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PREFACE

Thisbook may well be called ataleif by that is meant astory which is at once "personal,
intimate, and reminiscent.” But it is by no means atale in the sense of being an imaginary story
based on unreal experiences.

One need only pay a short visit to the mountains of Kentucky to be convinced that this book
isatrue representative of life asit isfound there. Y et, while the story itself istrue from beginning
to end, the author has, for different reasons, thought best to use fictitious names throughout.



The purposes in the mind of the author in writing the book have been many and varied, but
perhaps the central aim has been to inspire other young people to accept the challenge to heroic
and sacrificial service and thusto prove again to an unbelieving and skeptical world the eternal
truth of the words of Jesus, who said, "Except agrain of wheat fall into the ground and die, it
abideth alone, but if it die it bringeth forth much fruit." And again, "He that findeth hislife shall
lose it, but he that loseth his life for my sake shall find it."

The Master has said, "Pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest that he will send laborers
into his harvest." This has been and is ever my constant prayer, and if through reading this book
only one soul should hear and heed the call of the Master to an utter abandonment of mind, heart,
and will to Him for the service of others, the author will feel that her efforts have not beenin vain.

* * * * * * *

INTRODUCTION

If you go into one of the great second-hand book stores of Chicago you will see shelves
from the floor to the ceiling literally filled with volumes of which there are scarcely any two alike.
These books are of various grades of merit. Some arein the first edition and are not salable, while
others are in such demand that they will never die.

The difference may be laid to various causes. Some are prosy, dry, and uninteresting.
Others are written in an easy, restful style which causes oneto forget histrials.

Then there are books that have been touched by Divinity which has given them a peculiar
power and energy that lifts and blesses the reader. When God is thusin abook, it isHis silent
messenger. It insidiously wends its way into hearts and homes which would not receive Christ in
any other way.

Such abook is now in your hands. It has been written by a college graduate -- a young lady
of talent and refinement, whose heart is an atar of incense upon which burn continually the fires of
love and devotion to Him who has called her into His service.

We bespeak for this book awide circulation and pray that many thousands may be blessed
by the perusal of its pages.

Julia A. Shethamer

* * * * * * *

DEDICATED

to afaithful and true
Shepherdess of the Hills,
Elizabeth E. O'Connor.



Chapter 1
AN ADVENTURE

"Oh, it's nearly time for chapel," thought Evelyn Roberts as she glanced hastily at her
watch. "I must go now or I'll belate." Slipping on her wraps, she gathered up her books and,
calling good-bye to her mother, she was off.

It was a glorious winter morning. Golden sunshine was bathing the world in beauty. "Oh,
I'm so glad | have the sunshine of God's love in my heart today," thought Evelyn. "Nothing else
really matters." And tears of joy filled her eyes. "I'll ssimply not worry about the future any more.
Of course, I'd love to have a special call to some certain field of service so I'd know just how to
prepare mysalf now, but I'll do with my might what my hand finds to do and may be my opportunity
will come. | know | can, never do big things like some of my classmates will, but if | can just shine
for Jesus and tell others around me how wonderful Heis, I'll be happy.” And an "Amen" in her
heart found its way to her lips.

When Evelyn reached the college campus the students were aready filing into the
auditorium. Some were quiet and thoughtful, while others were laughing and talking gayly. Still
others were absorbed in reading letters just received. No sooner had she taken her seat than one of
her classmates in front of her turned around and abruptly put the question, "Say, Evelyn, how
would you like to teach in amission school in the Kentucky mountains ?*

"What do you mean?' questioned Evelyn with astonishment.

"I just received aletter from agirl friend in Kentucky who is teaching in a Presbyterian
mission school there, and she wants me to apply for next year so | can be with her. But | don't see
how | can, and | thought you might be interested.”

"Yes, I'd just love to do something like that," Evelyn replied, thoughtfully, "but you know |
ought to finish my college work as soon as possible, because mother will not want to stay after my
brother graduates. Y ou see we are making our home here only for the four years, and mother wants
my brother and me to graduate together.”

"Oh, but school in the Kentucky mountains opens the second Monday of July and closes the
last of January, so you could return in time for the second semester next year," was the reply.

"Well," said Evelyn, "if that isthe case | am very much interested, because this being only
my sophomore year | could easily finish with my class anyway, providing | take a coursein
summer school."

Just then the first hymn was announced, and the next few minutes were devoted to worship
in song, the reading of the Word, and prayer. To Evelyn the chapel exercises were always seasons
of spiritual refreshing, but today they meant more than ever to her, and her heart thrilled with



gladness as she thought that after al she might be counted worthy to bein the Master's service in
some special way.

When chapel was dismissed and her next class was over, she hurried home to talk things
over with her mother. After carefully weighing the matter Mrs. Roberts gave her consent, and
Evelyn lost no time in getting the necessary information in order to make her application through
the missionary board.

One of her friends who aso was interested in mountain missionary work made application
at the sametime. Their enthusiasm knew no bounds, for both were of an adventurous spirit, and the
tales they had heard of rugged mountain life made an irresistible appeal to their romantic natures.
Strong as this appeal was, however, it did not compare with that of the great need of the mountain
people, socialy, educationally, and spiritually. They longed to tell them of the Savior, who could
revea to them a better life. Thisled them to pray earnestly that God would direct in all things that
Hiswill might be done. Thus they were not greatly disappointed when word came that there would
be no vacancies in the school the next year, asfar as was known then. Both girls were resigned and
were content to wait God's time.

Soon after the school closed that year, Evelyn received an invitation to assist in the singing
in arevival meeting not far away. Here she got ataste of the joys of soul-winning, which only
increased her longing to spend her life in seeking the lost. Not that she had never before felt the joy
of leading others to Jesus, but somehow this was different. Often she wondered if God might not
yet call her to Africa, or India, or China, or maybe Japan. She ailmost envied some of her
schoolmates who seemed to be so sure about their calling. But quickly the Holy Spirit would
whisper, "What is that to thee; follow thou me," and then, as she would think back over her life and
see how faithful God had been in leading step by step, she wondered how she could ever again be
tempted to question His ways of dealing with her.

She had been born in a Christian home, and, although her father died when she was a baby,
her godly mother had brought her and the other five children up in "the nurture and admonition of
the Lord" on alittle hillside farm in western Pennsylvania. Her mother's prayer had always been
that she and her younger brother should be laborersin God's vineyard.

Evelyn well remembered the day when, at the age of eight, she knelt at an altar of prayer
and God saved her. From that time on she felt her need of a clean heart and sought for that
experience, but it was not until she was fifteen years of age that she grasped the full meaning of
such an experience and the price that must be paid to obtain it. It was then for the first time that she
really caught the vision of the supreme love of Christ and realized that He would become her very
lifeif shewould but dieto "self."

As she looked around her and saw how white the harvest was, how souls were "dying for a
little bit of love", such an intense longing to show forth His love to the world possessed her soul
that her whole heart's cry was:

"Not for ease or worldly pleasure,
Nor for fame my prayer shal be;



Gladly will | toil and suffer,
Only let me walk with Thee."

Faithful to His promise the Holy Spirit came to abide in her heart. With His coming there
came also a passion to win others to this glorious Christ, whom her whole being adored; but she
felt her inability most keenly. Then the Spirit whispered to her, "Say not, | am a child; for thou
shalt goto dl that | shall send thee, and whatsoever | command thee thou shalt speak.” Still just
where she should go and what she was to do the Lord saw fit to reveal only step by step.
Sometimes, out of the fullness of her heart, she told her schoolmates what Christ meant to her and
what He could do for them. Always she sought to honor Christ in her conversation, habits of dress,
and conduct, and His smile was the only reward she asked. It was atime of trustful waiting.

"An hour of waiting!

Y et there seems such need

To reach that spot sublime!

| long to reachit! but | long far more
To trust HIStime!

"'Sit still, my daughter'--

Y et the heathen die,

They perish while | stay!

| long to reach them -- but | long far more
To trust HIS way!

"'"Tisgood to get,

‘Tis good indeed to give!

Yetisit better still --

O'er breadth, through length, down depth, up height,
To trust HIS will!"

After she finished high school, she and her mother and brother moved to a small college
town in lllinois, where they continued their education. It was the summer following her sophomore
year in college that she assisted in the revival just mentioned, and when that meeting closed she
boarded the train for Evanston, Ill., where her mother and brother had already gone in order to get
work for the summer.

Shortly after her arrival word came that there might yet be an opening in the school in the
mountains where she had made application. In thisway it was discovered by friends of the
missionary board of her own denomination in Chicago that she was interested in mountain
missionary work, and the following day a telephone call came to her from headquarters. She was
asked to come at once to the secretary's office if she would consider filling a vacancy in her own
church school in the mountains of Kentucky. She took the next train for Chicago, and four o'clock in
the afternoon found her in the office under the scrutinizing gaze of two members of the missionary
board.



"And you say you are only nineteen years of age, and never taught aday of school in your
life before?' one asked, after a brief interview.

"Yes, sir,” was her smple reply.

"And you think you can discipline and teach that unruly bunch of fifty or more children after
what | have told you?"' he questioned.

Evelyn thought a moment. As she breathed a silent prayer she felt her heart strangely
warmed. A courage not her own crept into her soul, and faith in God assured her it could be done.

She quietly answered, "Yes, sir, by the help of God." The secretary slowly shook his head,
at the same time smiling at her audacity. Then, turning to the other brother, he said, "If you want to
take the responsibility of sending her, al right. It's up to you."

"She shall go,” wasthereply.

Returning to Evanston that night, she told her mother of her decision. Together they
rgjoiced over the mysterious providences of God, and as they knelt in prayer Heaven seemed not
far away. At one o'clock that night Evelyn bade her mother good-bye, as with tear-dimmed eyes
she sang:

"Thereis aplace where spirits blend,
Where friend holds fellowship with friend;
Though sundered far by faith they meet
Around one common mercy-sedt.”

It was not until she was comfortably seated in the train, bound for the Kentucky hills, that
sheredly had timeto think. "Am | dreaming, or isit actually true?' she asked herself. "Can it be
that at last my dreams are materializing -- that | shall see for myself ‘the land of saddlebags), of
feuds, and of moonshine? Will | really have the privilege of telling those mountai neers about
Jesus?' It seemed too good to be true, but it was; and the hardships and difficulties which she
knew awaited her in her new work served only as a challenge to her love of adventure.

Still she felt her insufficiency, and when fear of possible failure presented itself, she turned
to the Word for strength. Isa. 41:10-18 was given to her as her very own: "Fear thou not; for | am
with thee: be not dismayed; for | am thy God: | will strengthen thee; yea, | will help thee; yea, |
will uphold thee with the right hand of my righteousness. . . . Behold, | will make thee a new sharp
threshing instrument having teeth: thou shalt thresh the mountains, and beat them small, and shalt
make the hillsas chaff . . . . | shal open riversin high places, and fountainsin the midst of the
valleys: | will make the wilderness a pool of water, and the dry land springs of water.” "Who dare
ask more than that?" she thought; and faith and courage filled her heart as she appropriated the
promise.

After crossing the Ohio river, Evelyn spent most of her time viewing the country. Passing
through the rich, beautiful blue-grass region, they came to Winchester, where it was necessary to



changetrains. Here she took the L & N, which carried her into the poorer, rougher "knobs." These
gradually roseinto hills, which became steeper and higher the farther they traveled, until cliffs and
mountains seemed about to close in upon them. Most of the hillsides had been cleared for the
cultivation of corn, which evidently was the main stay of the poor familiesthat lived in the log
cabins or shacks set on the hillsides or along the creeks. The change in the people who got on and
off thetrain all along the way was as noticeable as the change in topography.

About four o'clock in the afternoon the train stopped at the little country station, or rather
store, where Evelyn got off.

"Isthis Miss Roberts?' asked an elderly man, as he offered her his hand.
"Yes, sir," was her reply.

"Well," said he, "I am Brother Brooks, the visiting district elder, and | was asked by Miss
Reed to meet you. The mission isonly amile up thisrailroad. Let me take your traveling bag.”

"Thank you, Brother Brooks," she said. "A friend in need isafriend indeed." Asthey
started up the track together, all eyes gazed curioudy after her, and some one was heard to
whisper, "That's the new mission school teacher.”

It was a delightful walk, and Evelyn, alover of nature, feasted her eyes on the rugged
beauty of the landscape, which rose silently and majestically on every side, shutting her away from
the world's mad rush and glamour.

Just before they reached the mission they met two women on horseback, who, after a brief
introduction, went on, lest night should overtake them before they reached their destination, a
newly established mission five miles distant. Miss Weston, the older of these two women, Evelyn
was told, was the founder of three missionsin that county, and Miss Reed, who was with her, was
then in charge of the mission where she was to teach.

Leaving the railroad they descended the steep bank beside which stood the little mission
cottage and the church, which was also used for a schoolhouse. The house of four rooms was of
simple construction, having only planks for siding and narrow strips to cover the cracks. There
was no plaster or ceiling inside -- only heavy, gray building paper. But it was cozy, and the
simplicity of the furnishings appealed to Evelyn, so she felt at home at once. Miss Wells, who had
assisted in the mission work for several months, gave her awarm welcome and they were soon
enjoying a delicious supper of fried chicken and corn pone with sorghum molasses.

During the course of the conversation at the table Evelyn learned something of the history
of the mission. It had been nine years since Miss Weston came there and opened the mission work,
but the school had been in progress only one year before its opening the preceding month (July) by
ayoung man who had assisted in the revival meeting which had just closed. He had opened the
school with the understanding that a permanent teacher should be secured.



Strange to say, this young man chanced to be one of Evelyn's college classmates, so after
supper they spent the evening together on the front porch discussing various subjects of mutual
interest. When, at length, darkness crept over the hills they went in for evening worship. Already
Evelyn was beginning to feel "the spell of the wilderness" upon her. She had often read about it,
but now she felt it with an added something. It was that peculiar "something" that appealed to her,
that challenged and gripped her, and as she knelt in prayer she knew it was the call of God. She
had found her work. Peace like ariver flooded her soul, and, as she yielded herself to the gentle
sway of the Spirit, there arose from her glad heart the cry,

"Thy precious will, O conquering Savior,
Doth now embrace and compass me;

All discords hushed, my peace ariver,
My soul a prisoned bird set free."

The next morning Evelyn took charge of the school. All went well -- that is, aswell as
could be expected in a school of fifty ill-trained children of eight grades, with few books, and
nothing but clumsy home-made church benches for seats and desks. Y et the children were so alert
and responsive that she could not but love them and she longed in some way to lead them to Jesus.

Miss Reed returned that afternoon only to leave with Miss Wells again the next day. They
did not think it wise to let a newcomer stay alone at the mission at night, so arrangements were
made for her to stay in a near-by mountain home. Here she enjoyed real mountain hospitality, but,
since it was a hot sultry night, the feather bed, alive with fleas and bedbugs, afforded her but little
rest, especially since her mind was already battling with the solution to some of the school
problems which were arising.

She was glad when Miss Reed returned, and it was not long before their hearts were knit
together in love and sweet Christian fellowship. Realizing the need of better equipment in the
school, they began praying at once for school desks. Learning of the need, Evelyn's sister wrote her
saying that friends at home would soon send an offering for that purpose.

The following letter was her reply:
Dear Sister Charlotte:

| smply cannot tell you how delighted | was to receive your letter this afternoon. Y ou
know it means alot to hear from your loved ones when you are so far away from home, and | could
scarcely keep from crying when r read it to the folks here.

Not that | am exactly homesick or lonesome (for | just love this kind of work), but you
know the responsibility of the school is so great, and it is such a big undertaking for anyone of my
ability and experience that the knowledge that you think of me and pray for me helpsalot in lifting
the burden. The Lord does wonderfully help me to roll my burdens on Him and in exchange He
gives merest and joy -- unspeakable joy. Isn't it just like Him? He's been so true to me, and | know
that if | hold still in His hands He will make me a"vessel unto honor, meet for the Master's use.”
He may not lead in paths of ease always, but what matters that so long as| have His smile. We



shall aways have some cross to bear wherever we are, but there's glory around the cross. May
God bless you, Charlotte dear! | feel you are praying for me and | shall try to be worthy of your

prayers.

Besides teaching from eight o'clock until four, five daysin the week, | have charge of a
young peopl€e's meeting every Saturday and teach the young peopl€'s class on Sunday. On Sunday
nights we visit different homes, singing, with autoharp accompaniment, reading the Bible, and
praying with the people. What poverty and destitution -- physical, mental, and spiritual! It makes
my heart ache. And thefilth -- actually at one home their pigs are penned under the house, and with
wide cracks in the floor -- well, you can imagine the rest!

Still there are many pleasant things about this country, principally horseback riding. You
remember how | always wanted to learn to ride horseback. Well, the fact is| never had to learn.
Miss Reed says I'm a born mountaineer and I'm really quite proud of my title.

Occasionally after school | ride up some "holler" to make a call where thereis some
specia need. Just the other day | went to one home to care for atiny infant that needed some
attention. Although the baby was only afew days old the mother was doing her work as usual.
Poor little thing! There it lay in adingy, foul-smelling bed, with the flies crawling al over its face
and into its eyes and nose. The only light which cheered the little windowless two-room shack
came through the door. A dreary world, in deed, for that little innocent babe. How helpless one
feelsin the face of such desperate need! Think if we had been born in such ahome! We cannot be
too grateful.

We shall be so glad to get the seats. Thank you ever so much for your efforts, and may God
blessyou! I know He will.

Your loving sister,
Eveyn.

As the days came and went Evelyn learned many interesting things about the mountain
people and their customs, and often as they sat by the fireside in the evenings she would coax Miss
Reed to tell her some of her experiences in establishing the work there. In this way she learned
how the mission came to be, and the story from beginning to end was one of love and adventure, of
sacrifice and service.

* * * * * * *
Chapter 2
FORMER VENTURES

"I had atiny box, a precious box

Of human love -- my spikenard of great price;

| kept it close within my heart of hearts,

And scarce would lift the lid lest it should waste
Its perfume on the air. One day a strange



Deep sorrow came with crushing weight, and fell
Upon my costly treasure, sweet and rare,

And broke the box to atoms. All my heart

Rose in dismay and sorrow at this waste,

But, as | mourned, behold, amiracle

Of grace Divine. My human love was changed
To Heaven's own, and poured in healing streams
On other broken hearts, while soft and clear

A voice above me whispered, 'Child of Mine,
With comfort wherewith thou art comforted,
From this time forth, go comfort others

And thou shalt know blest fellowship with Me,

Whose broken heart of love hath healed the world."

Back in Old England during the reign of Queen Victoria, there were bands of nurses
especialy trained for social service and sent out by the Queen to minister to those in need in the
various districts assigned them.

One of those who thus gave their services was alittle woman by the name of Marie
Weston. One day she was informed that a lecture was to be delivered that night by an Armenian
who, with his daughter, was touring England in the interests of his own persecuted people. She
attended the meeting and was deeply moved by the address which portrayed so vividly the
sufferings of that brave and noble race because they refused to deny the Christian faith. His own
wife had died from afright received from invading Turkish soldiers, and hislittle girl, Betty, (now
sixteen years old) had narrowly escaped death in one of their massacres by being put in abarrel in
an old store house. By a gracious providence they had come to England, but they hoped in the
future to return to their native land, where he could resume his work of preaching and teaching
among his people.

After the meeting was dismissed, he met Miss Weston at the door. As they clasped hands
they both, felt strangely drawn to each other. This attraction led them to a closer acquaintanceship,
resulting, finally, in their engagement. About this time he was stricken with typhoid fever, and,
though she nursed him as only alover could, it soon became evident that neither love nor skill
could win in the battle for hislife. His death was a crushing blow, but she found unfailing comfort
in God's promises, and, as she said from her heart, "Thy will be done," indeed her "human love
was changed to Heaven's own."

Naturally Betty, thus left with no one to care for her, clung to Miss Weston, and their deep
sorrow bound their hearts together. Upon hearing of her father's death, Betty's cousiniin
Philadel phia wrote her to come to them, but it did not seem wiseto let her go alone, so Miss
Weston made arrangements to go with her, with the intention of returning to England afterwards. A
friend of hers knew alady in Massachusetts whom she wanted them to visit, so as soon as all was
ready they sailed for America. After a short stay in Massachusetts, Betty went to her cousin's home
in Philadelphia; but, not feeling contented there, she gave Miss Weston no rest until she was
permitted to return to her, and together they went to Bristol, R. I., where Miss Weston had been
engaged as adistrict nurse.



It became more and more evident that she could not |eave Betty and go back to England,
and the kindness shown them by their American friends made it still harder to break away. Three
years passed, and athough Miss Weston had no desire to return to England she could not be
content to stay where she was. It seemed too much like alife of ease when there were so many
who needed the service she could give them. But, if she even mentioned leaving her salaried
position, friends were quick to reason that she was serving where she was and, in fact, was greatly
needed. Still, she felt the call of God, and she knew there were many who were willing to take her
place there, who would not be willing to go where the salary was uncertain. So, when through a
small mission paper she learned of the wretched conditions in the mountains of Kentucky and the
call for consecrated nurses, she could tarry no longer. She at once got in touch with the editor of
the paper, and in a short time she and Betty were on their way to "the dark and bloody ground.”

When they reached their destination they found that the hospital, which was then under
construction, would not be finished for awhile, so they consented to go and take charge of alittle
mission about eight miles away, until the hospital could be completed. Here they had but little
furniture, and at night the rats played tag around the room and over their beds. Though
unaccustomed to such plain, coarse food as corn bread and shucky beans, they rejoiced that they
had the privilege of denying themselves alittle for Christ's sake. It was a pleasure, too, to teach the
little mountain urchins who gathered in on Sunday to hear the wonderful story of Jesus. However,
one Sunday they were quite distressed with one mountain preacher who insisted on taking all the
time to set forth his threadbare argumentsin favor of "predestination,” so called. Outside of this
dight annoyance, they were unmol ested.

Before long the hospital was finished, and they took up their work there. After they had
been there ayear, Miss Weston's sister came to assist in the work, but in a short time aromance
developed which ended in her marriage to a mountaineer, awidower with seven children, (much
to the chagrin of her sister who had sent for her).

Fedling her need of further training in Bible study, Miss Weston spent six monthsin a Bible
School in Cincinnati, Ohio. Upon her return she found that Betty, lonesome and hungry for
companionship during her absence, had fallen in love with a young mountaineer. Fearing for
Betty's future happiness, she tried every means to dissuade her from taking the rash step, but all in
vain, and in afew weeks they were married.

In November of that year (1914), Miss Weston felt that God was leading her to attempt the
establishment of amission at Hermon, four miles away. It was a place notorious for drunkenness,
gambling, and shooting, and was considered beyond redemption. But she knew the worth of the
promise, "If God be for us, who can be against us?* and, fully persuaded that it was Hiswill, she
took the step of faith. Having secured a small piece of land, she had alittle shack put up for her
home and ancther in which to hold services, trusting God entirely for her resources.

To one of such undaunted courage and faith nothing is impossible, and sooner or later the
promise, "I will make all my mountains away," becomes a blessed redlity. At any rateit wassoin
her case, for mountains innumerable confronted her as she (another of the "quare women™ or
"furriners’) came to live in the community of "bloody Hermon".



There were not only physical mountains to over come, though they always had to be
reckoned with, but there were other mountains just as real and just asimmovable as any found in
the Southern High. lands. The first, if not the greatest, was that of suspicion. Then there were
mountains of hardship, and of opposition, both secret and open; mountains of superstition, of
ignorance, and of indifference, but through faith she chalenged them every one, and by
perseverance she, and those who succeeded her, have seen them slowly but surely disappearing.

As before stated, her first task was to win the confidence of the people, who were naturally
suspicious of the motives of any "furriner.” Thiswas not strange either, considering the fact that for
generations they had been shut in by themselves, having but little or no intercourse with the outside
world, except when arevenue officer came to search for stills.

By visiting the homes up every branch and hollow, she got some of the parents interested in
sending their children to the little Sunday School which she organized. Many could not come
during the winter months for lack of clothing -- shoes especialy, while others were not permitted
to come, "Because," said their parents, "there ain't no place between the lids of the Bible that
mention is made of a Sunday School. It ain't Scriptural. We ain't goin' to have our children teached
to be Chrigtians, fer the Master said, "Y e must be borned again.' Besides, warn't Jesus twelve year
old afore He ever went to the temple? A child ain't responsible till he's twelve year old. Then, too,
the Scripture says, 'Suffer not awoman to teach." We'll take the Scripture fer it any time."

Wherever she could she held meetings in the homes, and here she found hungry souls who
welcomed the truth and found God. Many poor mothers were unable to attend the services because
of ahouse full of children, families of ten or twelve being common.

It was a strange circumstance that enabled her to win their confidencein her asanurse. A
woman was dying in childbirth. Those caring for her could do nothing more. Finally one ventured
to say, "Well, the woman is goin' to die anyway. It won't hurt to send for Miss Weston' and see if
she can do anything.” They sent for her, and an half an hour after her arrival the child was born.
From that time on she could expect to be called any hour of the night, and her willingness to serve
at all timeswon their hearts as well as their confidence, and no one would have thought of
molesting her, athough for two years she lived a one and was often out al hours of the night.

Some of her experience during that time were very amusing, as, for instance, the following.
She did not always lock her doors before retiring at night, and one night she awvakened and,
behold, a man with alantern stod by her beside quietly looking down at her. Of course she was
frightened for a moment.

"What do you want?" she asked.

"My old woman is about to die, and | cameto seeif you would come over," he replied.

"Well, how did you get in?" she questioned.

"I just walked in."



"And why didn't you wake me instead of standing there looking at me?’
"Oh, you just looked so good a-sleepin' thar, | hated to wake you," was the reply.

Still he made no move toward leaving the room, so finally she said, "Well, if you want me
to go with you, you'll have to leave the room so | can get up and dress." All he needed was the
suggestion. Evidently he thought she did like many of the mountain women who go to bed with their
clotheson.

She was not without suitors during those pioneer days, so if she was without a"man" and
the protection he might afford, there were nineteen mountaineers that could not be blamed, for
earnestly, though sometimes crudely, they sought her hand. And why she should refuse was a
puzzleto al.

There were times when it seemed that her work was in vain, but prayer and faith and
patience kept her at her task. She believed the promise, "He that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing
precious seed, shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him."

In the summer of 1916 she wrote to a Bible School in Cincinnati and asked for agirl to
come and spend a two-weeks' vacation with her. This opportunity was given to Ella Reed who
was then working her way through school. Miss Reed had known little but hardship and privation
all her life. She was born in Philadel phia, one of afamily of six, and since her father was an
epileptic and unable to provide for the family, all of the children were compelled to leave school
at an early age and work in the factory in order to keep the wolf from the door.

When she was only nine years old God spoke to her heart with real conviction during a
severe storm, but she said nothing to anyone. Doubtless she would have been saved at that time had
some one shown her the way. It was not until five years later that she really found God in a
Methodist revival. Form the time she was eighteen years of age she felt God had a special claim
on her life, and after the death of her father and mother she went to Bible School in order to better
prepare herself for His service.

It was during her two-weeks visit in the mountains that she received her call to the
mountain work. She will tell her own story:

"My first service was held in a one-room house with a small shed as a kitchen. The chairs,
tables, four beds, and the cook stove comprised the furniture. Planks were laid across the chairs to
seat the congregation. The small amount of oil in the lamp (which had no chimney) soon burned
out, so we held the greater part of the service by the light of the fire, which was poked frequently
to give more light. The Lord helped me in giving a simple Gospel message, and from this meeting
came my call to mountain work.

"In the year 1919 | graduated from the Bible School and returned to the mountains to take
up the work there permanently. We were under no church at that time, but were smply trusting God
for our needs. A teacher of the school promised to give me three dollars a month out of her tithe



money until | could get support and help from other sources. Thiswas my 'salary' for severd
months. Yet | counted this no hardship, for | knew Phil. 4:19 could never fail.

"When | first came to this community only about one half of the houses we now have were
here, and the most of them were windowless. Then, as now, comforts of any kind, such asrugs,
rocking chairs, and so forth, were found in very few homes; but the people were hospitable and we
soon learned to love them for their simplicity.

"However, the little mission had its enemies, and frequently our home was stoned and
shooting around it was not uncommon. | remember one night while in prayer all donel was
startled by hearing six reports of a gun under my window. In spite of some nervousness, | entrusted
myself to the Lord for the night, and the promise, 'He giveth his beloved deep, was verified. At
another time our dog was shot under the house, where he was lying. Of course, shooting outside
during and after the service was common, but we became accustomed to it and gave it no attention.
A large percentage of the men and boys are dways armed, so it was not strange that, during an
altar service one night, one young man who was seeking pulled out a'45' revolver and laid it on
the altar before he could find peace with God.

"Time and again the altar of that little mission hall was lined with penitent seekers, many of
whom found deliverance from the sins of the past and power henceforth to ‘walk in newness of
life." Thiswas the only reward we asked.

"One cold, rainy night in January, 1920, we were startled by a knock on the door. We
opened it and, behold, there stood a man we had never seen before.

"'Is this where the missionary women live? he asked abruptly.
"'Yes,' was the reply, 'did you want something?

"'Well, I'm Brother Brooks, the conference missionary of this district. Sister Burke sent me
up hereto help you out alittle, and to organize a church. If you don't want me, I'll go back on the
9:30 train," he added with a touch of humor.

"'If Sister Burke sent you, all right, whoever you are, for we know her. But you'll have to
stay at our neighbor's overnight. In the morning you can tell us more about your businessin
coming.'

"Miss Weston then showed him the way to the neighbor's where he could spend the night.
He stayed over Sunday and preached for us, and then, after prayerfully and carefully weighing the
matter, we felt clear in having our little band of Christians organized into a church. Several had
been saved through the labors of Miss Weston who had been on this field continuously since 1914;
and the little Sunday School which was organized with only four members had reached an
enrollment of seventy-five.

"Our services then were held in aboxed and stripped building, 15'x30', lined with building
paper put on with round tins. On account of the strong wind storms, the paper had broken loose



from the tins and was torn from the wall in many places. The walls were streaked with tobacco
juice, and when the boys wanted to try their skill, they attempted spitting through the cracks from
the outside. The house we lived in was built the same way and we suffered much from cold in
winter.

"In a short time our work was taken over by the missionary board of our church and in
1922 the little shack was replaced by a nice little chapel (24'x40") which was dedicated by Bishop
S---.

"It was shortly before his coming that a very sad incident occurred. | was getting ready for
Sunday School when | heard some one screaming about a quarter of amile up the railroad.
Looking out | saw several people running in that direction. | inquired what the trouble was and
learned that two neighbor boys were in afight and one was beating the other up. | went up as
quickly as | could, but by the time | reached the place the boy who was injured had been carried to
his home, only afew yards away, and the other one had fled. Bob, the latter, had accused Jim of
disturbing the meeting at the mission the night before, and Jim, who was aways well-behaved,
refused to be thus slandered. Angry words soon ended in a hand-to-hand fight, and finally Bob
picked up aclub near him and beat Jim on the head until he rolled over the bank unconscious.

"The people who had gathered in were frantic. Hunger for revenge was written on the
colorless faces of the men, and the women and children were sobbing and screaming and wringing
their hands.

"'Oh,' they cried, 'pray, Miss Reed, pray.’

"| felt helpless, and my heart was sad, for | remembered how he had been under deep
conviction in arecent meeting and had refused to yield to God. After quieting them down alittle|
knelt by the bed side, and, taking him by the hand, | prayed as best | could. He was speechless and
apparently unconscious, but severa times he squeezed my hand, especially when | prayed for God
to save him, which indicated that he was not wholly unconscious. They took him to the hospital at
Lexington, but in afew days he died, and the body was brought home the day before the dedication.
This serioudly interfered with our services, making the congregations very small, but those who
heard the Bishop appreciated his messages. Needless to say, Bob, who was then a county school
teacher, never received justice. After amock trial he was liberated, and only the self-respect of the
bereaved ones prevented another family feud.

"We had many trying experiences in those early days. One never knew just what to expect,
so we had to be prepared for anything. | remember one night we were awakened about €l even
o'clock by some one calling outside.

"'Hello.'

"'Who's there? asked Miss Weston.

"It'sme,’ was the reply.



"'Well, who's me?
"'Cindy,' came the answer.

"By thistime Miss Weston was sitting up in bed. "What do you want this hour of the night,
Cindy? she asked.

"'| done what you told me to," was the answer.

"'Done what | told you to! What did | tell you to do? she inquired with astonishment.
"'Y ou told meto leave and I've gone doneit.’

"'Well, Cindy, what do you want meto do?

""Take mein for the night," was the smple reply.

"'Miss Weston then turned to me and asked, 'What shall we do?

""The only thing to do,' | replied, 'is to make a pallet on the floor for her, and we'll see what
the morning will bring forth.'

"We opened the door and in came Cindy, agirl of twenty, barefooted and with her few
belongings tied up in ared handkerchief.

"Tell us, Cindy, how you got away," said Miss Weston, offering her a chair; for she knew
she had just escaped from white davery.

"'Well, after | left you all at the meetin' on the hill where| talked to you, | went home an’
got supper fer 'em as| alers did. When nobody was lookin," | took what few clothes | had and put
‘emin abarrel that sot by my bed. After supper | waited till they were all in bed, then | got in bed,
too. | laid thar a-thinkin' how I'd get out and what I'd do.

"'Bout that time | heerd that ole man a-comin’ to my room like he does every night. | got up,
grabbed my clothes, and dlipped out, it was awful dark but | follered the railroad, an' I'm here.'

At daybreak the woman who had been making gain of her was out searching the
neighborhood for Cindy, threatening anyone who dared assist her in her escape. When she finally
heard that she was in the mission, she came down. Miss Weston was away at the time, but al the
doors were locked except the kitchen door, and | guarded that. She insisted that she would see
Cindy, and when | refused she flew in to arage and threatened both Cindy and me; but | held my
ground and she finaly went away.

"All thistime | thought | was fighting this battle alone, but later we learned that our
neighbor's wife was up on the railroad watching, while her husband and another neighbor were



just out of sight awaiting her signal, in case the woman should attempt to force herself into the
mission.

"That night after supper, one of these neighbors came down. 'Howdy,' he said, and after a
few words were exchanged, he told his businessin coming.

"'l jest came to tell you women that you needn't be afeerd, fer we men air goin' to watch
this housetill you get Cindy away.'

"We thanked him, but added that our trust was in the Lord. On the third day after her
coming we took her to arescue home in Cincinnati, where she later was married. Asfar aswe
know, she isdoing well yet."

It wasin 1921 after Miss Weston had gone to Rocky Cave to start the mission work there
that Miss Reed began teaching the neighbor's children across the way. The kitchen was the
classroom and they sat on the floor while preparing their lessons. When Bishop S---- saw the utter
absence of proper educationa opportunities for the children in the community, he declared that a
school in connection with our mission work was a absolute necessity. Of course, there were
county schools, but these had become worthless through mismanagement and political scheming.

Therefore, a young woman from lowa was engaged by the missionary board to open and
organize a school the following July, using the chapel as a school building. The clumsy home-made
benches were converted into school desks by nailing an eight-inch board to the back of each bench.
This served as awriting desk. Thefirst year there were one hundred and two who enrolled, fifty
being the average attendance; but their highly efficient teacher was equal to every occasion, and
the school that year was a great success. One of the eighth grade graduates of that year went from
there to a northern school to continue her education, and was later married to the brother of this
same teacher.

The following summer (1923) Rev. Grace E. McDowell from a Kentucky college held a
revival meeting at the mission. At thistime the Holy Spirit was poured out in an extraordinary
manner, and many were gloriously saved. But, as could be expected, Satan was a so stirred, and
some taking offense at the truth determined to "break up the meeting." The workers were warned of
what was coming but they refused to take a backward step. That night, shortly after the service was
opened, arock came sailing through the window, just barely missing the lamp and the organist.
Following this several rocks struck the side of the church. At the same time toads were turned
loose inside, and they hopped up and down the aides. Some of the leading men in the community
could stand it no longer and, lighting their lanterns, they went out to search for the offending parties
(their wives with them to keep them out of trouble). After they found out who it was, they camein
again and the service continued.

It was shortly after thisrevival that the school opened again. The story of how the teacher
was secured for that year was related in the previous chapter.

* * * * * * *



Chapter 3
"AU REVOIR"

"Teacher, Johnnie said he saw alouse on my head, and he never."

It hardly seems believable, but it was just such a statement that precipitated something very
much like afeud in Evelyn's school that first year. It resulted in the lining up of practicaly the
entire school, for and againgt, according to family relations. Having read about mountain family
feuds Evelyn naturally saw the seriousness of the situation, and being at her wit's end to know what
to do she took the matter to God in prayer. She never knew how it was accomplished, but in less
than no time the whol e trouble vanished and all was harmonious again. That it was an answer to
prayer was evident.

Many times she felt she was an utter failure, but the consciousness that she wasin God's
will nerved her for every battle, and she often sang at the close of the day:

"Dear Lord, take up the tangled strands
Where we have wrought in vain;

That by the skill of Thy dear hands
Some beauty may remain.

"Take every failure, each mistake,

Of our poor human ways,

Then, Savior, for Thine own dear sake,
Make them show forth Thy praise.”

Severd of the children had been saved during the summer, and often at recess and noon
they would cometo her for her Bible and some song books, and away they would go to some
secluded spot and hold service -- singing, reading, praying, and testifying, and sometimes holding
an altar service for those who wanted to be saved. To see their glowing faces and to hear them tell
of the good times they had had brought great joy to Evelyn's heart.

During the Christmas holidays another revival was held with Miss McDowell as
evangelist again. God blessed her efforts as before and it was during that meeting that He
definitely called her to mountain work. (In less than two years she was the founder of a splendid
high school for mountain boys and girls, located only eight miles from Hermon.)

School closed the last of January and, having said good-bye to the mountains, Evelyn
boarded the train for home. Something like sadness cast its shadow over her when the thought
came to her that she might never see those hills again. She had learned to love them because they
reminded her of God's protection, and their majestic silence was peculiarly restful to her. In fact,
they had taught her many lessons, for they spoke to her in alanguage of their own. But the hills
alone could not have so completely won her. There was more. Here she had felt the challenge to
sacrificia service. Here she had verified in part the glorious truth that he that loseth his life for
Christ's sake shall find it, and she knew that the joy she had found in living for others forever



overshadowed every other joy, legitimate though it might be. By being partaker of Christ's love she
had also shared Hisjoy -- the joy of giving, yes, and the joy of finding.

But what of the future? That same old question confronted her again. If she could only
know! But she dared not open asingle door. Christ was the only One whom she trusted to do that;
for she had learned to trust His wisdom as well as His love, and the song of her heart was:

"Anywhere with Jesus | can safely go;
Anywhere He leads me in this world below.
Anywhere without Him dearest joys would fade,
Anywhere with Jesus | am not afraid.”

On her way back to school she stopped off at a certain college, where she became
acquainted with ayoung man of ability and noble character, an evangelist. This acquaintanceship
ripened into a beautiful friendship which enriched the lives of both, but when the point was
reached when their lives might have become one her Heavenly Bridegroom whispered, "No." And
she was happy to have Him choose, for of course He knew best, though she could not see then one
reason why He chose for her as He did. For several years Christ had been the Lover of her soul,
and often she found herself singing with deep devotion:

"Not a sound invades the stillness,
Not aform invades the scene,
Save the voice of my Beloved
And the person of my King.

"Precious, gentle, holy Jesus,
Blessed Bridegroom of my heart;
In Thy secret inner chamber

Thou wilt whisper what Thou art.”

Immediately after school closed in June, Evelyn and her mother and brother went to
Evanston, Illinais, again for the summer. Here she took a course in the summer school of
Northwestern University, in order to make up what she had lost while teaching in the mountains.
While here she came in contact with the theory of evolution in its subtlest form. In sociology the
origin of religion was discussed with that theory taken for granted.

Before she redlized it, she found herself intellectually at sea. Apparently the only argument
she had for the truth of the Bible was that of her own heart. How blessed it was then to have her
feet firmly planted on Chrigt, the Rock! She then felt as never before the truth of that old hymn:

"His oath, His covenant, His blood,
Support me in the whelming flood,;
When al around my soul gives way
Hethenisall my hope and stay."



Chrigt, the Truth, did not fail her in that hour of intellectual conflict. She knew that she
dared to face the facts of the universe with Him, for was He not the Way, the Truth, and the Life?
For severd years she had known Him as the Way and the Life. Through Him she had learned the
secret of complete and joyous spiritual living. But now she realized Him as the Truth, who said,
"Y e shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free." She did not fear the scientific attitude
of "an open mind" so long as she maintained "the mind of Christ,” for had He not said, "If any man
will do hiswill, he shall know?"

Hence, she confidently exposed her faith to the facts, always carefully differentiating
between facts and theory, and instead of her faith growing dim it only shone the brighter.

One day she went to her professor's office to discuss with him some of the problems which
were puzzling her, and in the course of the conversation the question of the validity of religious
experience was mentioned. He was apparently a truth seeker who, with Job, was saying, "Oh, that
| knew where I might find him!" and though he had formerly been a minister, he evidently had
never known God. Evelyn's heart beat in sympathy and compassion for this soul adrift on the sea of
doubt, and she could not but share with him the blessed secret of how she had found the Christ,
who aone can make possible "rhythmic and harmonious living™ in aworld which is out of
harmony with God. Intellect, feeling, and will al combined to make God real in her life, and as
she spoke out of her experience and the experience of many others her whole being thrilled with
the consciousness of the presence of the indwelling Christ. The professor listened intently; the
strange light of joy in her eyes and the tremor in her voice told him that he was face to face with
something supernatural -- that she was speaking from arealm of experience that was entirely
foreignto him.

"Y ou believe in mysticism then, do you?' he said thoughtfully.

"Yes, if youwant to call it that,” shereplied. "I can't explain it al psychologically, but I know it
works, and that's the final test of validity after all, isn't it? Can | afford to deny the faith that puts
purpose and meaning in al of life; the faith that has love as its motive power and makes possible a
passionate devotion to the service of others, however ungrateful they might be; the faith that,
indeed, makes life supremely worth-while? Would that not be denying the facts -- the facts of
experience, not of one only but of many?"

There was a pause and she continued, "I contend that whatever meets and satisfies the
human need is scientific. Whatever makes possible 'rhythmic, harmonious living' is aworthy
objective. But we do not find this life by seeking it. The truth of Jesus statement holds good, 'He
that findeth hislife shal loseit, but he that loseth his life for my sake shal find it." And, again,
'Except agrain of wheat fal into the ground, and die, it abideth alone, but if it dieit bringeth forth
much fruit." If we are seeking life abundant, the crossis inescapable. This means self-surrender,
not self-realization or self-expression. But once the surrender is made, the crossis illuminated and
be comes the instrument of life rather than of death. "When pride ceases, power begins.' '‘As many
as believe in him, to them gives he power to become the sons of God.' He is the Way, the Truth,
and the Life"



There was silence for amoment. God was there. Soul-hunger was written on the man's
face; but Evelyn could stay no longer and as she arose to go he, too, left his seat and with hands
clenched he paced the floor as though in deep thought.

Finaly, turning to her, he said with much earnestness, "If you have what you have been
talking to me about, you are a queen. Y ou have something that ought to be published in abook and
given to theworld."

It shocked her to think that he supposed her to have any revelation of truth that was not open
to anyone who sought it, and she hastened to make this clear. "But, Professor, it is published in a
book, the Book of books, the Bible, hated and ignored though it is. Millions have found the way of
life through its simple teachings, and you may aso if you will."

He gave her no reply, and she l€ft, trusting the Holy Spirit to lead him to the Savior. She
never saw him to talk with him again, but she hopes to meet him some day among the
Blood-washed throng.

After summer school closed, Evelyn secured work until it was time to return to college
again in the fall. Her senior year was not especially eventful, but it was atime of trustful waiting.
The future was a blank as far as her life work was concerned. Nevertheless, she knew Christ was
faithful, and she remembered:

"Go