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Joreword

[ first met Joe Hopper in the fall of 1937.The Sino-Japanese War had closed
the Shanghai American School and necessitated my transter to the Pyongyang
Foreign School in North Korea. | arrived at the railroad station in the middle
of the nmight and was introduced to my new roommate. There followed four
more years as roommates at Davidson College. This led to a closer acquaintance
with Joe’s sister, Mardia, whom 1 was fortunate enough to marry. Later we
served together as missionary colleagues in South Korea for twenty years.

So, it 1s only natural that [ should take some delight in writing a foreword
to these memoirs. They cover sixty-five years of family and mission history
which began during the dark days of the Japanese occupation of Korea and
end with an independent Korean nation and one of the fastest growing
churches in the world. The story includes the missionary return after World
War 11, the North Korean 1nvasion, evacuation, relief activities, military coups,
church schisms, and most of all, the development of a strong, vital, and self-
supporting Presbyterian church. Here 1s an honest, sometimes blunt account
of one missionary’s work across the changing years. It 1s a valuable primary
source for missiologists and historians in that it covers the transition from a
missionary-centered policy to that of the national church. Here one finds
reasons for the rapidly growing Korean Church that has astounded the world.

viii



Foreword

Joe was a pioneer evangelist. This was his calling. The text that best describes
his ministry 1s Romans 15:1,%It 1s my ambition to preach the gospel, not where
Christ has already been named, lest [ should build on another man’s foundation
. . . " His assignment was to plant churches in the rugged mountainous regions
of North Chulla Province. This he did, not by sensational preaching but by:

The careful selecion of places to start a new preaching point;
The oversight of churches assigned by presbytery;

Reegular systematic visitation;

The examination and baptism of new members;

The appointment of deacons and election of elders;

The faithful preaching of the word and sacraments.

Pioneer evangelism was a team effort—Joe and Dot together. Dot worked
with the women. There was home visitation in the country villages, visiting
prisoners in the penitenuary, and patients in the hospital. After the children
were older, Joe and Dot traveled together to the villages, pulling a little house
trailer behind their jeep.

After Joe’s death, I found among his files a small black book which contained
the record of those years. The Korean War years were missing, but statistics for
the 34 year period of 1952—-1986 were carefully kept: 6,002 catechumens, 3,192
adult baptisms, 263 infant baptisms, and at least 100 new churches organized.

But it was not all work. Joe was a great hunter of the elusive Korean
pheasant. In fact, some of us suspected that one reason why he was so attracted
to the North Chulla field was that there was some of the best pheasant hunting
m Korea! Joes hunting exploits with his sons, Barron and David, were
legendary. One of his tales was that once when he was traveling by jeep
between several churches for Sunday services, scores of pheasants came out of
the barley patches and rice paddies and lined up along the side of the road to
mock him, knowing that Joe’s gun would remain silent on the Sabbath day!
Unfortunately, there was no one else present to verify the accuracy of the tale.

Joe was sometimes called “the bishop of North Korea.” It was a term
spoken sometimes in jest, sometimes out of respect, sometimes in awe. But a
more appropriate description of Joes role would be that of Presbyter. Joe
believed fervently in the Presbyterian system. The Presbytery was central. It
was the network that held together the churches that Joe started. The
prebytery brought order, continuity, and permanence. Joe served his presbytery
as troubleshooter, sometimes as gadfly, but always as a servant. In times of divi-
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sion, Joe worked tirelessly as peacemaker and reconciler. The crowning
moment in the planting of the church came when the prebytery would ordain
the pastor that the congregation had chosen and Joe would move on.

Joe’s work included a wide assortment of other activities. For years he was
the editor of “Pok Twen Malsum” (Blessed Word), a monthly journal of
Biblical study and preaching aids for the working evangelist and rural pastor.
The careful administration of scholarship funds sent scores of promising young
men to the seminary. After graduation, the young men served a year of appren-
ticeship with Joe and received practical experience. Joe served as Chairman of
the Board of the Ho Name Theological Seminary—a school whose primary
mission was the training of rural ministers.

By the early 1980s the church situation in North Chulla had dramatically
changed from the time when Joe had first arrived. Prebyterian churches in the
province now numbered at least six hundred. Well over two hundred pastors
now served the churches of the province. Maybe Joe began to feel somewhat
penned in, sharing the sentiments of the Apostle Paul when he wrote that
since he no longer had any room for work in these regions he was thinking
of striking out for Spain (Rom. 15:23-24). Joe and Dot began spending more
time on the island of Cheju oft the southern coast. The unevangelized isles
were calling and Joe had made it his ambition to preach the Gospel where
Christ had not been named. And then it was time to come home,

3. Thnmpsnn Brown



Pretace and
Acknowledgments

My husband, Joe B. Hopper, who was the author of this book, and I retred
to Montreat, North Carolina, from Korea in 1986, after thirty-eight years of
missionary service in South Korea (below the 38th parallel). Six years later, on
April 27, 1992, the Lord called him home to heaven. Joe is the one to whom
credit is due for this book.

After his retirement he spent many hours at his word processor writing this
autobiography for his children and grandchildren. This was done 1n his tiny
office, which looked out on a small stream, lined with often blooming
rhodoendron. During his many years of ministry in Korea he faithfully wrote
to his parents, who had retired to this same house in Montreat. His mother
collected all of his letters, which give a fairly detailed history of his years of
service. Using these letters to prompt his memory he put together a six-
hundred page autobiography safely stored in his small computer.

For several years I could not hear of anyone tampering with my husband’s
book. However, | came to realize that its content of Korean church history,
tales of church growth, and stories of Korean lives changed by repentance from
sin, and belief in the life, death, and resurrection of God’s only Son Jesus Christ
needed to be shared. Two drawers full of cards, letters, and telegrams, and a
Korean newspaper with an obituary about Joe in Korean strengthened my
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resolve to share his life. After long contemplation, it was decided that an edited
version of the manuscript, which could be enjoyed by a larger readership,
would be best. I give many thanks to Providence House Publishers for their
work in editing the manuscript to provide this for everyone.

Our hife together was rich in contentment even in times of stress. May his
experiences open for you a window of gratitude to the Father, Son, and Holy
Spirit. May it also encourage you in your walk with Him as you see how the
Lord can use the life of one man to accomplish many things for His Kingdom.

My thanks are due especially to my children and their families, all of
whom helped to encourage the printing of this book. To Barron Hopper, our
older son, who has helped to manage my financial affairs in order to make this
book possible. To Alice Dokter, our oldest child, who helped in proofreading.
To Dawvid Hopper, our younger son, who negotiated with Providence House
Publishers to work out the details of the editing and publishing. And to our
youngest daughter Margaret’s husband, Warren Faircloth, who formatted the
first usable manuscript.

Also, I give my thanks to our brother-in-law G. Thompson Brown, for
writing the introduction. 1 thank Mrs. Paul Crane for introducing me to
Providence House Publishers.

My gratitude goes to the many people who made this work possible. It
could not have been done without the many coworkers, both in Korea and
America, who enabled Joe and me to do our work. Without them none of this
would have been possible. Joes entire manuscript was far more detailed than
we are able to publish in this book, and contains much more detailed history
of the mission and the Korean Church during these years. Our children have
a full copy and anyone who would like the full manuscript can contact one of
them.

A Montreat friend made and framed in calhigraphy an appropriate verse
about Joe: “To me to live 1s Christ and to die is gain,” (Phil. 1:21). It hangs in
my sitting room below my favorite picture, a portrait of Joe.

Cordially,
Dot Hopper
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Boyhood i Mokpo

(1921-1934)

nates the center of town. Anyone growing up in the shadow of

Yew-dal-san as I did has its dragonlike shape indelibly stamped on his
memory. Originally Mokpo was almost an island, connected to the mainland
by a narrow neck of land.The mission compound faced this mountain from the
inland side and at high tide the low land in between was flooded with sea
water. Later this shallow area was gradually reclaimed and heavily built up. The
harbor was on the other side of Yew-dal-san from the mission compound and
invisible from our house, but we could sometimes hear the boat whistles and
foghorns. When my parents arrived in 1919, the population of Mokpo was
about 15,000 with houses and commercial buildings clustered around the base
of the mountain and along the waterfront. Because of its mild climate (except
for almost constant strong winds) and location beside the sea, the Japanese were
rapidly taking over choice areas of the city and its commerce.

There was no missionary doctor stationed in Mokpo, so my parents went
sixty miles inland to Kwangju where Dr. Robert Manford Wilson delivered
their first son, Joseph Barron Hopper on May 17, 1921. Father immediately
cabled the news of this blessed event to Mother’s home in Rock Hill, South
Carolina. Because that was on the other side of the international date line, it
was reported in the Rock Hill Evening Herald on May 16 that [ had been born
in Korea on May 17. During the time of my birth in Kwangju, my parents
were guests of Miss Anna McQueen whose sister was married to my mother’s

ﬂseven—hundred—ﬁ:am—high spectacularly rugged spine of rock domi-
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brother, Will Barron. She and another missionary lady lived in a second floor
apartment at the front of the Women’s Bible School in Kwangju. This gray
brick building is now a part of the Speer school for girls.

Apparently I was not too healthy as a baby and cried a great deal. Soon
after my arrival, my parents were again in Kwangju attending the annual
meeting of the mission and overheard the conversation of some children of
missionaries playing outside. One of them asked, *“Who i1s that baby that cries
all the time?” “Oh, that’s the new Hopper baby ... He’s going to diel” True,
but delayed somewhat when my parents decided that T was hungry and gave
me more to eat which has usually kept me from crying ever since. The Mokpo
Station Report of May 1922 has this 1item:

Mr. and Mrs. Hopper have been steadily working on the language and
other duties as they were able, but Joseph Barron has been somewhat of
a tyrant at times, and has demanded that they stay awake and take
commands from him. We are glad to say that he 1s more lenient 1n his
rule.

Mokpo was often a lonely place for the minuscule missionary community,
but we children didn’t know that, and in later years could look back upon a
happy childhood. My sister, Mary (Mardia) Alexander (now Mrs. George
Thompson Brown), was born November 22, 1922, in Kunsan, and my brother,
George Dunlap, on April 24, 1926, in Mokpo. As we three grew, we were
constant playmates because there were very few other missionary children in
Mokpo most of the tme . . . seldom more than three or four, and for long
periods none at all.

Our house was of cut stone, which was L‘:-{[::nsiw:ly used in Mokpo where
it was plentiful and cheap. In the early years we had no electricity and used o1l
lamps. I still remember the large and somewhat elaborate lamp suspended from
the hiving room ceiling. There was no central heat and each room had a coal-
burning stove. My job was to keep the buckets filled, and often to start and
maintain the fires. Water was always a problem because the city supply was
extremely limited and only now and then dribbled into a large cement tank
in the basement. From there the man who worked for us pumped it by hand
to a tank on an upstairs back porch to supply the bathroom with gravity flow.
Water was used sparingly, and bath-might for us children meant taking turns
using the same hot water. George and I shared a bedroom and Mardia had
another room.
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Dr. and Mrs. Joseph Hepper, Joe, - . ;
Muardia, and George.

Of necessity we had servant help, as was true of most missionary house-
holds. If the man of house was to carry out his assigned work which often
involved long periods of time away from home, and his wife was to be the
schoolteacher for the children and participate in mission work outside the
home at least part of the time, then help was needed to keep a ht‘ﬂ]:th":,-’ and
happy functioning base of operations. This was especially true in the days
when the utilities which modern Americans take for granted were nonexis-
tent or limited, and household appliances had not yet been invented for the
most part. In our home there was Chang-suh-bang, a man who served as
cook, gardener, keeper of the cow, and general handyman. He had a violent
temper and would sometimes blow up and threaten to leave, but these
tantrums would soon subside and harmony would be restored. His wife did
the laundry by hand. When we were very small Amah (the Korean word for
nurse) took care of us. She loved to carry us on her back, Korean style, and
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Yew-dal-san.

was greatly loved by all. Even after we ourselves returned as missionaries in
1948, we wvisited her and she would relate how she had cared for us so many
years before.

We had quite a large yard and garden. As children do everywhere, we
played quite normally in the yard and there were endless games of hide-and-
seek and kick the can. Around Korean homes, trees were almost nonexistent,
but over the years the missionaries had planted and allowed trees to grow.
Some of them were quite large and we spent much time climbing them. As
we grew bigger, croquet was a favorite yard game in which our parents some-
times joined us ... even playing by flashlight when 1t grew dark before a game
ended. There was a station tennis court which was kept in condition at least
part of the time and we learned that game as well. In one corner of the back-
yard we kept chickens and rabbits. It was our responsibility to feed them and
clean their pens.

One of the biggest events along this line was the acquisition of Princess.
She was a little brown Mongolian pony such as Koreans use to pull carts, and
was purchased from the R. M. Wilson family for 25 yen ($12.50), including
the saddle and bridle. She had been broken in for riding purposes but the
Wilson boys had all gone to boarding school in Pyeng-yang and let us have
her. We were responsible for taking care of her. Naturally we spent many happy
hours riding Princess, sometimes several of us at once. She was as stubborn and
ornery as any mule. To get from our yard down to the road in front of the
house required going down eight or ten stone steps, and Princess usually
objected. It involved much persuasion and tugging with all my strength to get
her down those steps and she seemed to grow more obstinate as she grew
older. She also resented having a burden on her back, and had the bad habit of
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rubbing up against a barbed wire fence running alongside the road and skin-
ning our legs. Nevertheless, she was a great source of entertainment as we rode
back and forth along the couple of hundred yards of the compound road.

Another amusement was playing games, which we did constantly. Our
parents both enjoyed this too. In an era of no radio, no television, and virtu-
ally no outside activities in the evening, after supper was usually game tme
with Flinch, Chinese Checkers, Parcheesi, Caroms, Rook, or something
similar. We read a lot and were read to. The Christian Observer came regularly
and stories for children were eagerly devoured. Grandmothers and others in
the States sent toys and books, and the arrival of such packages were times of
tremendous excitement, particularly at birthdays or at Christmas. On rainy
days we skated in a tight circle on the front porch which was about ten by
twenty feet in size but paved with cement.

Mother was an avid gardener, partly by necessity and partly because she
liked it. She was convinced that we should like it too, and expected us to do
our share of weeding, hoeing, picking strawberries, or watering. The heavier
part of the gardening such as raising potatoes or corn was done by Chang-suh-
bang. The result was that we raised almost all our fresh produce ourselves.
When it gave out, we depended on canned foods usually ordered once or
twice a year in bulk from Steward & Company, a business operated by Chinese
merchants in Seoul for the convenience of foreign residents. We kept a
Holstein cow or two and always had an abundance of milk, cream, and butter.
Fresh fruit was available all year round in the local market, and included apples,
pears, peaches, bananas, tangerines, persimmons, and melons. Because of
germs, all fruit was peeled before eating. Fresh pork, beef, fish, and chicken
were plentiful but never as good as what we are accustomed to in America,

Joe and Amah, Mokpo.
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with the possible exception of the fish.
Nevertheless we all ate well, and most
of the credit goes to the careful and
efficient management of my mother.
Downtown Mokpo fascinated us,
although as I look back I realize that
our city was nothing more than an
oversized fishing wvillage. From our
home, walking into town was often
through what Father nicknamed “Pig
alley,” a narrow, muddy, smelly, and
crowded thoroughfare. This led into
the city market, a large roofed area full
of little stalls where merchants sold
everything 1maginable in the way of
food, clothing, hardware, and house-
hold goods. It was always full of people
so that one had to push his way
! oS58 - through. Bicyclers raced along the
Joe’s mother, Annis Barron Hopper. narrow aisles at breakneck speeds, and
men pulling little handcarts loudly
demanded that everyone make way. Often these carts were actually mobile
stores which assumed stationary positions right in the middle of the aisles
between fixed places of business, and further complicated movement by the
Masses.

" i3 i

There was lots of noise, especially since some salesmen (or women) liked
to invite business by loudly hawking their wares. If it happened to be market
day (which was about every six days), or during the days approaching one of
the traditional Korean holidays, the bedlam was compounded many tmes
over. | suppose most intriguing were the pungent smells which ranged from
the nauseating to the titillating. Of course, as is true in most Oriental markets,
there was a great deal of haggling over prices when customers tried to bargain
for the lowest figure. We Americans were always at a disadvantage because we
were foreigners, and presumably capable of paying more, and besides we often
did not know the true market price. As children we learned the system fairly
well and our parents often sent us to the market to make purchases for them.

There were some stores in the more organized business section of town,
often run by the Japanese. They also controlled the banks, the post office, telephone
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and telegraph services, the railway, and the schools. We loved to go around
Yew-dal-san to the waterfront which was always a scene of lively bustle.
Because of the extremely high tides along this part of the Korean coast, good
harbors were scarce, but Mokpo was the best. Scores of fishing boats were tied
up to the waterfront along which ran a street with stores selling boating and
fishing supplies on the inland side. Naturally there was a strong smell of fish and
salt and humanity and the peculiar indescribable odor of the boats themselves.
People seemed to be more than normally rowdy and rough and in a hurry.
There were also a few small passenger ferries serving the great population
inhabiting the peninsulas and islands off from Mokpo. Sometumes so many
people would be aboard them that it looked like they would surely capsize, and
unfortunately some of them did on occasion. Out in the harbor were larger
freighters, usually from other Korean ports or Japan, but occasionally from other
lands. Very rarely an American freighter pulled in, and her crew would come
ashore and demonstrate behavior shocking to the populace whose only other
knowledge of American ways came from missionaries.

We always knew when it was noon. A cannon mounted on the lower part
of Yew-dal-san would be fired with a loud boom. Where it came from and
who loaded and fired 1t | do not know, but it was always an object of curiosity
when we took walks to see it. At noon and when the workday began and
closed, a siren wailed at the rubber-shoe factory just below our mission prop-
erty. Korean men, women, and children wore canoe-shaped rubber shoes
which were cheap and excellent protection when it rained or was muddy. The
factory had a tall chimney constantly belching black smoke and an unpleasant
smell 1f the wind was in the wrong direction. Once the whole plant caught on
fire. The Japanese fire department showed up, but before going to work, the
firemen climbed to the flat roof of an adjoining building, put on colorful
regalia, and performed some kind of shamanistic ceremony to drive away the
evil spirits before belatedly trying to put out the fire. That time there really was
a big stink!

Another interesting part of the city was the inland side of Yew-dal-san
where we loved to hike. The upper part of the mountain was mostly sheer
granite cliffs and in places the pathways were quite dangerous. Partway up the
side was a large Buddhist temple, plus all kinds of weird carvings of various
demons and deities on the vertical rock surfaces of the mountain. For certain
religious festivals this area was lit up with paper lanterns at mght. In recent
vears the whole mountain has been developed as a park with better paths,
electric lights at might, and a pavilion.
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Home school was not merely a choice but the only option for our family.
We three siblings were the student body and Mother was the teacher. Each
year she ordered the study course from the Calvert School in Baltimore. An
instruction book of lesson plans for 160 lessons gave complete directions for
each day, with a test every twenty days. All the textbooks and supplies were
included in the course which was quite expensive but was paid for by the
Executive Committee of Foreign Missions. Naturally we were secretly happy
when it was time for school to start and the order of materials from Baltimore
was late in arriving. It was an excellent course and Mother was a conscientious
and very strict teacher. She insisted that we learn the arithmetical tables
perfectly, and phonics and grammar were rigorously drummed into our heads.

The Calvert Course emphasized the history, mythology, and art of ancient
Greece and R.ome and medieval and modern Europe, giving us a foundation
in this classical culture which not many grammar school students have. One
important part of the course was writing compositions, and in the upper grades
we were required to write one almost every day. This exercise, with Mother’s
evaluations, was priceless training for my future. Later, in high school, college,
seminary, and in preparation of letters, sermons, reports, and other materials,
writing was never a difficult chore for me.

One amusing part of my education came when Dr. and Mrs. Bruce
Cumming and my parents decided that their son Jimmy and 1 would benefit
by going to a Korean school to learn how to read and write the native
language. | was only four days older than Jimmy and we were naturally
constant. playmates. Arrangements were made at the mission school for boys,
and we were sent for one hour a day to the appropriate class. Since this was
an over-and-above form of educational persecution so far as we were
concerned, we resented it immensely, and decided to revolt. In the Korean
classroom, we were as naughty as we could be . . . throwing spitballs, making
noise, and otherwise creating a disturbance. Since our fellow students would
never dream of doing such a thing in the presence of a respected teacher, | am
sure all were horrified.

The teacher, Mr. Chu Hyung-oke, could not put up with this either, but
was in an embarrassing position since he did not want to oftend the mission-
aries by punishing us. Somehow he managed to get word to our parents and
for the first and only time 1n my life I was expelled from school! After about
thirty years had passed and this same Mr. Chu had been through seminary
and been ordained as a minister, he came to Chonju as pastor of the Sung-
ahm Presbyterian Church. I often kidded him about throwing me out of his

10
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Demonic guards at the entrance of
a Buddhist temple.

classroom, and [ think he continued to be embarrassed by what had taken
place so long before. Actually, our parents were absolutely correct in wanting
us to learn the Korean language, and had we taken their plans seriously, I
know I would have been far better fitted to use that language in my work as
a missionary.

We always had daily prayers in our home. They were usually held at the
breakfast table with the reading of a chapter of Hulbert’s Bible Story Book and
prayer. If Father was at home, he was the leader, but when he was away, Mother
took his place. When the morning’s school work began, we were required to
memorize some verses of Scripture and the answers in the Westminster Shorter
Catechism. 1 still have the diploma given by the Christian Observer for reciting
the Shorter Catechism in April 1932 when I was less than eleven years old. As
was the custom I wrote a letter to the editor which was printed, as follows:

Dear Mr. Converse:

[ am a boy eleven years old. I have recited the Shorter Catechism to my
mother. Please put my name on the Roll of Honor and send me a
diploma. Father 15 a missionary in Korea. When he was a little boy he
wrote a letter to you. He still has his letter which was printed in the
Christian Observer. Father gets the Christian Observer and 1 enjoy reading
the stories very much. Mother teaches my brother, sister, and me in
school and in Sunday School. On Sunday morning we go with her to a
small new Korean church. We now have a mother Korean church with
four small churches in this city. After school hours we work in our

11
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gardens and play with the other children. On rainy days I like to make
things with my tools.

Your little friend, Joseph Barron Hopper

Another award was given for memorizing the same number of Bible chap-
ters as we were years old, and I received that when I was twelve years old. In
the summer of 1933, when we were on vacation at Chidi San, I was received
to full membership in the church. Dr. W. D. Reynolds had baptized me as an
infant, as the Mission Minutes of June 26, 1921, record:

4:00 M. Joseph Barron Hopper was dedicated to the Lord through the
rite of baptism. The preaching service was conducted by Dr. Fulton.

My two-hour examination for church membership was held in the
Reynolds’ cabin which was next door to ours. The “session” was composed of
Dr. W. D. Reynolds, Th.D, Dr. S. Dwight Winn, Th.D, Dr. Joseph Hopper, Th.ID.,
and Rev. E. T. Boyer. | replied to many of the questions with the appropriate
answer from the Shorter Catechism, which pleased these church fathers
immensely. Afterwards Father remarked to me, “Joe, | have seen many a candi-
date for the ministry ordained with less examination than you received!” The
Mission Minutes of July 17, 1932, record:

The Sunday School convened with Dr. . M. Wilson acting as superin-
tendent. Divine services were held at 11:00 A.M. At the request of the
retiring moderator, Rev. E. T. Bover preached the sermon. His text was
Prov. 3:6. Following the sermon, Dr. W, 1. Reynolds publicly received
into the full membership of the church Joseph Barron Hopper and Mary
Alexander Hopper, and conducted the Communion service,

As 1s customary in many mission stations, we always had a worship service
in English on Sunday afternoons. Father and the other men took turns leading
these, but 1f they were all away in the country with their work, one of the
ladies (who would never have thought of preaching) would read a sermon,
usually from the Christian Observer. Father always preached excellent exposi-
tory sermons and [ am sure contributed much to my spiritual growth although
[ don’t remember many of them. One exception was when we three children
were quarantined with scarlet fever at the same time, and were bedded down

12
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Elderly Korean gentlemen in
traditional garb.

in the same room. Sunday came, Father held the service in our room, and his
text was, “Though vyour sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow;
though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool” (Isa. 1:18).

Music always played an important part in our lives. Father loved to sing
and especially loved the hymns, so we spent many evenings around the piano.
My father’s only sister, Aunt Margaret Hopper, lived 1n a small brick house a
stone’s throw away from ours. She was principal of the girls’ school, Chung-
myung, whose campus bordered two sides of our yard and garden. It was
always said that Father was her favorite brother and I was her favorite nephew.
Whether this was true or not, she did give me a lot of attention. When I was
quite small she began to teach me piano lessons which continued until I went
away to boarding school. Among other things she taught Mardia and me to
play duets together.

When I was in the fifth grade, Father was asked to teach at the Presbyterian
Seminary in Pyeng-yang, and during the fall term he took our whole family
with him. My parents had bought a violin for me, and Mr. Dwight Malsbury
started me on my first lessons. He taught music at the Union Christian College
and at the Foreign School and was a brilliant musician, able to teach almost any
instrument. When we returned to Mokpo my teacher was Dr. Hong, member
of a musical family of doctors at Severance Hospital in Seoul, and in charge of
medical work at our small mission hospital in Mokpo. Thus, with Mardia at the
piano, and me with a violin and the rest singing, we made great music together.

Christmas was always a special time. My earliest memory of Christmas is
of standing shivering at the window at 4:00 A.mM. holding a candle (there was
no electricity) while listening as Korean choirs from the local church or
mission institutions sang their favorite carol below the window: “Joy to the
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world, the Lord is come!” More than any other, these words carried the
message which could be sung with great joy by those to whom salvation in
the name of Jesus was not only good news but new news! We always joined
the Koreans at the Christmas morning church service, which was just about
their only observance of the day.

Like all American children we were highly excited over the prospect of the
visit of Santa Claus and stockings filled with goodies and could hardly wait for
Christmas morning. By comparison with the mountains of gifts children
receive these days, ours were quite meager, but I daresay gave us every bit as
much pleasure. There would be a few toys and new clothes sent from America,
a few cheap things from Japanese toy shops, and much fruit, nuts, and candy
obtainable locally. Mother did the best she could for Christmas and
Thanksgiving dinners, but turkeys were almost nonexistent. There was one time
she managed to get a scrawny one and told our man to fatten it up for a few
weeks, not specifying what kind of feed to use. The lordly bird was duly
cooked, placed on the dinner table, carved, and served in the presence of invited
guests. Imagine her dismay and disgust when the first bite indicated that it had
been fed small fish, and had such a fishy taste it could not be eaten at all!

Father was a missionary evangelist, and this involved country itineration
and Bible teaching, sometimes in combination. There were not as many rural
churches in those days as later when I was involved in similar work. Nor were
there many ordained Korean pastors to share the responsibility. He was in
charge of a “field” as decided upon with fellow missionaries, and [ remember
that he worked in such regions as Kang-jin, Chang-heung, and Hai-nam.
Transportation was difficult and all living conditions exceedingly primitive,
Mother had to prepare his equipment for such “itinerating trips.” He took
along a man who prepared his meals, set up his folding cot, did his laundry,
and helped carry his loads. His custom was to set up housckeeping for several
days at each church, where he held Bible classes, preached, examined and
received new members, visited in homes, and did all the necessary work
involved in helping establish these churches.

[t was necessary to take plenty of time in each place with the people, particu-
larly the new Christians of whom there were many. When he returned after a
week or ten days he would be very ured, dirty, and hungry. Often his man
carried the honoraria he had received . . . usually live chickens or strings of eggs.
[t was a Korean custom to string ten eggs together by placing them end to end
lengthwise in a small bundle of rice straw and then tying a piece of straw
between each egg. This meant the ten eggs were completely encased in straw

14



Boyhood in Mokpo

and the whole was quite rigid and protected from breakage. Stacks of several
dozen strings were often carried to market, or tied on the back of a bicycle.

Because he was an excellent Bible teacher, Father was sometimes invited
elsewhere to teach for a week or more. The longest such trip was the year he
taught at the seminary in Pyeng-yang, already referred to. In 1934, just before
[ went oft to boarding school, Father took me with him on a weekend itiner-
ating trip. We traveled by boat and foot to one of his rural churches, and I had
the experience of sleeping, eating, and living in a small Korean home.

Discipline was also practiced in our home, and this included spanking,
whipping, and other penalties for misbehavior. There was a tall poplar tree in
our front yard and it produced a natural source of switches. Sometimes when
it was deemed that [ deserved such punishment, I was dispatched to that tree
to bring in a switch. More than once I can recall bending it a bit more than
necessary in breaking it off, so that after a couple of lashes it would go limp in
the hands of my parent and naturally not hurt nearly so badly. I was even not
above showing brotherly love by performing a similar act of mercy when
ordered to get a switch when one of my siblings was to be punished.

Our home board in Nashville expected us to take a wvacation in the
summer and the mountains were regarded as best. This was especially impor-
tant in days when there were no refrigerators, food was difficult to keep fresh,
and many mussionaries and their children had serious illnesses during the hot
humid summer months. | dimly remember the one time our family spent a
vacation on Moo-dung San (“Mountain Without Peer”) just outside Kwangju
City. This mountain dominates the whole region, but actually is only around
3,500 feet high. There were a couple of cottages there and we used one of
them. One evening everyone went to the edge of a cliff to watch the sunset
while Mother stayed to wash the supper dishes. Later, as she walked out alone
to join us, she looked up and saw a tiger in the middle of the path. Petrified
with terror, she froze still and stared (the best thing she could have done under
the circumstances) and the tiger did the same. After a moment or two he
turned and left! Some chickens had been missing, and presumably he was after
another one that evening.

About this tume, on orders from the medical advisors at headquarters in
Nashville, the mission looked for a suitable site for a permanent vacation place.
A team of six men, including my father, hiked up into the Chidi San mountain
range and located a fine place on the side of Noh-goh-dan (“Grandmother’s
Altar”). The camp could be built in a spaciously wide and not-too-steep horse-
shoe-shaped valley facing a little west of south, and was beautifully wooded, with
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Hopper family on the five-mile
hike up Chidi San for summer
vacation. There was no road.

excellent springs of water, and an area flat enough for tennis courts. Best of all 1t
had magnificent views over large parts of the Chulla provinces. The exposure
was generally toward the west, and we could enjoy gorgeous sunsets over Sunset
Peak, directly opposite the camp, and views out over fifty or sixty miles of lower
mountain ranges. [t was situated above the Wha-ahm-saa Buddhist temple, and
could be reached by hiking four or five hours.

Lots were laid out and my parents bought one of the highest up the moun-
tainside. A large spring of nearly ice-cold water and an enormous balsam tree
made it a very desirable location. They built a clapboard cabin with the
chimney and fireplace in its center. Father and Mother had a bedroom down-
stairs, and 1n the attic loft George and I had space on one side of the chimney
and Mardia on the other. This meant that we slept right under the corrugated
tin roof, and often at night went to sleep with the sound of rain falling. The
clouds would move 1n frequently and sometimes for several days in a row rest
on our camp, but we never minded because this was always a fun ume for all.
There were clear mountain streams in which we played, waded, built dams,
caught crawfish, and often got wet and muddy. There were plenty of places to
hike, plus tennis, and other activities with the large number of other children.
The latter came not only from our own mission stations, but from the
Northern Presbyterian, Australian Presbyterian, and occasionally other
missions. Of course we had Sunday School and worship service on Sunday
morning, and vespers in the evening. If the weather permitted, vespers were
held outdoors on a terraced mountainside above the “Inn.”

Travel from Mokpo to Chidi San was always somewhat of a logistical
maneuver, managed by Mother. We often hired a large tourist car with sufficient
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seats for everyone, and long running boards on which to tie baggage. It was
about a hundred miles from Mokpo to the temple at the base of the mountain.
That was a long journey in those days, but by leaving at the crack of dawn we
could get on up the mountain that afternoon. Otherwise we would spend the
night at the temple or in the nearby town of Kurei and go up the mountain the
next day. There were no bridges across the Sum-jin River so it was always neces-
sary to ford on small wooden ferries at two places. It was tricky getting vehicles
up the crude ramps of heavy planking, but somehow we managed without ever
losing one into the water. Once during the rainy season we got as far as the town
of Koke-sung and the river was too flooded to cross so we had to spend three
days in a Japanese inn where we slept on the straw “tah-tam-mi” and entertained
ourselves as best we could. It was clean and cool, and the sukiyaki was excellent.

Several times we took along the cow to provide milk during the summer.
She had to be walked up the mountain by a more gradual and round about
trail (known as the Milky Way) from the one we hiked, but the milk was a
great asset to our diet. As for the rest of us, the trip up was quite an expedi-
tion. Word was sent ahead of time and several dozen coolies anxious to pick
up some cash would be ready with their chiggies (wooden backpacks or A-
frames) to carry burdens up the mountain. This included not only food,
clothing, and other supplies, but also involved carrying some members of the
missionary families. Mother usually rode in a sedan chair which was tied
between two long bamboo poles with a man at either end. A relief crew of
two more men took turns on the long hike. We children were put on a chiggy.
When we were small this would be a pah-chiggy which was a half-moon
shaped basket-like affair. Blankets lined this and we could lie down facing the
sun . ..sometimes two of us end to end. It was considered a sign that we were
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really grown up when we could hike the whole distance without being
carried.

Saturday evening was stunt night in the auditorium when virtually
everyone came for games, plays, and other entertainments. One famous
evening a talent show was held. The master of ceremonies announced events
with an imitation mike made of cardboard, with the call letters of station
JOKE. In Japan and Korea, radio station call letters began with the letter “].”
The very next day after that stunt night, a Japanese detective arrived and
demanded to know about our secret radio transmitter (strictly illegal). The
Japanese were always very suspicious of us foreigners, and considered posses-
sion of such a communications device detrimental to their empire. The
cardboard mike for JOKE was found in the trash and was duly delivered to the
detective who gravely took it down the mountain for investigation. This inci-
dent proved that someone among the Koreans in the camp was spying for
them and immediately reporting our activities to the Japanese authorities.

One of my first paying jobs (other than working at home) was on this
mountain. Some of the missionaries were golf players but had no place (or
time) for it in their various stations. So they laid out a nine-hole course near
the top of the ridge behind the camp. The Korean workmen who had to dig
out the golf greens from that rough soil, full of stones and roots, probably
thought these Americans had gone crazy, and anyone looking at the finished
product would likely have formed the same opinion. It was probably the most
up and down and dithicult course ever devised. Every year workmen had to
cut off the tall grass and all kinds of little shrubs that had grown up along the
fairways. To make matters worse it often rained, or was so foggy the players
could not see between the greens. A ball could not help bur land often “in the
rough™ (which was everywhere). This challenge must have added to the
players’ sport.

Since caddies were necessary, we little missionary boys were hired at 10 sen
(5 cents) an afternoon. In the absence of child labor laws or minimum wages
this was great pay and we were happy to spend the afternoon running up and
down between the greens. An additional incentive was the camp association
promise of a bonus of 20 sen (10 cents) for every viper killed. These snakes
were very poisonous but usually ran away from people. When we were lucky
enough to kill one which had come out to sun itself on a rock and then collect
that bonus, it was a highly successtul day!

There was also some serious learning while on the mountain. For instance,
after I began attending high school in Pyeng-yang, | borrowed a typing book
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from a teacher and took a portable typewriter up the mountain where 1 taught
myself how to type.This skill has, of course, been of use almost daily ever since.
Another time a couple of ladies came and offered to teach us musical sight
reading. | have no idea now who they were or where they came from, but they
were excellent teachers who instructed us an hour a day for a week or so. As
a little boy anxious to be out in the woods or playing in the streams, I was not
too enthusiastic about participating. However, [ did learn my “do, re, mi” and
acquired knowledge for which I have always been grateful.

Our supplies on the mountain were taken care of through a little store, run
as a summer business extension by Steward & Company from Seoul. The
Chinese proprietor had groceries, candy, and so on and we children consid-
ered it the finest store in the universe. Next door was a bakery, operated by a
volunteer from among the missionaries. Rev. E. T. Boyer was often the baker
since he loved doing this sort of thing. Merchants would bring up fresh
produce from the market in Kurei. In the same building Dr. J. C. Crane
installed a couple of gasoline powered electric generators which supplied each
house with a few watts of electricity from sunset until ten o’clock each
evening,. It always smelled and rumbled and gave us boys something to watch
with keen interest.

Each weekday, mail was brought up by Mr.Yoon Seung-man who walked
from the nearest county seat (Kurei) to the top of the mountain and back daily.
He also hived with his family on the mountain where he served as the year-
long caretaker, coming down to his home in Namwon only in the very
bitterest cold part of the winter. Many years afterwards he was the fine elder
with whom I worked in starting churches in the Namwon region. The Chidi

Chidi San mountain-spring-fed
ice cold pool.
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Onuir children in front of their
Chidi San cabin—another genera-

tion of Hoppers enjoy this retreat.

San property was leased from the owner, the Imperial University of Japan, for
the huge sum of 20 yen (§10.00) a year, and Mr.Yoon used to relate with great
gusto how it had been his responsibility to take this to the officials in the
county seat.

Another “amenity” on the mountain was the dental office. Dr. J. K. Levie
of Kwangju was the mission dentist. While his main work was with Korean
patients, he also had to care for the missionary community which was no small
job 1n itself. As a convenience to missionaries who otherwise would have to
travel to his office in Kwangju, he set up practice on the mountain where most
of the missionaries were in the summer and checked everyone’s teeth. Imagine
hauling a dental chair and necessary equipment on the backs of workmen for
about five hours up a steep rough mountain trail! He also needed electricity
to run his equipment and this was supplied by turning on some of Dr. Crane’s
generating power. One day | was playing with one of my best friends, an
Australian boy named Malcolm Cunningham. We had made little rubber
slingshots and he happened to point his at my face. As [ opened my mouth to
tell him to aim elsewhere, he accidentally let go and the rock hit one of my
teeth and knocked oft a corner. This meant going to Dr. Levie who fixed it
with a temporary piece and later in Kwangju put on some gold which is still
there.

Sometimes when the clouds would lift and we had one of those glorious
days of bright sunshine and clear views, one of the boys would carry a message
and would go around the camp announcing a hike to Pahn-yak-bong. This
was a somewhat higher peak (around 6,000 feet) and could be reached by an
all-day round trip hike. Part of the trip was through what was known as the
Flowery Trail because part of it was through woods and grassy meadows
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carpeted with many kinds of colorful flowers. This hike was always a great
event and as many as possible would go along. There were also numerous
picnics in other spots such as Lion’s Head Rock, Sunset Peak, or
Grandmother’s Altar and everywhere there were gorgeous views in every
direction.

Little wonder then, that Chidi San vacations were the high spots of our
childhood and always looked back upon with the fondest of memories. Those
mountains are still one of the tourist attractions of Korea. In the fall of 1989
when we visited Korea, we took our first trip up Chidi San on the new paved
tourist highway now traveled by thousands of sightseers in all kinds of buses
and cars. On top of the mountain is a great TV relay station and remnants of
the military area guarded by Korean troops. Quite a change from the “good
old days!™

Childhood in Mokpo started us off well. We never felt deprived, neglected,
or abused. All three of us children went on through the educational process,
finishing college, graduate school, and entering successful careers. The most
credit goes to loving and conscientious parents who gave us a normal and
happy home and wise personal guidance under what some might consider
adverse conditions. This is not to say that there were no adjustments to make
and much to be learned when we left the home nest, but we were prepared
for all of that. Much has been said and written about the problems of “mish-
kids" but at least for those of us in Korea they were minimal. Our needs were
the object of much prayer and care by the missionary community as a whole,
and for all of this we who were the beneficiaries can forever be grateful.

21



o

The Pyeng-yang Vears
- (1934-1938)
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issionary children growing up in Korea anticipated “going to
PYFS™ with great excitement. After the elementary school years
with almost no American playmates and very little activities
outside the home and immediate family, we could look forward to “Pyeng-
yang Foreign School” where there would be many classmates, different
teachers, and a whole new way of life. Of course there was also speculation as
to what dormutory life would be like, how we would get along with a strange
roommate or two, and how a long separation from the protection and guid-
ance of parents could be endured. From the viewpoint of a parent now, more
than fifty years later, I realize that these questions were of far greater concern
to my own parents than they were to a thirteen-year-old boy like myself.
This traumatic transition was made far easier because we children and our
parents had known for years that it was coming, had often talked of it, and
were thoroughly prepared to accept it. Because we had lived in Pyeng-yang
tor some months in the fall of 1931 while Father was teaching at the
Presbyterian Seminary and I had been in the fifth grade, | had some general
idea of what to expect at PYFS. Academically, Mother had done everything
possible (especially in mathematics and English) to fit us for the curriculum in
Pyeng-yang. She even ordered a Latin textbook and taught me my “amo, amas,
amat” in advance so I would have a head start in that subject. We were
instructed how to take care of our clothes, how to keep our room neat and
clean, what to do if we got sick, and seemingly endless other matters. Mother
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had ordered from America or had made locally all the clothes I would need
and had gathered sheets and blankets and towels. My laundry number (I think
it was No. 17) had been sewn with care on every item and my trunk and suit-
case were packed with great care.

While the payment of fees to the school were cared for by my parents, a
system was worked out for my spending money. From the first, I was not given
any specified amount as an allowance, but a sum of money to use as needed
without any fixed limits. We students could deposit our money in the school
ofhice, where we were 1ssued passbooks and little checkbooks to withdraw
funds just like dealing with a bank . .. good training for all of us. The only
condition my parents made was that I periodically send home a list of how the
money was used, and for many years even nickels and dimes spent were duly
recorded and reported once a month. I cannot recall a single time when such
expenditures were questioned or rebuked in any way. Placing this trust in me
was an excellent way to make me act responsibly 1n the use of what was then
their money and 1s now mine. Possibly this 1s the reason why during our
marriage of forty-five years (as of 1990) Dot and I have never lived on a fixed
budget of so much for food, so much for clothes, etc., but have tried to use
our resources wisely as needed, and we have never been in debt!

Travel to Pyeng-yang involved an eighteen-hour train trip. Pyeng-yang is
the largest city in the northern part of Korea, and is currently the capital of
Communist North Korea. As 1 recall, my mother accompanied me on the first
trip and we stopped long enough in Seoul for me to have some dental work
done. The trip from Mokpo to Seoul was approximately twelve hours and
from Seoul to Pyeng-yang another six hours. This was such a long trip that
during my vyears in school I never went home except at Christmas and
summer vacation time. One night on the train was necessary, and we always
rode in the third-class sleepers. Three sleeping bunks were stacked in a tier, one
above the other. Two of these triple deckers faced each other in sections along
one side of the aisle like ordinary train seats, and on the other side of the aisle
(which was off-center) similar bunks were situated lengthwise of the coach.
The bunks were just like ordinary train seats except about six feet long. All this
was calculated for cramped discomfort with maximum togetherness in
minimum space. The only Pullman serving our mission area left Mokpo in the
evening and reached Seoul in midmorning the next day.

Missionary children going to Pyeng-yang from Kwangju had to ride a
connecting train to “Sho-ter-ri” (now Song-jung-ni), and those from
Soonchun, Chonju, and Kunsan rode other trains to “Ree-ree” (now Ir1) to
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join our train. There were no sleepers on their trains, but their day coaches
were attached to our train from Mokpo. Since it was not permitted by the
railway system for them to buy tickets for sleeper reservations in their own
cities, and all the spaces would be taken up by other passengers when they
reached these connecting points, it became the practice for them to write or
telegraph asking us to buy advance reservations for them in Mokpo. Often |
would be holding quite a large bundle of sleeper tickets when we met our
friends at these points. Imagine the excitement when during in the night,
perhaps at ten o’clock in Sho-ter-ri and at midnight in Ree-ree, large groups
of American high school children moved themselves and their baggage to our
sleeper from coaches which had just been hooked to our train. There were
loud greetings with friends they had not seen for a while, as they settled them-
selves on their bunks. I am sure the other passengers were vastly entertained
and perhaps displeased at all the disturbance created by these noisy foreign
students, especially since it was late at night before the whole crowd quit
talking and went to sleep.

Among other warnings given by our parents as we left home were orders
to beware of detectives. Korea was now oppressively ruled by her Japanese
imperialist conquerors who were in the process of making mulitary moves into
Manchuria and North China. Missionaries were regarded with suspicion by the
authorities, and all of us Americans were regarded as spies. Possibly they were
already planning war with the United States and it was clear that they had
embarked on a policy aimed at control of all of East Asia. The Japanese were
deeply afraid lest any report that smacked of criticism of their regime be sent
abroad, and of course they were always on the alert lest we say or do anything
to encourage anti-Japanese activities among the Koreans. Our mail was
routinely censored and Japanese detectives were forever pestering missionaries,
coming to our homes, asking all kinds of leading (or absurd) questions, and n
general making a nuisance of themselves by attempting to trap us into saying
something for which we could be accused.

Missionary children were not exempt from this treatment and we soon
learned that wherever we went, even on the train going to school, we were under
the watchful eye of detectives. We very soon learned to identify our particular
personal sleuth among the other passengers because he would at once try to
engage us in conversation with all kinds of questions such as,”"What do you think
of the Japanese government policies?” or, “Why are you Americans here?” We
were trained either to pretend we did not understand, or to say we didn’t know,
or to make some other stupid remark. Some detectives liked to practice their
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Potong gate, which still stands behind the area where PYFS stood.

English on us, in which case we kids often set them up with all kinds of ridicu-
lous expressions about which we would laugh hilariously later on, mimicking the
comical accent of our tormentors. One advantage in all of this was that our
parents always knew that such a guardian angel would guarantee our safe arrival
at our destination. We could not have stepped oft the train at any stop, or missed
a connection, or blundered into any kind of trouble without our private eye
watching and reporting our whereabouts. There was a rather long wait between
trains in Seoul, and some of the students would go into town briefly, but there
was never any danger of them getting lost or failing to keep their travel schedule.

When we crossed the great iron bridge over the Tai-dong River we knew
we had arrived in Pyeng-yang, the oldest city in Korea. It was the traditional
capital established by Tan-goon, the legendary founder of Korea (2332 B.C.)
and boasted an authentic history from the time of King Keui-ja (1122 B.C.). It
was rich in the history of various dynasties and rulers, and there were innu-
merable ancient monuments, gates, pavilions, and temples. Immediately behind
our school was a part of what was said to be the wall of Keui-ja and a short
distance away an old gate erected a thousand years before . . . said to be the
oldest structure in Korea.
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