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Henry was afraid. How he hated to have to go 
into the woods! The wind was howling. Trees were 
bending and snapping. Crack! The storm tore a limb 
from a tree and tossed it to the ground. 

"What will happen to me?" Henry wondered, 
his heart pounding wildly. "Will God take care of 
me?" 

He knelt down in the beating rain and prayed, 
"Heavenly Father, please keep me safe while I walk 
through the woods." 

Then he hurried among the trees and came safe
ly out on the other side. It was good to be home 
again. 

Henry was often afraid when he was a small boy. 
Sometimes he dreamed that pigs were chasing him, 
and he would wake up crying. He thought all sorts of 
things were hiding in the dark ready to get him. 

"That's silly!" he told himself. "There's nothing 
to hurt me. God will take care of me!" 

It helped to know that the Johnstons' family dog 
was near. Bruce was a faithful watchdog who guard
ed the farm day and night. He kept wolves and 
skunks away from the livestock and chickens. 

One day Henry was sitting in the kitchen read
ing. The floor was freshly mopped. Suddenly Bruce 
pushed through the door. 

Henry looked up in surprise. Bruce never came 
into the house. Mud and water dripped onto the 
clean floor from Bruce's coat as he wiggled and 
wagged his tail. He acted like he was trying to tell 
Henry something. 
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"What's the matter, Bruce?" Henry asked, com
ing toward him. 

When Bruce saw that Henry was going to fol
low, he pushed through the door again. Out in the 
yard, he looked back to be sure Henry was coming. 
Across the garden, through the plum trees, and 
down to the creek Bruce ran. 

Henry saw three stray dogs prowling around. 
Bruce had tried to drive them away but couldn't han
dle all three at once. Henry grabbed a big stick. 

"Sic 'em!" Henry shouted. 
Bruce fought the biggest one while Henry held 

off the other two with his stick. Soon the stray had 
had enough and he ran away, his tail between his 
legs. The other two were close behind. 

Father Johnston farmed many acres of prairie 
land in Nodaway County, Missouri. Not long after 
Henry was born on January 28, 1863, his father, 
Ephraim Johnston, became a soldier in the Northern 
Army. The Civil War was being fought. 

Henry was so young he forgot his tall father dur
ing the years he was at war. One day as Henry and his 
brothers were playing, a six-foot stranger came 
hurrying toward them. The smiling man caught 
Henry up in his arms. 

"It's Father!" shouted the older boys. It took 
Henry awhile to get to know his father again. 

Henry loved to hear his father talk about the 
war. But Mr. Johnston's neighbors did not think he 
was a hero. They were for the Southern side. 

When Henry went to school, he found he wasn't 
very well liked by the other pupils. Sometimes fights 
broke out at school, and the Johnston children were 
called names. The war was over, but the bad feel
ings lived on. 

The neighbors also did not like the Johnstons 
because they were Christians. They would not fish or 
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hunt on Sunday, which they always kept as the Lord's 
Day. 

Nodaway County had a lot of open prairie. Not 
many people lived there. The farmers turned their 
cows and horses out on the prairie in the summer. 
Each farmer's cows stayed with the leader, a cow 
which wore a bell. All the bells sounded different. 

Every day someone had to go after the cows. Of
ten Henry had to go. Wearing an old felt hat, he rode 
the Indian pony out onto the prairie. The pony had 
sharp ears and could hear the bell before Henry did. 
It knew the sound of the Johnstons' cowbell! 

Sometimes he rode a mile, but sometimes five 
miles, before he found the cows. Once he got them 
started toward home, he knew they wou Id go right 
through the thick bushes. This helped keep the flies 
away. Henry stuck his old hat into his pocket and lay 
down on the pony's neck. He followed the cows 
home through the brush, yelling all the way to keep 
them moving. 

Henry and Ed, his brother, were the best of 
friends. Two other boys, Bub and Will, were their 
friends, too. These four boys spent many happy 
hours together. They formed a club with secret signs 
and passwords. Sometimes they played they were 
soldiers with swords and spears. 

"It would be a good thing if all four of us would 
promise never to drink liquor, or use tobacco, or 
swear," Henry told his friends. He wrote a pledge, or 
promise, and the four boys signed it. 

Deep in his heart Henry had a special reason for 
writing the pledge for his friends. He had been 
thinking about becoming a Christian. He hoped they 
would follow him to Christ as they had followed him 
in signing the promise. 

"I would be a Christian if only Ed and Bub and 
Will would be, tool" Henry often thought. "Maybe 
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I'll go to the altar, and they'll see me and know I've 
gotten saved. Then I won't have to tell them. It 
would be so hard to have to tell them." 

The winter he was 14, Henry attended revival 
services. He heard some boys his age say they had 
decided to be Christians. He was shaking in his seat. 

"If they would come and ask me to go forward, I 
would go," he thought. But no one came. 

Henry made a promise to God. "When the next 
revival meeting comes, I will go forward and take 
Jesus as my Saviour." 

A few months later a lady preacher, Miss Isa
belle Leonard, was speaking in a church six miles 
away. Henry and his brother Milton went one Satur
day evening. Henry remembered his promise to the 
Lord. But he still hated having to tell his friends. He 
decided to wait until the next night. He hoped at 
least some of the other boys would follow him to the 
altar. 

The next evening Henry, Ed, Bub, and Will were 
all in church. As soon as the invitation was given, 
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Henry went to the altar. He knew right away that 
God saved him. 

Then he went back to get his friends to come. 
Bub came, but Will and Ed refused. A week later Ed, 
too, was saved. 

How happy Henry was! Peace filled his heart. As 
he plowed the fields with the mule team each day, 
he looked forward to the service that evening. For 
two weeks he went every night. He kept praying that 
all his family and friends would be saved. 

The Johnston family worked hard on the farm. 
By the time Henry was ten years old, he plowed with 
a team of horses or mules and did many other 
chores. Father often gave Henry and Ed a little pig or 
a lamb which they raised. When they sold it, they 
used the money to buy their clothes for the year. 

When Henry was 15, some of his older brothers 
and sisters were going to Amity College, a Christian 
school 18 miles away from the farm. Henry and Ed of
ten took the horses and wagon. They drove to the 
school in College Springs, Iowa, to take firewood 
and food. 

"Don't you wish we could stay and go to school 
here?" Henry often said to Ed. "I'm going to come 
one of these days." 

Henry had to work so hard on the farm that he 
hardly ever got to go to school the full year. He was 
not in school at all in sixth grade, nor in the twelfth 
grade. 

Henry loved to read the newspapers. He en
joyed reading about the elections and always hoped 
the Republicans would win. He spoke up in favor of 
men who did not drink or smoke. He wanted the 
people in office to be godly men who would do 
right. 

While he was still 15, Henry started a club at the 
district school nearby. The club held debates and 
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made speeches. They printed their speeches in a 
paper. Henry would write the speeches out and get 

,, 

them ready to put in their club paper. 
The summer Henry was 16 he became sick with 

what was then called "typho malaria." He was in bed 
for nine weeks. Propped up on pillows, he kept 

; wishing for something to do. ~'. 

"You could piece a quilt," his mother said. "I ~' 

have a lot of scraps of cloth." 
" Henry was so bored that he decided sewing 

' 
would be better than doing nothing. He cut squares ,,, 

! 
of cloth and sewed them together. By the time he 1 

: was well, he was working on his fourth quilt. His 
mother finished it and quilted them for him. Maybe 

" ; 

someday he could use them when he had his own ,, 
;;' 

home. 

'. 

'. 
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Railroads were being built across America. Two 
of them came right through Nodaway County. The 
little town of Burlington Junction sprang up at the 
crossing of the two railroads. 

Men began buying up the open prairie. Henry's 
father decided now was the time to get another 80 
acres. 

"Stay home and work for me this winter, 
Henry," said Father. "You can go to college next 
year." 

Henry was thrilled with the thought. He worked 
hard all winter. He also helped gather in his brother 
Milton's corn crop, which had to be done by hand. It 
took until January. In the bitter cold, he gathered 25 
bushels of corn each morning and 25 more in the 
afternoon. With the money he earned, he bought his 
first overcoat and some other clothes. 

When summer came, he and his brother Milt 
broke 130 acres of prairie that had never been 
plowed before. 

But it seemed no matter how hard the John
stons worked, there was not enough money for 
Henry to go to Amity College. 

"There just has to be a way!" Henry thought. He 
began to think of the large crop of plums. No one 
came to the farm to buy them. "Maybe people 
would buy them if I took a wagonload to their 
farms." 

He loaded up plums, apples, and melons. Then 
he drove out across the prairie to the farms of new 
settlers. He made $15.00. 
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"I'm going!" said Henry. He took a load of food 
for the winter, his $15.00, his new clothes, and drove 
off to College Springs with his old friend Will. 

His mother had come along to help him get set
tled. At first he had trouble finding a room. 

"I think you'd better go back home and wait 
to start in the winter term," Mother said. 

"Oh, no!" Henry and Will both said quickly. 
"I'll stay if I have to sleep in the park!" declared 

Henry. 
"I'll stay if I have to sleep on the roof of the col

lege," said Will. 
At last they found a room. Four boys stayed to

gether. They made a table and cupboards out of 
wooden boxes. Henry was so excited that every
thing seemed wonderful. He could hardly believe he 
was at last in College Springs. 

The very first night he was there Henry made a 
name for himself by getting into a debate. He made a 
fiery speech - for the Republicans, of course! 

'I \\\f%;, ii 
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In the winter the room they were staying in was 
very cold. The wood-burning cookstove gave the 
only heat. Henry put on his new overcoat, propped 
his feet on the stove, and tried to study. 

At the end of the winter term, Henry had to go 
home. He taught school for four months, walking 
home ten miles every weekend. He had two pupils 
older than he was! 

Some people wondered if Henry would be able 
to handle the big boys. Although he was nearly six 
feet tall, he was very thin and looked like a boy him
self. But he got along fine. 

In the spring he bought a team of two-year-old 
mules. It took weeks to break the mules to pull a 
plow. Then he farmed 40 acres in order to get money 
for college. 

Henry was glad to be back at Amity College. 
One day a friend said, "Henry, I want you to meet 
my cousin. Her name is Emma Cox. She's 16." 

Henry thought that was a bit young since he was 
now 20. But he liked his friend and said he would be 
willing to meet Emma. His eyes opened a little wider 
when he saw her. She was a pretty girl, but Henry 
specially noticed the way she acted. 

"She is the kind of girl I would like to know bet
ter," Henry decided. He tried to see Emma as much 
as his studies would let him. 

Henry had a special kind of girl in mind for the 
one he would marry. She must be good and true, a 
Christian, and willing to go without things in order to 
do God's work. 

Emma seemed to Henry to be just what he 
wanted. But she had never given her heart to Jesus. 
They talked about it often. One day she said, "God is 
talking to me, Henry. Please pray for me. I want to be 
a Christian." 

As they prayed together, Emma asked Jesus to 
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be her Saviour. 
Henry was very happy. He prayed a lot about 

himself and Emma. He wanted to do God's will. 
On January 19, 1883, Henry and Emma were en

gaged. 
"We must wait to be married until we're both 

out of college," Henry said. 
Emma sighed. "That will be seven years," she 

said softly. 
Henry found many things to do. He began 

preaching some. He also became editor of the Amity 
Index, a small newspaper. 

"I don't know anything about printing a news
paper, but I can learn," Henry said. 

"I can help," Emma told him. 
They set up the newspaper office in the base

ment of the Cox home. Mrs. Cox, Emma's mother, 
kept a boarding house for college boys. Henry and 
his brother Ed had a room there. 

Henry went in debt to buy the newspaper, the 
press, the type, and everything that went with it. He 
and Emma worked long hours getting out the news
paper two times a month. 

Emma and Henry attended the Wesleyan church 
in College Springs where Rev. A. W. Hall was pastor. 
A young lady named Alice Harris also attended the 
church. She was trained to be a doctor. She felt God 
was calling her to go as a missionary to Africa. 

"We do not have any missionaries in other 
lands," Rev. Hall said. "I believe God wants the Wes
leyan Methodist Church to begin doing missionary 
work." 

Rev. Hall left the church in College Springs. He 
began traveling all over the country speaking in 
churches. He wanted to raise enough money to send 
Dr. Alice Harris to Africa. 

Henry kept so busy he hardly had time to think. 

14 



He was Sunday school superintendent at the church, 
class leader, and secretary. He also helped keep the 
church clean. All the time he and Emma kept print
ing the Amity Index. 

Henry began to write in the paper against the 
Masonic lodge. He believed Christians should not be 
members of secret societies or clubs. He was also in 
favor of passing a law against the sale of beer and 
wine. Some of the people in the town became angry 
at Henry. 

"You're just a crank! You're against this and 
against that!" people told him. 

Then Henry went into debt again to buy an
other newspaper, the Blanchard Record. 

"We'll put the subscribers' lists together," Henry 
told Emma. 

"That will make nearly 600 papers to print," she 
said. 

"We can do it!" Henry exclaimed. "We'll call it 
the Western Crank! They call me a crank anyway. 
Maybe we can crank up something good in this 
town!" 

A friend named J. Irvin Frederick helped Henry 
and Emma print the paper. 

At last it was time for Henry to graduate. Since 
he had the highest grades in his class, he was one of 
the speakers at the commencement. The subject of 
his talk was success. Henry told the people, "Suc
cess can only be measured in eternity." 

After he finished college, he taught school for 
awhile. He walked two miles to the school morning 
and night. In the evenings he worked on the news
paper. He was always a very busy man. 
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It was January 19, 1887. Henry taught school all 
day. Emma worked on the newspaper. It seemed like 
an ordinary day. But Henry and Emma knew it 
wasn't. 

At 6:00 that evening they were married in the 
Wesleyan Methodist church in a quiet ceremony. 
Afterward they went to a revival service. 

They had been engaged four years. It hadn't 
taken seven years after all. 

Henry and Emma had been married only a few 
months. Rev. E. D. Bailey asked them to go to Wash
ington, D.C., to work on a newspaper called The 
American. Like the Western Crank, the Washington 
paper spoke out strongly against liquor, tobacco, 
and secret societies. 

Rev. and Mrs. Bailey worked with the Central 
Union Mission. They held services in different parts 
of the city. Often they used a gospel wagon. Pulled 
by horses, it was a large flat wagon which was parked 
at certain places. Singers and preachers used it as a 
platform. They held services for the crowds who 
gathered. 

Henry and Emma worked hard in Washington. 
They soon found out there was not much money. 

"It would be wonderful if we could get out of 
debt," Henry said. He thought of the money he still 
owed on the Western Crank, which had folded up 
when he left Iowa. 

Henry soon got a job in the War Department in 
Washington. He began earning $1,000 a year, more 
than he had ever earned before. After this he 
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worked for the newspaper without pay. 
Mr. and Mrs. William Ramsey were close friends 

of the Johnstons. He also worked in the War De
partment and was a member of the Wesleyan Meth
odist Church. He enjoyed helping in the mission 
work and on the gospel wagon. 

In 1888 Henry and Emma welcomed a baby boy 
into their home. They named him Irvin Frederick 
after the friend who had helped them print the 
Western Crank. 

The general conference of the Wesleyan Meth
odist Church met at Laotto, Indiana, in 1887. A black 
man named J. Augustus Cole spoke to the crowd. He 
begged them to send missionaries to his country, 
Sierra Leone, West Africa. 

' 
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The hearts of the people were moved. They 
voted to send Rev. A. W. Hall to Sierra Leone to see 
about opening up mission work there. 

Soon after New Year's Day in 1889, Henry re
ceived a letter from Rev. A. W. Hall. "I am planning 
to take a trip to Africa," he wrote, "to see about 
opening a mission field there. I would like to have 
you come with me." 

Henry and Emma were surprised. They prayed a 
long time about it. Sometimes they thought God 
wanted them to go. Sometimes they thought they 
should not go. 

Finally Henry wrote back to Rev. Hall, "We can
not feel clear about going to Africa with you." 

That April Henry and Emma paid off their debts. 
What a good feeling it was! 

But Henry worked as hard as ever. He and Mr. 
Ramsey wanted to start a new mission in the city of 
Washington. They went from house to house talk
ing to people about Jesus. They also helped hold ser
vices on the gospel wagon. 

The Johnstons were happy in the Lord's work. 
Baby Irvin was growing fast and bringing them much 
happiness. They were out of debt. Henry was going 
to be making $1,200 a year. God had been good to 
them. 

In July of 1889 another letter came from · Rev. 
Hall. He had returned from six weeks in Africa. He 
felt the time had come to send missionaries to Sierra 
Leone. Dr. Alice Harris was ready to go. 

"What does the letter say?" asked Emma, 
holding Irvin tightly. 

"He wants me to be pastor of St. John's church 
in Freetown, Sierra Leone." 

"When does he want us to go?" she whispered. 
"In three months." 
Henry and Emma shared the news with the 
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Baileys and the Ramseys. Everyone was praying for 
God to show the Johnstons what to do. 

One day Mrs. Bailey said to little Irvin, "No, in
deed. They are not going to take this baby to Africa 
to die there." 

The thought was also in Henry's and Emma's 
hearts. Was this what God wanted? Sierra Leone was 
known as "the white man's grave." No one knew in 
those days how to stop death from yellow fever and 
malaria. 

One day Henry took a piece of paper and a pen 
and wrote these words: "The Lord being my helper, I 
do this day give to the Lord and lay upon His altar, 
not to be mine any longer, my wife, my home, my 
child, my church, my friends, my plans of life, my 
health, my mind, my body, my pride, my all. Lord, 
take me and cleanse me and make me wholly 
Thine." 

As Henry prayed, he felt he could see light in 
only one direction and that was Africa. 

Emma's heart was not very happy over his 
choice. But she had promised God she would serve 
Him. She had promised Henry she would honor and 
obey him. So she said, "If Henry goes, I'll go with 
him." 

Once more they went in debt. Many things had 
to be bought to take to Africa. They bought train 
tickets so they could visit their families back home 
once more. 

Then on December 1, in Houghton, New York, 
Henry was ordained by Rev. Hall as an elder in the 
Wesleyan Methodist Church. 

The Johnstons traveled through deep snow by 
train to New York City. They spent a cold night on 
board the big steamship before they sailed. 

Rev. Hall and Rev. Dennis Kinney, two of the 
church leaders, came to pray with them on board the 
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ship. Rev. Kinney put his arms around Henry and 
said, "You will need to pray much." Then they were 
gone. 

Henry in turn put his arms around his wife and 
son. "All is left behind," he said. "Let us be to each 
other all that we can be." 
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Life in Free to 

The Johnstons and Dr. Alice Harris left a snowy 
white world when they left New York on December 
11, 1889. For over thirty days they lived in the blue 
and gray world of the Atlantic Ocean. But at last they 
were in the warm green world of Freetown, Sierra 
Leone, on the bank of a wide river. 

Brother Cole had sedan chairs for them to ride 
in when they left the ship. Henry was excited as the 
men wheeled them along the grassy streets. They 
saw gardens of palm, sugarcane, and orange and ba
nana trees. A cool breeze blew across the town to 
the green mountains rising beyond. 

"This is more beautiful than I ever dreamed," 
Henry said. For a time he forgot that he had brought 
his family to a place of sickness and death. 

The church had a large house on Pultney Street 
for the Johnstons and Dr. Harris to live in. It had nine 
rooms on the main floor. 

Henry began his work as pastor of St. John's 
Church. But he soon found that he could not work in 
Africa like he did in America. The hot weather made 
him feel weak. He and the other white people some
times had days of sickness and fever. 

He also learned that there were many churches 
in Freetown. What about the hundreds of people 
who lived far up the river? How soon could he go 
and tell them about Jesus? 

One day Henry and Emma had visitors . A son of 
Suluku, king of the Limba tribe, came with several 
men. Rev. Hall had met Suluku a few months be
fore . 
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"When are you going to send men to our coun
try to sit down and talk about God?" they asked. 

How sad Henry's heart was! He could only say 
they would come as soon as they could. He gave the 
men a letter and a present for King Suluku. 

Henry wrote to the members of the churches 
back in America. "Couldn't each member give 50 
cents for missions? We need money to go to these 
tribes. We need to build buildings and start a mis
sion station. Can't we have six more workers to help 
us in December?" 

Since Freetown was the only ocean harbor on 
the west coast of Africa, many ships came there from 
America. Often missionaries from other churches ar
rived to begin their work. Henry and Emma and 
Alice enjoyed meeting the new ones. Pultney House 
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became a stopping place for them. Henry enjoyed 
knowing a young American named Charles. He was a 
rosy-cheeked, happy man, strong and healthy, who 
helped Henry for awhile. 

It was very important for the white people to 
take medicine as soon as they became sick with 
fever. Some of the missionaries refused to take medi
cine. They believed God would take care of them. 
But several of them died. 

"It is foolish to refuse to take medicine," Henry 
told Emma. "God expects His children to take care of 
themselves as well as to trust in Him." 

Henry's heart was very sad when his good friend 
Charles became sick and died. "Why has God let us 
live?" he wondered. "I am not strong like Charles 
was. Even our children are not sick." 

By this time Henry and Emma had two children. 
Irvin's sister Mabel was born .in July. But Emma did 
not feel well and strong after Mabel was born. Dr. 
Alice did not know what to do. 

"We need to take a vacation," Henry decided. 
"Emma will get better if we can get away from this 
hot weather." 

On a mountain near the sea was a big house 
where they could stay awhile. Henry loaded his fam
ily in hammocks. They were carried up the moun
tain by the strong hammock men. It was October. 
They had been in Africa for nine months. Surely a 
vacation would put them in top shape again. Then 
they could go to the tribes up the river soon. 

One day Henry left his family in the house on 
the side of the mountain. He climbed clear to the 
top. Before him stretched the ocean shining in the 
sun. But Henry did not look at the ocean very long. 
He turned his eyes inland. 

Far across the lowlands he looked to the hills far 
away. His heart beat fast. Among those hills were 
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thousands of people who had never heard of Jesus. 
Later Henry said, "I felt like Moses seeing the 

Promised Land." 
There on the mountain Henry knelt down. 

"Thank You, Jesus, for leading me to Africa. I be
lieve You are going to give us a mission station some
where among those hills." 
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When the Johnston family came down from the 
mountain, they found Dr. Alice Harris sick. Emma 
took care of her for two weeks. Then Emma was sick. 
She did not get any better. Another doctor was 
called. "She needs to go back to America. It is cold 
there now. Frost kills malaria." 

Henry's heart sank. How could this be? Here it 
was December. He had hoped six new workers 
would come and they could go to the tribes inland. 
Instead they were going to have to leave and go back 
home. 

He walked about the mission house, thinking 
and praying. 

"If others could be ready to come with me, I can 
come right back from the States and go inland. We 
could still get to the tribes before the rainy season 
starts." 

He sat down to write his plans to Rev. Hall. He 
asked him to try to have workers ready to come back 
to Africa with him. "I am leaving it all with Jesus and 
letting Him carry my loads. I have gained four 
pounds!" 
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After only six weeks in America, Henry boarded 
a ship once more. Leaving his family behind, he was 
going back to Sierra Leone. But he was not alone. J. 
B. Omerod was going with him. Mr. Omerod was 
leaving his family behind, too. The men wanted to go 
inland. They hoped to get a house built for their fam
ilies to live in. 

It seemed to Henry that the ship could not go 
fast enough. They were going to Liverpool, England, 
first, then on to Africa. But Henry got sick in En
gland, and they had to stay seven days in dirty, slop
py Liverpool. 

While Henry lay in bed in that strange place, he 
thought and prayed. He felt lonely and unhappy. But 
God reminded him of the wonderful words in Joshua 
1 :9. Henry knew that God would be with him and 
would give him the promised land - a mission sta
tion among the tribes. 

On April 23, 1891, the ship steamed into Free
town's beautiful harbor. By working fast they were 
able to have their supplies ready to go inland within 
a week. At last they were settled in a boat starting up 
the wide river. 

A day's boat ride brought them to Port Lokoh 
where they had to go on foot. Henry and Mr. 
Omerod rode in hammocks part of the time to save 
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their strength in the hot weather. Several strong men 
were carrying the supplies on their heads. 

One day on the trip Henry gave Mr. Omerod a 
haircut. When he had finished, he stepped back to 
look and suddenly burst out laughing. "You've got a 
bush cut sure!" 

As for Henry, he had grown a beard to make 
himself look older. He thought the Africans would 
not look up to someone who looked so young. 

On another day one of the African boys, while 
chopping firewood, cut his big toe with the hatchet. 
Henry hated to see anyone suffer. Big tears fell from 
Henry's eyes as he helped wrap up the boy's foot. 

The trail through the bush was overgrown and 
hard to travel. But Henry found much to enjoy. 
Sometimes he picked a little flower or a sprig of 
green fern. He carried it with him to look at as he 
traveled. 

It took six days to reach Big Bumba, the town 
where King Suluku lived. Henry and Mr. Omerod 
kept looking for a good place to build a mission sta
tion. They wanted several acres so they could raise 
some crops. Someday they hoped to build a school. 
They would teach boys and girls to be good workers 
and to live for Jesus. 

At last they stood among the tall stone moun
tains overlooking Big Bumba. Henry stared at the 
great cliffs towering one above the other and 
thought, "What a mighty God I serve!" 

In Suluku's town they were led to the barry, a 
large round space surrounded by low mud benches. 
All of the important meetings or palavers were held 
in the barry. To Henry's surprise King Suluku was not 
ready to let them have a place for a mission. They 
spent four days at Big Bumba. Every day a big palav
er was held in the barry, but Suluku would not say 
yes. 
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Henry had no choice but to leave. They went 
from one town to another. Each African leader made 
an excuse for not letting them have some land. 

But Henry did not give up. He believed the 
promise God had given him. He made up his mind to 
push on and see a mission built for God. 

"This is God's work," he told Mr. Omerod, "and 
we are God's men. If it fails, let's see to it that it's not 
our fault." 

Finally Mr. Omerod went back to Freetown. 
Henry stayed to try again to get land. He talked to a 
chief named Commander who seemed friendly. 
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Commander told him, "The people are afraid to let 
white men come and live here. They think you are 
going to take our country. They are afraid their slaves 
will run away, and you will set them free. You must 
tell them you have just come to teach God's Word." 

Henry spent Sunday in Commander's town. 
How he prayed that God would open the door for 
them to have a mission in the tribes. 

Commander agreed to let Henry hold an eve
ning service. He sent the town crier to call the peo
ple to the barry. It was the first time some of them 
had been so close to a white man. They were full of 
fear. 

As they listened, Henry told them of the great 
God who loved them. The people could hardly be
lieve it. Why hadn't they heard this good news be
fore? Could the white man be lying? 

The words of love went deep into the heart of 
one of the daughters of Commander. She began to 
cry. Her mother took her away from the barry. She 
wondered if the white man had bewitched the child . 
The little girl kept crying far into the night. 

When morning came, the big men of the coun
try told Henry he must go. With a sad heart he be
gan to make ready for the day's march. 

"Wait! Wait!" Commander came from his house 
and called to Henry. "Let us talk about this some 
more. I will go with you to King Massiali. My little 
daughter keeps crying and begging for the white 
man to stay. Perhaps, 0 chiefs, we are turning our 
true friend from us." 

Commander went with Henry to see King Mas
siali. A big palaver was held. Henry was allowed to 
speak to the people and tell them why he had come. 
After much talking, they said the missionaries could 
come. But they must get permission from the chief at 
Port Lokoh. 
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Back to Port Lokoh Henry went to talk to that 
chief. 

"Yes, you can sit down up-country," said the 
chief, "if you get a letter from the governor at Free
town." 

Henry was both glad and sad as he took a boat 
down the wide river to Freetown. He was glad that 
God had taken care of him for 24 days in the bush. 
He was glad he had the promise of a place among 
the tribes. He was sad because he was going to have 
to wait. He wondered how soon he could go and be
gin building the mission house. 
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"I surely didn't plan to be stuck in Freetown 
during the rainy season," Henry said to Mr. Omerod. 
"But here we are, and we might as well make the 
best of it." 

From May to October is the rainy season in 
Sierra Leone. Henry had gotten back to Freetown 
from his visit with the African leaders on May 23. 
Right away he went to the government men in Free
town. England ruled Sierra Leone at that time. He 
talked to the Englishmen in the government office. 
He told them what he wanted. 

"I am sure it will be all right for you to go in
land," the men told him. "But you must wait until 
everything is taken care of in the proper way." 

As the weeks and months passed, Henry under
stood why he was in Freetown during the rainy sea
son. God knew how long it would take to get the 
needed papers. Now they would be ready to go into 
the bush and begin building during the dry season. 

"While we're waiting, I can make the doors and 
windows for the house," said Mr. Omerod. 

"We can study the Temne language," Henry 
said. 

It was hard to wait. They missed their families . 
But the two men kept busy. 

At last, on October 9 the men loaded supplies 
into a boat. They headed inland again. Surely all 
would go well when the African leaders saw the im
portant letter from the governor! 

What a difference the rainy season had made in 
the trail! The streams and rivers were flooded. They 
struggled through mud and water. The high , tough 
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grass whipped and cut them. "We need catcher's 
masks!" Henry said. 

Henry told his African carriers that they would 
not be traveling on Sunday. That was God's day. He 
also told them they would be given no rum or to
bacco in payment. But he always paid them fairly, 
and they learned to trust him. 

When the missionaries and their carriers 
reached Commander's town, they stopped. This 
would be their headquarters until all the palavers 
were over and the mission land was agreed upon. 

Commander arranged the first big palaver with 
King Makari. Henry was learning that Africans take 
their time about everything. Loud drumming an
nounced their coming. They were seated in the 
king's large barry. About 300 people crowded 
around. 

For two hours Henry and Mr. Omerod sat in the 
hot sun. The people danced and played loud music 
to welcome them. Henry decided there was at least 
one person hotter than he was. That was the medi
cine man. He had a large mask on his head and ani
mal skins on his body. The poor fellow was grunting 
loud enough for Henry to hear him! 

Henry and the king exchanged presents. But the 
king didn't think the present was big enough. The 
king tried to speak in a big thundering voice. 

"Don't you know I'm the biggest king in the 
country?" he asked. "Do you think you can come 
and shake the hand of a great king like me with such 
a little present? This is my country. I don't have to let 
you have a place here. I won't let Commander show 
you the road anymore I" 

At last they let Henry speak. "We are God-men. 
We do not have great riches. We do not come here 
to make money but to do good. We do not ask you 
for anything but a place to live and build a house. 
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We came because God sent us. We are looking for 
people who want us to sit down with them and tell 
them about God." 

Henry gave the king a blanket and some money. 
Then Makari said his heart was full. 

The missionaries had to go through another big 
palaver with King Massiali. Gifts were exchanged and 
a big feast was held. This king also wanted a bigger 
present. 

Between palavers Henry slipped off into the 
bush to pray. He needed God's help to be patient 
and to keep holding on. The palavers lasted for 
twelve days! 

Finally Henry had made all the kings and chiefs 
happy. An agreement was reached. Forty acres of 
land were sold to the mission for $125.00. The land 
was in northern Sierra Leone in the Kunso Chief
dor;n. 

Henry didn't know at the time how God was 
planning everything so well. Kunso was the only 
chiefdom which had the three main tribes: Temne, 
Limba, and Loko. This was very important as the mis
sion work grew. 

It seemed almost too good to be true! They had 
their own land at last! 
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Henry stood in an old house in the center of the 
town of Kunso. Mr. Omerod was lying in bed, sick 
with fever. 

"I'm sorry you have to lie here in this musty, 
damp house," Henry said. He shook his head sadly. 
"You would be much better off out on our grassy 
mission land." 

"Don't worry," Mr. Omerod replied. "I'll soon 
be well again." And he was. He had the fever often, 
but he always got well quick. 

The men were staying in Kunso until Com
mander and his people got a mission house built as 
they had promised. 

"This house is full of bug-a-bugs!" said Henry. 
He and Mr. Omerod were settling down for the 
night. White ants had just about taken it over. 

Often at night the people of Kunso gathered in 
front of the house to dance. The beat of the tom
toms kept the men awake much of the night. 

In the meantime the men of Kunso had helped 
the missionaries build a round house. It was really an 
open barry about 20 feet across. It had a roof over it. 
They planned to use it as a shop and storehouse. 

"I think we can make that mud barry into a place 
for us to live," Henry said one day. "We can build a 
mud wall around half of it. We can move our things 
out there." 

"That's a good plan," Mr. Omerod said. "It may 
be months before Commander's people get the 
house built." 

Henry found a dozen boys who would work 
with him. He gave each boy two yards of cloth. It 
took them four days to build a mud wall. Soon there 
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was a half-moon house! It was 20 feet on the flat side 
and 10 feet across the widest part. 

On the day before Christmas 1891, the two mis
sionaries moved out of the old, musty house. They 
moved into the new, little half-moon house out 
among the palm trees. 

In the yard was a tiny kitchen. It had a clay brick 
oven. There Mason, their cook, fixed the rice. An
other boy, named Mormo, also stayed with them. He 
knew some English, so he was the interpreter for the 
missionaries. Mason and Mormo slept in the little 
outdoor kitchen. 

Henry was so happy to be living on the mission 
land. He thought it was the next-best Christmas pres
ent he could have had. The best one would have 
been for his family to be there with him. 

Commander's people were working on the big 
mission house nearby. What a racket they made! 
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Two men beat big wooden drums to cheer the work
ers on. They sang and shouted and did a little work. 

"We want rum and 'baccyl" the workers cried 
when Henry came near. 

"No, I do not use rum or tobacco. I will not have 
any of it around," Henry told them. 

The headman tried to change Henry's mind. 
"You must give the men rum or tobacco or the work 
will spoil." 

"I will pay the men their money. But I will not 
give them rum or tobacco," Henry said firmly. 

Late Christmas Eve, Henry and Mr. Omerod 
were getting ready for bed. They heard voices out
side the half-moon house. Commander and 30 men 
came crowding into the tiny room. They held a two
hour palaver. Commander wanted more pay for 
building the house. He wanted part of the money 
now. He wanted the men to be given tobacco. 

"I can arrange the first two, but no tobacco!" 
was Henry's answer. 

It was nearly eleven o'clock when the guests left. 
Henry and Mr. Omerod lay in bed thinking about 
the Christmas Eve palaver. They wondered about 
their families 6,000 miles away in America. 

Henry heard sounds of yelling and people mov
ing about outdoors. He opened his eyes in the gray 
light. "0-oh I" he thought. "The people are wanting 
to start work early since Commander's in town I" 

He rolled out of bed to give the workers their 
orders. What a strange reason for getting up early on 
Christmas morning! 

Soon the people were busy working on the new 
mission house. Henry had to keep close watch to be 
sure the work was done right. He also learned what a 
chief means when he says he will build you a house. 
He means his wives and slaves do the work, and the 
chief keeps the money! Henry decided the work got 
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done better if he hired each worker on his own. 
Christmas Day passed rather quietly. After all, 

hardly anyone in Kunso knew anything about Christ
mas. 

"White man want for buy fish?" called a voice. 
An old man was offering fresh fish for sale. Henry, 
Mr. Omerod, Mason, and Mormo were happy to 
have a fish dinner on Christmas Day. 

That evening they were enjoying a quiet talk. 
Henry received a Christmas present he had not ex
pected. Mason, the African boy who worked for 
them, said, "I no pray to devils now. I pray to Jesus." 

How thrilled Henry was. Here was the first per
son beginning to turn to Jesus in Kunsol 

The next day was a big market day in the town. 
People from the country brought in bananas and 
pawpaws. They brought teetees, beans, sweet pota
toes, and dried meat. Some little boys brought Henry 
a lot of teetees for a penny. 

"These are one of my favorite fruits," Henry 
said. "I'm going to try to can some of these." 

He found two jars and canned two quarts. The 
teetee is like a small, dark red cherry. It has a soft pit 
and no sour taste. 

One day Jerry Rike came to Kunso. He was an 
African Christian. He came to help get the new Wes
leyan mission started. Jerry was a good interpreter. 
He helped the missionaries hold services. 

"I wish we had a magic lantern!" Henry often 
said. It was a simple machine which used a light to 
show pictures at night. Henry wanted to use it to 
draw the people in to hear the gospel. Maybe some
one in America would send them a magic lantern 
someday. 

But he did the best he could to get a crowd to
gether. Every morning he held a service .for the peo
ple before they started working on the house. 
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One day Henry felt like he should preach about 
devil worship. All the people prayed and made sacri
fice to devils. They believed the devils were bad and 
would hurt them unless they worshiped them. Since 
God was good, they had nothing to fear from Him, 
they thought. 

After Henry preached against devil worship, one 
of the men had a dream. 

"I saw the white man clubbing the devils out of 
the sacred bush near town," he told everyone. The 
whole town became upset, and the headman called 
a meeting. 

"White men no like the devil little bit," some
one said. 

"We afraid they drive all the devils out of the 
country," said another. "Then who help us when 
devils be gone way?" 

A messenger was sent to the mission. He told the 
white men to please not drive the devils away. The 
next Sunday not one boy was allowed to come to the 
mission for Sunday school. 

"I wish I could club the devil I" Henry told Mr. 
Omerod. "I'd like to club him right out of these peo
ple's hearts!" 
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ogether Again 

Henry and Mr. Omerod had been in Africa a 
year without their families. 

"A messenger will come any day now. Soon our 
families will be coming," Henry said. It had been 
months since they had received any word from the 
church leaders in America. 

Still no word came. It took about 32 days for mail 
to get across the ocean by boat. Then a messenger 
had to travel six days to get the letters from Free
town to Kunso. Very short, important messages were 
sent by cable which had been laid deep in the ocean 
a few years before. But sending a cable cost a lot. It 
was used only in times of great need. 

"We are getting low on supplies," said Henry .. 
"We're going to have to go to Freetown." 

"Maybe there will be news waiting for us when 
we get there," Mr. Omerod said. 

Leaving the new mission in charge of Jerry Rike, 
the African helper, the two men headed for the 
coast. 

When they reached Freetown, there was no 
news about their families. The men bravely counted 
their blessings: good health, God's help, and the 
promises of God. Peace filled their hearts. They 
spent the next few days shopping for supplies to take 
back to the mission. 

At last the time came for them to head back in
land. A messenger dashed up to them. What's this? 
Henry wondered. A cable from America! 

"Our families are on their way!" 
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"That means they will get here in April," said 
Mr. Omerod. 

Henry thought for a moment. "We'll barely have 
time to get them to the mission before the rains be
gin." 

"What will we do?" Mr. Omerod wondered. 
"There is only one house." 

"We have a month yet. I'll hurry back to the mis
sion and try to get things ready for our families," 
Henry decided. 

Henry was soon on his way. In a few days Jerry, 
Mormo, and a crowd of little boys welcomed him 
back to Kunso. 

But all was not well at the mission station. 
"What is going on there on the west side of our 

mission land?" Henry asked Jerry Rike. 
"Some men are trying to take some of the land," 

Jerry told him. "They claim the dividing line is not 
where you say it is." 

Henry soon found that several men had gotten 
the king to agree to their plan. They said they under
stood that a stone much closer to the mission house 
was the marker for the line. 

Henry knew he would have to have another big 
palaver to get this settled. As it turned out, God 
brought good out of it all. The palaver was held. 
Henry faced the king with the truth. King Massiali 
said Henry was right. He ordered the other men to 
get off the mission land. 

Then the king began telling Henry how he 
should treat devils. 

"You must not shoot the devils. Make them an 
offering of flour." 

"No, we won't do that!" Jerry spoke up quickly. 
Henry asked if he could speak to the people. 

Everyone in the king's barry was looking at the white 
man. At first he talked about devils. Then he felt 
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God's Spirit filling him with a message about the gos
pel. For a long time Henry had been wanting a 
chance to preach to King Massialil 

Later, when Henry stopped preaching, Com
mander spoke up. "Good! But it is too much to ex
pect the old men to give up the devils. Take the chil
dren. They will hear you and grow up to serve God." 

"Don't leave it for your children!" Henry 
begged. "God does not want anyone to be lost!" 

Henry's heart went out to the old men who lis
tened. They seemed to drink in every word of his 
message. 

For three weeks Henry worked hard to get an
other house built. He set posts and put up a roof. He 
made 8,000 dried bricks. But it was time to go back to 
Freetown before the house was done. 

The day after Henry got to Freetown, the ship 
came into the harbor. What a happy time it was for 
Henry and Mr. Omerod to see their families again! 

But there was bad news as well. The ship offi
cials had told Emma Johnston and Mrs. Omerod that 
there was not room for everything they wanted to 
take with them. Henry hardly knew what to think. 
They had ordered a great many supplies to last them 
for the next six months. But they had been left be
hind in New York. 

"The Lord will show us the way through," Henry 
said. 

Dr. Alice Harris had been staying at another mis
sion. She would now be going to Kunso with them. 
Just think! There would be five missionaries at Kun
so, thought Henry. 

But his happiness did not last long. Mrs. 
Omerod had been in Africa only three days when 
she became sick. The Johnston family went on to 
Kunso by themselves. Surely the Omerods would be 
able to come soon. But it was not to be. 
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Dr. Alice stayed with Mrs. Omerod, who did not 
recover soon. Her heart was affected. She was not 
strong enough to stay in Africa. What a disappoint
ment! 

Mr. Omerod made a trip to Kunso to take Dr. 
Harris. How he longed to stay and help. But he must 
take his family back to America. 

What fun four-year-old Irvin and two-year-old 
Mabel had. They explored the mission farm with 
their mother Emma. How proudly Henry must have 
shown them the half-moon house. They saw the new 
mission house built by Commander's people. They 
looked at the partly finished house Henry had hur
ried to build, and then the crops. How Henry and 
Mr. Omerod had worked to clear ground and plant 
crops I There were cassava, sweet potatoes, corn, cot
ton, banana and orange trees, and pineapples. 
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"Someday, God helping us, we will have a 
school here," Henry told Emma and Alice Harris. 
"We will teach the chi ldren to work and to read and 
write. They will stay here at the mission. We will 
teach them to live for God." 
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Henry lay staring up at the grass roof. Emma and 
Dr. Alice were nearby. He had been sick with fever 
about 20 times since coming to Africa. But every time 
he was able to get up in a few hours. Now he was 
much sicker than he had been before. 

"It is yellow fever," Dr. Alice whispered to Em
ma. "I have done all I know to do." 

How helpless they felt! Emma reached for her 
Bible. The Johnston family always read Psalm 103 in 
times of trouble and in times of joy. Sitting by the 
bed, Emma began to read. 

"Bless the Lord, 0 my soul, and forget not all his 
benefits: who forgiveth all thy sins; who healeth all 
thy diseases." 

Surely God was the only one who could help 
them now. Emma could see that her husband's face 
looked deathly. 

"He is in Your hands, 0 God," she prayed. "You 
are loving and kind." 

Slowly Henry got better. But he did not dare try 
to work too soon. He tried to patch the leaky grass 
roof. Often he wished for a metal roof. Not only 
were there leaks; there was danger of fire. 

Henry began to visit with people. He held some 
services. A few people began to throw away their 
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charms, or fetishes. They said they were trusting 
Jesus. 

On September 18, 1892, Henry held the first 
baptism in the small river that ran by the mission 
land. Mason, the boy who spoke out for Jesus the 
first Christmas at Kunso, was baptized that day. 

Henry, Jerry Rike, and Mason often went to 
nearby towns to hold services. How Henry loved to 
tell the good news of God's love and salvation to 
those who had never heard I 

Henry found out that one of the boys he had 
hired as a hammock carrier could speak some En
glish. His name was Soorah. He hired him to work at 
the mission. 

Henry came to love and trust Soorah, who was 
growing as a Christian. Henry, Jerry, and Soorah 
went to preach in Soorah's village. Soorah carried 
Henry on his back through the wet places. 

"It would be good to have a horse to ride when I 
go and preach," Henry told Emma. He wrote this in 
one of his letters to the Church in America. 

But he did not have a horse. He had to depend 
on his African friends to help him over the rivers. 
Soorah was strong and loved to help Henry, who was 
thin and often weak from fever. 

One day Henry and Soorah reached a river. A 
strange sort of bridge had been made. A small tree 
had been cut down on each side of the bank. They 
had fallen into the water. Someone tied them to
gether in the middle. The trees were about a foot 
thick near the banks. In the middle the small ends 
were propped up on sticks. They were sloping down 
toward the center. Three feet of water flowed over 
them! 

"I carry you across, sah," said Soorah. 
"I believe you can," Henry answered. He got on 

Soorah's back. Carefully the African man inched 
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along with his bare feet clinging to the logs. Soon 
Henry was safe and dry on the other side. 

Not long after this some people in America start
ed a "horse fund." They began taking up money to 
send to Henry to buy a horse. Even the children 
helped by bringing in their pennies. (That was be
fore there was a YMWBI} 

On Christmas Day Henry baptized two young 
men. One of them was Soorah. In Africa the young 
people took different names when they were bap
tized. They wanted to be called by "Christian" 
names. Often the missionaries named them after a 
godly person in America. Soorah was named Dennis 
Kinney after one of the leading men in the Church. 
The other boy was named Martin Luther. 

"Another December has come and gone," 
Henry said. '~We still do not have any new workers. 
The mission cannot grow unless we have more 
help." 

Dr. Alice Harris was going to have to return to 
America. She had been in Africa for three years. 
"She is really our pioneer missionary," Henry wrote 
to the people back home. 

If Dr. Alice left, Henry and Emma would be the 
only missionaries on the field. It was hard for Henry 
to understand why people did not answer God's call 
to Africa. 

But Dr. Alice did not leave when she planned to. 
Something happened, and she had to stay at Kunso. 

One day Henry was helping to build a wall. He 
was several feet off the ground. Suddenly he fell. 
Emma and Dr. Alice came hurrying out. He could not 
move. Dr. Alice looked him over carefully. Henry's 
back was hurt. His left ankle was badly sprained, and 
his left arm was broken. 

They helped him to bed and tried to make him 
comfortable. He . was unable to get out of bed for a 
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week. Three weeks later he wrote a letter to the peo
ple back home. "I have had a good time resting in 
the Lord and saying Amen to His dealings with me." 

Henry spent much time praying as he was get
ting well. He asked God for more workers. He 
prayed that they would soon be able to start a 
school. Dr. Alice was teaching two young men in the 
evening. One of these was named Abdullah. 

Abdullah was a Moslem. His father was dead. 
Commander, the chief, had become a father to him. 
Commander sometimes had sent Abdullah on er
rands to the mission. Abdullah thought the mission 
was an exciting place. His eyes danced when he saw 
the books and charts. 

"I wish I could come to school here," he 
thought. He talked to Commander about it. 

"If you give me money, you can go and stay at 
the mission," Commander said. He told him how 
much he had to pay. 

"It will take all the money I have saved," Ab
dullah thought. "But I want this more than any
thing." 

Abdullah gave Commander all his money. He 
came to live at the mission and learn about Jesus. 

Henry also thought a lot about Soorah, whom 
they now called Dennis. He was glad for the way 
Dennis carried him on his back sometimes. But how 
much better it would be if he had a horse. Then he 
could travel before his ankle got well. 

Slowly the weeks went by. May came again -
time for the rainy season once more. It had been 
three months since Henry had fallen. He was still 
lame. But God had taken care of his needs. The 
money came from America to buy a horse. 

There were not many horses in Sierra Leone. But 
the people got some to bring to Henry so he could 
choose one. 
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"They're smaller than American horses," said 
Henry. "That one there is as thin as I am! He's not 
very young. But he is well-trained. He seems to be 
easy to handle. I think he's the one I'll buy." The 
horse's name was Dubayaba. 

One day a messenger came from King Suluku. 
"Come and help me. I have a new plow. I want you 
to show me how to use it." 

No one had a plow in Africa. The people just 
dug up the ground a little with a stick or hoe and 
dropped the seeds in. 

Henry made an ox yoke for Suluku to use. There 
would be no oxen trained to pull a plow. Perhaps he 
could tell Suluku's men how to do it. 

Henry rode Dubayaba to Bumba where Suluku 
lived. That is, he rode part of the time. He· couldn't 
decide if it was easier to walk on his lame foot or to 
ride a skinny horse bareback! 
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When Henry saw Suluku's plow, he could hard
ly believe his eyes! It was nothing like the plows he 
had used on the Missouri prairie. This was a huge, 
heavy thing that Henry could hardly move. The peo
ple gathered around to watch. 

"We'll try it out first if we can get enough men 
to pull it," Henry decided. 

Several offered to help. Sixteen men began pull
ing on the rope tied to the big plow. This is terrible! 
he thought. The plow was dull and the dirt caked on 
it instead of falling away nicely. He was glad the 
farmers at home couldn't see what a bad furrow he 
had plowed. 

The Africans had never seen such a good fur
row! They clapped and cheered when they saw this 
amazing machine stirr ing up the soil. Henry did not 
have the heart to tell them how bad it was I 

Before they left Bumba, Dennis got the chance 
to talk to the people of the town. He told them what 
he had found out since living at the mission. 

"White man comes with God talk - not to take 
our land." 

King Suluku and the people listened carefully. 
They believed what Dennis said. He was one of 
them. 

"Now we hear the word from one of our own 
people. Just to pull us from the fire - no more -
they come," said Suluku. 

Henry bought a cow and calf from Suluku. Now 
the Johnston family could have milk. Suluku gave 
, him a sheep, a goat, and four chickens to take home. 

They soon found that their riches brought them 
problems. The sheep didn't want to go with them. 
The calf got away. Dubayaba got loose and started 
back toward Bumba. The African people were as 
frightened of a horse as they were of a tiger. Every
one ran away instead of trying to catch him! 
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They had just gotten things together again when 
more trouble came. 

"Look! There's the chief's horse! He's mean and 
wild!" 

Sure enough, the horse owned by one of the 
chiefs had gotten loose. He was known for his mean 
temper. 

"Giddap, Dubayaba. Let's get away!" cried 
Henry. 

But Dubayaba sensed the spirit of the other 
horse. He got ready for a fight. He pawed the ground 
and tossed his head. 

"I must get off before they begin to fight!" 
thought Henry. But it was too late. The chief's horse 
was charging upon them. Henry jerked his helmet 
from his head. Whack! He hit the horse with the hel
met right between the eyes! Before the horse could 
come at him again, Henry jumped to the ground. He 
grabbed a stone and threw it at the mad horse. 

Dennis and Abdullah were showering the horse 
with stones. The angry horse did not want to give up. 
Finally he quit charging at Dubayaba, and they were 
able to go on . 

In July 1893 a new missionary came to live at 
Kunso. Her name was Estelle Johnston. She came to 
be a little sister to Irvin and Mabel. Henry and Emma 
welcomed her. But it would be a long time before 
she could tell any Africans about Jesus! 
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a Son Dies 

"It's up to the kings and chiefs," Henry told Em
ma. "If the big men will give us their children, we 
will open the mission school." 

Henry knew the school would be a success if the 
chiefs were in favor of it. He rode Dubayaba around 
to the villages. He asked parents to let their children 
come to school. But they held back. 

"Who go for work in rice field if my pickins 
(children) go for live at mission?" 

"If I give you my child, he live to the mission a 
few years. He come home again. He will be too 
proud to live in our little houses. He go say it is too 
dirty." 

Henry kept praying and waiting. One day King 
Massiali decided what he would do. "I see that God
talk is good for my people," he said. "I give you 
some of my sons for your school." 

The African kings and chiefs had many wives 
and many children. King Massiali kept his promise. 
One day a bright-looking boy about 13 years old 
came to Kunso. Massiali had sent the first one of his 
sons to go to school. The boy's name was Bosom (Bo
sum). 
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Henry opened the school in June 1893 with five 
pupils. The children were taught to work in the 
mornings. Then they were taught to read and write 
in the afternoons. Through the summer more chil
dren came. In August there were nine. 

Those were busy days. Henry and Emma had all 
the mission work to do. They did the preaching, the 
teaching, and the building. They took care of their 
own three children. 

How Henry enjoyed his children! When he rode 
away on Dubayaba to preach, he always looked for
ward to the welcome home at the mission. All the 
schoolchildren gathered around to greet him. But 
the happiest face was Irvin's. 

"Papa's here!" he would shout, jumping up and 
down with excitement. 

That summer Henry baptized Abdullah. He 
named him William Leuty after a Christian man in 
Iowa who gave hundreds of dollars to missions. Den
nis and William kept studying the Bible and learning 
to read and write. Henry hoped these young men 
would be ready soon to preach to their own people. 
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In October 1893 Henry organized the first Wes
leyan Methodist church among the tribes of Sierra 
Leone. Seven members joined the church. Six oth
ers were taken in "on trial." It was a big day at the 
mission. God was very near as the new African Chris
tians and the missionaries took communion to
gether. 

A few days later everyone was startled by the 
call, "Fire!" The bamboo roof of one of the mission 
buildings had been set ablaze by a cooking fire. 
Quickly a long line of people formed. They handed 
buckets of water from the river to the burning build
ing. Everyone was thankful that the flames were put 
out before they spread to other buildings. 

"It would be wonderful to have at least one 
building with a metal roof," said Henry. "Then we 
could put our most valuable things there." 

One day Henry went to see King Massiali. "Your 
boys are turning to God," he told the king. 

"When you think they're ready to be baptized, I 
will come and watch," the king promised. 

"Won't you put your trust in God, too?" Henry 
asked. 

"I no trust other thing," answered Massiali, 
wanting to please Henry. 

"Give me your devil charms, then," Henry said. 
Massiali only laughed and backed away. 
In October Henry's dream began to come true. 

The African boys began to go out and preach to their 
own people. Dennis (Soorah) came back from his 
first service with his face shining. He was ready to 
carry the good news about Jesus far into the Limba 
country. 

December came again. Henry always hoped for 
new workers to come from America at this time of 
the year. He and Emma needed more help if the 
work was going to keep growing. He traveled all he 
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could, feeling much stronger now. 
His lameness was gone. It was a good thing. 

Poor, old, skinny Dubayaba died! Henry felt bad be
cause the people in America had been so good to 
give money to buy him a horse. But God gave him 
Dubayaba when he needed a horse the most. 

"I can walk now," he wrote. "I don't need a 
horse!" 

Good news reached Henry in late December. 
New workers were coming. George and Anna Clarke 
sailed from America on November 22, 1893. 

"I must go to Freetown to bring them inland," 
Henry told his family. 

"You will have to be gone on Christmas," Emma 
said. 

But how good it would be to have two more 
missionaries, they agreed. 

A few days before Henry left for Freetown, Irvin 
said, "Papa, which time will we go to God?" 

"Do you want to go?" Henry asked. 
"Yes, I want to go to God's town - that place 

you preached to the people about last time." 
Henry was glad Irvin wanted to be with God. But 

he hoped he didn't go to heaven for a long time yeti 
He was thankful that his five-year-old boy was so 
healthy and happy here in Africa. 

Before Henry left for the coast he baptized a boy 
named Masso. His name became Adam Crooks. 

Henry and his men went to Freetown. It took 
many days to get Clarkes' baggage ready to carry to 
Kunso. Henry enjoyed sharing with George and 
Anna Clarke his hopes for the spreading of the gos
pel in Sierra Leone. 

"I would like to see a mission station built in 
Limba country within the next year. All the Loko 
tribe is open to us. I believe we can start a new mis
sion station every year for the next five years. We can 
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keep up the old ones, too, if we will only be true to 
God," Henry said. 

Soon the baggage was loaded. Henry and the 
Clarkes made the boat trip up the river to Port 
Lokoh. Then 60 carriers took the supplies on their 
heads for the three-day march to Kunso. 

At the close of the first day's walk, they stopped 
for the night. They were ready to eat supper when a 
messenger came running to them. The man had 
walked for 16 hours to reach them. Could some
thing be wrong? 

The messenger greeted Henry but stopped to 
whisper something to Dennis and William. 

"Missus sent me .... " Henry caught those 
words. 

The messenger turned to leave with Dennis and 
William. He wanted Henry to eat his supper before 
he heard the news. 

"What is it?" he asked. "Tell me what news my 
wife has sent." 

The messenger handed him a letter. When 
Henry read it, his heart almost stopped beating. Lit
tle Irvin had suddenly become sick and had died. He 
had wanted to go to God's town, and now he was 
there. 

When the carriers and the hammock men heard 
the news, they talked among themselves. Some of 
them came close around Henry. 

"We walk all night, all day. We go bring you to 
mission for to bury your boy," they offered. 

"They don't know what they are saying," Henry 
thought. "They couldn't hold out. Besides, I cannot 
leave Clarkes to make the trip by themselves." 

Quickly he wrote a letter to Emma and sent it by 
another messenger. Then he went to bed. But he 
could not sleep. He thought about those months in 
Washington when he was praying about going to Af-
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rica. Everyone warned him, "Your boy will die 
there." 

"But I gave Irvin to God," Henry whispered in 
the darkness. "God has a right to take him." 

They reached Kunso two and a half days later. 
Emma showed him the little grave under the palms 
near the chapel. Henry's heart felt heavy. But he 
knew he would see Irvin in heaven someday. 
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A Baptism and a Christmas Feast 

"Thank God for George and Anna Clarke," 
Henry whispered. Looking through the windows of 
the school, he could see Mrs. Clarke teaching the 
class. She had taken charge of the school as soon as 
she arrived at Kunso. 

Henry's mind was racing ahead. He was think
ing of all the things he could do now that more 
workers had come. "I can take the preacher boys 
and go to the Lokoh tribe. They've never heard 
about Jesus." 

It was the dry season, and Henry wanted to 
make every day count. Soon everything was ar
ranged for a trip into Lokoh country north of Kunso. 
Jerry Rike, Martin Luther, and Adam Crooks were 
going with Henry. Just before they left, an African 
preacher from another mission came to visit. Jerry 
was very happy to see Brother Parks, who had been 
like a father to him. 

"Won't you go with us to the Lokoh tribe?" 
Henry asked. He knew what a good preacher Broth
er Parks was. The Lokoh people would listen to a 
black preacher better than they would a white one. 

The five men were soon marching up the trail. 
The first evening a crowd of 200 gathered to hear 
Brother Parks preach. The old king of the Lokohs was 
there, too. But he had bought a lot of rum from an 
African trader. He was feeling bad from all his drink
ing. 
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The next morning the people gathered in again. 
Who should appear but the rum seller! He stepped 
up to the missionary group and said, "I'll be glad to 
turn word for you." He could speak the Lokoh lan
guage better than any of Henry's boys. They were 
glad to let the trader do the translating. 

Brother Parks began preaching and showing 
large Bible pictures. He got on the subject of drink
ing rum. He plainly told the crowd what God said 
about it. The rum trader looked very uncomfort
able. But he kept right on telling the people what the 
preacher said I 

The next day they left that town. They walked to 
the town of the big chief, Kangba. His town was on 
the beautiful hill of Katabai. At first the people said 
Kangba was not there. But afterwhile the great chief 
appeared. 

What a fine sight he was, dressed in his best! He 
was a tall man with a black mustache and beard. A 
broad-brimmed white hat was on his head. A white 
satin shirt gleamed from under his black robe. A 
brightly decorated sword swung at his side. He fit 
right in with the beautiful scenery. 

"What a lovely place this isl" thought Henry. He 
saw Kangba's town on green Katabai Mountain. Lit
tle farms were on its slopes. 

"This is so much more healthy than Kunso. 
Wouldn't it be wonderful to have a mission station 
up here on the hill? We could have a school for the 
Lokoh children. Adam and William could live here 
and preach all around the Lokoh country. We could 
build a rest house where missionaries could take a 
vacation. Yes, we ought to put a mission station here 
next year!" 

Henry's mind was filled with plans and hopes for 
the future. His heart was stirred as they walked 
through the Lokoh country. They held services in 15 
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towns and returned home very happy. 
"At least 1,000 people heard about Jesus for the 

first time!" Henry told Emma. "We must go back 
soon." 

"March 18 was the grandest day we've had yeti" 
Henry wrote to his friends in America. 

Early that Sunday morning an important visitor 
arrived and 20 people with him. King Massiali had 
come to see the baptismal service. Bosom, his son, 
was to be baptized as a Christian. The king had given 
his son to Henry for the mission school nine months 
before. Bosom was the first student. He was a bright 
boy who had quickly learned to love Jesus. 

The people of Kunso crowded into the chapel 
for the service. Many were standing outside looking 
in. Henry preached to them about sin and how Jesus 
came to take it away. The crowd was very quiet and 
God was near. 

Later the people gathered at the little river on 
the mission station. Three young men and two girls 
were to be baptized. Mormo was one of them. He 
and Mason had been the first helpers for Henry and 
Mr. Omerod. 

When Bosom stepped into the water, King Mas
siali watched every move. What would be Bosom's 
new Christian name? 

Henry and Emma had talked about this a lot. 
They missed their son Irvin very much. No one could 
ever take his place. But they did want another boy. 

"We can take one of the mission boys and pay 
his support," Henry had suggested. 

"It would be nice to have Bosom, the very first 
boy in the school," Emma said. 

"We can name him Henry Johnston when he is 
baptized," Henry had replied. 

So it had been decided. Bosom became Henry 
Johnston that day. King Massiali could be seen talk-
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ing to one of his men. He seemed pleased. 
As Henry baptized Bosom, a prayer went up 

from his heart. "Oh, God, may this boy preach the 
gospel in this land after my work here is finished!" 
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Diba was one of the girls who was baptized. She 
was named Alice Harris. Later Diba became the wife 
of Dennis Kinney (Soorah}. 

One Sunday evening several weeks later, Henry 
heard George Clarke calling for him to come out to 
the chicken house. Mr. Clarke had gone to lock the 
house. But the chickens would not go inside. He 
stepped inside and peered into the darkness to see 
what was wrong. Suddenly he saw a large black 
snake coiled near his feet. 

Henry came hurrying with his gun. But how can 
you get a good shot at a black snake by lantern light? 
Henry fired several times. But the snake got away. 

Three days later they heard the chickens mak
ing a terrible fuss. Could it be that snake again? Sure 
enough, there it was on top of the chicken house 
wall I Henry and George hurried out with two re
volvers and a rifle . Emma held the lanterns while the 
men made war on Mr. Snake. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! Eleven shots were fired. But 
somehow the snake escaped again. Henry and 
George were disappointed. 

"I didn't think we were such poor shots!" Henry 
laughed. 

The next morning they found they had not been 
such poor marksmen after all. The body of the snake 
was lying nearby with five bullet holes in it. He was 
six feet long and as big around as a man's arm! 

The year of 1894 had been an exciting one for 
the Kunso mission. Henry was glad for the progress 
that was being made. The devil had fought hard. It 
had not been easy. 

Now it was Christmas time again. It was the most 
wonderful Christmas ever for Henry in Africa. It was 
also to be Henry's last Christmas. 

On Christmas morning the Christians gath
ered for a service in the chapel. They had a good 
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time of worshiping the Lord together. Several peo
ple prayed and got their hearts right with God. 

After the service everyone began to help get 
Christmas dinner ready. A young goat was killed for 
meat. The cooking fires were built up. One boy put 
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on the big rice pot, another the soup kettle. One girl 
cooked sweet potatoes, and another fried plantains 
(cooking bananas). 

Others fixed long tables in the schoolhouse. 
Soon 34 people were enjoying an African dinner of 
rice and soup. What a happy time it was! After din
ner a ball was made for the boys. They played a game 
of ball American style I 

In the evening the chapel was full for another 
service. Henry was happy to use the new magic lan
tern to show pictures while he talked about Jesus. 
The Clarkes had brought it with them from Amer
ica. 
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"Our African Christians should be missionaries, 
too," Henry said to Emma one day. "I think we could 
have a home missionary society." 

"Yes, they need to think about sharing the gos
pel with others," she agreed. 

Henry gathered the Christians together to talk it 
over. It was exciting to think about branching out to 
a new place. 

"Masumbo is not far away," someone suggest
ed. Many of the mission boys had come from Ma
sumbo. 

"We can all give something to build a mission 
station." 

It was decided that Jerry Rike and his family 
would go to live in Masumbo. But first Henry would 
have to palaver with the big men of the town about 
some land. 

Henry found that the king had died. The Orok 
(judge) was in charge of things until a new king 
could be chosen. 

"We want land for God's business," Henry told 
the people of Masumbo. 

"Oh, I would be happy to let you come," said 
the Orok. "But I'm afraid of the kings. I can't sell 
land. Only kings can do that. If I do something 
wrong, the dead kings will haunt me. The kings to 
come will not like what I do." 
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Henry could not get the Orok to do anything. Fi
nally the men of the town marked off a rather small 
place for a mission. But no one would sell it. After a 
couple of days of palaver, Henry agreed to pay a tax 
each year for the use of the land. 

Hurrying back to Kunso, Henry dismissed school 
for three weeks. All the schoolboys went to Ma
sumbo to clear the land and begin building the new 
mission house. They were so happy that they could 
help take the gospel to their own people. 

It was exciting to see the second mission station 
going up. Right in the middle of this, even more ex
citing news came by mail. Two new missionaries, 
Rev. J. S. French and his wife Lucy, were already in 
Freetown. They were waiting for someone to come 
and take them inland. 

Henry had to think fast. He would go to Free
town while Brother Clarke continued the building at 
Masumbo. The women and children would have to 
take care of things at Kunso. 

Several days later a line of 40 carriers came up 
the trail to Kunso, bringing the Frenches' baggage. 
Henry had to try to get three families settled at the 
mission. 

A big surprise had come in the baggage. For 
three years Henry and Emma had wished for a small 
cookstove. Twice they had asked for one. The first 
time a little box stove for heating was sent. The next 
time they got a kerosene stove with an oven. It 
would have been perfect if kerosene did not cost so 
much. 

This time they had not asked for a stove. But 
here it was! A nice wood-burning cookstove with an 
oven. It was just the right size. At last Emma and the 
other ladies could bake bread for their families. 

It would soon be time for Johnstons to return to 
America for a rest. There were enough missionaries 
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to carry on the work. But there was one thing Henry 
wanted to do before he left. 

"I have wished many times for a cheaper and 
easier way of getting to the coast," he told Brother 
French and Brother Clarke. "The Maboli River runs 
just a mile north of here. It flows into the Scarcies 
River. A boat trip to the coast would be so much bet
ter than going through the bush. I want to explore 
the river." 

When the Africans heard about Henry's plan, 
they were sure it could not be done. "There are bad 
devils in the river that will not let boats go through," 
they said. 

"Well! We will just go and see what these devils 
do!" Henry decided. He was always glad for the 
chance to prove the devils had no power. 

The men began to build a boat. George Clarke 
drew up the plans. It was a boat sixteen feet long, 
three feet wide, and eleven inches deep. 

On March 23 the boat was put in the water. It 
was the driest time of the year. If they could go down 
the river during the dry season, they knew it would 
be a good way of getting to the coast. 

George Clarke went as captain and Henry as sur
veyor. Dennis, Tumboi, and Bokari were the rest of 
the crew. 

The trip down the river took two weeks. Often 
the boys had to climb out and haul the boat over 
sandbars and shallows. At night .they slept in towns 
along the bank. But two nights there were no towns. 
They made a tent by putting sheets up on the oars of 
the boat. 

Once they saw a crocodile, and another time, a 
huge hippopotamus. Twice, as they shot over rapids, 
the boat overturned among the stones. Henry was 
learning that the "devils" were the rapids and sand
bars! 
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The boat tore its way through 42 fish dams. The 
men saw big turtles weighing perhaps 100 pounds. 
Once they found a nest of 32 turtle eggs. 

The crew was surprised to run into a party of 
travelers on their way. The governor of Sierra Leone 
and his men had spent several weeks inland. The 
missionaries were invited to have the evening meal 
with Governor Cardue. 

As they got nearer the coast, they came to 
waterfalls that were not passable. One dropped 15 
feet. A boat could run the rapids at one side of the 
falls during the rainy season, but not when the river 
was low. 

Henry had found out what he wanted to know. 
They left the boat in charge of a chief and walked 
back to Kunso. It was possible, they decided, to get 
to the coast by boat during the rainy season . 
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The boat crew returned to Kunso to find Anna 
Clarke at the point of death from fever. Earnest 
prayer was made, and God healed her. 

With the healing came a moving of God's Spirit 
among the people. This was to be the Johnstons' last 
week at Kunso. 

"This would be a good time to have a week of 
special meetings," Henry said. "God is working." 

Plans were made, but things did not go as 
planned. George Clarke, Mr. and Mrs. French, and 
little Estelle Johnston all got sick. Instead of having 
special meetings, Henry and Emma had to run a hos
pital. 

There was nothing to do but put it all in God's 
hands. They must let Him work things out. 

The sick ones began to get better. Henry and 
Emma packed their things for the trip home. Suluku 
sent a sheep as a good-bye present. King Massiali 
came to see them. Commander sent presents. 

On April 25, 1895, the Johnstons left Kunso. 
"We'll be back! We'll be back!" they called to 

the people. 
"Don't stay too long in America!" the mission 

children begged. 
Before they left Freetown, Henry was invited to 

have breakfast with Governor Cardue. 
Henry and Emma felt they were leaving part of 

their hearts behind. As they got on the ship, they 
thought about the two mission stations. They 

69 



thought about all their African friends. They thought 
about the Clarkes and the Frenches. But most of all 
they remembered the lonely little grave under the 
palms at Kunso. 

"Even little Irvin was not too much to lay at the 
feet of our Lord," said Henry. 

Though they were very tired, Henry and Emma 
were happy to see their friends in America again. 
They went to many places by train. Everywhere they 
thanked people for praying for them and for giving 
money for the African mission. 

But Henry was not planning to lie around and 
rest. "I will take a church to pastor," he said. "God 
will help me to get strong again. Then we can return 
to Africa." 

The Johnstons went to live at Wheaton, Illinois. 
Henry was pastor of the Wesleyan church there. The 
people loved him, and he enjoyed working there. 

In October the 1895 General Conference of the 
Wesleyan Methodist Church was held at Fairmount, 
Indiana. The men wanted to hear from Henry him
self about the work in Africa. 

Henry and Emma went to Fairmount so he could 
report to the conference. Emma would not let him 
go alone. She was sure the fever was not all gone 
from his body. He was not strong. She knew he 
would get sick and need her care. 

She was right. While they were at Fairmount, 
Henry became ill. Emma was afraid. She could see 
that he was as sick as he had been in Africa when he 
was close to death. Doctors were called. They did 
everything they knew to do. But none of the medi
cines helped. 

The people at the general conference were 
shocked to hear that Henry W. Johnston, their first 
missionary, had gone home to heaven. 

Memorial services were held at Fairmount, at 

70 



.. . ·. ~":,··· 

71 



College Springs, and at Wheaton. Henry's body was 
taken back to Missouri to be buried in Nodaway 
County. 

When news of his death reached Africa, a ser
vice was held at Kunso. The mission people were 
filled with sadness. 

"Our father is dead. We no get him again," they 
cried. 

But Henry's work did not die. His hopes and 
dreams lived on. His vision for the work came true. 
New stations were opened. The Africans preached to 
their own people. 

For several years the missionaries in Sierra Le
one met people who remembered Henry. Everyone 
spoke of him with great love and respect. 

One prayer of Henry's was answered in a won
derful way. Bosom, King Massiali's son who had 
been given the name of Henry Johnston, became a 
preacher. For many years he went far and wid~ tell
ing of Jesus. 

Note 

In the eleven years following the death of Henry W. Johnston, 
nine other missionaries to Sierra Leone laid down their lives. 
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