father in the same way as he sees his own
relationship to his children at home. He calls God his "dear
daddy." Like their Calvinist friends, the Lutherans were not
carried away either. They were polite and interested, but not one
of them began to speak in tongues.
Our guest did. He announced
that he would "pray in tongues" and then he proceeded to pray in
some foreign language. It had a beautiful sing-song tone and it
sounded authentic, but he didn't interpret it for us.
Perhaps he
does have the gift of tongues, but it's not really important, is
I'm much more concerned about receiving the gifts of the
it?
I told John when I returned home that I am
Spirit in my life.
having so much trouble controlling the "tongue" that I was born
with that I don't believe the all-wise Father would entrust me
with another one.
So often my lack of adequate Korean language
has saved me from saying unkind and angry words to people.
Although my thoughts are just as sinful and unkind, at least
others are spared the revelation of them.
We picked up a young GI from the Christian Reformed Church in
He's only 18, just a boy, and not
Munster, Indiana this morning.
a particularly interesting boy either. He played tennis with Dirk
and then went along with him to the neighbors to watch TV in the
evening. Sam and John and I sat home, listened to good music,
sang hymns around the piano (Sam has a good voice!), and made a
batch of popcorn. Since Sam has been visiting us off and on
during the last year when he was still in the army, his moving in
hasn't been any sort of shock to the family. We already know him
and he knows us

Last weekend we enjoyed a visit from the lovely Australian lady
we met at the beach. The children still call her "Eliza." Mary
ran to the neighbors and borrowed a recording of "My Fair Lady"
and Miss Watson obligingly sang her solos for the benefit of Sam
and the other serviceman guest. They all love her.
She is
unaffected, sweet but spicy, pretty, and her voice is beautiful.
She learned about the Christian Reformed Church from the Back to
She expressed her
God broadcast, and she is glad to discover us.
amazement to find an article in our church magazine under the
heading "Indian and Foreign Missions" about Australia and the
She told us that her home
work in her home city of Geelong.
church is trying to raise money to send ten more missionaries to
Our Christian Reformed board of missions does not feel
Korea.
this need, but it sees a need for "foreign missionaries" in
Dorothy finds this ironic, but she writes in her last
Geelong!
letter, "I am presuming that a great deal of the work being done
by your denomination is among the thousands of Dutch immigrants
in Australia. Is that right? There are Dutch charges under our
Assembly, and some men who have come from the Dutch Reformed
Church have trained and are training in our Presbyterian
Theological Halls, particularly in Victoria, as I understand most
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Dutch people are living in our state. No doubt there are many
others who find this kind of adjustment too difficult.
If the
Christian Reformed Church is able to bring people to Christ, then
that is wonderful.
One of Australia's most outstanding Anglican
ministers has given up and gone to the States as a professor in
some seminary, apparently very perturbed about Australia's
spiritual temperature. He said that most Christians were
'attractive, loveable pagans,' or something such, and seemed very
happy to be going off to Christian America." Ha!
Isn't it interesting to get the views of an Australian Presbyterian Christian? I am sure that Dorothy and we do not agree on
every jot and tittle, but we have found real Christian fellowship
with her. If she is representative of her home church, we haven't
much to give them. Of course they may not agree with us on every
theological point either, but on the other hand, we have learned
a lot about spiritual temperature from Dorothy. She is a warm and
outgoing Christian with a real concern for unsaved souls. And she
shows herself willing to give her all for others in the work of
Christ

That brings us to the work of the Christian Reformed Church in
Korea.
It looks pretty sad right now. The only remaining members
of CRC in Korea work for other organizations.
Word from Dr. B is
that he has a damaged liver, which doesn't speak very well for
self treatment. This is the great danger in hepatitis, and we try
to avoid it with complete bed rest. Dr. B thought he could
recover just as well with his program of "limited activity." So
now his work has been stagnated for three months. It is not
closed down, but things don't run the same way without a
director. His faith in his Korean helpers is a wonderful thing,
but their training is limited and inadequate. We hope that at
least one of the CR doctors will return soon.
At our home we have more trouble with "slickee boys,"
In the
house we just moved out of, the Underwoods were visited and
robbed.
We are glad we got away from there before that
persistent visitor became more successful
He stole the coat to
Mr. Underwood's new suit and he stole the TV set.
We don't have
TV
a
so perhaps that is why he waited for the Underwoods to
return from their furlough in America with a new load of goodies.
Our next-door neighbors. Dr. and Mrs. Weiss, were completely
cleaned out. Dr. W. keeps much of the hospital money locked in
his safe and desk drawers, and this thief knew exactly where it
was ft looks like an inside job, and so added to the pain of
loss is the very real worry about unfaithful servants.
.

.

We were visited the next night after the Weiss robbery, but we
now keep a night guard on duty all the time and he scared the
visitors off.
As the guard chased one man away
It was exciting.
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from the house into the woods in front of us, we stood at the
back window and listened to the accomplices whistle signals to
Every time one would
each other in the trees behind the house.
whistle... a long one, I'd whistle back the answer... two shorts.
After my whistle would come another, from another direction.
I could hear them moving about,
It must have been confusing.
trying to locate each other and ending up on the edge of our yard
because that is where they kept hearing the answering whistle.
It didn't frighten us to have them so close because they Jcnew we
were out to get them, and they wanted to get away, not to meet
us

.

In fact, I am still
My poor book is still not out on the market.
I'm eager to see it, and to see
waiting to correct the proofs.
I am not exactly proud of my first venture
if it sells well.
into print, but I do like the money and hope for more of it. We
need it for that chapel
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Mid- September 1963

Life is so busy that I never get done the things
stack of unanswered mail grows bigger daily.

I

plan. Our

Out of curiosity I went to a meeting of a committee of missionarywives who are interested in the problem of prostitution. I was
completely absorbed in this situation. Although it is an outstanding social problem in Korea today, not one of the organized
missions has any organized program to deal with it. Everyone
deplores the situation, but they send out workers to teach Hebrew
at some seminary.
These missionary women are operating on a
shoestring and they have no powerful organization to back them.
They are concerned and they hope to make a dent
They have
purchased three houses with private donations and are keeping
fifty young girls in those homes.
I went over to visit the
houses and I was appalled.
Here were these sweet -faced kids in
their teens.
Forty of the fifty are under twenty years old.
These are not the experienced "GI Moose" or camp followers. That
comes later, after they graduate from the tea-house level.
These
are kids who have left their country homes for adventure or work
in the big city. They are snared by procurers at the railway
station. Most of them haven't completed primary school.
One
little one, just budded, really got to me. She was so cute, so
young, probably only 13 or 14, and already a delinquent.
.

I have a new project.
I am helping with the gift shop at
Severance Hospital, teaching handcrafts, and trying to dream up
new projects for them to make money.
I know that Dr. Ten Have
and Dr. B have been preaching at the whorehouses around the army
camps, but that is a spectacular effort and shows small return. A
girl who has known American men has no desire to return to a
Korean way of living.
She definitely does not want a Korean
husband anymore, and I can't blame her for that. So rather than
start at that end of the road, I think more good can be done by
starting at the beginning. The place to make change is at the
railway station, and if you miss there, at the teahouse. The
record of the House of Grace for last year is thirteen- girls
rehabilitated- -ten of them trained and employed and three of them
returned to their homes and parents. Of course, the big problem
is the follow-up, and here our perpetual lack of trained social
workers once again hogties us. This is a lack we share with
every other program in Korea, including the amputee project. We
can't even get social workers from USA!

So

The departure of Lenore and Ann for America eased much of the
tension in our home. They are both wonderful girls, but Dirk
suffered from an excess of females and openly showed his
resentment in every way.
It was a terrific strain for me. His
attitude seems to have changed since the day the girls left. He
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is now ’’top dog" in the family. He is now the oldest and that
gives him the prestige he seemed to need. Our new boarder, Sam
Heeringa will be good for Dirk too. Dirk requested that Sam
share his room, so we're bunking them together in a basement room
with an adjacent off ice/ study and their own bath.
So the young
men can get away from the younger girls. Dirk has grown lean and
lanky and he eats all the time, even while shooting baskets. He
is handsome in a broody way, and not too social.
I couldn't say
he is uncongenial, and he has a plentiful following of pert young
This is a switch, because we are used to a housefi^l of
things.
Our load of army visitors
young GIs who chased Ann and Lenore
seems to be falling off since the girls left us.
.

The new center is almost complete and is the topic of
conversation in Seoul. It is built on a doughnut plan, and it is
the first round building in the city so it has become a "sightWe are
see." The press is already knocking at the door.
planning the dedication ceremonies sometime in October but since
the heating equipment is slow in arriving from America, John
It will be a gala affair.
This
isn't sure the date will stick.
week I spoke with the wife of the US Ambassador, and she actually
requested an invitation!
If I don't get to work on that article of John's for the
Rehabilitation Journal there will be a different kind of
depression around here- -right in the middle of my skull with a
blunt prosthetic instrument!
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Our new friend. Father Rutt, has just had a book published and
asked me to write a review for The Korea Times.
I have never
written a book review in my life! No, not in high school, not in
college and not at all.
I don't know how to do it and am scared
But I will try, because I can't fail if I don't try and
to try.
Father Rutt must think I am capable of the job because he asked
me
I went to call
arrived he was
"Cats" for his
agreed to make
visit

on him at St.
busy making a
nephew.
What
a copy of the

Bedes where he lives.
When I
tape recording of T.S. Eliot's
He
a wonderful uncle to have!
tape for me too.
I enjoyed the

We are having trouble with our "outside man." As in the previous
house we rented, we inherited him with the house. He has worked
for the previous missionaries who lived here for a long time, and
grew to be a part of the family. They recommended him highly,
He did
but he has been a constant source of irritation to us.
not do what we expected of him.
he
had
He complained that
to
work twice as hard for us as he did for the Scotts and we
complain that we have to stand over him constantly to get
anything at all done. He is here every day, shuffling from room
to room.
If I had to use the bathroom he was cleaning the
bathtub. He worked slowly and methodically and took his own time
and picked his own job at his own convenience. He went through
the house with a little hand broom and a dustpan or a Bissel hand
sweeper, but he never really cleaned he just went through the
motions. The sweeper went over all the floors but not behind the
doors, under the furniture or in the corners.
He dusted the tops
I am going
but never picked anything up, just went around it.
crazy because I can't clean it myself. He is in the way, and he
gets ugly when I go over his work in my way. When the weather is
fine he goes off to the market or works in the garden.
But when
John asked him one day if he would spread manure in the garden,
John came home at night and wanted to know if that had been done
and was irritated when he learned that the man went to the market
instead.
We never know where he will be, so we can't organize

anything
This is another lesson we are learning about missionary life.
“Jbe foreigner hires help, and the help become part of the family
and help to raise the kids
Eventually the people leave Korea
There is not
and a new family inherits the help with the house.
the same "family relationship" and sometimes the personalities
just don't fit.
.
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Today we must take all the children to the dentist. It is
vacation time from school.
This dentist is good, good enough for
the army people and the government people use him too.
So his
appointment book is full
Sam drove us there since he has a
couple of cavities too and we sneaked him in on our appointments.
We still had to wait a full hour, and that used up most of the
morning.
One of our nuisances is that it takes so long to get
where you have to go in Seoul.
Traffic is terrible, and one can
always figure on at least half an hour just in travel time.
.

When we got home we had a late lunch and attended to the job for
the day, cleaning out the furnace room.
Our trouble with the
outside man came to a head just before Christmas.
We had a
couple of cold days and so we asked this man to come early. He
lives in a little house that goes with this property so he can
We asked him to fire up
take care of this house conveniently.
the furnace and he said he would do that and then go back home
and return at 9:30, depending on how long it would take to get
the furnace burning right.
John told him since he paid his
salary, he would decide that.
Then the man became angry and told
,John that he worked eight hours a day only and that was it. That
‘was the way it was with Dr. Scott and that was the way he would
work for us. John is patient, but he is not a doormat and he
He asked this
does not like to be shouted at by his employees.
man to please go home and think it over, but the man worked
himself up into a tantrum and stood there screaming at John.
Now we have no
That was it. John wasn't having any more.
"handyman" and that is a bit inconvenient since he was always
But we are glad to be
here to watch the house when we went away.
rid of him.
We got the
So Mr. Kim, our cook, helped me to clean house.
cobwebs down, mopped and waxed the floors and shook the dust out
of the curtains.
One day when I got chilly I went down to put
The furnace room had
some coal into the furnace. What a sight!
not been cleaned since the house was built and every time someone
walked into that room the dust was tracked all over the house.
Today Sam and I put on our old clothes, covered our heads with
caps and our noses with handkerchiefs and plunged into the task.
Coal was tumbling out of the bin all over the floor, so the first
thing we had to do was shovel it back in and shut the door. Then
we piled up all the tin cans which had been dumped on the floor
along with the waste paper. All that junk was thrown out and the
paper thrown into the furnace. We got boxes and a barrel for the
cans and cardboard which would be discarded in the future and we
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swept and swept and swept the floor.
Finally we sprinkled it
with water and washed the steps and the door handle. Then we had
to scrub the first floor (on the same level) because coal dust
had settled an inch thick over everything. I am bushed, but Sam
has gone bowling. Ah, youth!

Day before yesterday a package came from our church. Someone must
have consulted Lenore, because these gifts were so well chosen.
John got a record of the "King's Choraliers" singing hymns and he
plays it over and over again. Dirk, the dresser, got two shirts
and a black turtleneck that really hit the spot for our 15 year
old "hood." Mary and Joy each got a game and a skein or yarn with
knitting needles and directions for two-needle mittens.
I got a
stamped tablecloth to embroider, with the embroidery thread and
needles, plus a whole box of white thread. Korean thread is so
weak that we never use it if we can help it. To fill up this box
they used a bag of lollipops and a bag of pink peppermints
(already long gone)
Ann also sent a package ... each gift chosen with personal
knowledge of the person who would receive it
Everyone is so
pleased by her choices.
I am especially grateful because I can
see that Ann has put herself into this and it shows how well she
knows her family and all the little things which lie beneath the
surface in it. Besides the usual necessities such as nylon
stockings and a new bra in the right size
she sent me a can
of silver hair spray (so frivoulous and such fun!) Ann and I used
to get a kick out of spraying color on our hair at the big hotel
beauty shop down town.
I also received a new sweater and a -pair
of stretch pants. Any forty year old mother would be complimented
by that. Dirk got a record of the Smothers brothers, and he
giggles every time he plays it. Mary and Joy got new wrap-around
skirts and sweaters to match and knee sox. They are pleased and
proud. John got a desk pad set, and I don't think I could have
She even
thought of that myself.
It was just the thing for him.
tucked in gifts for Dr. and Mrs. Weiss, her "other parents," and
they too were touched by her thoughtfulness.
.

(

!

I

It seems that Ann is enjoying life.
She visited Lenore and her
family the weekend of Christmas and found the house in turmoil
over the new grandson, Lenore s brother's firstborn. Then Ann
went off to Iowa to spend a few days with our friends on their
farm.
She is probably snowbound as I write. We are still
enjoying wonderful weather with no snow. Sam and I planted over
a hundred tulip bulbs the day before Christmas and Sam spent part
of ^his morning spreading manure in the garden. Last year we had
six inches of snow on New Year's Day and it was awful. Traffic
was all tied up, people froze to death in the streets or died of
the coal gas in their rooms. This winter has been mild.
'
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On the last day of the old year we were invited to the Weiss home
for supper and Dr. Weiss cooked it himself. He made charcoal
broiled porkchops and it was a good meal After supper we sat
around and visited until around ten o'clock and then we all went
One of the Underwood traditions is a
to the Underwood house.
"watchnight service." We played a few games, read the Scripture,
sang and prayed as the year passed away.
After midnight we were
served an English "tea," (Mrs. Underwood is a native of Britain)
with muffins, cake, apples, and all kinds of stuff which
were
We got back home around two o'clock.
too full to eat.
On New
Year's Day the Underwoods hosted an open house.
Our notice said
that they would be "at home" between three and five.
Sam wasn't
invited, but the notice was quite impersonal.
We didn't go, but
I'm sure enough people were there so we weren't missed.
.

After Christmas I took down the holiday decorations. They looked
so junky next to the beautiful big embroidered screen which we
received as a gift from the contractors who built the amputee
center.
Church World Service office wrote us a formal letter,
advising us that it would not be wise to keep such an expensive
We can't do that.
gift and suggesting we give it back.
Our
conscience is clear in regard to this gift. The givers have been
close and dear friends for the past three years and we have
worked together closely. We have given them their start in
business and this doesn't seem to be a "business gift." Perhaps
one should not do business with friends, but we have had such a
congenial relationship and it seems that in this case friendship
One has not interfered with
and business existed side by side.
the other.
John and Mr. Lee could argue for hours over a
contract, and then leave the office and we'd share a dinner with
Lee and his wife and no business ever crossed the table.

185

1964

.

January 31, 1964
Pearl Buck's latest book, "The Living Reed" is now in sixth place
on the best seller list in USA.
In this country, Koreans and
foreigners alike are all excited about it, and are either
strongly in favor or strongly against it. Scholars are throwing
reviews of the book in all directions. Women's clubs are
discussing it at their meetings. Librarians are staging debates
over it and Korean publishers who have pirated it are making a
fortune

The favorite reviewer is our new friend Richard Rutt. He is the
Anglican priest we met last summer at the beach. We have become
good friends and seem to operate on the same wave length. Besides
that, we have the Korea Times in common and share friends there.
We belong to a group of about thirty people who write a column
which appears daily and is called "Thoughts of the Times." Each
person contributes about one article each month. Father Rutt has
been in Korea since 1954 and he was a student of Oriental culture
at Cambridge before that.
Since he is fluent in both Chinese and
Korean, he has access to all the ancient literature in the
original language and he is in great demand as a lecturer and as
a writer.
His writing in English is delightful, and his range is
unbelievable. He has a witty approach, but his humor is often
subtle. His grammar is impeccable and his vocabulary is fresh and
inclusive.
He also writes a scholarly Korean.
This erudite gentleman has taken poor Mrs. Buck apart. He says
that she fell apart under her own weight of research and her lack
of background experience.
At any rate, he goes through her book
and practically puts it back on the index file cards from which
he says it was written. He can practically catalog the
What really makes him fume is the presumptuous
references!
introduction which actually states that Mrs. Buck is writing
about "Korean people as I have known them on their own soil and
in China."
She spent ten days in Korea on a whirlwind lecture
tour, and what she learned about Korean people on their own soil
It is historically inaccurate,
didn't show in the book at all.
but worse, it is culturally inaccurate. It simply does not give a
"truebone" picture of Korean land and people.
I have been saturated with these disputes and debates and
If I were single or merely adventurous, I could go
discussions.
to America and have a great time on the lecture circuit reviewing
Pearl Buck's book, couldn't I? Just a few months and I would
If
have earned my fare back to Seoul. But here I am in Korea.
you wish to give book reviews on "The Living Reed" I will send
you some of the stuff Father Rutt has provided.
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Since we opened the Center this week to take in resident
patients, both of us have discovered that running a hospital is a
Details, decisions, and more of the same.
We took
lot of work.
ten patients for a starter, but before the arrival day we had to
get the cooks trained, the kitchen furnished, a practice run on
the big pressure steam rice cooker, we had to find blankets,
bedding, make pillows and sheets, run off charts on the ditto
machine, and all the while keep up on the correspondence and the
clinics and the lectures and guest tours, writing .. .with
thousands of interruptions by telephone and people who stqp in
"for a look."

John has gone off now to some meeting downtown. I am his
amanuensis. One of the social workers has just discovered that
the first ten patients have brought lice in with them. So we must
wash all the clothing and bedding. What to put on these people?
We made fifty seven pair of pajamas this week, but we have no
changes of underwear and they must wear underwear because they
are constantly being asked to show the artificial limb and the
way it connects to them. One comfort. When my husband gets tired
of prostheses he may be able to apply for a job as hospital
administrator. He is getting valuable experience.

Just after Christmas
At home our problems are different.
holidays, Sam started to run a fever and it lasted a whole week
before he checked in with Dr. Weiss. Dr. W sent him to the
hospital for tests and diagnosed hepatitis. So after five years
of residence in Korea we have the first hepatitis case in our
house.
Although Sam's liver shows a good deal of involvement.
Dr. W did not put him into the hospital because he isn't sick.
Sam feels fine. He is not irritable but patient, cheerful good
company. He doesn't complain.
So he is living in the guest room.
Dr. W lives across the road and the hospital is just down the
hill so it is no special trouble this way. Sam could not afford a
long hospital stay anyhow.
Our house has turned into Grand Central Station. The Foreign
School is only five minutes walk so the kids stop in at 8:30 a.m.
and again from 4:00 to 5:00 in the afternoon. On Fridays the
teachers come to visit and it is not uncommon to hear shouts and
laughter from this "sickroom." There sits Sam in his Church
World Service donation of pajamas (made for him by my private
dressmaker from unbleached muslin hospital gowns sent by the
Atlanta Christian Church.) On the bed, in the bed, on top of the
bed, on the wide window sills and in chairs around the bed are
Sam's friends and pupils. I have counted as many as fifteen young
people in there at the same time. This makes things a bit more
busy since these kids track in dirt, but it sure makes life
brighter for Sam. When the school kids aren't in there the
Steensma kids are in his room. Whenever we have a house guest we
try to move the conversation into the bedroom so Sam can share
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it. After all, three months of bed rest is no joke for a young
person.
During the daytime when we are at the Center and the
kids are in school, Sam is supposed to rest. He went to the
hospital today for more blood tests and we hope they will show
clear. He feels so good we can't believe he is sick, nor can he.
But no matter. Dr. W says he will have to stay in bed one more
week because the relapse rate on hepatitis is so high. Sam is
scared enough by what happened to Dr. B. last summer and he will
follow Dr.'s orders.

News from Ann in Chicago is consistently upbeat. She has a boy
friend and I cannot judge him because I have never met him.
Perhaps that makes me a lucky mother, I shall have to accept my
daughter's choice blindly.
I only hope that we will be kindred
souls, so when I write her I ask her to choose a husband her
mother can love. She writes frequent, interesting letters to us
and we enjoy hearing from her. We feel we are sharing her life
in Chicago.
She likes Trinity College and has already decided
she wants an A.B. (This is a change of mind since the time she
left us when she wanted to get a job and make some money.)
She has applied for the Summer Workshop In Missions (SWIM) and
John and I will try to swing that financially. This sort of
experience is so valuable to young people. We have seen this for
ourselves. It is just as important for us to help her grow in her
Christian life as it is to give her intellectual training.
We stay busy. We joined the Great Books discussion group which
meets every other Tuesday evening in the Army library. We jlist
finished the book of Job, and I didn't get much out of that
discussion (although I found it interesting to get such varied
approach to the book) but I learned a lot in my preparation for
it.
Next week is Aescylus (I left some of the letters out of
that spelling, but haven't time to check it and correct it)
On alternate Tuesdays I meet with a group of international women
and we discuss politics, literature, or some topic which can be
shared by all. This is my intellectual stimulation, not as
selective as yours but it keeps me going and gives me new ideas
and new friends.

Mary came home last Friday with lice. I cleaned her up with
kerosene, not a pleasant experience but it was all we had. We
discovered recurrence on Tuesday. Some fun! This is still Korea.
•

188

THE LIVING REED
Book Review by Richard Rutt
There is an American joke about the man who visits a country for
Pearl Buck
a week and then goes home to write a book about it
when
three
more
than
that
she
visited
days
two
or
Korea for
spent
and
parties
couple
of
lecture
tours
a
years
of
ago.
She
round
a
then went home and did a great deal of conscientious reading
before she wrote a book on a Korean theme. I explicitely do* not
say "a book about Korea, " because strictly speaking this is not a
book about Korea but a book using Korea's story as its theme.
.

People interested in Korea will want to know whether her account
of Korea is accurate and whether it will give any fresh insight
into Korea and her problems Although the history is correct
.

enough and occasionally perceptive, the answer in both cases can
only be negative. Practically every page has something inaccurate
on it. Admittedly some of the points are very small but some of
them show well that Miss Buck does not know the manners and
habits of Koreans. The foreigner has already several better books
if he is seeking information, he own sources among them.

A couple of instances will suffice to illustrate this. She makes
the chief character of the first half of the book, a nineteenth
century courtier and his wife, address each other by their
personal names. This is so very nearly beyond any possibility of
normal Korean behaviour as to rob these parts of the book of any
shred of versimilitude But the whole relation between these two
is artificial and one might add that the wife is thoroughly
unconvincing as a portrayal of a Korean woman, altogether too
pliable.
A second point will demonstrate the method by which
Miss Buck amassed her information about Korea and the
possibilities of danger involved in it. She constantly uses a
phrase "truebone, " as common currency in the nineteenth century
to describe noble blood. It is, in fact, a translation of a
Chinese phrase used in describing a royal rank in Silla, and
there is no evidence, I believe, of its use since then. That was
a thousand years before the time of the novel
.

With some ingenuity (it almost suggests that the novel was
written out of a card index compiled while reading books about
Korea) she introduces into the story little descriptions of
Korean customs and institutions such as the ondol floor, kimchi
making, children's birthday celebrations, even a funeral. But
time and again the descriptions have a second hand feeling, they
lack the vivid touch that comes from the pen of the eye witness.
None of this could be very serious if Miss Buck did not refer in
her prefatial note to "Korean characters as I have known them on
their own soil." Did she ever visit Korea apart from that tenday tour?
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The book comes out in Korea in three editions, hard covers and a
very cheap paper back English and a Korean translation. The
English language editions have been photographed from the
American one. The translator, Professor Chang Wang-nok, puts a
Korean language preface to the English edition. He allows himself
to be carried away into saying that this book is a new classic
for Korea. If that is the case the outlook for the rest of Korean
literature is grimmer than I thought. I have not read the Korean
translation. If it is to convince a Korean audience, the
translator must have done a good deal of modification. It is
interesting that in the 80 pages of notes he appends to the
English edition there are significant omissions of Korean words
and names which are hard to identify. The Korean title of the
book has been changed to "Though the reed be troubled by the
wind, " which seems a pity because a reading of the story shows
that, unusual as it may seem, by "reed" Miss Buck means "bamboo,"
and in her allegory the bamboo is not merely troubled by breezes
but is wantonly crushed and cut down.
The brouhaha for the book here in Seoul has been unusually loud.
It will surely be an over-the-counter success in spite of its
literary weaknesses because the authoress has tremendous
popularity among many young Koreans. This reputation is in itself
a matter of interest. An American professor of English had said
that it is of first importance to a visiting professor of English
Literature in Korea to know about Pearl Buck. It was a wry remark
but not a flippant one. Possibly most of Miss Buck's readers are
girls. As a feminist she would not mind; and "The Living Reed"
uses her usual recipe of sex-f rom-the-female-point-of -view,
although it is much less feminist than some other of her writing.
Korean girls usually explain their interest in Pearl Buck simply
and honestly as pleasure in that she writes about the East. If
they read the English version of the new book and understand it
they may be less enthusiastic; but they may be won over by the
simple accounts of Korean political aims.

There can be no doubt that the fact of having once won a Nobel
prize endears Miss Buck to many Koreans for the Nobel prize for
literature has a place in the popular esteem here which it does
not enjoy everywhere. In any case, this book is not another "Good
Earth." Of course there are those who appreciate her simple
literary style. It is probably a fairly easy style for the
foreign reader of English, but for the native reader of English
it* is now a very flat style, and in a novel like the "Living
Reed", which does not have much movement in most of the plot, it
seems even flatter. If it must be judged by the standards of
other contemporary American writers (James Baldwin comes to mind)
it is slow and flaccid. But the real values of Miss Buck's
writing in English are not the values by which the Korean reading
public will judge "The Living Reed." The Oriental public does
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not share the point of view of the western critic. To a certain
extent this is natural and desirable, but it would be for the
good of Korean literature in general if our western writers were
better understood and more severely criticized.

I
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Reply to Letters to the Editor by Richard Rutt
A Reed Shaken by the Wind
It has been entirely delightful to have some reactions to
articles in The Korea Times, and especially those about my review
of Pearl Buck's "The Living Reed." As for the critical reception
of Miss Buck's works in Korea, I realize that Mr. Hyun is quite
right in saying that it is the same here as elsewhere. There is a
vast reading public that enjoys her work, and there are people
whose concern with literature is more discriminating. What
worries me is that in Korea there are too few of the
discriminating people. A great many students believe that Miss
Buck is a "great American writer, " and some of them have read
little else, either in English or translation. The fact that a
professor of English at the Seoul National University should
translate her work quite naturally suggests to the young Korean
that here are modern classics. I am still inclined to think that
the fact of having won a Nobel Prize for literature is more
important in the eyes of the Korean public than it is in some
other countries. For instance, in how many countries is it the
practice for Nobel Prize winning novels to be hastily translated
by teams of writers dividing up the chapters among themselves? It
certainly happens here. It is a question for educators rather
than for literary critics. I have Korean friends who are prepared
to be much more scathing about Pearl Buck than I am. Knowing just
how bad English books can be, I stop short of joining Mr. Hyun in
dismissing "The Living Reed" as trashy. Prof. Chang's implication
that a book is a classic because it is popular as a radio serial
is most intriguing.
But how wrong he is to say that I "purposely
overlooked the merits of the novel." I wrote that "the history
is correct enough and even perceptive" though a historian tells
me that was over-generous. And I did also say that the Korean
public at large might be won over by the simple accounts of
Korean political aims- -by which I meant the anti- Japanese
nationalism of the book as well as all the stuff about Russia and
America: though of course, as Prof. Chang says in another
respect, "there are hundreds of books on these subjects."
I also said that I recognized that a chief ingredient in Miss
Buck's popularity is her easy style, though the professor says
that this may not be reproduced in translation. How very unfair
of him to say that I gloated over the author's mistakes and
I only mentioned two fundamental ones and hinted
magnified them!
innumerable
wrongly spelled words and names. But here are
the
at
a few more random samples of simple errors.

"The Puyo developed a remarkable culture rich in arts and
crafts." What arts and crafts? Our available information from
the Wel-chih suggests that they were a stock-breeding people who
certainly had some crafts because they could weave and work
metal; but that is about all.
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Then we are told that archaeologists and historians accept 2333BC
as the date of the founding of Korea. If such scholars were to
publish their convictions they would be assured of exclusion from
all reputable places of learning.

surprising that Miss Buck, who has so much experience of
China should do such strange things with the Korean system of
personal names She not only gives a son the name similar t^ his
father's, but gives a grandfather's name to a grandson. This is
good western practice but not oriental This sort of mistake is
not just a slip; it destroys the Korean atmosphere and makes it
untrue
It is

.

.

also notice that according to Miss Buck a man attended a
Christian school apparently in Korea before 1881. The oldest
recorded Christian school is Paejae, founded in 1865. I also
wonder where Koreans found copies of Kant, Spinoza and Hegel they
could read at that early time. As for the way she arranges
marriages between the Korean political factions and has them
blithely dismissing ideological objections to the prospective
bridegroom, one can but smile at the naivete of it all.
Indeed,
the whole of her treatment of internal Korean politics is weak,
which is a great pity because she missed a great many
ofjportunities for good material. It is difficult to substantiate
criarges of inaccuracy without citing instances which may easily
appear petty. I have mentioned little yet, and nothing outside
the opening chapters; but the falsity of so many details combines
into a fault which cannot be dismissed as "of slight importance
But I must reaffirm that I have not criticized
or even amusing."
I only question
Prof. Chang's translation. I have not read it.
whether his use of the word "classic" in the sense of "bestseller" is admissible.
I

On the question of the title I stand my ground. I may indeed
"lack deeper knowledge of the Korean language" but I understand
English, and on page 27 of the novel where the little boy who
later becomes the "Living Reed" has just trampled and destroyed
the bamboo shoots, his father says: "Though it is only a hollow
reed, it is a living reed. Now the roots must send up other
shoots to take the place of those you have destroyed."
It is
obvious that the living bamboo is a symbol for the Korean nation.
Should anyone doubt whether "reed" can mean "bamboo" let him look
But Prof. Chang knew
at Webster, who will remove his doubts.
this for I looked at his translation to see how he had
translated the phrase quoted. He has rendered it as "the living
bamboo." Why did he ignore this key point of the novel's
symbolism in the title? It is a vigorous image and appropriate
to Miss Buck's purpose. But the Korean title which Prof. Chang
chose means "though the reed be troubled by the wind, " and the
:
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word he uses for "reed" means a "bulrush" or reed growing by the
waterside. The use of a metaphor about waving reeds suggests the
influence of Korean translations of the ironic phrase in
St. Matthew, Chapter 11.
There is, of course, the phrase in the
confusian analects saying that the ruler is like the wind and the
common people are like the grass, and the traditional jibe at the
Chooia folk being as shifty as "willows before the wind, " as well
as a Korean popular song comparing a woman's fickle heart to a
reed waving in the wind. There is no sense of renewal of life in
any of these There are oriental sayings about the bamboo bending
before the wind- -the idea was used by Robert Standish in the
title of his novel about Japan, "The Three Bamboos," But ability
to recuperate,, like a reed before the wind is not the theme of
"The Living Reed". The theme here is renewal of life.
.

For all these reasons I remain convinced that the original author
gave the book a more appropriate title than the translator has
used.
But it is a common practice to change titles in
translation, and Prof. Chang's choice is undoubtedly more
evocative and pleasing to the Korean public.
People who have not
read the book or who do not bother about the relation of the
title to the story will prefer the bulrush waving in the wind.
My only objection to it is that it does not fit the story as well
as Miss Buck's title does. Undoubtedly it is a good one from the
commercial point of view.

Finally I ought to admit publicly that Miss Buck has paid me a
personal compliment in "The Living Reed." She quotes one of my
translations of Korean verses- -though with minor emendations that
are not improvements and without leave or acknowledgment
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think I am going crazy. I can't seem to cope anymore. This may
be quite natural under the circumstances, but that doesn't help
It's my own fault.
I got carried away by my noble
much.
impulses and hired one of the young girls from the House of Grace
(you remember I wrote about the prostitute rehabilitation
We also have an amputee
project?) as a trainee in our home.
living
can learn a little about
with
us
that
he
orphan boy
so
America before he leaves with his adoptive parents at the end of
this month.
I

My dear family didn't share my motivation. The girl does the
ironing and messes it up. Then the family complains bitterly and
runs her down and scolds her until she begins to cry. I cry
The little boy doesn't understand English but
inside with her.
He gets pushy and loud in his
he wants so badly to be American.
efforts to attract attention and be part of the picture. Dirk is
I am caught in
cruel to him and bullies him and chases him away.
the middle. .1 lose my patience, and I try to love them all and
remember the days when kindness was important to me. When I was
lost and lonely and unsure of myself, I appreciated little bits
Maybe I expect too much of teenagers. They are
of consideration.
selfish creatures. At twelve Joy is already quite self-centered.
Mary is still sweet but she gets impatient too. Yet she tries.
John calmly ignores the struggle. He can't see any wrong in Dirk
and resents my attacks on him. So I brood and begin to shake
inside and cry in my bed and eat tranquillizers until I feel as
This may not be a lucid
if I am walking on a feather pillow.
letter
.

I tell myself I am female and forty. Maybe this is "change of
life?" Then it will pass in time. But I can't find a doctor who
will support my theory. Perhaps, as you say, the fun of living in
Korea has worn off.
Whatever it is, I am nervous and uneasy.
I do not sleep well and I hear all kinds of noises in the night
and lie there worrying about invaders.
We have received notice
that we must move again in August. I am tired of moving, moving,
and moving.
The contractor who built the amputee center is
building a house which he will rent to us, and we hope we can
stay there until we leave Korea.

Did Father Rutt write to you? He said your analysis of the book
"Honest to God" hit it squarely.
He knows the author personally
and considers him a bit of a pumpkinhead.

Dirk is happy with the book on Ceasar you sent. Isn't that
amazing? It was good of you to send it and he appreciated that.
He has these flashes of appreciation, believe it or not. His
letter to you, although not quite spontaneous, was an agreeable
195

response to my suggestion. He didn’t argue but went straight to
his desk. I consider this the most accurate indication that he
did really appreciate his book.
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May

1,

1964
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You must have assumed I had committed suicide by this time, but
I have been going about doing good
that is not the case at all.
and
today I have come into my reward.
to all people
I wrote you
that we had taken in another Korean child, the fifth who has
lived with us since we came to Korea. This boy was an amputee
child who came to the Center just before our leave in USA. John
was so attracted to him he wanted to adopt him but I resisted.
I now realize how wise I was. We made arrangements for him to
live with the Song family, who have four children of their own
and are good, kind Christian people. Last year the boy started
having nightmares and said he wanted to find his own mother. We
took him to a psychiatrist who decided that the child did not
feel he was part of the family and was emotionally insecure.
The
We started looking for an American family to adopt him.
Harry Holt Agency put his name on their lists and a family from
Artesia, Ca. responded. They live close to my father's home in
California and after we wrote to them they contacted my parents.
We took the boy into our home to give him a "crash course" in
Americanization, and it hasn't been easy. He is a spirited lad
and he is michievous
He has come a long way since his beggarboy days but he still has bad habits such as swinging tiny
'kittens around by the tails and getting into everyone else's
We were handling this as best we could until his
business.
parents came to Korea last Sunday night.
.

Eighty people arrived on a Flying Tiger plane at midnight. We
were at the airport to meet them, and we got back home at two in
They were
the morning with this couple who were dead tired.
crazy about the boy and took him to their hearts immediately.
He responded. We could see that was exactly what this child
needed ... lots of evident affection. Not only does he need love,
We worried about this a
but he needs an overflowing of it.
The first day he
little because they give, give, give to him.
received a wrist watch, new clothes, a viewmaster, a camera. At
home waiting for him is a radio, a pony, a bicycle.
What a
change for a beggar boy! At any rate, after he was sure that
this was his very own mama and papa and that they truly loved
him, he signed off on all of us.
When we talked he could not
hear. He no longer took orders or obeyed us.
It was as if he
were deaf. Still, he considered our house as his and helped
himself to anything which took his fancy. Nothing was too good
for his new mama.
I had to watch him constantly. He fixed our
radio with a screwdriver and he fixed the bathtub drain by
pulling it out completely. The parents are good souls- -Artesia
farmers with hearts of gold. I am sure the boy will have a good
home. They have plenty of room for him to run and a dairy for him
to work in. He needs constant activity.
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We just took the family back to the plane, and we were there all
afternoon. What a mess that Holt operation is!
Loose organization, everything haphazard.
We comforted a family who expected
to get a child and did not, and we supported a family who did get
a child and couldn't get her on the plane. We soothed a family
that got into an argument with Harry Holt (and may have contributed to the heart attack that killed him the day before yesterday.
A memorial service will be held in the Seoul Union Church tonight
but we will not go. We have had enough.)
I've been trying to be a friend to everybody. In between times I
drop in at the amputee center, where I conducted two tours (one
for six women who are making an around the world tour and another
for the Protestant Women of the Chapel)

Saturday evening we had several guests for dinner. The Reverend
Clarence Boomsma is visiting from Grand Rapids and he came with
his hosts. Dr. and Mrs. Boelens
Chaplain Ouwinga brought three
servicemen with him.
Sunday we had two more servicemen guests,
one of whom stayed overnight. All in all, it has been a busy time
and I am exhausted. Tonight when we returned from the airport
there was a call from another serviceman, a big Italian sergeant
from Lansing, Michigan. He will come in tomorrow to stay over the
weekend.
Just call it The Steensma Hotel.
.

Lately we've been receiving a lot of publicity in the newspapers.
There was an article in the Korea Times, another in the Korea
Republic, and a full page spread in the Army newspaper. Stars and
Stripes.
So we are getting our fifteen minutes of fame.
Mary has stayed home all day with a bad throat and a cough. She
was supposed to go to a campout with the girl scouts, but it
rained all day so I kept her home. Joy was leaving tomorrow, but
her campout has been cancelled.

A letter from Lenore tells us that she will graduate college in
the spring and plans to go to the University of Michigan this
summer. So it seems taking a year out of college to spend it with
Dirk has written
us in Korea has not hurt her scholastically.
his second article for Korea Times, and it will appear in
tomorrow's newspaper. This will pay him four dollars, which is
the incentive.
Of course, I edit the writing and rewrite a bit,
but the experience is a valuable lesson in English for him.
Onc§ again we thank you for the book you sent to Dirk. He uses it
constantly.
His report card has come up all the way around and
we are pleased and proud.

198

JUNE

1964

We appreciate the pictures you sent of Ann's Thanksgiving visit
Although seeing her face in the photos makes us
in your home.
conscious of how we miss her here, it also brings us closer to
She is changing into a young lady, and I think we will all
her.
We hope she will be coming
be surprised when we see her again.
to Korea next summer, courtesy of our employer, CWS, and that she
will not be so involved with her new boy friend that she* won't be
We are
able to leave him for three months to visit her family.
quite satisfied with what the first year of college has done for
Ann. She seems happy in the home where she is living and we are
thankful for that. Dirk has already chosen to go to Calvin
College because he hears so much about basketball there, but Dirk
isn't ready yet, so he may change his mind.

Our family is well and eager to finish the school term. The
swimming pool at the Seoul Union Club has already opened and all
the kids have new swim suits (by special arrangement with the new
business manager at Church World Service. He arrived here from
New York last week and brought them along in his luggage)
Dirk's
is too tight and Joy's and Mary's are too big, but we have had
them altered by our dressmaker so they will do. Dirk grows
taller every day and already tops his dad. Next year we hope he
will flesh out a bit. Joy is maturing rapidly (too rapidly, for a
child of twelve! She has young lady ideas- -nylons bras, nail
polish and fancy hairdos, and BOYS.) Mary is still the same- -easy
going, messy, nervous, friendly and easy to have around.
John is
busy. He was just asked to be on the school board and is on the
teacher recruitment and curriculum committees. He will enjoy this
since this school is one of his main interests, but it will take
Sam has decided to stay on another year as
up a lot of his time.
He simply announced to us that he would
a teacher at the school
Oh well, I
be staying on at our house as a free boarder also.
And it
suppose that is our way of giving support to the school
Still, it would have
is good for Dirk to have Sam in the house.
been nice if he had asked us.
.

,

.

.
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6,
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I am happy to hear that you are taking a brighter view of life.
We are enjoying such happiness these days that sometimes I feel
selfish.
Dr. K. is a blessing in our home, but he too has a
sadness.
His wife was supposed to join him, but she is
experiencing anxieties and fears. She writes him every day and
her emotions come through in the letters. Of course, by the time
he receives them the situation has changed, and he knows that by
the time he can get word to her several more days will pass.
It
is frustrating. I am sympathetic, but I can't do much to help.
We hope she can follow him to Korea soon. Meanwhile he worries.
Sometimes on the days he doesn't teach, we walk together to the
Seoul Union Club (a good hour's walk) and then we bowl several
games before we walk home again. That takes his mind off his
wife's troubles, and the excercise helps him to get a good
night's sleep.

Your new boarder will help you to get a different perspective, I
think.
You will see the problems in your household through her
Little
things which annoy you, pet peeves which have grown
eyes.
with
family
up
the
will be minimized or ignored for the sake of
the guest and gradually they will not seem of such prime
importance. This has happened here. We have invited different
people to meet John K., people who want to meet him and people we
want him to meet.
It broadens our life and adds pleasure to ;it
Of course, our situation is easier. Having a boarder does not add
anything to my physical load. I don't have to do his laundry or
cook for an extra person. I don't even have to clean his room. I
only supervise these activities and that's no trouble at all. So
his visit with us is pure pleasure, and because he also realizes
this, he can enjoy it too.

Now you know why we are constantly entertaining "guests." A
stranger in our home does not take something away from the family
This has been our experience for
but adds something to it
years. Just last week Mrs. B asked me, "Don't you get tired of
always having other people around?" I hadn't thought of it that
Even
way, but when I did I had to admit we enjoyed the habit.
when our boarders weren't particularly nice people and
contributed nothing of themselves, as in the days when we took in
court wards or Hungarian refugees, we found that because we had
to ^ve of ourselves for them we benefitted from their presence
in the long run. We were forced to assess ourselves. We came face
to face with our inadequacies.
.
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K has been with us a full month already and we are still
enjoying his company. We look forward to his coming home and we
We look forward to meeting
share our daily experience and jokes.
I hope we will be
his wife and want her to be here too.
JK assures me that we will love each other, but you
compatable.
know me. I either take to people wholeheartedly or I take an
immediate dislike to them. And when I don't like a person, I
I have just had a humbling
really don't. This is my big trouble.
experience with the men who recently came here as representatives
I hadn't realized my own bias
of the Christian Reformed Church.
The next morning
until the evening they came here for dinner.
Dr. K. pointed it out to me clearly and although I was both sorry
I can admire these men
and ashamed, I had to admit the truth.
for their sincerity and their earnest desire to do a job to the
best of their ability, but I deplored their provincialism and
pre-set ideas. These men were like children at a circus. Their
eyes bugged with the newness of the world and they were agog with
How can such neophytes assess the needs and
first impressions.
problems and future of Korea?
Dr.

JK and my John were more patient, more understanding, more
helpful They could overlook these obvious inadequacies in their
real desire to be of service to these men. They were determined
to help them even if the representatives themselves were unaware
they needed help. So while I was fuming and kicking against the
pricks, John and Dr.K neatly sidestepped them and tried to win
Then they gently presented their
the confidence of the visitors.
own ideas.
I have so much to learn in the realm of diplomacy!
.

Thinking about it afterward, I could see that I am hard on the
people I take a dislike to. When I hate, I hate so good, and
that is bad.
It is uncharitable, and Dr.K kindly pointed this
out to me. It has always been my biggest fault, and it would seem
I do not make much progress correcting it.
Time is passing quickly. Next year Dirk will be in 12th grade and
the way things stand, we will leave after his graduation.
Joy
will be graduating from eighth grade, and we will be graduating
from Korea. We have no plan for the future. Something will turn
up, I'm sure.
This morning John is entertaining the two church visitors at the
center. He will bring them home for lunch.
Dr.B has monopolized
their time in Korea, which is as it should be, since he works for
the same organization and they are his guests.
But we would like
to see them have wider contact.
Dr. K has seen more
representative people and has a much broader view of the whole
Korea situation, and I am sure he will put it to good use.
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Last week we had a wonderful time at a CR serviceman's retreat.
There were 8 servicemen, five Steensmas, three Boelens, the two
visitors from Grand Rapids, Hilda Aukeman and Sam Heerenga, and
the Van Lierop family of five.
Sam made a public profession of
faith at the service and it was so moving Hilda wept
She said
it had been too long since she had such communion with the people
of her own denomination.
Our Bible leader was Captain Rader of
the Salvation Army and he was great. Dr.K. was deeply impressed
by him, and Cpt. Rader said he was impressed by the CRC. He went
away delighted with his gift of a pocket size Psalter/Hymnal. He
is a fine singer, and often sings with his wife for public
functions. The last time we saw him he was off in a corner
studying the Heidelburg Catechism!
.

This afternon John and I must attend a tea in honor of our new
Church World Service director. It will be at the YMCA and everybody will be there- -government people, missionaries and representatives from the voluntary agencies. Big affair which
signifies nothing.
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I was asked to run the Christmas family night at
I am in a snit.
Seoul Union Church
of which I am not even a member!)
I thought
I had gotten away from all this committee nonsense- -PTA, Boy
Scouts, Whatever- -but here in Seoul it is every bit as bad as it
If it isn't one thing it is another.
was in Grand Rapids.
•
Tonight is PTA, but I am staying home. I can't do
every thing Tomorrow evening I go to another sort of meeting,
called by one of the Embassy women who is a close friend of ours.
She and her husband have been good to us. Her husband gets all
sorts of publicity for John's program and they have introduced us
to all the fascinating people they meet in their circle.
We do
These meetings are discussion groups, and she
enjoy this couple.
asked me to join because I am outside the Embassy circle. Most of
these women never get the chance to meet the people who have
One of the women in this
lived and worked on the Korean economy.
group is German, one Malaysian, one Italian, one British, and
five are Korean. That makes a discussion run along different
lines. The Koreans would never think of publicly criticizing
America, but the British aren't bashful that way at all.
They
enjoy it, and this shocks the polite Korean women.
Because we
have lived in Korea more than five years, we have developed some
different ideas of Korean life than these two-year termers. My
ideas are also different from those of the educated, high-class
Korean women who have not seen much beyond their own back yards
At the last meeting one of the dear ladies asked about the
I replied that my
physically handicapped people in Korea.
husband's work was with these handicapped. The chairman then
addessed the next question to a Korean lady: "How do Koreans feel
about physically handicapped people? Do they shun them? Are they
ashamed of them? Do they help them?
(

.

I had an answer, but it was not my question. The Korean lady
didn't quite understand the question and asked that it be
explained once more. Then she replied, "I think it used to be
that way in Korea, but now I have seen a movie about people who
are helping these handicapped, so I am sure it is different now."
I asked,
"This movie, is it named "Tasi canun keeri?" (which is
She beamed
the movie US Information Service made of our work.)
and answered that was the one.
Had I seen it too? I asked if
she remembered the foreign man with the beard and the hooks and
she replied enthusiastically that she did indeed remember him. I
told her this man was my husband, and this was the work we are
doing in Korea. That was quite a lesson for those Embassy women.
Here is a foreigner who has something to teach educated Koreans.
The subject for tomorrow's discussion is quite different.
"Can
Foreign Policy be Democratic?"
I don't know much about that.
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Next week John and I will go to HongKong.
Lenore s parents sent
us the round trip tickets for Japan last summer, and John traded
them in on tickets to HongKong,
The difference in regular fare
and United Nations fare is $350 to $160, and with these tickets
we have as exchange, the trip will cost us only $31 apiece. Think
of it!
Our kids all need new shoes, Dirk needs a suit, Sam wants
a suit also, and I hope to buy a new dress.
'

Last week we had the dedication of our new Center. Everything
went beautifully, and many people have told us how well-done the
event was.
So we consider this a success.
We were surprised and
pleased to notice that most of the people who attended were
impressed by the chapel. This chapel was built in about three
weeks' time with money donated to us by Reformed and Christian
Reformed people.
It is a nice little place, and also attractive,
but I think what impresses the mission community is the fact that
we built it. It is a witness to our conviction that a chapel is
essential to our program here. We are proud of this achievement
and even the Church World Service and the World Council representatives from New York and Geneva were impressed, since the
only outside help (outside our own groups, that is) was our
request to them for permission to build the chapel. They gave
this permission with some amusement, since we were so tied up
with the building project of the Center. But as soon as we are
able to show them the completion of the Center, we also present
the completed chapel, built with privately raised funding.
^

Now I must
Brag, brag, brag- -but we have to do that sometimes.
do the ironing, since we waited all afternoon for electricity.
Lying awake last night, I suddenly became sick of living in
Korea. I am sick of worrying about slickee boys, about housemen
who don't work, about rutted roads and homemade clothes and the
I am sick of
dirty market where everyone laughs at foreigners.
not being able to buy what we need, not being able to fire lazy
Then I
employees, just sick and tired of the whole experience.
fell asleep, and today everything looks good again.
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I am writing this letter on unplanned time. We should not be
We were at
here. We are scheduled to be on Cheju Island today.
the airport in Seoul yesterday at nine thirty, take-off time, but
because of reports of bad weaher on Cheju, the plane didn't take
off until about a quarter after ten. It was a small two-engine
The ride was so bunifjy I
aircraft and awfully crowded inside.
lost a full cup of coffee by spilling it over my head. It just

went "whoopsh!"
I almost froze while waiting for
Brrrr, that airport was cold!
We went into the unheated tea room and I
the plane to take off.
sat on my feet for half an hour and drank hot, black coffee. John
thought I was just being difficult, because he never gets cold. I
have never met anyone so impervious to temperature, discomfort or
fatigue as John.

As we joggled along in the plane I got warmed up with a blanket
over my legs, my winter coat, a sweater and a wool vest. By
eleven thirty I removed the blanket. Soon after that we were
given the news that it would be impossible for our plane to land
in Cheju because of high winds and heavy rains in the area. Since
Cheju is rather remote, there was nothing to do but turn back. We
started back to Seoul, and arrived at one-thirty in the
afternoon. The airport provided lunch, but John and I decided to
pass in favor of the Air Force Grill at the nearby army base. We
were told that we could leave again on a heavier and bigger plane
at two o-clock, but that flight was also cancelled. So here we
are at home again.

was relieved. My ears suffered in the small plane and I could
not imagine anything I wanted less than to start that trip over
Have I told you about the
again. So we jumped into a hopseung.
hopseung? It is a little jitney taxi which holds about fifteen
people normally. By packing it tight, it can carry twenty. That's
really packed. For that matter, fifteen is packed. These vehicles
are built in Korea, which explains a lot.
The fare is about ten
cents each for us to ride from the airport to the center of
downtown. That is a two -and- a -half dollar ride in an Army taxi.
The hopseung is quite an experience.
Other riders discuss us as
frankly as if we were deaf and talk openly about John's hooks.
They are not at all inhibited, staring openly, poking each other
and leaning around each other for a better look. We feel like an
exhibit Finally I asked the hopseung girl in my broken Korean
how much the ride would cost. This fell like a bomb inside the
car, but the young man sitting next to me took advantage of it.
"You speak Korean very well," he said. This is not true, but it
is the usual polite opening for conversation.
"How long have you
been in Korea?"
I

.
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I ignored him, but John answered,
"Six years."
That started a
buzz of conversation and the young man asked the question he had
really wanted to ask first. "Because of the war, are you this
way?" John replied as briefly as possible with no explanation.
"No."
After a few more attempts which John handled with one or
two syllable replies, the man gave up on the interview.

We reached home in time for tea. I was tired, but it was good to
be home For some reason I had been reluctant to leave the
children to go on this trip, and I was glad to be back with them.
I went to bed early and slept soundly. After a six hundred mile
airplane ride that went nowhere at no expense, I could sleep. We
had covered a lot of ground, and that was it.
.

Tomorrow, Dr.K returns from Japan. I am eager for news of his
wife.
It seems she had some sort of nervous breakdown and had to
be hospitalized. Too bad.

Just think! Next week we will celebrate Thanksgiving Day. We
have invited all the servicemen we know and are now trying to
scrounge up something to feed them. The Boelens called and wanted
to eat with us too, but they had already made plans to join the
Conn family, so I suggested they eat dinner together and we will
Our gang usually numbers about fifteen
eat here with our guests.
Mrs. B was supposed to have
it
may
beyond
that.
people, but
go
her baby three weeks ago, so she may be busy on Thanksgiving Day
with other things
The year is slipping away, but life is good. Good friends, good
food, good health and good spirits and purpose in living. We
could not ask for more, but we have been given much more. If my
life ended today I could not complain. It has been full and rich
I look forward to new
and I have (for the most part) enjoyed it.
with
anticipation.
surprises, new pleasures, new experience
Anything can happen, and usually does.

206

Saturday after Thanksgiving.

Nothing much accomplished today. I went in for a physical checkup
and am still completing tests. I hope they are finished before
Monday's appointment with the doctor. She is really nice. She is
a Methodist missionary, in her late forties, and dedicated to her
mission. Although she gave me a thorough physical, she spent most
I've been so tense and ready
of the time just talking with me.
why.
It may be indication of
wanted
find
I
to
out
for tears
menopause, or it may be just a combination of several factors.
Anyhow, I don't need identification as much as I need control. I
haven't been sleeping well and I exhaust myself lying in bed
getting all tensed up and straining to hear the smallest sounds.
I worry about the slickee boys who have hit every house in this
area recently except ours. I've been prowling about at all hours
of the night, and maybe that's what keeps the thieves away.
So the doctor gave me some sleeping pills. I slept the whole
It lasts until two in the
night through, but what a hangover!
afternoon. Gradually this is improving as I get rested through.
hold my breath, trying to let things go and really get relaxed.

I

John was not aware of my problem. Neither was Dr.K, I hope,
although in spite of his concern over his own wife's problems I
think he realized things were working up here. He is so
perceptive and sympathetic to other people. When I crashed to the
floor one night after a dinner party, John made this appointment
with the doctor. Now he is suggesting we go along on a chartered
The Boelens have agreed to
flight to HongKong over Christmas.
look after Joy and Mary.
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Dr. K. left suddenly after making a phone call home. He has been
so concerned about his wife's health, so once his teaching
commitment was finished, and she was in the psychiatric hospital
he decided to cut short the remainder of his planned stay.
We appreciated every minute he was with us and were not eager to
see him leave, except for the sake of his family.
Even our

children remarked that they will miss him and are sorry he could
not stay longer.
He contributed a great deal to family life-laughing with us, praying with us, sharing our problems and joys.
Because he is a devoted husband and father, we also shared his
family and feel we know them all even though we haven't met them.
We learned to appreciate some of the problems which face the
seminary faculty and students, and to see the tremendous
challenges in that place. So you see, John Kromminga was more
than a guest in our home. He was a gift to us.
John has gone off to a tea. I begged off. So much of our time is
That's
taken up with diplomatic appearances such as this.
because Korea is full of organizations which support each other.
Tonight we will all go to the Seoul Union Club for "family night"
There's too much family night
supper. I didn't make reservation.
right here.
I really need to start knitting or sewing againMaybe if we go to HongKong I can bring back
it's good therapy.
some new project.
Father Rutt has written an unusual article for Korea Times/ He
began it with the astonishing sentence, "I have a friend who
really might be called a son of a bitch." Then he went on to
explain how the Chinese character which formed the boy's name
meant that the son was long awaited and hard to get The mother
offered prayers to Buddha and tried everything else. One day the
bitch gave birth to pups. According to ancient belief, the
mother had made some sort of sacrifice which would exchange her
womb for the mother dog's. It worked, you see- -shortly after the
dog whelped, she conceived. The article began with the shocker
and worked its way out of it cleverly, ending up as an
informative and interesting piece.
.

had a successful article last week too, to judge by the
It started with the quotation in Latin, "When in
response to it.
I said it wasn't translatable because
Rome do as the Romans."
Suppose you decide to live as the
the idea won't work in Korea.
the farmers do, as a doctor or a
live
as
Koreans live, would you
is such a great difference in
There
government employee, or how?
foreigners be more
we
as
the living standard. How could
we would still be
Koreans,
live
as
effective? Even if we could
Educated
foreigners.
like
look
treated as foreigners because we
straight-backed
providing
people insist on using English and
I
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uncomfortable chairs for us to sit on, but most of the people
So it is better if we live as
still stare and point at us.
ourselves and live in the way which is best for us. We must
accept ourselves for what we are. Only in this way can we do
effective work in Korea, as teachers or as students.
After the departure of Dr. K I am inspired to write another
He was given so much junk!
article on gift giving and receiving.
With a 44 pound baggage limit he had to leave much of it behind
So the problem became ours.
It is not a
for us to mail to him.
new problem, but has happened before with overseas guests. The
Korean people are such big gift-givers, and nobody wants to
What to do?
offend them by refusing the gifts.

Mary is out selling my
Dirk and Sam are out on the Honda s
conversation book. The publisher is going broke and is not making
any payments. His creditors are moving in on him. So our business
office decided to take the rest of the owed royalties out in
They cost us 80 hwon
books and now we have 562 books to sell
each and we sell them at 100 hwon. Mary gets ten hwon for everyone she sells. I believe that's about four cents a book. She
stands in front of the university and hawks her books
It is
funny, but Mary loves this. She is naturally friendly, and the
students are eager to buy, so it is a successful venture for her.
.

.

.

Our cat has given birth to three cute kittens
Joy is as proud
of them as the mother cat is.
They live in her bedroom, but the
whole family gets pleasure from them.
.

I have given up on riding a Honda.
and it's a cold way to travel.
Sam
weather but they wear wool trousers,
helmets, goggles and gloves.
Where
Martian?

It is less than a pleasure,
and Dirk still ride in all
knee high leather boots,
could I go dressed like a

I just gave away the suit I bought when Ann was a baby.
All but
two of my skirts have become tight, and I will have to move to a
bigger size.
I must admit, at last, to middle-age spread.
No
amount of bowling can make up for the current desire I have for
hot fudge sundaes.
Last week I bowled 178. .1 wish I could do
that consistently, but I'll never be a champion bowler.
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DECEMBER

1964

December

1964

1,

We had a do-it-yourself night here and Mary and Joy painted

stationery with me. They enjoyed it.
I haven't been spending
enough time with them and they are growing up so fast. Now Joy
wants to wear nylon stockings to school!
Last night Father Richard came for supper.
He is as charming and
lovable as ever, but we see little of him these days since he
went to St. Michaels.
He is happy in his new work. I passed on
your comments on his book and he said he hoped you would write to
him.
He appreciates a good correspondence, as I do, and he also
appreciates this rarity.

Today we shampooed the living room rug and shifted all the
furniture around. Last week we cleaned the curtains. Next week we
will attack the bedrooms. Tomorrow I am signed up for volunteer
duty at the USO and we have invited guests for dinner- -James Wade
and his wife. He is one of my fellow writers at Korea Times, and
is a versatile man.
He is a music critic, amusement editor and
He's also a funny fellow.
round- about -town reporter.
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December 1964
Thank you for the pretty card. I enjoyed receiving it. I am a bit
fussy about cards and appreciate well-chosen ones. This season is
a delight, when we receive mail every day and hear from exSome of them write
servicemen, ex-guests, old and new friends.
Of course, we receive those mimeograp^Jied
only once a year.
letters which are my special hate, and too many printed cards
with the names of the senders printed also. Why do people waste
Perhaps I am not humble enough, but if one
their money that way?
really wants to send a greeting, this does not seem a good way to
do it. It means nothing to know that we are another name on a
long, printed list and it doesn't bring me any joy to think that
to such people Christmas is an occasion to send a reminder to
remember them.

•

Either they reprint a diary of
And those mimeographed letters!
the year and what we did every month, or they concentrate on how
the family is doing- -the dear children and their latest tricks,
the usual cliches and pious phrasings and what the little world
right around their little house is like. The news in itself does
not irk me, it is just that this letter is sent without any
There is no individual
personal link at all to a hundred people.
I'd rather
contact and there are no personal greetings involved.
get news from a church bulletin or a newspaper. Some of the
nicest people send out these awful mimeographed letters I can
Even my two brothers
only presume they have too many friends.
send me such a thing. Occasionally one writes between times, but
the other brother never writes. I could throw his mimeographed
So he's busy? I am busy
Christmas letter right across the ocean.
So he has too many people on his list to write a personal
too.
letter once a year to his sister? How many sisters does he have?
!

As long as I'm bitching. I'll complain about the card that only
has a signature on it.
Why send it if you only communicate once
a year?
Am I asking too much of the people I consider my friends
if I expect them to write a sentence or two on a card they will
send all the way to Korea? On the whole, most of our cards are
wonderful. For instance, today's batch contained a letter and a
check from a departed serviceman who is still in the Army. We
also got a letter from the wife of a serviceman who was here six
years ago. And we have a letter from my former landlady. We got
a letter with a check from a woman who works for the
Rehabilitation Institute in New York, and a letter from a
serviceman who left Korea last year, and a letter from the family
There was
"he cam.e out last spring to adopt an amputee child.
only one mimeographed letter, but I never met the people and they
enclosed a check with the letter, so I can forgive them.
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I have spent most of this day working up a plan for a credit
union for Korea Church World Service, and am now on the third
page of the by-laws. I am sick of the subject, but it is by no
means finished. This is just a rough, rough draft, I have also
edited and retyped an article for Korea Times which was written
by John's assistant director at the Center.
I had a phone call
from Korea Republic, the other English language newspaper, saying
they have accepted an article I sent them last week. I got rather
disgusted with two feature articles printed in this newspaper so,
although my loyalty is with the Korea Times, I broke my rule not
to write for the rival paper.
They have sent several letters
asking for articles, but when I sent this one to them I told them
why I had written it
I was a bit worried that they might deem
it wiser not to print it, but they are putting it out on Tuesday
and they request a photograph. It is a good article and I have
some regret that it couldn't appear under my regular space in the
Times. But I wanted the same people who read the feature article
to read this one. It is a bit pointed. There is an alcoholic Army
Sgt here who picked up a double leg amputee on the street and
made a life cause out of him. He bought him a wheelchair and
established a foundation "to help the handicapped." He is a
typical alcoholic, looking for an outlet, looking for
recognition. He even named his foundation after himself and now
he is going back to the Staes to raise money for it
,

.

^

I resent this show. There is already a society in Korea to help
the handicapped. It is called the Korea Society for the Crippled
and Disabled, it is approved by the Korean government, and it has
been in existence for several years. It has done much good but it
is struggling along. This joker refuses to have anything to do
with any existing organization. He flew into a rage when it was
suggested to him that Korea Church World Service has a well-run
amputee rehabilitation center. He wants nothing to do with the
"expert" he says. When he goes back to USA he will do everything
he can to raise money and downgrade Korea's hard-won progress.
Korea will be portrayed as that pitiful, dirty, backward place
that needs help. It is true that there is much that is still
pitiful, dirty and backward, but there are agencies here with
qualified people who are giving their best to change things,
little by little. They are dedicated to the cause, they are
trying to be good stewards of the money which is sent to them,
and they are making progress in the right direction. This new
"foundation" will be made up of a few GIs who will rotate, and of
several Koreans who know a good thing when they see it. Who will
handle the funds? They will. And with such a loosely knit
organization, this will be another gravy train. The handicapped
children will not see as much of the donations as the members
themselves. It is such an old story, well-known to people with
experience and time in service here.

212

So why did the Korea Republic make such a big thing of it? Human
I pointed out in my article that newspapers also have
interest!
a responsibility to the public, as leaders of public opinion and
public thinking. The reaction to this article will be
interesting, to say the least.

Yesterday Father Rutt stopped in for morning coffee. It was a
surprise visit and I was delighted to see him, but somewhat
embarrassed by the look on his face when he saw the big pink
Perhaps this single priest had ne^er seen
rollers in my hair.
such a sight in his life. "To be born woman is to know that we
must labor to be beautiful " Rutt has been invited by the Foreign
School (through Sam Heeringa) to address the class in Oriental
According to all reports, he did a marvelous job. I
history.
know he was a little uncertain of his reception, since he is not
used to American kids
.

He talked a great deal about his seminary, and about the
ordination of nine new priests, and about one of his students in
I listened.
I believe that he comes over in order
particular.
to talk in English about these things because he doesn't have too
many outlets to talk about his personal life. He is too famous
just now, too much in demand as a lecturer and an authority.
He said that he enjoyed the letter you wrote to him. "It was a
very fine letter," he told me. "I must let you read it. He said
he will answer it soon.

We are not going to HongKong as we planned at Christmas. I can't
tear myself away from the mail. This is such fun every day, and I
keep busy answering the notes as fast as they come. John and I
still plan to make the trip after Christmas, for a week in
January. I'd rather do it that way. Sam will be back then and not
only will I feel easier about the family with someone who is
somewhat in charge but I need to get away from Sam. He has been
here too long and too much. Unlike Lenore, he never goes away.
Even the best of people begin to wear after a year of steady
company

You express such concern about your daughters and your ability to
raise them as a single parent.
Do you think they would have no
problems if their father had lived to help raise them? I think
you are spending too much time on the "might have beens " You
complain that your eldest daughter never helps around the house.
I am sorry to say that describes my own teen years exactly. I was
Our children don't show any affinity for
a selfish teenager too.
housework either. Dirk never lifts a finger. He does his school
work and we are grateful for that because it is such an
improvement over last year when he was flunking. He plays
basketball, he bowls, he goes to his girl friend's home on his
Honda. He stays out of trouble, he exercises his growing limbs
and he is making rapid adjustments to life. Adolescence is a hard
.
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time. I could not truthfully say that Dirk is a pleasant part of
our family at this stage, but we kid him, leave him alone when he
is particularly growly, and appreciate him when he joins the fun.
He is coming along. There was a time when we despaired. Other
people had to point out his good points to us and advise us to be
patient with him. So that's my advice for you. Be patient.
I haven't tried to force Ann into a pattern either. I don't know
what that girl would be if she had been forced to swallow large
chunks of my company. We do love each other, but we are not too
compatible. Either we are not at all alike, or we are too much
alike and do not recognize it.
I realized early in the game that
I cannot live Ann's life. She thinks differently,
she dresses
differently, she acts differently than I do. She is not attracted
to my friends and none of my hobbies interest her. She reads
different books than I do. But she is a nice girl and we admire
her a lot, especially from a distance.

John bought a beautiful midnight blue brocade as a Christmas gift
dress for me. It cost a thousand hwon a yard (about four
dollars)
That is expensive when you make a dress with a matching
coat. There is a pattern of Chinese characters and a flower in
changeable lights on this fabric, nice and classy looking.
My dressmaker, Oak-chee is making a sheath dress with matching
When we go to HongKong I
jacket, and also a full length coat.
shall take a piece of cloth along and get matching shoes made of
.

it

Tonight we are invited out for dinner again. Last night the new
Korea Church World Service director and his wife and two
beautiful daughters came here for dinner. The girls are the same
But what a
age as Mary and Joy and they got on well together.
well,
it takes
Oh
gab that wife is!
Smokes like a train too.
all kinds ....
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JANUARY

1965

I am waiting for the car for a ride downtown. The little
souvenier shop is having a post-Christmas sale with a third off
on all items.
The manager of this shop was trained by an
American and he is sharp. His is the only shop I know of in Seoul
that ever has a sale, and it pays off.
He gets rid of his old
tarnished stock and starts the new year fresh. It makes me happy
to find some things in Korea that please the folks back home.
There aren't that many new and different things, and once I've
sent an item, that's it.

We did get to HongKong, but I fear I'm getting satiated. It was
good to get out of Korea, but HongKong is getting a bit old. We
spent lots of money, but thanks to John K and the CRC we were
able to make the trip with little expense. CWS is now considering
a blanket policy to get all personnel out of the country at least
once a year, but by the time that passes we will already be out.
I needed the change badly. In HongKong I went to bed at night and
slept soundly until morning.
Back home, during our absence, Sam
had the responsibility and he said he couldn't sleep. He lay
awake at night listening for the slickee boys!
I bought a pair of high-heeled brown shoes, two wool suits, four
sweaters (at $2.50 each, all wool!), a hairbrush for each of us,
a guitar for Dirk, shirts for John, a sport coat for Dirk, school
sweaters for the girls, Italian fleece-lined boots for Mary and
for Joy at $6 a pair, and a knitting kit to keep me happy for the
rest of the winter.

When we weren't shopping we were eating Chinese food, trying out
the Cantonese and Mandarin cooking. (In Seoul the Chinese food is
all Peking style.)
We had beggar's chicken, which is baked in
lotus leaves covered over with mud, and Peking duck (which I
found rather horrible.)
We spent Sunday morning as guests of the Chaplain, touring the
U.S. flat-top "Ranger."
He took us all over, even up on the
bridge and around the flight deck, and then he invited us to have
dinner with him in the officer's mess.
It was interesting.

•

We also visited the proposed CRWRC project in HongKong and were
disappointed and disgusted. The project is OK. It is an
orphanage, like a million others, but it is administered by an
Anglican faith missionary from England. It is supported by
contributions from all and sundry, and it is listed on the list
of projects of the World Council of Churches Interaid division.
So what makes this project distinctively Reformed? The CRWRC
director was undoubtedly impressed, and his companion, who was on
his first trip outside United States, was quite overwhelmed.
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Besides that, two other ORDAINED visiting CRC pastors have
recommended this project. The clincher is that the Reformed
churches in the Netherlands, "our sister churches" support it.
So that makes it a "Reformed" endeavor, huh? The Dutch churches
in Netherlands support our amputee center as well, generously.
CWS would like to turn the rehab project in Korea over to the
Why?
CRWRC, but they continue to snub this suggestion.
I cannot
understand the CRWRC thinking.
•
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January 1965
Father Rutt stopped by yesterday. I was in the bathtub. He stood
outside the door and we carried on a conversation through the
closed door. Most unusual in conventional circles I would think!
A lady in the bath and a very proper English clergyman on the
other side of the door. A comical situation perhaps, but we are
practical people and when you have driven ten miles to say
something important and your time is limited, what else can you
do?

Yesterday I attended the charter meeting of the new KoreaAmerican Women's Club, which has combined the Officers' Wives,
the Embassy Wives, the US Operational Mission women's club. In
addition they have invited other American women, wives of
businessmen, missionaries, and whatever. I have been writing
articles for their monthly magazine, so I enjoyed a position of
some importance yesterday. People came up to me as if I were
Pearl Buck. I am not accustomed to fame and haven't learned how
to behave. It is embarrassing to be singled out. But I was. Mrs.
Brown, the wife of the Ambassador, sought me out and complimented
me on my writing. She said her husband wants to meet me. So I was
"presented" to him. He was warm and complimentary. He told me he
was proud of me as a representataive of America in Korea. I
replied, "Thank you, sir." Then Mrs. Brown asked me if I _did any
speaking, and if I would be available as a speaker for the new
women's club. I am a terrible speaker, but I promised to think
about it. I am too shy to try that. But it was my moment of
glory, and I hope you'll forgive me for bragging about it.

Tomorrow I must take my turn at being "dorm mother." That means I
will be on duty at the Foreign School dorm from three to nine pm.
Friday we will celebrate the first anniversary of our new amputee
center. I was asked to be a hostess, but I declined since I feel
that the honor was somewhat compulsory. I can't do the job as
well as our Korean staff ladies, and most of our guests will be
Korean. Those who are not Korean are mission related, and quite
So that will leave me free to
accustomed to Korean-style teas.
anyhow.
am
terrible
hostess
myself.
I
a
enjoy
In the evening we are invited to dinner by the chief of US
fnformation Service and his wife. I don't know who else will be
there, but it is always an interesting assembly. I know we will
be the only "missionaries." To people who are here on two-year
terms, anyone who is engaged in on-going social work with the
Korean people, lives outside of government housing, and has six
years' experience is a curiosity. We are authorities. Besides,
this lady serves wonderful meals. We are looking forward to it.
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Sunday evening we have another invitation to dine with a USIS
man. He was the director of the film on the amputee center that
we showed on our leave in America. You remember that movie,
called "With Heart and Hand." Mr. Leynse is the son of Dutch
citizens who worked as Presbyterian missionaries in China. There
are a number of Reformed people working with the Presbyterian
church. The Reformed church had no mission in China or in Korea,
so these people just switched to the Presbyterian Mission. Mr.
Leynse was a Dutch citizen until he became an adult. He has
worked with USIS for many years and has been here in Korea* with
us for about five years. His wife did not enjoy living here and
finally left him. She bought a house in California and began
living with another man. Since she just gave birth to a baby, the
divorce will soon go through. Humphrey Leynse lives alone in the
Everybody has his own problems.
Orient, which he loves.
was a bad girl this month.
I wrote too many letters and was
frank
in
them.
I
wrote
about
our trip to Hong Kong and how
too
upset we were with the proposed CRWRC project there. Several of
the people who received my letters called CRWRC with criticism or
requests for more information. Naturally this made CRWRC quite
disturbed. So far the blame is all mine. On account of our
peculiar position with the World Relief Committee, I was
indiscreet. But CRWRC reacted in a strange manner. They behaved
like children who had been scolded in public. They are so very
sensitive to criticism! I am surprised and moved by the discovery
that John is not angry with me, as he probably should be because
this reflects on him.
He is more disturbed by the reaction of
CRWRC to the whole fiasco. John is becoming increasingly aware
that this would be a hard outfit to work for.
I
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January 16, 1965
I have just finished a bunch of "duty letters" (those nice people
who begin a letter by writing "You don't know us very well,
but..." or those who say, "We really should write to the
Steensmas once..." but they don't have anything to say to us.
Still, we enjoy receiving any kind of letter. Any mail is good
mail and Christmas is a wonderful time of the year for mail.
Everyone in the family gets excited when Father comes home with
the daily stack. There are even letters for Joy and Mary and
Dirk. Every day there are letters for everyone at this time of
year

This is Saturday morning. Usually John uses the morning for
errands about town. He gets a shave in the Korean barber shop. He
enjoys that, although Sam won't set foot in the place. John likes
the girl barbers who clean out his ears, cut his nose hairs, pat
his bald spot, massage his sagging cheek muscles and generally
encourage his aging libido. He goes to USIS and picks up some
movies to show at the Center during the week. Sometimes he stops
at the foreigners' commissary to see if anything new has been put
out on the shelves. (First come, first geti

Yesterday the USO called and asked if they could send their daily
tour through our Center this morning and if John would kindly
also arrange for them to tour the neighboring Crippled Children's
Center and Yonsei Severance Hospital. So John is out on deck. He
even wore a necktie.
t

—

Dirk just looked in. He hasn't been up long his hair is not yet
combed. Dirk has come into his rightful position as the heir of
the house. He is the apple of his father's eye and the pride of
his mother. He seems to have passed through the difficult,
transitional stage when he was mad at everybody and interested in
nobody. Now he has several interests: he is the star of the high
school basketball team and the tallest player, having passed six
feet. He has two lady friends, daughters of Methodist
missionaries. One is tall and blonde, sensible and intelligent.
The other is short and dark, pert and flirty. Dirk is very fussy
about his clothes, which makes his life in Korea difficult.
However, there is the PX, which we aren't allowed to patronize,
but which caters to fussy young men. So Dirk manages, with the
help of his young GI friends, whom he in turn introduces to the
young American high school girls.
•

The great love of Dirk's life at this moment is his Honda. It
always needs some sort of adjustment or attachment. We are
grateful for it, since it has resulted in an improvement of
Dirk's grades at school. If he is on the Honor Roll, he can skip
study halls and what fun those kids have skipping out together
It has also
over the Yonsei University campus on their Hondasl
solved a transportation problem for us. The girls are still at an
age where they are happy to have us take them to a movie, to a
219

Chinese restaurant, or to the home of friends. It won't last.
Joy is going on 13 and very much the "teenager." I am happy we
don't have to cope with the Stateside pressures yet for this one.
She is precocious, with Boys, Beatles, Beauty shop her main
interests, in that order.
My "journalism career" as yo euphemistically term it, doesn't
amount to much and that's the truth. (My daughter's kitten just
climbed up my back and is eating my neck hair. Cute littl#
rascal, but he doesn't have enough to occupy his mind.) The
writing is a nice outlet for me and I maintain a good
relationship with the Korea Times since I worked for them while
John was busy building the new Center. Through the Korea Times I
met all sorts of fascinating people and so I'm keeping that
bridge intact by writing a short article for the paper once or
twice a month and urging my friends to do likewise. Through this
exposure I was invited to cooperate in doing an article for the
National Geographic, together with a fellow who works for Army
Liasion. He has about 5000 excellent photos, which he's taken
during his tour of Korea and he has some valuable connections as
well. But progress was slow, and that project has gradually
fizzled out.
Our time is Korea is growing short. John feels that he has almost
accomplished his mission that of replacing himself. He has done
k wonderful job, building up this place until it is known
throughout the Far East. Rehabilitation in Korea was featured in
the November issue of the Rehabilitation Journal, and we have
received a request from the International Society of the Disabled
to hold a post-conference meeting at our Center after their
annual convention in Tokyo in April. John dissuaded this. He felt
that Korea would take advantage of the publicity and would not
benefit from such a conference. He believes that the leaders of
the conference are not aware of the peculiar economic, physical
and cultural circumstances in this country which would make
modern techniques impractical for Korea.

—

Your comment on John's photograph, asking whether he were
catering to youth as a Mod or a Rocker was amusing. No, John
sticks to his own "Mitch Miller" tradition, and he is a character
in his own right with his graying beard clipped close, his high
forehead and a barely distinguishable bald spot on top. His hooks
are his personal trade mark, and he has made his reputation with
the "youth" of our vicinity. He drives a Volkswagen bus, and is
always willing to loan it or share it. He supports the "team,"
giving them new basketballs which he scrounges from CARE, or new
uniforms which he gets donated from who knows where, or coffee
and popcorn to sell at the games (which he boldly requests from
some Army outfit.) Then he goes to the game and buys coffee for
all the up-tight missionaries in attendance, telling them how the
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Christian schools back home are supported by sacrificial giving
by the parents of the student. It is a riot. Sam and I often feel
like crawling under the bleachers, but John makes progress.
People are catching on.
The Mod Rocker in our family is Dirk. He dresses mod, and wears a
black leather jacket and helmet when he rides his Honda. He has
long hair, light colored jeans and boots, with a white shirt.
That's his uniform.
My kitten is interested in the typewriter keys and is running up
and down my arm in mock fright. I am wearing a long-sleeved
cordoroy shirt, so the kitten is having a picnic. Last night she
decided to make her den under my skirts as I sat in my usual spot
on the floor doing my knitting. So today my knees are scratched.
We just had a letter from a family in California who adopted one
of our amputee orphan children. They came to Korea last April and
were our guests for a week. We had been keeping the child in our
home and during the week they lived with us as he made the
transition. The adoption process was done by Holt Orphanage, and
while the people were here picking up their children, Mr. Holt
dropped dead. A couple of photographers and TV people had come
along on the plane and the letter we received today tells us that
they are now showing the film they made on TV. This family with
their new son, and John and I are featured in the film. I'd like
to see it.
We have just enjoyed a trip to Hong Kong and it came at the right
time. I needed the change. We went with friends, a Polish Jewish
refugee and his wife, who is an intellectual agnostic. They have
much more money than we do but we know the city of Hong Kong
better than they do, so we combined our resources and had a
wonderful time. We sampled new Chinese foods, Cantonese and
Mandarin cooking instead of the Peking style we get in Seoul. We
were invited to visit the flat-top, US Ranger, which was in
harbor, as guests of the chaplain. He gave us a complete tour of
the carrier, plus lunch in the officers' mess. This chaplain
turned out to be quite a character. He says he is writing a book
about how to find God in man, or something like that. (Everyone
is writing a book nowadays!) Anyhow, he thinks the old words have
lost meaning for this present generation. I argued with him for
two hours at dinner, and he enjoyed that enough so that he
invited us for dinner again to continue the discussion. He
evidently had not met anyone in a long time who still found a
message in the old creed and could apply it in the same way the
chaplain wanted to apply it. Finally I tired of his merry-goround, so I sicked him on my companion, Mrs. Z, who prides
herself on her agnosticism. I applied myself to the other
chaplain, a charming young Southern Presbyterian. We did some
shopping, of course, and bought new suits, shirts, shoes,
sweaters, and all the things we can't find in Korea at any price.
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We visited Rennies Mill, the proposed CRWRC project in Hong Kong.
It turns out to be a one-man show, run by an Anglican faith
missionary and supported by gifts from World Council and its
Does this sound like the "distinctive Reformed
affiliates.
witness" it is touted to be?

We met dozens of people from Seoul while we were in Hong Kong. We
even found Miss Hilda Aukeman, sitting pensively at the jewelry
counter buying herself a new alarm clock. She rode back ^n the
same plane with us. It seems the Royal Asiatic Society was
hosting a tour to Nepal and other points of interest, and we
joined the bunch on the homeward lap of the journey. It was a
strange experience to be fifteen hundred miles from home and to
have the elevator door spring open to frame a familiar face, but
it happened more than once that week in Hong Kong.
We were shown the shacks on the Hong Kong hillsides which were
quite a contrast to the glitter on the avenues. We compared these
shacks to the ones in Korea, and they looked better. They have
tin sides and so are fire proof.
When we returned to Seoul it
was bitterly cold, with a driving snow. Mrs. Z. remarked that no
matter how poor people may be, if they don't have to fight winter
cold and snow they can still make out. Six people froze on the
Seoul streets the first week we were back. It has been really
winter since our return.
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We are too busy. .out for dinner three and four times a week,
Dirk's basketball games with Mary as cheerleader.
I've been sick
again too. It's not serious, thanks to the kind help of Dr. B and
because I have help in the house that enables me to go to bed and
get a lot of rest and drinking water.
This takes care of the
bacteria, but it takes a few days to recoup the energy.
.

Yesterday Father Rutt stopped in. He had sent an article to me by
mail and asked if I would pass on it for the Korea Times.
I was
flattered.
Tonight Father Rutt will be with us for a dinner of
Korean f ood- -bulgogi rice, sweet and sour pork. Besides Rutt
our guests are a couple in the USIS, a Russian man and his German
wife. This man used to be in the Russian intelligence but he
defected and became a Christian. Now he is broadcasting in the
Russian language from other countries. We have also invited Miss
Gertrude Ferrar, an American journalist who will be Pearl Buck's
hostess when she comes to Korea this spring.
It is a good mixed
crowd of guests.
,

We have been wined and dined lately by the Shriner's Club. John
has agreed to work with them in helping crippled children in
Korea. They have a fund of $6000 to contribute and you can
believe John has some ideas for that money. This gives John an
opportunity to branch out from the amputee work. He has been
asked by Severance Hospital to assume directorship for the CWS
Crippled Childrn's hospital, which is also a part of the Yonsei
University medical complex, just as our Center is.
It is next
door to the amputee center. John declined this job last year
because he felt he has his hands full with the rehab center, but
that is going so well and is making such wonderful progress that
he has more time now.
The American woman who took the job of
directing the children's center is going back to the States, and
John sees this opportunity as a chance to coordinate a department
of physical medicine as a part of the regular curriculum of the
Severance Medical College. This would be a challenge that would
open up new fields in which we both know how to use our talents.

This week we moved a lot of our furniture to the apartment of Dr.
and Mrs. Mulder who just arrived from Netherlands under the
sponsorship of CRWRC. Their freight has not yet arrived, and
they were placed in an empty apartment. When we rented this
Presbyterian house, the former residents had moved to India. All
the furniture which belonged to the mission was left in the
house. Since we have our own furniture, we didn't need double. So
we loaned these new arrivals our own chairs, tables, blankets,
pots and pans and we will temporarily use the Presbyterian stuff.
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You write that you were invited to the S home for dinner. We owe
that man a debt of gratitude since he was one of the people who
greatly encouraged and helped John during his first, difficult
year at Calvin College. John had a lot of guts, but deep within
himself he was sensitive about his handicap. He had made a
previous attempt to start college and was rebuffed, and he
expected rejection again. Although John couldn't even read
notes, he was put in the college choir. Yes, it was wartime and
male voices were scarce, but the choir director overlool^ed a lot
and went out of his way to build John's confidence in himself.
Winning that
The same was true for the oratorical contest.
competition did more for John than anythng else in his life,
I began that struggle all by myself,
coming at the time it did.
because John didn't have much faith in his own abilities. His
family loved and supported him, but they also pitied him. When I
met John I had no intention of any serious relationship. I just
John, being the kind of person he is,
had a thing for underdogs.
responded beyond what I had seen in him. All along the way,
This makes me
there were people who were willing to help.
believe it is a wonderful world. When we look back and see the
whole picture, we see how God brings people into our path just at
We are also given opportunities to help
the critical time.
others, and it is wonderful to realize that sometimes we are used
to change the lives of others even when we are unaware of our
influence
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We are thinking of that old proverb, absence makes the heart grow
fonder.
Dirk, who could not stand the sight of his sister two
years ago, is now all excited that Ann is coming home for a
visit.
He can talk of nothing else. He is full of plans to show
her off, to ride around Seoul with her on the back of his Honda.
Ann would be amused and delighted to hear him. Dirk is growing up
nicely. Of course, being a 16 year old boy, he is often
impossible, but we like him. He even talks to us these days,
going over the basketball games and telling us about the folksinging fetes. The kids have been invited back to the Army TV
station next week and to another talent night at the Army
Dependent High School. Dirk has a girl now. Today he bought her
a box of perfumes for her birthday. She is a nice girl, neat and

sensible and well-mannered.
Last night Father Rutt visited us. He came about four o'clock and
stayed until almost eleven. It was a fine visit. The family had
gone to church in the afternoon so I was home alone. That gave us
opportunity for a confidential talk. That happens once in a
while. Last time Rutt told me why he had never married. He shared
his suspicions that a missionary friend was trying to make a
match for him with our lovely Australian friend. Miss Watson.
I wonder if Father Rutt will ever marry. Sometimes I hope he
won't, because my experience here is that we meet a new friend
who is away from home, and later when we meet his wife she
I am thankful that John i's not
doesn't share the friendship.
jealous of my friendships. Sometimes he takes a nap or gets busy
writing a letter, or he goes off on an errand and says to me,
It works the opposite
"Well, he came to talk to you, not to me."
way too. John has a friend who comes to talk to him about
rehabilitation. She is the wife of the U.S. consul, and they
I get bored listening
spend hours drinking coffee and talking.
to her, but John doesn't.

John has just returned from a trip to the train station. He was
supposed to pick up Joy, who spent the week in Pusan and was
coming home tonight. But she didn't come. Perhaps she will be on
the ten o'clock train.

Mary is all excited tonight because she has a gift for Father
Rutt. She sent for a book by Paul Gallico called "The Silent
*Miaou."
It is allegedly written by a cat and it is full of
pictures of cats. Rutt was delighted with it. He and Mary have
So we all read the book, ate a pan
an understanding about cats.
full of popcorn and talked about how stingy most of the
missionaries in Korea are. We have both had some unpleasant
experiences with that lately. No, it is not that they are all
poor.
Father Rutt
salary is meagre, but this is not about
money
'
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Mrs. Mulder came over this
We are enjoying the new Dutch couple.
from
our cook, Mr. Kim.
how
bake
bread
morning to learn
to

Today we received a letter from a schoolteacher who had heard Dr.
Kromminga speak. He said in this speech that if anyone ever had
the chance to go to the Orient he should grab the opportunity. So
this girl wrote to the Seoul Foreign School and inquired about
the possibility of teaching there. She was accepted at a special
Board meeting. This makes the third teacher from the Christian
So that one
Reformed church who will be teaching here.
denomination won't take over the school, each is limited to three
teachers. We now have filled our quota.

Yesterday Father Rutt with Aidan, his driver, stopped in
unexpectedly just as we prepared to sit down to dinner. We
invited them both to join us. We never get enough of Father
Rutt's conversation. I showed him the criticism you had sent of
his translation and he was obviously pleased to read it. He read
it over and over again, studied it, thought about it, and then
began to discuss it. He agreed with all of it, but explained
that the sentence about the Chinese corn spirits was not his
fault. It had been amended by the editor of the magazine.
We
puttered about with the sentence you said sounded pedantic. I
hesitated to change it, although I knew what I would do with it
I told Father Rutt that he could not
'if I had written it myself.
That is a bit of teasing I
help sounding British, after all.
like to indulge myself with because Rutt's British friends are
always accusing him of talking like an American instead of like
the Cambridge -educated Englishman he is.
He asked if he could keep the paper, so perhaps he will write to
you himself. He is terribly busy and bemoaned the fact that the
translation had been done in only a day and a half. He said that
if he could do two translations each month he would earn enough
money to live on, and that would allow him a fortnight to work on
each translation. As it is, he hurries them off and doesn't get
the chance to look at them as carefully as he would like after
the writing gets cold.
To a meticulous scholar like Father Rutt,
this is the part that hurts.
I do so enjoy his visits, and wish you could know him too. This
is a good friendship.
He needs the friendship and warmth of a

family. I enjoy his subtle and wicket humor, his keen analysis of
people, his love for Korea, his disdain for the pretentious and
artificial. But I am not the keen critic that you are. You are so
sensitive to things that I completely miss when I read. People
have so much to give to each other! God was good in that he gave
But I wish that you
to each of us a little and told us to share.
and Father Rutt were not on opposite sides of the earth. You
would so enjoy sharing your minds.
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Father Rutt is familiar with the work of Chardin. As to your
question about how a minister feels qualified to make scientific
pronouncements, haven't you learned that when a man becomes
ordained he then knows everything?
Yes,
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I am now working officially on an article for USIS.
They asked
me to write a story on one of their government projects and it is
I ride in a big sedan with a chauffeur,
all set up ahead of me
a photographer and a representative from the office. I am treated
as a professional, kowtowed to, bowed to, and given briefings
The trouble is, I am not a professional.
like a VIP.
I just
where
to begin!
John is a comfort. He sa^'-s I will
don't know
catch on, don't worry. Naturally I don't know what people are
talking about, but I will catch on. Gradually I'll get the
background. But I am in a panic.
.

make out on this, it will be lots of fun. It is an
unbelievably good job, with prestige, privilege, opportunity and
I'll give it a try because I have nothing
the chance to learn.
everything
to gain. If I don't succeed I'll be no
to lose and
worse off that I was before I tried and better off for the
experience.
I didn't ask for the job. They called me, after
reading my writing in Korea Times and Women's News. These pieces
have been popular with Embassy personnel But I know that is a
different thing. I can write those articles about things I know
about. They were fun to write and were written voluntarily
because I felt like writing about them. This involves pressure,
production writing, professional writing. The other USIS writers
are graduate journalists, members of journalistic clubs and
fraternities, and old timers in government work.
If

I

.

That's really the hitch. When I discussed this project with
John's Korean assistant he smiled knowingly and told me that it
would not work.
"You are too honest," he said.
He said that I
see things through the eyes of the Koreans, not through the
artificial lens of the foreign aid people. They do not want an
honest look, he said. They want a propaganda piece, and I won't
be able to produce that kind of snow job.
But I'll make a try.
And I'll keep you informed.
If they use my story it will give me
confidence, and if they do not I will learn what is wrong with
it. I can't lose by trying.
We now have three teenagers in our home, which means we have a
whole houseful of teenagers.
Sometimes they are nice, more often
they talk back. Dirk is often uncommunicative but there is much
that is encouraging about him. This week I celebrated my
birthday. He had no gift for me, which suited me fine because
most gifts are wasted money. But Dirk came into our bedroom just
before leaving on the Jr. -Sr. trip and he kissed me!
Such kisses
are so rare and precious. I loved it and was thrilled.
Joy is at
a snotty age. Thirteen is a big year, especially for a girl. She
becomes a woman. Joy is in such a hurry to grow up. But she'll
live through it, just as Ann and Dirk did.
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We have another live-in house guest, Mr. Feddema
He was an
immigrant to Canada and he has left his wife with six children
back in Canada while he is on a three-month assignment for CRWRC
in Korea.
He tells us how his children all have jobs to do at
home, and how his wife manages them.
Very nice. I admire his
system, but I don't have it. My own father was such a manager,
and we lived a life on schedule.
Ever since I left home, I have
prized my right to be myself. Surprisingly, although our
children can see through me and recognize my many faults, I think
they love me and can admire the parents they have as they are. At
least this is the impression we are getting from Ann's letters.
Ann is such a comfort to us- -our first chick, who it seems has
successfully left the coop and is learning to fly.
She is not a
shining intellectual, but she is Ann- -a thoroughly nice girl,
pretty ordinary in her abilities perhaps, but a pleasure to know.
.

I don't try to judge my children by your standards or by those of
anybody else. If I did, I would have to consider myself a failure
as a parent. My own standard are simple.
I want these chidlren
to grow up to be individuals and find themselves.
I want them to
learn to live on their own, without dependence on their parents.
I want them to be Christians, not just church members but people
who commit their lives, recognize their debt, and find joy in
service. This is our hope and the goal of our training. This is
the example we are trying to set.
I think if our children learn
that I won't worry if they don't learn to wash dishes.

Yes, sometimes I feel like a failure too.
I'm not always oh top
of the mountain, and the perspective is surely different when you
are in the valley!

Next week Father Rutt is scheduled to appear on a TV show with
the Army librarian.
It is National Library Week and he is the
current Lion around here. After his appearance we join him at
supper in the home of our Jewish friends. The librarian will be
there too.
It promises to be another lively evening with a pot
full of peppery ingredients for fascinating conversation.
was so panicky after my interview with USIS last week that
He was at the library autographing
sent a note to Father Rutt.
He was soothing and
his book, but he took a break to phone me.
sensible, but not flattering. He recognized my feeling of
He promised to come
insecurity for what it was and treated it
fo» tea on Sunday afternoon, and he came although he was half
sick. This week he has gone on a jaunt down south. He has been a
wonderful friend to me I don't know how to explain him to you.
He is a genius, recognized by all, yet he is such a common, plain
I guess not
person and he obviously enjoys our plain company.
everyone enjoys being lionized.
I
I

.

.
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Kim has taken a week off to visit the tombs of his ancestors.
YongJa is busy with the laundry. The cat, with her three young
ones, is curled up in one corner of the bed and all are asleep.
They had a good breakfast this morning of rice and egg and milk.
Our cats are better fed than our Koreans, I think. I am sitting
on the bed with the typewriter on the headboard. It is a*strange
headboard.
It was formerly the examination table of the doctor
who was the previous occupant of our house, and it is six and a
At each end are pull-out boards with drawers
half feet long.
beneath.
We have our single beds pushed together and the
examination table is about six inches taller than the beds, so it
At the foot of our
makes a convenient headboard arrangement
beds, standing on the filing cabinet, is a television and this
combination of office and bedroom makes a comfortable retreat for
me. Now the coffee pot is plugged in next to the typewriter and I
am ready to enjoy morning coffee.
Mr.

.

Last Saturday I turned in my story to USIS. The suspense is
awful.
First I brought it to John's office and asked his
assistant to read it and comment on it. He was formerly a local
cultural center officer and part of his work was to distribute
His comment: "Compared to most USIS
the USIS magazines.
publication articles, yours will certainly be considered an
exception. I am afraid it will not be acceptable as fit. I can
find no glorification of the US or any indication of US foreign
policy. Actually the good intentions of US and her efforts
throughout the world today are well-known, at least in Korea.
Some criticize her, but all understand that the US is most
generous and just in approach. She makes mistakes, but they are
not judged as are the Communists. But I see why US thinks they
must assure themselves of the goodwill of the people in Korea. I
hope your story will be the beginning of changing impressions of
USIS publications. The free materials always follow the same
pattern, which has become a stereotype among Korean people. By
describing the efforts of a young Korean man, you give me the
impression that I am reading an objective newspaper article."
Mr. Kim may have written with prejudice,

but he is a Korean and
he reads through Korean eyes
We will now see what the
professional journalists at USIS say.
I don't have much hope for
it.
If they reject this article, at least I will know what is
expected and perhaps I can't give it. Anyhow, Mr. Feddema and I
had a marvelous time on that field trip in a government sedan.
Such a luxury after travel in a Land Rover!
I always wondered
what kind of people were riding in those cars in Korea and now I
know
.
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It is the cook's day off and the day I like to write articles.
Today I did one for the next issue of "Current English, " a Korean
publication.
I thought this would be simple and I would write
about the Korean jitneys called "hopseungs." Each page I write
pays about two dollars American money, and if I write four pages
it is easy money. Only it isn't easy. For some reason, this piece
just won't become. I had promised it for tomorrow and I can't put
it off any longer, so I'm just sweating it out. I don't like to
work at writing. As you know, I am basically lazy.

Tomorrow evening we will have our regular discussion group. I
have invited a Korean girl to join me, but I can't remember who
she is!
We will discuss Shaw's "Man and Superman." Last week's
discussion got tied up in talk about heaven and hell. This is
made more interesting by the fact that the most outspoken of the
ladies in the group is a professed athiest Another, a Korean, is
a Buddhist and the hostess is agnostic.
I am a Calvinist and
they rag me about it
.

Yesterday I attended a luncheon meeting of the American Women's
Club. The speaker was the head of International Social Service,
and he gave a good speech but I could have saved time and read it
in today's paper.
The discussion which followed the speech was
interesting though. I enjoyed the luncheon because I was wearing
my new dress, made for me by my dressmaker friend and finished
just an hour before we left for the meeting.
The dress is of
white pique, with big black polka dots and a black pique bib in
This woman is so
front. She made a black pique hat to match.
clever!
I had found the pique material in a relief pack, but I
thought it too small to use. She combined the two pieces and
made it work. It looks quite stylish and I received several
compliments on the ensemble.
Sunday evening Father Rutt made a surprise visit. He had not been
here for more than a week even though we usually hear from him
every few days, either through a note or a visit. I had not gone
to church and was sitting on the front steps reading Dr.K's book
when I heard a small cough. I looked up to see this black-hatted
Just then
figure coming up the walk.
I was happy to see him.
I don't like
tl»e cars began coming back from the church service.
to go out on Sunday afternoon because it makes the day too long
and too busy and the sermons at the Union Church aren't that good
anyway. The children want to go there because they meet their
friends.
I use the time to write letters or do some serious
reading. It is a quiet time, and peaceful with the rest of the
family off to church. It is also a favorite time for Father Rutt
to come over
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Today I said to him: "I am forty two years old and we have been
friends for two years.
I am going to call you 'Richard' instead
of 'Father Rutt.'
He looked a bit surprised and answered, "That
will be alright as long as I am under forty."
(He is 39, but by
Korean age, which counts the time that a child is in utero, he is
considered 40 years old.)
You asked me to describe Father Rutt.
I'm not too good at that.
He isn't striking, as far as looks go. He is of medium height and
slightly built. His hair is grey, but it is cut so short*that one
hardly notices it. The sideburns are completely shaved off at
the top of the ears, and this is not flattering.
It seems that
Englishmen either let their hair grow long and shaggy or cut it
all off. Father Rutt hates neckties and collars and never wears
them. Usually he dresses in a black suit with a clerical collar
and bib, but occasionally he dons a sport shirt. During the
winter when it is cold he adds a dark overcoat to his outfit, and
when it is icy he uses a cane (not because he is lame, but he
seems to enjoy the British touch of a "walking stick.") For a
Christmas gift he was given his first suit of Korean clothingbaggy silk pants, lined and quilted inside, with a brocade vest,
and a silk blouse and jacket with amber buttons. He is so proud
of that outfit and would like to wear it all the time, but our
For all of us, Rutt's
house is much too warm for such clothing.
distinguishing feature is his beret, but when he dresses up he
puts on a black Homburg. He has piercing blue eyes and heavy
black eyebrows, with a prominent aquiline nose and a sensitive
mouth which twitches as he talks. He has a nervous habit of
pulling his lips back over his teeth when he is thinking, and he
fills in the pauses of his sentences by murmuring "

That's a pretty dull description of a wonderful person, but Rutt
is the most unusual man I've ever met. His most endearing trait
as far as I am concerned is that he is so human. He has faults
and other people notice them, but the first thing they notice
about him is his brilliant mind and his exceptional educational
background. He has a mind like an encyclopedia. We are
continually amazed at the range of his learning and the scope of
his interests. He is critical, especially of people. He wants
people to like him and is sensitive to criticism of himself.
Although he sits with ambassadors and other high people, he also
sits with the same ease among the poorest Koreans and I believe
he loves them more.
He is truly a man of the people who speaks
their language and lives their life, yet he is considered an
authority on the Chinese language and is one of the best
translators in Korea.
We don't know what draws such a man to the company of the
Steensmas We do know that among us all, he enjoys Mary the most.
He thinks Dirk is handsome and has beautiful taste in clothes To
Joy he is always polite and friendly, but that is as far as their
.

.
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relationship goes. John has Rutt s respect and they often enjoy a
discussion about theology. But Father Rutt and I communicate. We
can spend hours talking together about religion, about writing
and literature, about Korea and Koreans, about people we know and
people we love.
It seems that with us he finds a home and a
family, and he is a family man.
He once wrote me that the only
sacrifice he had made in becoming a missionary to Korea was in
giving up his own family and being part of a family. So when he
tells of his successes, his worries, his failure, his plans, I
think he is giving to us what he would give to his own family if
he had married. He relaxes in our home, taking off his coat and
shoes, lying On the rug to play with the cats and putting aside
the priestly dignity.
He has been a wonderful friend to me, and
when we leave Korea this will be the hardest part to leave.
'

I don't know if I have made my friend real for you.
Everyone
isn't carried away by Father Rutt. Mr. Feddema thinks I have
gone overboard, but J. Kromminga was immediately drawn to Father
Rutt and both men regret that their acquaintance was so limited.
Next week we are invited to the wedding of Aidan, Father Rutt
driver who had often visited our home with his boss. Aidan also
has one of our cat's kittens, which makes him special. We will
participate in the Anglican mass for this wedding, and afterward
we are invited to Father Rutt's home for a special dinner, just
John and I and Mary
'

So far I have not heard from USIS about my article, but this week
brought a letter from a missionary in Pusan who teaches an
English club. They have named the club "The Casey Club" after
(K.C.Kim goes to
the English language book I wrote last year.
think Mrs. S. is
members
America.) She writes me that these club
written
a column for
I haven't
one of the best writers in Korea.
Korea Times for a whole month, and if I don't write another for a
Sic transit
few months everyone will forget that I exist.
gloria
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Yong Ja, our efficient little maid, is on
These are busy days.
week
so yesterday I did a huge laundry and today I
vacation for a
ironing,
mending, and a little dusting. A house
the
finished up
full
time
job and Yong Ja is well worth her
size
is
a
this
salary. I have just made two new ironing board covers, turned the
collar on one of Dirk's shirts and packed his suitcase fof him.
He is leaving for the beach where he has a job as lifeguard for
July and August. We hope to join him there the last week in July
and spend a month in our cottage
Ann is home for the summer and has a job with Korea Times as a
"roving reporter." Her first assignment is a story about the
Seoul Foreign School, which should be ducksoup for Ann. Three
years ago she was the editor of the school yearbook, which came
out on the 50th anniversary of the school, so she has a lot of
information at her fingertips. The next assignment will be
harder. I am trying to get her to write a feature story about her
first two weeks back in Korea. She has been caught in the midst
Her mother has asked
of the student riots and was tear gassed.
her to buy some red underpants. This is the year for red
There is a superstition that this year, the year of
underpants.
the snake, is particularly unhealthy for women who have passed
their fortieth year. They are especially susceptible to polio,
and one of the best ways to combat this menace is to wear red
underpants. These red pants must be purchased by the eldest
I think it would be a
daughter of a 42 year old mother.
marvelous article, but I am trying to let Ann go on her own. It
is good experience for her no matter how she handles it. He boss,
the editor of the city desk, is my good friend, "Sugar" Kim. He
and I worked side by side when I worked in the Times office. He
will leave for America next month and will be spending four weeks
in East Lansing. Mr. Kim Su Duk is a gentle man, soft spoken,
intelligent and well-read, about thirty years old.
I am getting a lot of requests for articles, some profitable and
others free.
I do as many as I can since it is good writing
practice. Now a wonderful thing is happening. Richard E. Kim,
the author of the best seller, "The Martyred" is coming back to
Korea for a month under the sponsorship of the Atlantic Monthly,
to gather material for articles and for a forthcoming book. A
Korean movie company has just released a film based on the book
"The Martyred." Father Rutt was the advisor for the film and so
Father Rutt naturally met Mr. Kim and liked him so much that he
invited him to his house for dinner.
(This is a privilege
reserved only for the chosen people!) Father Rutt does not
entertain often. He lives Korean style and his house is small.
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He did invite Dr. Kromminga, and occasionally he invites John
and me. Sunday evening he stopped in here after he had met
Richard Kim at a cocktail party. Our cocktail parties are not
like those in America. Here we have much less cocktail and more
of a friendly get-together. Rutt says that Mr. Kim is so modest
and so friendly that he wants us to meet him. Such a compliment.
Father Rutt has honored us by telling us he wants to introduce us
as his friends. We are invited to dinner at his home with Richard
Kim. Nobody else will be there.

Sunday evening, just as the sun was setting, we drove Father Rutt
out to the new house which our contractor, Lee Ki Sung, is
building for us. As I told you, it has a flat roof with a third
story room on it.
It has big windows looking out over this roof.
Father Rutt was enthusiastic about the view from the roof. We
look across the Korean countryside. As he took in the view, Rutt
began to quote from his own book and this was quite effective. He
then told us we should not expect to keep this view, because the
country will not stay the way it is now. We must spend much time
on top of the house enjoying our view while we can.
It is such a nice house. The entry has a blue tile floor and a
wall made of firebrick which backs the chimney in the living
room.
There is a bench set into this brick, so one can sit down
The fireplace in the living room is
to put on or take off shoes.
walls
pink stone and the
are covered in Korean grasscloth paper.
Two walls are paneled with wood. The kitchen is modern in design
with a snack bar, formica countertops, and tile backboard. The
study has built in bookcases and a small built-in desk. The bath
is done in pink tile with a shower in the tub. In the bedrooms he
On the ground floor which is
has built drawers into the closets.
Dirk has a big
part basement (the house is built on a hillside)
room with its own entrance and toilet on the same level The
other half of the first floor is a two bedroom apartment with
living room, kitchen, entry and bath which will be rented by the
Christian Reformed schoolteachers. It is a cosy little flat which
will allow them to live independently, yet close to a community
of American people.
,

.
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have a new Chinese style dress, which my dressmaker made for

me. Ann doesn't like it, which undermines my confidence. I used
to trust my own taste, but now when I put on a favorite dress Ann
says, "Mother! You aren't going to wear that?" I wonder what is
wrong with it. Also, "Mother, you've got to go to the
hairdresser!" Well, there is Ann and there is Dirk. They are
both opinionated, and they are lazy, but they are fun. What
really tickles me is how Ann corrects her father. I have nagged

him about his smoking habit, his carelessness with cigarettes and
I scold him about how
his lack of consideration for non-smokers.
Ann comes along and the
he spoils Dirk. He fights back at me.
first thing she points out are these very same things. He adores
her and so he is seriously considering smokers' pills.
Sam is gone and I am glad. I don't care where he went. He left no
forwarding address, so we can't even send on his mail. This last
year he has been a constant irritation to me. Sam is a nice kid,
but he is almost thirty years old and he still acts like an
What is worse, he is so stingy!
adolescent.
We have a GI guest, a young fellow from the Netherlands Reformed
Church in New Jersey. He's a fine boy, almost ready to leave
Korea. Peter Feddema, who lives with us temporarily, and I are
having a good time winking at each other over the heads of the
young people as Ann and Neal feel each other out. Ann has a
steady boy friend, but she is the daughter of her mother and a
male is a male. This one is goodlooking and safe territory. Joy
Paul and
is trying to harmonize with the record player- -Peter
Mary singing "Jenny." She sounds good.
,
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Last night we went out with three Korean friends to see the movie
version of "The Martyred." John was upset by it. He says it will
set Christianity back in Korea by 20 years. I agree, but I think
that is not a bad thing. The movie lays bare the cracks in the
Christian church. I realize that in our own country Christianity
is not all it pretends to be either. But Korea and Korea's
Christian martyrs have been held up to the world as examples to
the church. I do not disparage these Christian martyrs, but my
own acquaintance with the practice of Christianity in Korea was
disappointing. It was a letdown after the tremendous buildup by
World Vision and various books.

Let's face it. The Christian church in Korea is riddled by
politics, pietism, corruption. So let's go on from there.
Let's
build our church on the real Christian element and not worry
about those weak Christians who will be influenced by the
existentialism "The Martyred."

Missionaries and church leaders are condemning
seeking a ban on it. The fools! It is the best
could give it. They should rather make sure of
and then preach it, using "The Martyred" as an
should not happen

this movie and
publicity they
their own faith
example of what

Our cat is lying on the window sill, which is the coolest- spot.
We are all uncomfortable. Dirk left yesterday for the beach to
assume his duties as lifeguard. Ann wrote her first article for
Korea Times. It wasn't bad, but Ann has no interest in this sort
of thing. It could be a valuable experience for her this summer,
but she says "Too much sweat."
Pancakes for lunch today. Horrible. The birds are singing madly
behind the house. The pheasants parade back there as if they were
tame. In front of the house we have tried to grow a garden, but
the kids steal the stuff long before it is ripe.
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I've spent the better part of today in the US Army Hospital where
one of Dr. Boelens' friends is a urologist. X-rays, tests, etc.
and finally the diagnosis of long-standing bladder infection. So
we'll take it from here. Maybe I can lick it. At least I know the
reason for my late weakness, nausea and fainting spells.
I know
that as a rule women live longer than men, and men usually die
with big troubles such as cancer, heart disease, industrial
accidents. But I feel as if I've been dying a little bit at a
time, one operation after another, little troubles that sap the
juice. I had to bring a case report from the mission hospital to
It said that
the Army hospital yesterday, so I read my own file.
one of my major difficulties seems to be trying to keep up with
my husband and being unwilling to accept my own limitations.
Hmmm. This week I stayed close to home and got a lot of rest. But
next week on Wednesday we have to move to the new house, and I
haven't begun to pack yet. My husband doesn't worry about that.
How many women do you know who have to move an entire household
of six or seven people once a year?

She has been
Ann has gone to the beach to open up our cottage.
doing fairly well in her job as reporter, but she doesn't enjoy
it. The editor is pleased by her articles, but I doubt if there
'will be many more of them.

Our Australian friend, Dorothy, has been our guest since Monday.
She is a sincere, genuine, sweet and pretty young woman. I told
her last night that I shall look for a husband worthy of her-preferably a widower of around forty with half-grown children and
a zeal for missions. He must be intelligent and well-educated
(probably in theology) but he must also be broad-minded, not
exclusive and not orthodox. He should be Christian Reformed,
otherwise how can we get Dorothy into our church? Dorothy is
returning to Australia next month for a year and a half, so
perhaps we will never meet again.

Yesterday it rained and everything looks clean and fresh again.
The dust was getting to be as much of a plague as the drought. We
are making new clothes for Ann, although we are handicapped in
this effort by the lack of "fixings" --zippers, thread, bias and
bindings, linings, that kind of stuff.
But we are putting
together an inexpensive wardrobe. She is getting a cordoroy
dress, a wool suit, a rayon brocade formal consisting of one long
and one short skirt with a Chinese-style top, 2 cotton shifts and
some of my dresses we made over to fit her.
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It is still raining. We caught the 5:30 train for Seoul, and met
Ann coming to the beach on the 4:30 train. We were able to
exchange a few words at the train station, we picked up our mail
from her, and then left Ann at the beach to care for the house
and the other children. Ann is wonderfully responsible.
She has
been staying in this new house in Seoul by herself and she had
such a time coping with the typhoon!
She handled everything
splendidly although she had an emergency situation, with water
pouring down the chimney into the living room.

The chimney doesn't leak anymore, but things aren't back to
normal yet. The downstairs apartment is mildewed and this morning
I blew a fuse trying to run the washing machine and the dryer at
the same time. We bought this dryer six years ago from a
missionary who left Korea, but it has never worked. Trouble and
more trouble. Each time we move to a different house John thinks
it might work better. We are having a lot of trouble with the
electricity in this place. Our record player waves in and out.
Yesterday, when I came in I discovered a new record lying on the
machine. "My Fair Lady" in stereo. It is the gift of the GI from
New Jersey who leaves Korea tomorrow. He also left a sweet note
of appreciation with it, which will warm our hearts for awhile.
We invited Father Rutt to join us at the beach, but he declined.
He says the only attraction for him there would be our family and
he enjoys his own house, his adopted Korean family, his animals.
I have opportunity
He likes the solitude of his vacation days.
for solitude at the beach as well. The children have their own
social life. They enjoy the sand and the swimming and the sports.
John enjoys reading and swimming.
I like sitting on our terrace
and drinking in the marvelous view. I am reading Isak Dinesen.
It is so beautiful!
Oh, that I could write as she does!
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I am so keyed up that I've just chased
What a time we have had!
into
the
rain.
girls
out
It reminds me of the story "Rain"
the
when the missionary is so demoralized by the constant rains that
he succumbs to the prostitute and then cuts his own throat. The
frustration is awful. The rains started last week. We had to
move anyway, and it rained the whole day we were moving. Oyr
mattress got wet. We had electricity for only a few hours, so we
used the hairdryer in an attempt to diry the mattresses. Our
furniture was gouged by inexperienced handling and by stupid,
unthinking, uncaring hirelings. I cried when I saw what they had
The electricity is erratic
done to our Grand Rapids end tables.
and the water goes with the electric There was something wrong
with the current to the pump, so we were without water more often
than we had it When we did get some water it was muddy and brown
and we can't drink it or wash with it. So we are collecting rain
water as fast as we can for our personal use.
.

.

What really made me sick was to watch the destruction of this
beautiful new house. The flat roof was not slanted toward the
drains, so there is four inches of standing water up there. It
leaks around the chimney, so water pours down the chimney to the
first floor. The new wallpaper in Dirk's room is ruined, but it
is Korean wallpaper so it can be replaced. The ceiling tile in
the vestibule is stained and moldy. The wood paneling is
beginning to warp. Worst of all, the water has seeped under the
stones of the fireplace and is discoloring the floor tile in the
living room.
I mop and mop, but the destruction goes on. Water
also poured through the door on the roof, went down the stairwell
and dripped through to the basement and flooded the floor down
there, but that did no lasting damage.
I keep hoping for a sunny day to do laundry. Then I could just
run away from this mess and go back to the beach and let it rain.
If we are going to drown we might as well do it out there and
Dirk has been at
just let the contractor worry about this house.
the beach by himself for three weeks now, and I know him well
enough to know he must be good and sick of his independent state.
He is not too responsible, and when Ann was there for a few days
last week he dumped all his dirty laundry on her.

The workmen are downstairs putting up curtain rods. Last night
they worked for three hours in my bedroom. They put a white steel
rod on one side and a round brass one on the other window in the
I made them change it and they thought I was crazy.
same room.
When they finally got it right I hung the curtain. The rod came
out of the wall. Nice mess.
I have put up curtain rods myself in
several houses, and it is not that difficult if you use your
brains
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There is a couple standing out in front of our house. Evidently
they disagree. It makes an interesting pantomine She shakes her
umbrella to emphasize a point. Now it is pouring rain again, and
plastic umbrellas are up over their heads. The plastic umbrellas
are called "one-day umbrellas" and they are ingenious. They are
made of light bamboo and plastic and sell for about three cents
each on the street. As soon as the rain begins, little boys are
out selling them.
.

the argument has finished. He goes in one direction and she
goes in the other. She stops to look back and calls something to
him. He half turns, then deliberately goes on. Between them,
slowing walking under a single light green one-day umbrella, are
two little girls with schoolbags on their backs. They are
fascinated by Mary and Joy who are out in the rain with shovels,
digging a dam in the ditch. An Army jeep passes, slows by the
girls, and finally stops to get a good look.
I can read their
minds. "Look! They look like American children. Sure enough, one
is a real blonde! American kids, playing in the mud!
Then they
drive on to tell the boys in the barracks about it. An old man
stops to watch the children dig. He is a study in his high black
boots and baggy, dripping white pants. He has a pith helmet on
his head. Two women on their way to market pass by. One pauses
for a better look. Evidently she says something to Mary, for
Mary's head comes up and she stops what she is doing for a
minute. The woman is carrying a tub on her head, but her hands
swing freely at her sides as she walks away. These foreign
children are an attraction to passersby.
Ah,

And still the rain pours down. Little rivulets have become
roaring rivers. The whole country is washing away.
The dinner with Richard Kim at Richard Rutt's home was somewhat
disappointing. Richard Kim is reticent, very Korean but also very
conscious of the fact that he is no longer Korean. I think he
finds it awkward being an American in Korea among other Americans
in Korea because to us who have come to know the Korean
personality and culture somewhat, he is still very much a Korean.
We didn't discuss his book at all because we thought he must be
getting sick of talking about it. But he gave away very little of
himself. So the discussion was a bit forced. Father Rutt led on
gallantly to topics of stamps, art, literature, none of which
John or I could share. Father Goodwin supported him, and Richard
Kim agreed with both of them. John and I contributed little. We
we^t home early to give Father Rutt a chance to visit with his
distinguished guest alone. They seemed to have established some
sort of rapport before we got there
We will be staying on in Korea until the school term ends. Our
plan for next summer is still indefinite. It is a crazy way to
live, and it is not easy either.
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One evening this week, around supper
Still the rainy season.
our
attention
called
to a tiny boy, shaking with cold
time, Joy
in
rain.
He
was
standing at the end of our
the
and dripping
drive, on the edge of the road, weeping and calling piteously for
his mama. We watched him for half an hour, while the girls begged
us to rescue him. Finally I asked Mr. Kim to bring him in. Joy
and Mary were delighted and dried him out and comforted him. They
begged their father to adopt him. I guess this scared Dadfly, so
he decided to bring the child to the amputee center and report
the matter to the police station. So off they drove, immediately
after supper- -Father Mary the Motherly, and Mr. Kim who did not
hide his doubts about this excursion.
,

stayed by the window, watching the villages for signs of a lost
I saw the woman coming from the direction of the
market with a tiny baby on her back, I got the picture. The
little boy must have followed his mama and given up, then found
himself too far from home to go back.
I

child. When

So Ann and I watched the woman. She went into a house,
reappeared, went into another house. Then she began walking up
the mountains behind her house. We walked to the house at the
edge of the village, and in our broken Korean language we left
the message that we knew about the lost child. We had not gone a
hundred yards toward home before the mother came running, with
the father. The father has had four years of college and speaks
passable English.

Meanwhile, John had decided to get a shave, so while these
frantic Korean parents waited for their kidnapped child, I was
trying to locate John by telephone. He returned after an hour or
so without the Korean child.
Then we all piled into the Land
Rover and plowed back through the mud to the amputee center. We
made it before dark and returned the kid to his parents. What a
fiasco! What dumb foreigners!
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I am writing from our cottage at the beach. I've just sent a
letter to Father Rutt, telling him this view is so terrific he
should be sharing it, but he says he hates congregations of
missionaries. We have a tiny black kitten for him. She is so
cute, but the old cat hates her and attacks her so we have to
keep them apart. This is not easy in the cottage. The kitten is
making the most of my company, eating my toes and trying to stop
my pen.

Yesterday one of John's secretaries came down from Seoul and
brought us an accumulation of mail I appreciate the book you
sent me, just at the time when I have the leisure to read and
enjoy it. Relaxing at this cottage has done wonders for me. I
didn't realize how tense I had become. It helps so much to sleep
solidly at night. The new house was impossible. Workmen building
another house next door for the Boelens hammered and sang and
joked together all night long. Besides that, it rained all the
time and our house leaked badly. It rains here too, but I can
enjoy the wind and the rain and the pounding of the rain on the
rocks. I like the hills too. Across the bay outside our cottage
they are constantly changing color. In the morning they are mauve
and misty green, in the evening they become purple and violet and
black. In stormy weather we cannot tell where the last dark lumps
of mountains change into the piled up thunderclouds
.

No one makes demands on me here. I can stay in this upstaiirs room
and read or write, with the breeze lifting and scattering my
papers and the black kitten scampering frantically after them. I
can let my mind drink the view. I look over the treetops and in
the peacefulness here I once again can get close to God. There
are lots of people, nice people. Ocassionally I walk down to the
lodge or to the beach and greet them.
Last night the Simpsons came for supper. They came to Korea when
we did, and also work for Church World Service. After three
years and one baby, they returned to Australia. Dr. Simpson went
to school for three years, they had two more children, and then
they came back to Korea. The first week they were here, their
baby got into some lye the Korean maid had carelessly left within
reach and the child was dreadfully deformed. The young mother
took her back to Sydney for plastic surgery and she looks pretty
g^od now. It has been hard on the whole family. They are such
fine people. If all Australians are as good as the ones we have
met here, I'm for Australia.
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Yesterday I got a sunburn, but it isn't serious. My skin is
naturally olive-toned but I felt I should conform a bit. John was
beginning to fret because I stayed in the cottage so much and
felt no desire for the sand and the sea.
This cat is making writing impossible!
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Some students from Yonsei University just stopped in and asked me
to write an article for their student newspaper. The subject they
have in mind is college student problems. Of course I don't know
anything about Korean college problems, and it's been at least a
quarter of a century since I was a student, but I'll give it a
shot
I seem to be a current favorite with college students in
Korea because I discuss them in my Times articles. This could
develop into a nuisance, but we'll be leaving Korea soon.
.

Father Rutt just phoned. He said he had nothing particular to
call about but just wanted to chat. I guess it gets lonely out
there at the Anglican Seminary sometimes.
Last week he sent us
such a sweet note, telling us how much he enjoyed the whole
family. "I have no complaint against God for not giving me a
family of my own," he wrote, "but I do thank Him for yours and
thank you for letting me share it."
International Social Services also phoned today. They are all
excited about Pearl Buck and her new foundation to save the
mixed-blood children all over the world. The trouble with Pearl
Buck (I think the lady is already senile) is that she is at least
ten years too late, and others got there first. The ISS Director
asked me if I would stop in tomorrow and have a talk with him and
perhaps write a Thoughts of the Times article on this. Will l? l
love a good fight. The American Women's Club has asked me to
make a poster ... save your old nylons. It's an interesting^ life
This morning we received a letter from a colonel in the Airforce,
now in France. He was in Taejon with us five years ago and we
became close friends. We also had a letter from Michigan which
informs us that our friend Dr. Ten Have has declared himself an
atheist and has left his wife and three children. Has he lost his
mind? He was such a devoted evangelist here (although not such a
devoted husband.)
Last week in the Army wives' thrift shop I found a second-hand
suit among the overpriced old dinner jackets and battered coffee
pots. It is doeskin wool, lined, avocado color. I paid ten
dollars for it, took it home and asked my dressmaker to alter it
for me. My current project is braiding a wool rug for the
schoolteachers who live downstairs. At present they are
borrowing a rug from us, but this one is promised by Christmas,
it already measures four feet across.

There is a possibility that we may be transferred to Vietnam. We
want to go. It is the new frontier for voluntary workers. Both
John and I feel that next to Vietnam, Korea can no longer be

245

considered "needy," Church World Service is beginning a new push
there and we hope for an opening in rehabilitation work. Perhaps
we should study French? We need a new challenge.
I take the
speech of Ulysses for my own... "how dull it is to pause, to make
an end, to rust unburnished, not to shine in use, as though to
Life piled on life were all too little, and
breathe were life!
of one to me little remains."
Yes, we know Vietnam is a dangerous place, but it is also #in
exciting place. We now have two children of college age and two
It is those two high school age children who
in high school.
will decide the future. People tell us that our lives belong to
our children, but we have seen that sharing rich experience
We try to teach them
broadens and enriches their lives.
independence and the joy of giving themselves, and realize that
our example is worth a lifetime of words.

the future is not ours to hold. In the present, we are
folding our tents and beginning to give away our possessions as
we prepare to depart.
Our task here is ended.
Well,
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The family has just left the house.
John will drive up the hill,
past the school to let the children off and then on to the
Center. The kids hate climbing up the hill to the school in the
morning.
This arrangement suits me too. In order to catch a ride
with Dad, the girls must get on the ball early, pick up their
rooms and make their own beds.
They are messy children- -not
messy about themselves, although Mary has some pretty wild ideas
about dressing herself. Joy fusses so long with her hair, changes
her dress three times before she is satisfied, and criticizes
Mary so rudely we sometimes have to rein her in. But the place
they live in is indescribable. From what I read, most mothers
have this complaint and most daughters grow out of it I remember
Lenore telling us how her mother complained about her room, but
she was not bad when she lived with us.
She certainly had other
qualifications.
^
.

I guess we expect too much of our children. We set the standards
as adults and that is good, as far as it goes. But we must train
them. We should not despair so quickly when our young ones fail
to meet our standards perfectly. Our eldest daughter isn't
exactly what we might have planned her to be if we had drawn the
blueprint. But that's all to the good, since I am not a master
architect.
We are well pleased with Annie, just as she is. True,
I look at the children of my friends- -children who are gifted in
the field of literature, and other young people who are gifted in
other things I always dreamed of having my children do None of
ours shows special gifts, but none of them are stupid either.
.

None are crude or deformed or ugly or naughty or social misfits.
We are blessed in our children. Ann has become a nice-looking,
sensible, pleasant young lady. Her grades are good, if not
brilliant, and she has a bountiful supply of good sense so that
we are spared worrying over her. What more could we ask?
Perhaps we should save our worry for Joy. She is thirteen years
old and tries to be sixteen. She is vain, self-centered and
snotty. I try to see into Joy and encourage her good points. We
insist on a few things --the clean room, a minimum standard of
courtesy, curtailment of phone calls, etc. Joy is desperately
trying to be a "teenager" as she sees them in magazines, and we
wait patiently for her to outgrow this phase. We have to look at
h^r as a whole person and try to see her as the woman she will
become. We must work on that part of her that will be of greatest
value later. I can't make her into my ideal. The mold is already
formed and we can only shape it, polish it and smooth it as best
we can
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Sunday a new serviceman came to visit. He comes from Holland,
Michigan and he phoned us as soon as he arrived in Korea. I liked
him immediately, and more as the day progressed. He told us he
had married at 19, against his parents' wishes. He joined the
Army and was sent to Japan. After he had been there four months,
he received a letter from his 18 year old wife that she was two
months pregnant by another man and wanted a divorce That was
that. The boy began drinking heavily and started going downhill.
Then he met a Japanese woman six years older than he, ^:he mother
of two mixed-blood children. She had been married for nine years
to a serviceman and had finally left him and returned to her home
in Japan. She tried to straighten this boy out, and he tried to
He says that
teach her Christianity, as he had been taught it.
as he told her all of these things, he had to face the fact that
he either believed them or he didn't believe them himself. After
he married this woman he wrote to his parents, asking them to
finance bringing her and her children to the United States. The
parents came through for him and gave the boy support when he
asked for it. They received the wife and helped her into the
community. I wouldn't think Holland, Michigan is the easiest
place to integrate a Japanese family. Last February the man and
his wife joined the church and the two children were baptized.
This fellow's attitude impresses me. He has no bitterness. He
frankly shared his background, made no apology for it, and
expressed no criticism or blame for anybody. This was his
experience, and this is what he learned by it. This is his wife,
and these are his step-children.
.

Yesterday was a good day. After a hot bath (not always possible
here!) I painted both bathrooms and then I supervised the
painting of two Chinese characters on our doorpost and rewrote
two articles for a Korean friend for the Korea Times. Father Rutt
phoned and asked if he could come for supper, and he arrived with
John late in the afternoon. We all had a small drink together,
vodka and tonic water, but vodka is powerful stuff when you
aren't used to it and even a little bit made us gay. The conversation was bubbling by the time Mr. Kim served supper. It was a
good meal. Mary and Father Rutt had a good time, John was in a
good mood, and the chicken was delicious. After supper Dr. B
stopped in for a few minutes, we had a glowing fire in the
fireplace, and everything went right. It was a fine day to look
back on.
Today is the monthly meeting of the American Women's Club. I will
drive the VW bus, and take Mrs. Boelens, Mrs. Feddema, Mrs.
Hubers, and perhaps our Lutheran neighbors as well.
The speaker
We went over his points last night with
today is Father Rutt.
great hilarity. He and I have a pretense in public that we do not
know each other and that is fun. When we are introduced, I act
like an "American lady."
He acts like a reader of Thoughts of
the Times. I gush, he twinkles.
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November 29, 1965
I am working on the article for the Yonsei University newsletter.
The note says, "an article written about college problems" and
the reporter added, "like when you were in college, you know." My
word!
The only problems I remember having were money and love,
in that order. So I wrote the article about money and love. I
contrasted the Korean arranged marriage with the Western way and
commented on the high divorce rate in USA. Then I described the
Christian way. (Yonsei is nominally a Christian school.) My
father did not choose my husband, but he taught me well that a
good marriage is based on compatibility, on similarity of
background, on common goals, on mutual Christian belief. I wonder
how the article will be received.

There is a bunch of little girls across the valley in the village
below us, swinging on a rope and jumping it. It is a pretty
sight. Their clothing is in bright reds and oranges and their
black heads contrast against the dullness of the dead grass on
the ground. My picture window is worth the cost of the house. It
is small comfort when I think of leaving it next summer to
realize that this view will soon be no more. People are moving
in. Already there is a bulldozer on the hillside, and soon there
will be seventeen new houses- -fancy, ornate, horribly expensive
houses built for assemblymen. I shall not stay to see it.
Here is a horror! A man passing on the road suddenly stops,
he has a gun and I hear the crack of it. A flock of birds rises
from the field, and then a single bird flutters up after them.
Then it sinks back to the ground and the man walks off the road
toward it. How I hate this! For men, shooting is a sport.

Below me, in the plot just in front of our house there are
several people digging. Men, women and children are digging
industriously, but what are they digging for? Mr. Kim explains
that they are digging up bits and pieces of metal. When this hill
was bulldozed to build these houses, ground was turned over and
there are all sorts of metal scraps left in the ground after the
Korean War. People are always on the lookout for them for the
extra income. We read accounts in our newspaper of people who
find shells, and then the shells explode. It is not an uncommon
^ story, even now more than ten years after the war ended.
It is not yet cold, just a bit
What lovely weather it is!
chilly. Thursday will be Thanksgiving Day and we expect five
servicemen as guests. The Boelens and the Feddemas will enjoy
each others' company. The lady schoolteachers have been invited
to both tables, but they have volunteer duty at the USO.
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My friend JK wrote to ask about the Korean movie in which I was
offered a part. I have written that off as another bust. So many
of these interesting opportunities turn out to be pipe dreams.
The movie man phoned here about two weeks ago and asked me to
meet them for a shooting at the Kimpo airport. I already had an
appointment for lunch, and had promised to drive three other
women there, so I told him I was sorry. I had to have a little
more advance notice. I haven't heard from him since.
,
I am interested in meeting the new young professor you wrote
about, and hope that when we get back you will introduce me to
him. According to your letters, I will have to learn a new way of
life.
To me there is nothing improper in inviting a colleague to
share a cup in the coffee shop, even if he is a male professor.
I was surprised to hear that you worry about gossip, even though
this man is twenty years younger than you are. Well, we might end
up back in the Orient somewhere after John's year of study. Then
I won't have to worry about such rigid social rules.

Thank you for your compliments on my articles. I have been a
little discouraged lately about writing. Father Rutt, on the
other hand, is really wound up. He is writing all sorts of
things- -book reviews for the English papers and Korean articles
and translations. He flatters me by phoning and asking my opinion
on the English articles he writes. Perhaps he is trying to cheer
me up and letting me feel that my opinion has value.
This week I was asked to serve as judge for the English speaking
contest between Seoul Foreign School and the Army Dependent
School. Speeches are in four categories- -original orations,
interpretive reading, humor and declamation. This will be an allafternoon affair, with sixteen speakers.
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Monday morning was my turn for volunteer duty at the USO and I
had Mrs. Hubers with me. She was on for the first time and I had
to train her. The high spot of the morning was meeting a GI who
was a Cuban refugee. He is a Catholic, but he changed to a
Methodist when he married. He doesn't really know the difference
so I would guess his religion doesn't amount to much. I talked to
him a long time and invited him to visit our home. He told me
that when he was 16 he wanted to join Castro's forces. His mother
wouldn't hear of it. She locked him in his room and took all his
clothes away from him and fed him through the window. She came in
every day and "brainwashed" him, as he put it. Finally she was
able to leave Cuba with her son. He looks back on it now and
admits Cuba is a terrible place, but he says it is their own
fault. "There were too many people like me, and not enough like
my ma "
.

In the afternoon I had a dental appointment and discovered that I
had lost two fillings. Did I eat them? At night I was so tired I
stayed home and had a hot bath while John took the girls to the
Army base to see the Beatles in "Help!"

Tuesday was another full day. The American Women's Club had its
mnonthly meeting and there was a ballet performance by Korean
dancers. Our daughters were invited, what a melee!
It was held
in the 8th Army Officers' Club and was quite posh. Our daughters
loved it but I was bored. I spent the morning downtown getting my
hair done. For $1.15 I get a shampoo, set and manicure. Prices
went up today. Usually I shampoo my hair myself, then get a set
for fifty cents.

Yesterday was cook's day off and I was going to get so many
letters written, but first I had to write an article for Korea
Times. While I was busy with that the house filled up with
people. It is winter vacation and we have a skating pond just a
little way down the road. The kids skate, then come here to warm
up and eat. So I didn't get a lot done, but I stayed with the
article until it was finished.
The schoolteachers downstairs asked me to play with them on their
basketball team- -teachers against students. One of these
teachers is the coach and she wants to train a team, so we serve
There aren't enough teachers to form a
as the "scrimmage team."
team, so Mrs. B and I are recruited, but I didn't last long. I
sprained a finger and excused myself. They were playing open
court basketball and that is no game for a forty year old mama,
at least for this one. One of the teachers is making herself some
new wool clothing and I was envying her skills until my own
dressmaker arrived. She brought my "new" wool dress, which is
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the wool Korean dress I used to wear in Taejon.
I don't wear
Korean dresses much anymore, so I had it made over into a Chinese
style dress.
I love Chinese dresses, with the high neck. The
style is good for my long waistline. I think I'll get a lot more
wear out of the dress now. Chinese doesn't go out of date, but
one can't put on a lot of weight in that style of dress.

Today is Thursday and I have an invitation for lunch at tl:^
Ambassador's residence. It is the first anniversary of our
magazine "Women's News" and I am part of the original staff. It
will undoubtedly be a tasty luncheon, with everything perfect.
Our current ambassador's wife is a lovely lady, at ease with
everyone and as comfortable as the lady next door. I enjoy her
company
Your last letter expresses your regret about spoiling your
daughters by not teaching them housekeeping. I was never taught
housekeeping, but I learned in a hurry when I had to. We haven't
taught our daughters either, since they grew up in Korea with a
cook and a housemaid. Ann is now living in a house in Grand
Rapids with several other students and she takes her turn at
cooking and cleaning. Ann is planning to get married, so she
We have a lazy son. He is crazy
enjoys practicing domesticity.
about karate and works hard at that, but he won't help move the
He won't start a fire in
coal or do anything to help at home.
the fireplace, but complains about being cold and waits for
someone to do it for him. Dirk is smart and knows that he should
take advantage of servants while he has them. Dirk doesn't do any
hard work, but he has a delightful wit, a light-fingered touch on
the guitar, a quick memory and a gift for mimicry. We wonder how
he will use his talents.
Our kitten is lazy too, but we keep her just to amuse us.
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December 1965
Thank you for the package of gifts! The book by Teilhard has
already gone to Rutt's house. He has Christmas vacation and time
to read, so after John and I and one of the schoolteachers had
broused in it a bit Father Rutt took it home to read it while he
had the time and opportunity.
We will get it back on Sunday and
take turns reading it here.
Father Rutt remarked that it is a
fine thing to have a friend who sends books. I agree.

Sunday evening Father Rutt began to tell us about the people who
come to his house for help.
There was an orphan boy working on
Dr.B's farm, but he ran away and went to the Anglican Seminary.
He has been there now for more than a year, living with Fr. Rutt
and working as his houseboy. The boy has a deep affection for his
boss which almost amounts to adoration. You can see it in his
eyes when he looks at Fr. Rutt, in the way he jumps to do his
errands, and in the way he treats us when we come to call.
Dr B
explained that this boy was a "typical runaway, " but Rutt gently
corrected him by describing the boy's state of health and
suggesting that he was not strong enough for farm work, even
though he has a good attitude and is a good worker. After a year
in the seminary community, this boy has grown and filled out and
last Sunday he was baptized.
After Dr. B. left our house Rutt
observed, "That man is terribly naive about Korean people, isn't
he?" Then he told us about his own experience with beggars and
how this particular boy knew them by name and had lived witii many
of them at the "beggars' club."
He knew all their stories, he
knew their operating proceedures, he knew which ones lived off
naive missionaries.
It has been a busy week. On Christmas Day we came home with eight
GIs, including our friend Colonel Rice.
Only two of them had let
us know they were coming We sent three of them over to Hubers
home for dinner, two left after supper, three stayed here
overnight. One of them wet the bed. There was one horrible young
.

man who had no teeth on top and who talked incessantly about
nothing. He called Father Rutt "Father Wright" all evening and we
couldn't seem to get him corrected. The other one was almost as
bad. He had a mental level of around twelve years, and he got
along well with our younger daughters. They played cards for
hours
ThSt made Sunday a busy day. John, aware of the circumstances,
talked the two horribles into taking an early bus back to camp
and delivered them to the bus station, about half an hour's ride
from here, right after supper on Sunday evening. We anticipated a
quiet evening visiting with Father Rutt, but Mr. Hubers came over
John got out
and the discussion soon got into Reformed theology.
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a book by Berkhof, and in the front of it someone had jotted the
T-u-l-i-p five points of Calvinism.
Father Rutt found this quite
intriguing and he asked many questions about it.
It seems to me
there is no systematic system of theology in the Anglican Church
everyone feels free to interpret the Bible as he sees fit. We
went over these five points and Fr. Rutt observed that our
different denominational backgrounds didn't seem so far apart in
But he didn't care for such a rigid ^stem. He
what we believe.
was amazed at the knowledge displayed by John and Mr. Hubers
about the doctrines of the church and by how they supported them
He asked, "Mr. Hubers, are you also a
by Scriptural reference.
layman?

Then he said this seems to be what makes us so different from
other missionaries he has met in Korea. If asked a theological
question, the answer from them would be, "That is not really my
field. I am in education, not theology, " or whatever the field
happened to be. John and Mr. Hubers assured Father Rutt that in
our church it is the usual thing for lay people to be well
instructed in theology and to enjoy discussions of it.
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Tonight we were seated around the dining table at supper time. We
were ready for our dessert and the cook had prepared brownies for
us. When he was getting them out of the cupboard, his eye caught
a movement in the hallway.
Knowing everyone who lived in the
house was sitting at the table, he swung around just in time to
see a man going through the hall carrying my sewing machine out
of the hall closet.
Mr. Kim took off like a bird, screaming
unintelligible sounds. John got up and followed Mr. Kim. The
intruder dropped the heavy machine box at the door and hightailed it down. the road, with Mr. Kim in hot pursuit. When the
thief reached the drive, he paused to pick up a stone and throw
it back at Mr. Kim. When he saw that John was coming behind, he
started to run again and got away. But we had the sewing machine.
The next door neighbors came over. Their telephone line had been
cut. Perhaps the thief had been reconnoitering when he saw an
opportunity at our house. We have no blinds on ur dining room
windows, and by standing on the hillside behind the house he
could easily have seen us seated at the table, with Mr. Kim busy
in the kitchen.
Well, my children, that is your Korea story for today. I hope you
will all grow up to be missionaries, because I am getting too old
for this job. My nerves are plumb shot, but papa is taking me to
Hong Kong for recuperation on New Year's Day, so maybe I'll rnake
it to the end of the duty tour.
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December 65
I've just emerged like Phoenix from the ashes after a long
When the bottom finally dropped out I went to bed
depression.
John The
and stayed there the whole day, fasting and sleeping.
Therapist cured me by inviting Colonel Rice to go with us to the
Both Mary and
operetta presented by the Junior Highschoolers
I got
Joy were in it, so I could hardly refuse to go with then^
up, bathed and dressed and went to the operetta. Mary stole the
But I
show. She was so cute, and everyone spoke to us about her.
would never have been able to go if Colonel Rice hadn't added his
bit. He was so kind and understanding, and added just the right
John
touch to give me the support I so desperately needed.
realized this, and went out of his way to get the colonel to go
with us. He arrived with two bottles of Portugese wine and he
came early. He called down the hall to the bedroom where I was
"hiding" and said, "Juliana, are you almost ready? If you hurry
to get dressed we can start the Christmas celebration with a
private celebration. Come, see what I brought for you!"
.

The next day Colonel Rice invited me out for lunch and asked me
to go shopping with him. So I climbed back up the emotional hill.
John joined us for lunch, but declined the shopping trip. For me
Col Rice has become
it was a crash course in Korean ceramics
knowledgeable and he took me to the antique shops and pointed out
pottery of the various dynasties and the distinguishing features
of each piece. It was a lovely, relaxed afternoon and I am
grateful to that kind colonel for giving his time and attention
He is an attractive man, of
just because he knew I needed it.
our age and he misses his own family so he enjoyes sharing ours.
.

.

Last Sunday Mr. H came to church without his wife because she
refused to go. Mrs.H is suffering from culture shock. She is a
typical American housewife who has never been outside USA and
never wanted to be. Her life centered on her children and her
grandchildren, her house and her shopping. Suddenly it is all
gone.
She is completely lost. She hates Korea. She is frustrated
by the dirt, the inefficiency. The water is always shut off, and
the electricity likewise. It stinks here. The people stare at
Americans. She can't get around because she can't drive her car
as she did in the States.
She is bitter.

Having profited by the attention of dear Col. Rice, I went out of
my way to try to lift the spirit of Mrs. H. That's my project
for this week, and so far it seems to be working.
Today she went
out. Tonight some of our friends, who are about her age, are
inviting Mr. and Mrs.H. to dinner at the officers' club. They
will enjoy that, it is swanky and Stateside.
My concern for Mrs.
H. has done wonders for my own spirits. I think I'm back to
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normal, but I'm still nervous for some reason. My insides shake,
but I don't feel depressed anymore. On Friday I will visit our
dear Methodist doctor. Visiting her is pleasure in itself.

Last Saturday evening we met Helen Hayes. She is so friendly and
neighborly. She seems to be enjoying her acquaintance with the
missionary community as much as we enjoyed her. She recited for
us, and then just became a member of the party. It was quite a
thrill, hobnobbing with the great Miss Hayes as if she were the
lady next door.

Did you happen to notice the article in Time magazine about a
Korean mixed-blood prostitute? I got mixed up with her in an
interesting way. When I heard about her autobiography, I called
the publisher and asked him if there was an English translation.
He said that the Pearl Buck Foundation planned to translate it.
We are concerned about the PB Foundation, because they come into
Korea with a big name and a lot of money and the promise to do a
job that others have been working at for the past ten years.
Harry Holt started working with adoption for mixed-blood children
right after the Korean war.
Lots of progress has been made in
this area, and by this year two Korean agencies, recognized and
encouraged by the ministry of Health and Social Affairs, have
been cooperating and concentrating on the mixed-blood children
who are unadoptable for various reasons and must remain in Korea.
The emphasis here is on getting Korean people to accept them.
They are as much Korean as they are American, but evidently Pearl
Buck Foundation does not consider this point. They speak
constantly of the responsibility of the Americans for these
"American children." Anyhow the representatives the foundation
sent to Korea are not outstanding, and they immediately alienated
the other agencies and social workers.
told the publisher of this biography that a Korean friend and I
planned to translate and rewrite the book, and we started doing
just that. We were about half way through it when we gave up. The
It would be a useful book
book is simply not worth the effort.
if you intended to use it for propaganda, but to read it for
pleasure would be a waste of time. The last half of the book is
simply one assignation after another, and that gets boring. The
Koreans eat that up, but I have no desire to write a "dirty
book "
I

.

Whan the Pearl Buck Foundation got wind of the fact that some
woman from one of the voluntary agencies was making a translation
of the book they got all excited. They were losing some of their
They accused CWS of exactly what they themselves had
ammunition!
in mind. They were told that we did not consider the book worth
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translating, and they calmed down. So before long you will
probably be reading a lot of advance publicity about a new book
by Pearl Buck about a mixed blood prostitute named Annie Park,
and the story will be based on this bogus biography.
Even if
Mrs. Buck's story is not first rate, it will probably sell just
because it has her name on it
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The Hobbit book came in today's mail, a post Christmas surprise.
You write that it is a wonderful "read aloud" book, but I don't
seem to have a read aloud family. I wish I did.
Everyone here
insists he would rather do his own reading than listen to someI am that way myself. Maybe we weren't brought up
one else read.
right.
Actually, our family reader is Mary. She always has her
nose in a book, and she reads anything she gets her hands on.
Dirk learned too early that the books he reads and reports on
earn him lower marks than book reports he hands in without
reading the book.
Isn't that a tragedy? He has an excellent
teacher, and he respects her. She is an Englishwoman, intelligent
and capable, but she hasn't caught on yet to adolescent American
Her own son is a scholar. Our son is quite
boys, I think.
creative, but no one would call him scholastic.
Recently he read
"The Moon is Down" and he didn't like the book.
He wrote a
sardonic book report on it, calling it a "Dick and Jane tale" and
referring to the author as "Brer Steinbeck." In his mind this
story was an impossible tale, a fantasy beyond belief.
His
teacher gave him a grade of "D" on this report, although she said
that his opinions were refreshing but the story was based on
actual facts.
I typed up this report for Dirk, and had my doubts
about it.
The composition was all right and it certainly was a
fresh approach and a frank appraisal, although a mistaken one.
Dirk's opinion didn't agree with that of the experts, but I
should think that as a seventeen-year old, he might have been
allowed room for a mistake in judgment.
I think the fact that he
dared to express his own opinion and presented it in an original
fashion deserved better than a "D." What do you think, teacher?
The damage occurred when he got his "B" paper back. This was a
report on "Main Street" and Dirk didn't even read the book. He
read the inside of the jacket cover, kept his ears open and asked
Dirk may
a few leading questions. Then he wrote a "book report."
never read another book with that kind of encouragement
We are, nevertheless, grateful to have a friend like you who
sends us books I thank you again for all the books you have
mailed to Korea. My friends also thank you, because they share
your generousity and they share the books.
.

was asked to do a profile on Pearl Buck for the May issue of
Women's News magazine. It will come out about the same time
that Pearl Buck arrives in Korea I have checked out the
biographical material in the Army library, but it is dead and
old, so I wrote a personal letter to Pearl Buck asking for
I also contacted the
current information to add to my article.
suave and ignorant gentleman who is the Pearl Buck foundation
representative here, and he will send on my letter with a cover
I

oi^r

.
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letter of his own.
Since this is free and excellent publicity
for the organization, it would seem to be to Mrs. Buck's
advantage to reply to my letter.
The Foundation man offered to
arrange an interview for me when Mrs. Buck comes to Korea.
This
makes me feel somewhat like a hypocrite, since I am not a fan of
Pearl Buck anymore. I outgrew her years ago, and it seems to me
that these days she comes across as an opinionated, stubborn old
woman who is set in her ways. She does not listen to advice from
people in Korea who really know something about the problems of
mixed blood children at this time in history, and she has
gathered together a staff of incompetent people who are overconfident, over aggressive and downright obnoxious. The PB
Foundation is already in trouble as far as its image in Korea is
concerned. They have run afoul of the Korea Association of
Voluntary Agencies, which includes almost every non-governmental
agency here. But they rise above us all and go straight to the
Ministry of Health and Social Affairs. The PB representative told
me yesterday that by now they are all fouled up in red tape, and
he has decided to leave the Korean government alone and proceed
on his own. Now he will try to make friends in some of the other
agencies. "Let us all work together for the common good," he
says. Although he will be accepted, he has already become an
object of ridicule.
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Since we shall be in Korea for only half of 1966, if God's plan
agrees with the Steensma plans, we have a lot of things to do in
a very short time.
This has been a strange year.
It was not as
hard to leave United States for a land we knew nothing about as
it is to leave this country we have learned to love so dearly.
We know what we are leaving here, and we know what we will find
in our homeland.
This is now home. Once more we break up
housekeeping. It is like a purge- -difficult in process, but
cleansing and lightening
Once again we will live for a while as
pilgrims, camping along the way until we are able to put down
roots again.
.

Dirk is feeling no pain. He looks forward to graduation from high
school in the spring and entering college in the fall.
He will
have the support of his family, and he won't have to cross the
big ocean alone. The girls don't want to leave Korea. "Can we
come back. Dad?"
John and I have mixed feelings. We both know that the best thing
for Korea at this stage of development is for many of the
foreigners to admit that they are not needed as much as they like
to think they are. We know that there is still plenty of work to
be done here, work which we could do.
We also know that if we
stay around, people will depend on us and they do not grow 'that
way.
Our Korean friends and our missionary friends implore us to
Of course, many of
return, and that is a good way to depart.
them are being polite. One old missionary told us that when he
retired he wanted to leave Korea while he was still popular, so
that he would be missed. He said that it is hard to know when you
have crossed the line, and nothing is more pathetic than a man
who has given his whole life only to hear a big sigh of relief
behind his back when he finally leaves.
Our attachment to Korea is strong. We can't be selfish and stay
for that reason.
The trouble is we see so much need here that is
still untouched. Nobody is doing much for the crippled children.
Leprosy rehabilitation is just beginning. As far as medicine in
Korea goes, the more intelligent of the missionary doctors will
frankly state that, unless the foreign doctor can stay one step
ahead of the advance of western medicine in Korea, he has no
excuse to be here. The specialists are still making a
contribution by training the eager, intelligent young Korean
doctors but any doctor or teacher or educator or preacher who is
doing the same thing that a Korean can do is not really helping
by staying on here. He is assuming responsibility that should
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fall on the Korean, and by assuming it and discharging it he
relieves the Korean of it. This is a dis-service, especially if
it is done in the name of Christianity. The major trouble with
the Korean church is that it has not yet reached out
horizontally. It hasn't needed to do that, with so much foreign
relief

As we have seen it, this was our task here- -to teach the Korean
Chtistians the meaning in the second table of the Law, ^hat love
for God must be expressed in love for our neighbors They know
all about evangelism, they are almost buggy about theology. Long,
theoretical discussions are the order of the day, but unselfish
service is a new concept
.

I wish I could tell you. For the
What then are our plans?
present we will be leaving Korea sometime in July. John has a
choice of two scholarships, one at Michigan State and the other
at the University of Illinois. Church World Service will pay a
stipend for the school year so we can continue to eat. If John
chooses to go to Michigan State we will find a place to live in
Grand Rapids because Ann and Dirk will both be at Calvin College.
John will work toward a graduate degree in Rehabilitation
Counseling

We still hope to go overseas again in some form of Christian
service. Having once seen the needs in this part of the world, we
can't be content to live for ourselves. We have no worldly goods
to share, so we must share ourselves and our talents, whatever
they may be. Vietnam looks like the most likely prospect at this
We can only await
time, but who knows what a year will change?
developments and trust the Lord to lead us. I will need an extra
measure of grace if God tells us he needs us in Grand Rapids!

Perhaps we could get the Christian Reformed World Relief
interested in working in Vietnam, who knows? In 1958 when we
came to Korea we met Dr. Ralph Ten Have. Ralph belonged to the
Christian Reformed denomination, but he wasn't interested in any
connection with it. We plugged and we pleaded, we wrote reams of
letters, we scolded and sobbed and made a lot of enemies but we
finally made a dent. We never gave up our efforts to make the CRC
conscious that there was opportunity for them in Korea. Now, at
last, there is a "mission" here. Our dream has become reality,
There are four CRC
even though we never became a part of it
families living in Korea, plus three single people with one more
due to arrive in July.
.

Dr. Glen Vergrugge and his family are due in Korea next week.

This will be a pleasant short term service, both for them and for
Chaplain Vruwink arrived the day before
the rest of us
yesterday and John has driven up to his camp today to welcome him
.
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and lay plans for a CR Retreat in April February is already late
to plan a retreat for April, but this will be our last effort for
CR servicemen in Korea.
We have tried to get a service home
established before leaving, and the seed has sprouted but it is
too early for the fruit
This is too bad in one way because we
have this excellent cook who has worked in our home for seven
years and learned fluent English. He has met and admired many CR
servicemen and feels drawn toward this church. He is an honest
and patient man, dependable and hardworking and kind.
It would
save a lot of trouble and trauma for whoever comes to start this
service home if Mr. Kim were on board.
But we could hold on to
him no longer. He needs some security too, so we have found work
for him at the Lutheran Servicemen's home. They are delighted
with him, but their gain is a loss for the CR Service Home.
.

.

Tonight we will entertain Dr. and Mrs. Date Mulder. They are a
young couple who came from Netherlands to work for Christian
Reformed World Relief. We enjoy them, as we enjoy most Europeans.
They are the only members of CRWRC who do not live close by on
our "compound." I think they are wise in insisting on staying on
the other side of the city. Their background is different, their
outlook is different, their reactions and friends are different.
This gives them a certain amount of freedom and saves them a good
deal of friction and misunderstanding. They are expecting their
first child.
Mr. Hubers, the director of Korea CRWC has just left for Grand
Rapids to attend a conference of his mission. His wife is;
depressed; she has not yet adjusted to living in Korea. She's
only been here three months, she is past middle age and she
So we are all trying to
misses her children and grandchildren.
look after her and keep her busy while her husband is gone.

Last
I have recently returned from an interesting excursion.
Sunday evening, the wife of the business manager of Church World
Service and I got on the 11 pm train out of Seoul. We sat up all
night and at 10:30 on Monday morning we were deposited at the
railway station in Kwangju. We had to switch trains there, and
the last part of our journey was on an old third-class freight
train. It contained two coal stoves per car with the wooden
We got out our books of
benches arranged around the stoves
Chinese characters and began to study together, which immediately
arrested the attention of everyone in the car and formed a bridge
of conversation for us.
We were no longer just funny looking old
foreign women to be stared at, but we had become students of
"hanmun" which immediately gave us status and respect. The more
educated among the passengers began to make conversational
gambits, and the ride became shorter and more pleasant in spite
of our physical discomfort.
.
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In Kwangju we eventually secured a taxi and were driven to the
Southern Presbyterian hospital where we were received with warm
friendliness by the missionaries. We were the guests of Dr. and
Mrs. Simpson, an Australian couple. Dr. Simpson was well on his
way to becoming a tennis champion when he discovered that he had
After surgery, he decided to become a chest surgeon and he
TB.
became a good one. He came to Korea at the same time we did, in
1958, and worked for Church World Service which is where we met
him.
After working in Korea for three years they returned to
Australia, where Dr. Simpson became the assistant director of the
large chest hospital in Melbourne. He was at that time only 30
years old. When the Southern Presbyterian Mission asked the
Simpsons to return to Korea to replace their director at the TB
hospital in Kwangju, Dr. Simpson consented to spend another three
years here

He had invited us to join him for a lobectomy in the afternoon,
and although we were both dead for sleep, we couldn't resist the
The operation took six hours and we had ringside
opportunity.
He told us the patient's
seats just behind the surgeon's elbow.
history and prospects, he explained what he was doing as he went
along, and he made this operation so fascinating that we could
not tear ourselves away although we were practically asleep on
our feet. We were impressed by the austerity of the operating
room, by the simplicity of the entire proceedure, and by the size
of the incision. Dr. Simpson was so casual and his asides to his
audience so delightful and informative that we had to remind
ourselves that we were actually in an operating room.
I never
did get my sleep. When we returned to the house we met guests
who had just arrived for dinner, and they stayed until 11 pm.
Then, after a hot bath which I needed badly, I slept like a bear
in the winter. We returned to Seoul by plane in only 1 1/2 hours.
Now who would be crazy enough to make a trip like the one we made
by train? I guess we did it for the experience. Some folks just
enjoy suffering. I have been napping ever since I got home.
Whoever made the statement that one can make up a lost night
sleep with a full night's sleep on the next night is just
ignorant. I haven't been able to catch up my sleep all week!
'

I phoned Mrs. Buck at
My flirtation with Pearl Buck continues.
her hotel when she came to Korea, and made an appointment to
interview her. When I arrived, I was greeted by a rather foppish
middle-aged man who introduced himself as her manager and took
charge of the interview from there on. He presented me with an
overview of the Pearl Buck Foundation and told me that Mrs. Buck,
with her great love and concern for mixed-blood children, had
come to Korea to help these poor little ones. I was given a
photograph of Pearl Buck in her younger years, holding a
beautiful Eur-asian baby in her arms. After this spiel, which was
already familiar to me, I addressed a question to Mrs. Buck.
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"Mrs. Buck does not answer questions," said her agent. "Please
address your questions to me."

Mrs. Buck not only was not answering questions, she appeared not
to understand them. She was in her late seventies, and probably
getting a little hard of hearing. My impression was that the
famous Pearl Buck was being used as a prop by the management of
the Pearl Buck Foundation, and that, although this foundation had
outlived its usefulness, it was still bringing in money.
Nevertheless, I presented my case. I showed the manager the
newspaper accounts about the famous lady's visit and some of the
letters which had been written by Korean nationals and by
foreigners living in Korea. He barely glanced at them. This man
was not interested in Korea's development. His only concern was
publicity for the Pearl Buck Foundation. When I explained my
failure to obtain any kind of interview with Mrs. Buck, my
magazine editor decided we would not become part of her manager's
attempt to manipulate her. The article was scuttled.
^
I have a new priest.
Long ago I discovered that my most
interesting friends are found in the priesthood. The priests are
male, they are single (which means that I don't have to worry
about entertaining. I am such a failure as a hostess!) Single men
are grateful to be invited to join the family. They may be
celibate, but they are certainly human and they miss the warm
fellowship of home and children. These men are highly educated,
having devoted their lives to study. This usually makes them
interesting guests and fascinating conversationalists.
.•

We now have five regulars among our priest group.
One is Father
Vande Zante, a Dutchman who was a missionary in China. He hasn't
been in Netherlands for nearly thirty years, but he loves to talk
about his homeland and to hear or use his native tongue. We often
have servicemen here, or people who come from Netherlands such as
the Mulders and Feddemas, who can speak the Dutch language. Fr.
Vande Zante was interned by the communists in China for four
years and released only when he seemed ready to die. His health
has been permanently impaired and his face is lined and haggard.
But his heart is sweet and his soul is noble. We love him.

Two are Anglican priests.
I have written much about Father
He has brought his
Rutt, who has become an adopted Steensma.
Father Goodwin is in his fifties and he is
colleague to join us.
a character straight out of a Dickens book, with spots all over
his vest, a heavy gold chain across his ample belly, a bald head
fringed with tufts of wiry, white hair, and a curved pipe with a
cover on it. He can quote from the Greek or Latin writers, a
page or two at a time, and he is fluent in nineteen languages.
But he stutters in English!
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The other two are Catholic Americans. One is a musician who
writes "musicals" from Korean folktales. He is terribly clever
and amusing. The other is an Irishman, who wrote me a fan letter
after reading my articles in the Korea Times and asked to meet us
before we left Korea. This is the one I refer to a the "new
Priest
.

Ann is on everyone's tongue around here just now since she
published an article in the Engish newspaper describing her
experiences as a co-ed in an American college.
Everyone enjoyed
it, but especially the Korean students. It was wild, and I wrote
her a letter to tell her I would be glad when she was living
under our roof again.
She answered pertly that independence
gained was hard to give up!
I wrote back that the only reason we
considered living in Grand Rapids and making her poor papa drive
160 miles every day to school was to save money so that she would
Ann plans to get
not have to earn her own board and room.
married just as soon as she can figure out a way to do it. So
this hit home with her and she has decided that the advantages of
living in the parental home outweigh the disadvantages.

Dirk has grown into a handsome young man of 17 My mature friends
tell me that he is a nice young man. He lives an independent
life, in his rooms on the ground floor along with the laundry and
the furnace and the schoolteacher apartment, and he gets around
The rest of us live on a higher level, with
Seoul on his Honda.
a beautiful view of distant mountains and Korean villages and
strong olefactory sensations rising from the fields directly
below us. At this time of year, when the farmers are fertilizing
with night soil we can't open a window. We call this location
"the valley of Shittum."
.

266

February 16, 1966
I was looking out the window this morning and saw an amazing
tableau. Down the road, walking together, came a group of about
ten teenage boys Suddenly one of them lay down in the middle of
the road. One by one, others followed his example. The reason for
this action became apparent when a truckload of coal came down
the hill behind them. Of course the driver had to stop or run
over the prone bodies stretched from one side of the road to the
other. As soon as he stopped his vehicle, the boys on either end
jumped to their feet, ran behind the truck and began to toss coal
into the sacks they carried. By the time the driver and his
assistant knew what was going on, four sacks had been filled and
carried off into the ditch. There were still six husky lads in
the road and the driver and his partner probably figured that
nobody would weigh the coal anyhow, so they climbed back into the
truck cab and drove on. I suppose this sort of thing goes on all
the time. Sometimes I feel like God, living up here in my big
house with the large windows looking out over the road for a
mile. I oversee the village on two sides. We have an over-view of
Korean life, yet we have no control over it. I can hear the agony
of a pig being butchered in the valley. I can see the peoplemen, women and little children converge on the shack where the
excitement is taking place. Fortunately I cannot watch the
butchery, but I can follow the events as they occur.
.

I know the public toilet spot. Men use any spot and they have no
modesty. It is up to women to be modest and turn their back's. So,
as I gaze out of the window at nothing in particular, three
gentlemen walk together on the road, engaged in animated
conversation. Without a break in their talk they stop and line up
along the ditch, turn their backs to the road and face me up here
in the window. In perfect unison like a trained trio, they
urinate together. Still in formation as they finish, they move
on. I think this is funny.

The women I watch suddenly veer off the road and head for a
little creek. There where the bank is highest, they squat.
Although they may be hidden from the road, they are plain to the
watcher from the windows above. Sometimes I see a woman take a
bath there by the creek. All kinds of people pass my house. It is
fun to watch the children as they come home from school. The
sexes do not mix, even outside school walls. Since the schools
are not co-educational the boys and girls probably don't know
ea8h other.
I feel sorry for the cart pullers. That looks like such a hard
life. From our place the road slopes steeply upward, so that they
usually stop right in front of our driveway to rest and gather
strength for the climb ahead. One man who is a regular on this
road has a dog to help him. The big dog pulls and his master

pushes
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Today I was lucky. Two of the people who came down the road
stopped in to visit. The first was Chaplain Suh from the amputee
center. He is a young man and as sweet as can be. He is so
sincere that he sometimes makes me uneasy. This year he is a
senior student in the Presbyterian Seminary and he would like to
go to Calvin Seminary. No, that isn't quite true. Mr. Suh is
content in his ministry to disabled people, but Mr. Steensma
wants him to go to Calvin Seminary. We believe that Korefin
theological students need more study of Christianity, and this is
what John hopes Mr. Suh will find in Calvin Seminary. We'd like
to have him see the work at Pine Rest, the chaplains on the
hospital wards and in the old people's homes. There is not much
of the social conscience in the church of Korea. Mr. Suh realizes
this and hopes to change it as much as he is able. For the
present, he comes to our house for English lessons. This morning
I asked him questions he might hear in Grand Rapids. "What is the
difference between the conservative seminary in Pusan and the
seminary you attend? The poor boy was aghast at my implication
that the seminary he attends is not conservative. He told me that
the Korean churches were sending missionaries abroad. I asked why
missionaries were going abroad when only five per cent of Koreans
are Christian and missionaries were still coming from America to
convert those "who have never heard" in Korea. It developed into
an interesting conversation, with me playing the devil's
advocate

The other visitor was not mine, but went to visit one of the
She has been flat on her back for two
young lady schoolteachers.
weeks with a slipped disk and is awaiting a bed in the big
mission hospital. She may need surgery. Lorie is the gym teacher
at Seoul Foreign School and lives with the other two Christian
Reformed teachers in the first floor apartment in our house. So
She is not the kind of person
we suffer her troubles with her.
who enjoys immobility, but she prizes her independence and is
used to helping weaker people. Her present dependent state must
be a greater burden to her than the pain which shows in her face.

Yesterday I bought a "wiglet." It is made of Korean hair, dyed to
match the color of my hair. I bought it because they are so cheap
here but after I got it I wondered why. I don't need the extra
I guess I was just
hair and I prefer to wear my hair short.
looking for something different.
The school music department is putting on "Pirates of Penzance"
the first of April. I have been asked to help with stage sets.
This could be fun. One of our teachers downstairs is doing the
costuming.
There is so much talent in the mission community!
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My good friend, Colonel Rice, leaves Korea tomorrow. I shall miss
him. He is a considerate gentlemen, a lovely escort, and a worthy
confidant. The colonel has also been our APO address, our PX
pipeline, and our fellow worshipper in the Lutheran chapel every
Sunday. He returns to his wife, teenage son and daughter in
Seattle. We will miss him, but one of things we learned since we
We may meet again, or we may
came to Korea is to say goodbye.
not. Nobody knows. We do know that somebody else will come and
fill the vacant place.

«
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March 16, 1966
I am living in limbo as we get closer and closer to leaving
Korea. There seems to be no future. Only today has importance and
today is over so quickly. It is sad to think about leaving our
home, since this is the first house we have lived in that is
really ours to stay as long as we like.
I look at the tfeautiful,
familiar hills around us and I cannot help comparing this scene
with what I know will be our first home in the city in Grand
Rapids.
I am not eager to go.

We are making some grand plans. John has permission to attend an
inter-church aid conference in England, and we have discovered
that if we take the special chartered missionary flight which
leaves from HongKong and stops for two or three days in the Holy
Land, the whole family could go through Europe for only $79 extra
for each person. Of course it was too good to be true. After we
had set the dates the top brass informed us it was all a mistake.
They had been too hasty. John could not go to that conference
after all.
The trip to England would cost us $750 instead of
$79. So we will go straight home, stopping only to visit my aged
father in California. That is my duty, but it is not a duty I am
looking forward to. The children don't mind- -they will get a
chance to go to Disneyland again.

We still don't know what to do about a house, but we expect the
impossible, knowing from experience that sometimes it happens. We
need a furnished home big enough for six people, but we may have
to settle in a motel room. Anyhow, we'll get through it. We are a
resilient family and used to accommodating ourselves to our
circumstances

Yesterday it rained all day. The gloomy day was climaxed with a
"compound" prayer meeting downstairs in the girls' apartment. It
didn't promise to be interesting, but it turned out to be. I have
some strong feelings about public prayer and I do not believe we
should call this whole community together to ask God for personal
favors. In this I seem to differ from Dr. B who always uses these
opportunities to pray for "the work." (meaning his work, of
course)
He mentions his employees by name, and cites their
individual difficulties. Last night he led the meeting and asked
us to pray in sentences, adding our thoughts as they came to us
but keeping it brief. The only one who is permitted to go on and
on is Dr. B himself!
So he prayed for the needy. I followed him
by praying for the rich, that they might glorify God with their
gifts and share with others their money and their talents, their
Then Dr.B
love and their concern, their homes and their friends.
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prayed for his assistant, and I chimed in to give thanks for
other dedicated Koreans, for the opportunity to serve, for
support at home and in Korea. It became almost antiphonal, with
Dr B voicing a petition and Juliana following it with praise and
thanksgiving. I wasn't trying to be cute. I sincerely believe God
gets tired of so many petty requests.
Why did he tell us to go
into our closets to pray? Must our community prayers be used to
exhibit personal accomplishment, our scope of service, our
personal problems? What of the work of others who are part of
this community? We are all in Korea with our own projects, our
own problems.
I don't know if Dr. B will ever catch on that the
whole world doesn't revolve around him and his work, but I do my
best to drop hints.

After a routine examination last week, I found out once more that
I do not have parasites, at least at fehe moment. Everyone in
Korea has parasites- -the Koreans all the time and the foreigners
intermittently. Most foreigners just take medication regularly,
but whenever we feel a little off color we submit a specimen for
examination. I am always sure that my turn will come, but so far
not one of us has had worms. How come we are so different? We
have lived eight years in a horrible, dirty, primitive, diseaseridden, needy land (I'm quoting CRWRC propaganda) and not one
member of our family has come down with hepatitis, amoebic
dysentery, parasites, nervous breakdown or slipped disk. We
aren't fussy people either. My housekeeping would shock you. We
have become happily casual about cleanliness and seem to have
built up our own immunity. The only thing I couldn't avoid was
family planning. We had no birth control, but I had a hysterectomy that seemed to work quite well.
Lorie has come home from Severance Hospital, where she was
operated for a herniated disk. She is convalescing downstairs and
should be able to return to her teaching duties in about three
weeks. We are glad to have her home again. I walked over to the
hospital almost every day to visit her, and it took the greater
part of a morning or afternoon.

Mary made history this week by falling into the shitpit Forgive
my AngloSaxon, but that is literaly what it is, and we had to
face that fact squarely. All around our house, in the spring and
fall, people make these holes on the edge of their plot and the
night soil wagon comes along and fills them up with the strongcelling stuff, Mary and the little Feddema girl were playing
some wild running game, and Mary skirted the edge too closely and
slipped into the pit. Sonya Feddema howled her glee at Mary's
predicament. Even Mary laughed ruefully. She had to fish for her
leather boot, and she came up the drive limping on one bare foot
and carrying the dripping shoe in her hand. She REEKED! She hated
herself, and we weren't eager to embrace her either.
.
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Father Rutt was having dinner with us and he was highly amused.
He had heard that such things happened occasionally, he said, but
he had never met a victim.
However, by the time we had finished
our dinner, all of us had too intimate an acquaintance with such
We had put Mary through the baths- -a hot shower with
a victim!
soap, a soak in the tub with smelly bath crystals.
We put her
clothing to soak in the laundry tubs downstairs and the girls who
have their apartment down there came charging up the stairs
demanding to know what the horrible stench was. For all ^hat, it
was hilarious and Mary had to laugh at herself. Dirk picked up
his guitar and serenaded her with an imitation of the Smothers
brothers song, "I fell into a vat of chocolate..."

'

one of our missionary
From the ridiculous to the sublime
friends died Sunday morning after a long, agonizing illness. She
was a Methodist who was one of our neighbors in Taejon.
Since
our community is small, we are close.
The funeral was held in
Seoul in a Korean Methodist church. This is the first really
Christian funeral I have ever attended. There were few tears,
although we all loved Arlene and her husband Charley, and we know
how Charley depended on Arlene. We all felt sympathy for her two
motherless daughters of twelve and fifteen. They are bereft of a
wise and loving wife and mother. The body was laid in a plain,
wooden coffin, made by the mission carpenter. It was so plain
that it was beautiful, with the top covered by white flowers and
greenery

The service began with an organ meditation, but the music was
more triumphant than mournful. "It is Well with my Soul," "I will
sing of my Redeemer," and the like. Then followed a pattern of
selected Scripture passages in Korean and English languages, by
Korean pastors and by missionaries. The theme was always the
glory and joy of the redeemed soul. A missionary woman sang,
"Face to face with Christ my Saviour" and prayers were offered by
Slowly the service progressed from
friends in both languages.
comforting Bible passages to the assurance that Arlene had
conquered sickness and death, and this seemed to communicate
throughout the entire assembly.
The second soloist sang "How Great Thou Art" in a ringing
baritone, and this was followed by a message by one of our
favorite missionaries. He is known as "Happy" Johnson because he
believes and preaches that Christians must be joyful. He preached
the entire message with a big smile, and it was particularly
moving when he addressed himself to the family. They are his
close friends and had been living in his home while tending
He assured them of our
Arlene in the hospital here in Seoul
love and of our continuing help. Then he said that whereas Arlene
had never gone for public speaking, she had always asked others
to speak for her. So it was also today. She would speak to us
.
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through the words of others- -through the words of Paul who
said.
and of Peter who said.
and so on.
Every passage
stressed her joy. "I share my joy with you..." Our souls were
lifted with her and we all had a glimpse of glory. When the
audience sang the final hymn with the Koreans singing at the top
of their lungs in Korean, and the foreigners trying to outdo them
in English, the American ambassador in his residence next door
must have heard clearly the words, "Oh, for a thousand tongues to
sing my great redeemer's praise... the glories of my God and King,
the triumph of his grace."
It was truly a triumph of God's grace
and I felt it.
I saw a testimony of a group of Christians to
their belief in the resurrection and I felt privileged to
participate in it.
It was a dreary day and the rain never
stopped falling, but there was such a bond among those who buried
that body. It was the first funeral I have attended where I felt
that we did not bury the dead but rejoiced with her in her
eternal life.
Of course, this woman will be missed by her family
and friends, and by hundreds of Korean people she has served, but
she will continue to serve her Lord. Now she serves Him
perfectly. We know her joy and we share just a little of it.
.
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March 29, 1966
We had a full and rewarding Sunday here.
We had invited three
priests to share supper with us --Father Vande Sande, a lovable
Dutch Catholic; his assistant and future replacement, Father
Rafael Abasolo, a handsome and charroing young Basque; Father
Goodwin, who works with Father Rutt at the Anglican Seminary.
Father Goodwin speaks and writes nineteen lan^ages and h^s a_
mind like an encyclopaedia with a reference file in front of it.
Given enough time, he can locate the material he wants, even
though it was filed away in his mind twenty years ago.

Sunday morning we had a phone call from two Christian
Reformed GIs who asked to be picked up so they could spend the
I hate to admit it, but I don't find every GI
day with us.
welcome. These are dull men who just sit around and take up
space. Ordinarily I don't pay much attention to them, believing
that they just enjoy sitting around in a real home. But Sunday we
were having a special party and we had looked forward to some
stimulating conversation with these priests.
Then,

More surprise guests were about to arrive. At three o'clock in
the afternoon we had a call from the airport. Dr. Dave Tubergen
and his wife, who are stationed with the AirForce in Japan,
informed us that they were in Korea for a visit. We had expected
them no earlier than Wednesday, and probably later. So I had to
rush around and get the guest room ready, then run around our
neighborhood to find one of my neighbors who is hospitable enough
to take in those two GIs for Sunday supper. There just wasn't
room enough at our table! Feddemas were willing, but they were
entertaining about fifteen youngsters from the Youth Group in
their home, so it was impossible for them. Hubers had gone up
north to visit a chaplain in his camp. I didn't want to ask the
The new
Boelens, because we have been rebuffed there before.
arrivals. Dr and Mrs. Verbrugge, had invited the schoolteachers,
It must have been a
but they offered to invite the soldiers too.
rather dull party over there, because the two men were back here
by 8 pm. Nevertheless, it was a big help to us to have them eat
supper somewhere else.

Our evening was great. The guests from Japan enjoyed it too.
On Monday we began a week of sightseeing, riding for miles over
bumpy roads, walking through the temples and palaces, and
visiting the historic spots. Every night we stayed up late
talking and we got up early in the morning to travel somewhere.
Dave Tubergen is quite a perceptive young fellow and we were
impressed by him. At the end of the week they went back to Japan
and I rested.
The Korea Times has been having an interesting flap as a result
of an article that was printed last Wednesday. I wrote a
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criticism of a speech made by a Southern Presbyterian missionary
doctor and mimeographed for distribution to newly arrived Embassy
and Army personnel. It was also given at the Royal Asiatic
Society meeting and made a great hit. Actually, it is a good
speech, but we are always looking for something controversial for
the Thoughts of the Times.
It brings in a lot of letters to the
Editor, and sells papers.
The editors love these controversies.
However much the American community may have been entertained by
the doctor's speech, many Koreans were offended by it.
Listening
with their ears and wearing their skins, I wrote a critical
article about the speech.
Saturday's paper carries a regular
column written by a friend of mine, but he is also a friend of
I didn't feel
the doctor's. He really roasted me in his column!
hurt by this, because it seems to me he completely missed the
point of my article, and he was so rude that many people were
offended by what he wrote. My faithful supporter. Father Rutt
immediately sat down and wrote a comforting letter to me. Today's
paper carries the article he wrote for the paper. It does not
defend Mrs. Steensma- -Father Rutt is too subtle and sensitive for
that--but it picks out the weak points of my critic's article and
makes him look silly as an intellectual. The man wrote, among
other things, that Mrs. Steensma was ignorant, unread, "just
plain folks" who wanted things done all over the world just as
they had been done "down on the farm." Father Rutt just picked
up on the examples this writer used and pointed out that he had
not read the books he himself cited.
It was well-done, only as
Rutt could have done it
I am grateful to him, not only for the
letter to me, but for the kindness which motivated him to write.
.

I think one of the hardest parts of leaving Korea will be our
parting from Father Rutt
Through him I have learned to know the
people and the country as I did not know it before. I have grown
more sensitive and responsive to this land. I think we have also
given something to Father Rutt. After three years of intimate
association, he is so much a part of our family that it will be
an adjustment to part with him.
.

He feels it too. One day he came here to share a secret with me.
He told me that he had been appointed as the Bishop for the
Taejon see, but this was not yet public knowledge so I must keep
it to myself.
I asked him what he would do for a listening post
after we had gone. He replied, "I have given that a great deal of
thought lately. The Lord will provide."
He is so right.
Our lives are continually changing. Nothing can
be preserved as it is, even though we may want to keep it that
way. Even if we stayed on in Seoul, things would not stay the
same. We will all change, branch out, meet other friends and take
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on other duties that would alter this pleasant,

satisfying state

of affairs. When we say goodbye to Father Rutt, we may never meet
him again. Even so, this has been one of the most rewarding
friendships of my life. It has changed my outlook and enriched me
and I think this is true for the other members of our family as
well, especially for Dirk.
I hope that one of the things I have learned is to accept change
with equanimity. I remember the fear which I used to have at the
thought of losing the things I held precious. By natur^we all
resist change. We want to plan our lives ourselves. Now I am
experiencing what it means to hold on with a light touch... to
enjoy whatever God sends as a gift while we have it and to
remember that nothing is forever. We were able to let go of Ann
when she had to go off to college, but we still enjoy her. Now it
is Dirk, who still lives with us, but fiercely protects his
individuality. By respecting his independence we have become
closer to him. We learned last week that there had been a fracas
at the school and not one of the parents of the high school kids
knew what was going on. Dirk had shared every bit of it with us.
We were proud to say that we had shared this confidence with our
son

I don't want to leave Korea, but I have accepted that. I do not
look foirward to living in Grand Rapids, but I hope that is not a
permanent location. I know that life is full of surprises, and
while some of them are delightful, others are not pleasant. But
all are useful. That is what makes living so exciting. Who would
want to know what lies ahead? Never in all of my wild imaginings
could I have guessed what has happened to me during the last ten
years, but I would not want to give up a bit of it. So I trust
God for the next ten years (if I have that much time left)
Just
to think of the new friends ahead, of the new experiences, new
ideas, makes me eager for tomorrow.

Remember, as I write this, that every day is not so bright. We
have dark days here too, and times when I want to crawl deep into
a black hole and cover myself up. Is there a human alive who is
always cheerful and optimistic? Maybe. John never seems to get
depressed, but then he never enjoys anything with intensity
either. He is so well-balanced that it sometimes becomes
monotonous

About our trip to Europe? All is not lost. We will be going in
September, and plan to stop in England when Father Rutt is on
leave and visit him in his home. It will be a short visit and a
short trip and John and I will visit with many of the
Father Rutt says
organizations who sponsored the amputee center.
he was disappointed because he had hoped to travel with us and
introduce our children to Europe. He has already written to his
mother all about his young American friends and he wanted her to
meet them. Evidently the image of a young American teen-ager
which is prevalent in England is somewhat different.
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We are having a huge theological argument with the Christian
Reformed representatives here. When Dr. Tubergen visited us the
subject of birth control came up. Drs Boelens, Mulder and
Verbrugge distribute the "loop" or lUD contraceptive and feel it
is of primary importance in controlling the population explosion
in Korea. Dr. Tubergen explained that this contraceptive device
actually causes spontaneous abortion as soon as the fertilized
egg reaches the uterus. The argument centered around whether this
fertilized egg is a new life, or whether new life begins when the
soul enters the body. Or What and when? Is abortion abortion, no
matter? Is it less abortive if the fetus is one week old, or one
month old? Practically speaking, legalized abortion would solve
the population explosion in Korea. The "clinics" which used to do
the abortions illegally (but lucratively) are fighting the lUD,
telling women it will ruin them. So women are discarding the
device.
It is a topic of much interest, especially for
missionaries. Moral issues vs medical missions.
.
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am sitting here gazing with fascination out of my study window.
wish I could share the scene with you, but description is my
weak spot. I wish that I could fix it indelibly on my own memory
because I shall miss it more than I can realize at this moment.
It has given me such great pleasure during the year we have lived
in this house, and already it is changing in front of my eyes.
I
I

We live in a valley. Behind us the hillside slopes up away from
our house. Before us it slopes down to a plain and then it
gradually rises to the hills in the background. The hills are
lovely now that they are green again. Of course, the green is
broken by the eruptions of grave mounds and the grey of huge
rocks, but that only makes it more picturesque. Worse than that
are the gashes made recently in the side of the hill by a
bulldozer, or the ugly, man-made rockwalls which snake up and
down the hill High on the top is another ugly spot where some
squatters have built their huts, cutting down trees and clearing
out an unsightly bare area. Soon that will erode and then it will
attract more squatters. It will become another eyesore that
reaches all the way down the hill.
.

To the right, the road cuts through a pass and beyond we can see
more hills. They are usually mauve in the sunlight, or grey in
the mist. Behind them is the lovely Korean sky. The Korean people
always describe it as "azure," I am not sure about the color, but
I can agree that it is the loveliest sky in the whole world.
As the road slopes down out of the pass and past our house, it
carries with it the mainstream of Korean life. This morning I
have watched a nun, walking rapidly with long strides in her
sensible flat black shoes. Her face is hidden by her habit, and I
She strides like an American
wonder if she is Korean or foreign.
woman, but then, I know little about Korean women. Now the road
is filled with schoolchildren, tiny ones going to their ten
o'clock classes. School is in shifts and these children have only
two hours of it a day. For this they trudge for miles, carrying
their schoolbags on their shoulders Today the road is muddy
because it rained all day yesterday, and the children dawdle to
play in the puddles. They are so young and so little. I wonder
how they find their way to and from home.
.

The fields alongside of the road are green now, and the people
are busy tending them. This is a never-ending job. Nearest to me
are a group of women, the first of them bending over from the
waist to pull weeds at her feet. She is an old woman, but she has
that toe-touching exercise perfected over long years. The other
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women are squatting, knees wide, skirts tucked up under their
behinds Their heads are tied up in towels and their little round
baskets are beside them. Behind them, on the barbed wire fence is
some laundry, hung to dry. The laundress is down in the ditch,
pounding out the clothes on a rock in the creek. This makes me
smile, because from my perch up here in the window I can
see around the bend of the stream where the men stop to relieve
themselves. Worse, there is a lady washing her cabbage leaves!
.

The village is busy too. It is an attractive little village with
new houses and old houses, with thatched roofs to break the
monotony of the tiled roofs. The fruit trees are in bloom and the
pink of the peach blossoms against the grey stone walls is a
pretty sight! I can see the children skipping rope.. not really a
rope, but a long, thin rubber string which is stretched tight by
two little girls. The jumper does a little dance over the string,
catching it with her toe or heel in a rhythm. Two housewives are
engaged in an excited argument for which Korean women are wellknown. Their screaming can be heard from here, but sounds carry
remarkably well in this valley. All last night we listened to the
crashing beat of the mudaang's drums as she exorcised an evil
spirit in one of the nearby houses. If it hadn't been so late we
might have walked over to watch her, for the mudaang is an
interesting bit of culture study. Often they wear male clothing
and seem to "change sex." Perhaps this is an attempt to simulate
the sex of the spirit they invoke. They go into trances, they use
all sorts of queer symbols, and they constantly beat that tinny
drum
;

.

Here is a man sowing his tiny, black field. It cannot be more
than twenty feet on the longest side, and it is not square. He
reminds me of the parable in the Bible, and if his ground is
anything like the ground on this side of the road, much of that
seed sown will spring up out of rocky ground.
The sun has emerged and the whole scene brightens. The plastic on
the cold frames gleams in the sun and the straw roofs glow. The
drum still beats like a pulse. It must be a strong spirit.
This was my Korea. This is the Korea we will be leaving behind
us. We have many memories to cherish as we return to our

homeland
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