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PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF
ESTHER CARSON WINANS

By Dr. H. Orton Wiley

I first met Esther Carson at the corner of Lake Ave-
nue and Washington Street in Pasadena, at the opening
of the first semester in 1910. She was living at this time
in Lompoc and had been advised by Fred Shields (now
Dr. Fred J. Shields of E.N.C.) to attend Pasadena Col-
lege. It seems he had held a meeting in the Lompoc
Valley during the summer vacation and had met Esther
at that time. We were waiting for the college bus—
there was no city transportation to the college then—
and as dean I was opening the first sessions of the college
on the new Pasadena campus. I said to her, “Are you
planning to go out to the college?” She replied in the
affirmative, stating that she was registering there this
year. I asked her what year she would be in, and she
replied, “A Freshman.” She then asked me what year
I was in, and so we became acquainted. This was the
beginning of friendship between dean and student—a
friendship that was to reveal one of the most brilliant
students that ever graced the college campus.

There were two things about Esther that very soon
attracted my attention. First, she was a linguist of a high
order. Before leaving college she could speak Spanish,
French, German, and could read Latin, Greek, and some
Hebrew. I have always admired a student that could
learn foreign languages easily, for I never could. Sec-
ondly, Esther loved the great out-of-doors. She wrote
poems about the mountains, the trees, and the flowers,
some of them of a high order. Especially did she love
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—about one o’clock—that she would go on to the top of
the mountain. This she did, climbing to the top of Mt.
Lowe, following along the ridge between the mountains,
and then climbing to the top of Mt. Wilson. But at five-
thirty she was back at the college ready for dinner in the
evening. I see now, as I did not see then, that God was
preparing Esther, all unconsciously, for climbing the
high mountains of the Andes in South America, and
carrying the gospel to a tribe who for the first time heard
the story of Jesus from her lips.

As to her love for the study of languages, she came
into my study one day and said, “Brother Wiley, I feel
that God would have me someday to put the gospel or
a portion of it in some language in which it has never
been written.” I thought that it was but a girlish fancy
then, but lived to see the day when she reduced the
Aguaruna spoken language to a written form, and sent
me the manuscript, which I had the pleasure of referring
to the Publishing House. I now have from her hand,
her mind, and her heart the first book published in the
Aguaruna language. This I treasure very highly, and
am placing it in the “rare book” section of the Pasadena
College library. Here was an early girlish desire,
brought to a remarkable fulfillment. Who will say that
God was not leading as certainly in those earlier days
as in the later days of her more public ministry!

A rather interesting incident took place in her early
college days. At that time there was a city ordinance
that required every girl attending high school or college
to wear a uniform—a white middy blouse with long
sleeves, and a blue serge skirt. The girls of course did
not like it, for they felt it stifled their individuality; and
the mothers did not like it because it was too much work
to keep the white blouses clean. But our girls, like the
city high school and college girls, had to wear the uni-

13






both Esther Carson and Myrtlebelle Walter to the field
—the one to South America, the other to India. Here
again a desire came true, and I saw Esther off from the
station in Portland, Oregon. She left for her home in
the South to prepare for her missionary trip. As she
passed through the gates at the Southern Pacific Station
in Portland, Oregon, I never saw her again until she
returned from South America on her first furlough.

In order to understand the incident I am about to re-
late concerning her illness I must relate another of her
girlhood doings. She was in one of my classes, and I
thought that some at least were not doing the work they
should. I decided to give them a home quiz. I did
not intend to make it difficult; but, like most young
teachers and preachers, I proved to be a little too hard
on my students. I was out for the college at another
church one night, and she took advantage of the situa-
tion to speak of this examination in the college prayer
meeting. She said, “I studied and studied, and wrote
and wrote, until I was utterly exhausted; and then I
went to the window, opened it, and looked out and said,
‘Where is the Lord God of Elijah?’” You may imagine
that I never heard the last of that while she was in
college.

Evidently she took her notes with her to South Amer-
ica, for she wrote me later and said: “Brother Wiley, I
have been very ill and sometimes delirious. Do you
know what I have here in my room among the Agua-
runas? A pallet on the floor, a little table with some
toilet articles, my Bible, and my notes on Job. But,
Brother Wiley, Jesus comes and stands by my pallet on
the floor and speaks to me, and I had rather be a mis-
sionary than anything else in the world.” Such sacri-
ficing loyalty has always brought tears to my eyes, but
joy to my heart. In all the annals of missionary history,
I do not believe there is a more brilliant, a more devoted,
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AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF ESTHER
CARSON WINANS

WRITTEN IN 1921

Two letters . . . . have come with the request that I
write a short story of my life for . . . . the many whose
interest and love for their missionaries make them want
to know us more personally . ...

Not to begin too far back, will say as to birth and
parentage, it happened by God’s providence on Septem-
ber 11, 1891, in Big Prairie, Ohio; in the parsonage of
my grandfather, one of the early holiness preachers of
the Wesleyan Methodist church, in which he was an elder
and evangelist—Rev. Hiram Ackers. English, Irish,
Scotch, German, Dutch, and Welsh make ordinary Amer-
ican blood like mine, I suppose, all with its full share
of Adam’s. In addition to that I am glad to say God’s
grace abounded to give me an inheritance from himself
by Christ Jesus, praise His name forever!

Earliest memories—swinging in a hammock in Florida,
playing in Florida sand by the Indian River—an arm of
the ocean (from whose waters twice my father saved me)
—and singing “Who killed Cock Robin?” in a funeral
my cousins and I held for a little dead bird. Other mem-
ories of life after the return to the little parsonage—the
flower garden where I believed God walked with me “in
the cool of the day”—the Blue Room, where Mama used
to go for her “quiet hour” and where the visiting ministers
and evangelists were given their “prophet’s chamber”—
the door of Grandpa'’s study which had to be kicked hard
or a four-year-old could not open it—these are a few
things out of many.
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a little girl; that through circumstances beyond her con-
trol she had not been allowed; but that she and my father
had vowed jointly that their first-born should be God’s
missionary, if He would accept the offering by himself
giving the call.

After nearly finishing the third year of high school
work in Shelby, Ohio, we moved to Washington, and
lived on a ranch near the town of White Salmon. For
two years I was “my father’s boy.” Together we plied
mattock and axe, crosscut saw and handspike and blast-
ing fuse, the plow and harrow and hoe and spray pump
and pruning shears, hayrake and pitchfork; for there
were apple orchards to plant and care for, crops to
harvest from the old trees, alfalfa to cut for the horses
and cows, and new land to clear and “grub” till the last
trace of timber and brush was gone from the new field.
The change was a great blessing to me, physically and
spiritually; for somewhere in the eighth grade or first
year of high school I had lost Jesus from my heart with-
out knowing it, and had become bitterly discouraged
trying to live righteously in my own strength; though I
told no one—for “the heart is deceitful above all things,
and desperately wicked: who can know it?” So I went
on “professing” not only conversion but the sanctification
I had earnestly sought and obtained when eight years
old. Now I was separated from my old schoolmates
with whom I used to exercise my wits in the perverse
pranks and foolishness that is “bound up in the heart of
a child,” and in the stillness of those Washington forests
God had a better chance to speak again to my heart.
His own Spirit rebuked my hypocrisy and revealed to me
something of the utter wrongness of my life. I was
overwhelmed with it, and completely brokenhearted. It
seemed impossible to make the confessions necessary,
especially to Papa and Mama; and still more impossible
to be disowned of God, and cease to work toward my
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camps for want of other “home-foreign” missionary work,
and because (this principally) she and the Lord com-
pelled me; my heart rather inclined to India (I was
Myrtlebelle Walter’s roommate). But only two things
were well-nigh settled in my being. One was, Let me
do whatever is the will of the Lord; and, Oh, that He
would permit me to translate part or all of the Scripture
for some tribe who has it not. It was with that hope
in my heart that I had studied some Hebrew in Pasadena,
and continued it at Olivet University, when God (again
unexpectedly) opened the way for me to go there both
as student and teacher the following fall.

From there, I came home sick in body, and strangely
weary in mind and soul. The goal of my life seemed
as far away as when four years old I counted the years
of grammar school and high school as the price of my
heart’s desire—an eternity to wait, but with a definite
end to it!

The Lord healed my body; and my soul felt fresh again.
I would go to Berkeley, the state university, where I
could study Hebrew for that translation, doctors not-
withstanding. In Olivet, I had taught elementary Span-
ish; now I thought, I am done with Spanish. To my
surprise, I was obliged to take advanced courses in the
language and “make good” in order to gain their ap-
proval of the college credits I presented there! On top
of that, I learned from Dr. Wiley (then pastor at Berke-
ley) and Brother Anderson (who made a brief visit
there) that there were two calls, urgent, for a Spanish-
speaking missionary, and so far only Miss Phillips was
found a suitable candidate. Brother Wiley put the ap-
plication blanks in my hands. I was more deeply stirred
than I cared for anyone to know. I had come to be
considerably more attached to my parents, friends, and
native land, than I was at four years of age. For a while,
in my leisure moments, I read everything I could find on
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with God, just before an end should come, that should be
another new beginning.

As I look back now, it seems impossible that the “next
things” should have come as such a total surprise. That
my human support should come principally from that
district [Idaho-Oregonl, principally from Nampa and
Boise, was completely new from the moment it was first
suggested and then put upon me. But so it came to pass:
and since May, 1918, I have belonged to them, under God,
in a special sense and relationship; and feel myself their
representative on this field. May God help me to be true
to the trust. Amen.

Sometimes I wonder if my friends would think me the
same Esther were I ever to return to the homeland. I
remember the meetings in many churches and the last
two weeks at home with Papa and Mama before setting
sail with Miss Mabel Park—the long weeks on board
ship—the arrival at Pacasmayo at sunset—the late land-
ing—the dirty, dark uneven streets, narrow and monoto-
nous with their houses like two continuous gray walls
on either side, peculiarly like Romanism . . . . The two
and a half years since that tenth of August have been
crowded with incidents totally new and different, except
that here and now, as everywhere and always on earth,
our warfare has been not with flesh and blood, “but
against principalities, against powers, against the rulers
of the darkness of this world, against spiritual wickedness
in high places.” “In all these things we are more than
conquerors through him that loved us....”
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1917
APPOINTMENT

. ... to live my thankfulness . ...
BerxeLEY, CaL., November 1, 1917

General Foreign Missionary Board,
Kansas City, Mo.,
Rev. E. G. Anderson, Gen. Secy.,

DEAR BROTHER ANDERSON:

113 ”

Praise the Lord! Perhaps this is not the time nor the
way for me even to try to tell you the feelings of my
heart in regard to this appointment: as God shall help
me I hope to live my thankfulness to Him for this new
relationship. No matter how intensely one may have
felt in the past, it seems true that at every advance step
one feels the situation still more keenly in the fresh
acts of meeting it with God . . . .

Yes, sir, I have read & studied a few books on Peru
(just recently) which describe as well as they dared the
dark aspects & the difficulties of all missionary work
in that country, as well as the hopeful & bright side; &
I cannot expect that our own mission station has less
difficulties & hardships than others. I am sure you
would tell me that all that is simply to be faced in the
strength of the Lord, with constant prayer & persistent,
unconquerable faith in the God of Abraham, Isaac, &
Jacob . . ..

I am praying in dead earnest, with a growing convic-
tion that He will answer our prayers for the needed
passage money & support to be secured, that I may sail
not later than Nov., 1918. If you think I should pray
definitely for a nearer date of departure I shall certainly
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1918
THE MAKING OF A MISSIONARY

One of Esther Carson Winans’ loveliest character traits
was her kind thoughtfulness of others. The “dear dress-
maker” was hired by Aunt Mary to make some blouses
and skirts for Esther immediately before she sailed for

Peru.

“....on steamer San Jose”

LAxEsIDE, June 25, 18

Dear RutH AND AUNT MARY AND UNCLE JOHN:

Just a note this time to tell you I've received word that
Mabel Park (my colaborer) and I are to sail July 6
from San Francisco on steamer San Jose. We will have
to change at Panama.—I've corresponded with Mabel
Park but never saw her.

Was surprised to take so many things out of my suit-
case that you had put in & I didn’t know it or see them.
Thank you!

. ... Papa and Mama are going up to Frisco with me
to see me off. Wish you could be there too . ... Will
send a longer letter from Peru, the Lord willing.

Please send me the name & address of that dear dress-
maker. My how I do love her, knowing her just that
little short day! How glad I am God gave us that blessed
day together!

Yours and His with much love,
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at least 11, She's rather baldheaded, otherwise quite as
pretty, fat & bright as heart could wish. I haven’t had
a bad night with her yet . ...

I do so rejoice with you in every advance step you
take with God . . . . Anyone who really wants to can
find or make time to be with God, no doubt of that,
and will have just such experiences as you tell me of,
as a result.

Spect I will have to quit here, and start supper.

Part of this I wrote with Baby on my lap . . . . Lovingly
yours—

14 ”

. ... feel a keen sense of your praying . . ..

MonsEeru, PeEru, S.A., Feb. 11, 1921
DEeAr EvErYBODY:

. ... We are surely busy. The chapel building goes
up steadily. The meetings in Chiclayo were suspended
during the carnival of water-throwing, but the last one we
had there we nearly caught our share of the nonsense.
The boys of the street threw “globos” of water at us
while I was playing the organ; one burst in front of me,
one at my left, one at my right, and one on the wall be-
hind and over my head; but not one landed on me. I
played on with much glee in my soul along with the
calmness.

Joel and John are ever so fond of their little sister,
and her papa and mama for some reason or other seem
quite attached to her too! I wonder if you will ever see
her before Jesus comes. She is three and a half months
old now; has not given us a bad night since the first one,
and is as healthy, happy and pretty as our hearts could
wish. She is about 25 inches long and weighs twelve
pounds and a bit more. Since she was a month old she
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Some trees however are bare in July-August-Sept.-Oct.
—just leafing out now—and the birds of all colors are
everywhere “singing their heads off.”

In San Miguel we will see and feel REAL rain again.
I am homesick for it as ever I was for snow!

It is impossible to tell you the story again now—too
long—no time—but will say first that Roger and I are
completely recovered from the beating the bandits gave
us in the mountains, that the authorities in Hualgayoc
have begun prosecution of the criminals, that the chil-
dren did not suffer capture nor harm of any kind, and
that though the purpose was to kill us God delivered us
and at no moment did we feel fright, anger, nor confusion
in the slightest degree. God kept us in perfect peace
and joy. [Letter incomplete]

* ok ok ok ok k

The first four pages of the mext letter are missing.
Reference to “your organ” indicates that the letter was
written to Esther’s mother.

{3 ”»

.. .. not here to count our lives dear . ...

.« . . decision and I must confess I yielded to what
seemed Roger’s stubborn preference with a fear that I
should pay up for it by losing him.—Fever!—In the end
.. .. What shall I say? He feels well now, and is so
heart and soul in the work, the Lord’s own work, that
after all one can only say we are not here to count our
lives dear unto ourselves.—It is clearly to the advantage
of the work in Northern Peru and if he doesn’t stand up
under it he can take his furlough which is nearly due
anyway and bring the boys Joel and John to you. It is
not likely that I shall come yet, nor even in two years
more when my term is up, but when I am no good here
any more no doubt it is the wisest economy for me too
to return if the Lord tarries. ...
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bit I set another hen. That keeps Andoash our Indian
boy busy going to the “yunga” after corn. The range
is good for chickens here and our board, on the whole,
is very cheap. Our main outlay at present has been
the cloth and knives to pay Indian labor to get our new
house built. Perhaps we may move into it— (across the
creek Pomara, but still on the bank of this same Maranon
River)—within another month.

This letter has been rather idle chatter seems to me.
There is often such a mood, isn’t there, when one has
a “heavy undertone” beneath it? You mention “prob-
lems and perplexities”—suggesting ours as greater by
comparison? Well, great or small we all do certainly
need to keep taking them all to Jesus in prayer and thus
neither getting indifferent to our responsibilities nor
becoming “solemn-choly” over them. At least so I'm
counseling myself this morning. I am tempted to be
weary in the pursuit of an elusive language, tried over
the dense materialism of the Aguaruna Indian, distressed
over Kosio’s persistent giving them the cane-whiskey that
is so much worse than their native masato that is only
slightly intoxicating—not to mention a few other items
that come to mind readily—and then I remember “nay,
in all these things we are more than conquerors” . . ..

Well! If we “keep on praying” no doubt we shall come
through shining and be ready when Jesus comes. Lots
of love to you and Uncle and Auntie.

Yours ever—

“ »”

....quinine ‘as usual’ . ...
PoMmara, Peru, S.A., April 5, 1926

Dear Cousin RutH—AUNT MARY—UNCLE JoHN!

While my dinner cooks and babies are “being good”
by themselves I will scribble to you dear ones if you'll
excuse the “scribble” part of it.
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