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HIPPOS AND PYGMIES
ORAN SMITH was waiting for Louie at the airport in Cairo. Bad
feelings against Britain had arisen in 1954 over England's heavy
hand at the Suez Canal, and Louie's Australian brogue made him
sound to the Egyptians like an Englishman. This resulted in hostilities, and a large crowd gathered, shaking fists at them and shouting threats to the "Britishers."
After viewing the pyramids, Louie went to the Valley of The
Kings, where he was intensely interested in the tombs of Rameses I,
II, III, and Tutankhamen. He thought of the selfishness of those
men, who tried, but failed to take their gold with them.
When Louie and Oran reached
Kenya, the gold-sealed letters
helped them pass roadblocks on
their way to visit Biola missionaries;
and they were thrilled to see the
work at Kijabe, where the church
seated one thousand people and was
thriving amid persecution.
Traveling in a dusty jeep toward
the village of Kandora, they found
the smoke of battle still clinging to
the atmosphere. "The Mau Maus
had just attacked the village .... By
our stopping at the roadblock,"
Louie wrote, "we had just escaped
being caught in the cross fire between the Mau Maus and British
soldiers who were attempting to de- The hippo hunt. Front to back:
fend the village .... We saw over Oran Smith, his son David,
Louie, and Richard Dilworth.
thirty bodies of Mau Maus lying
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along the road . . . [and] . . . witnessed schoolhouses which had
been burned and demolished [and] in which were charred remains of
little children." 1 The scenes moved Louie to prayer for Kenya.
He visited Biola missionaries at Khartoum, Doro, and every place
he could get to them; he refreshed their hearts and his.
In Tanganyika he dedicated a forty-five foot launch named the
Biola, which had been purchased by the students for the Africa
Inland Mission. During the ceremony, a choir of nationals sang, Biola graduates Richard Dilworth and Hamilton Morrow spoke, and
Louie officially presented the launch and led in a dedicatory prayer
that it might be the means of evangelizing many along the banks of
the river.
Louie wanted to provide meat for the nationals of the area and decided to shoot a hippopotamus for them. That led to one of the
funniest and most exciting experiences of all his journeys.
Dick Dilworth recounted that watery, mixed-up, hippo hunt. "Dr.
Talbot, Oran Smith, and I were in a dugout canoe, and they held the
two guns. The rest of the men were in the launch Biola. Although
they were supposed to keep at a distance, they found themselves
near the hippos, and Dr. Herbert Movius took a shot at them. One
of the hippos came toward us through the water, and Dr. Talbot
and Oran shouted, 'What'll we do?'
'''Shoot!'
"Dr. Talbot shot my 375 Magnum rifle and hit about halfway between our canoe and the hippo. His second shot wasn't much better.
The hippo veered off about twenty feet away from us. I grabbed the
gun from Oran's frozen arm and shot the hippo as it headed into the
reeds.
"Dr. Talbot and Oran were then stationed in the canoe near where
the hippo disappeared. While Dave and I began cutting our way
through the reeds, we saw the hippo heading toward Dr. Talbot and
Oran in their canoe.
"I shouted, 'It's coming!'
"Dr. Talbot leaped out of the frail canoe toward a sturdy rock,
but missed. Holding his gun high, he tried desperately to scramble
up that slippery rock, splashing vainly in the water and tearing a
large hole in his trousers and scraping off some of his skin.
"The hippo had only gone out far enough to be deeper in the
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reeds. Dave, who was Oran's son,
and I later located it, and he
stepped on its back. The hippo
raised up a bit, and then died.
"In the meantime, Louie had to
clamber back into the canoe without tipping his fellow passenger into the water. After a while another
hippo appeared and Oran, who now
had his gun back again, got it with
one shot.
"A rope was attached to the Biola,
and both hippopotami were towed
ashore. It was a happy occasion
for the nationals who were hungry
for meat, and a local subchief took
charge of distributing it. We took
home four fillets six feet long, three
With the chief of the Pygmies.
inches thick and six inches wide.
What steak and hippoburgers!"
Louie had wanted to see Africa "in the raw," and with one leg of
his soaking-wet trousers torn open and his flesh scratched by the
rock, he was having part of his wish fulfilled. At the missionaries'
bungalow, he took off his ripped trousers and handed them to Florence Dilworth. "These are for you to fix," he said. "I don't have
another pair."
That evening as they were laughing over the events of the day,
Louie said, ''I've preached at the Church of the Open Door hundreds
of times on brotherly love; but when you are in a canoe and a hippo's
charging toward you, one certainly forgets all about brotherly love.
At that moment, I didn't even know Oran was around."
Another day Louie was being filmed when a tsetse fly landed on
the bald spot of his head. Because a carpenter at the station had
died six months earlier from a bite, the missionaries became very
concerned. Dr. Movius, who had been asked by Louie's wife to look
after his health on the trip, ordered him to get into the car, but he
replied, "Why not die with African sleeping sickness rather than
from some civilized American germ?"
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The tsetse fly continued its assault, and Louie must have given his
guardian angel a headache that day.
There Louie also filmed shots of witchcraft; the shots have been
called the most remarkable documentary movies of the subject ever
taken. It was arranged for a witch doctor to reenact a typical ceremony, and Dick Dilworth described what happened:
"Supposing a little child to be ill, the witch doctor attempted a
cure by making a sacrifice and incantations to the spirits of the
child's ancestors. A ram, which ordinarily would have been brought
by the child's parents, was slain by a spear and then skinned. A
few pieces were roasted in the fire, and the rest was cooked and
distributed to all present for a kind of feast. Meantime, the witch
doctor built a little house for the spirits of the ancestors to appease
them and make them stop tormenting the child. His expression was
fearful as he worshiped before this little grass hut, setting the roasted
bits of food before it.
"Then he said to the ancestral spirits, 'Laugh now. Accept our
gift to you. Let the child get well.' Looking at the liver of the ram,
he supposedly could tell by it whether someone living was responsible for the illness of the child. Usually the blame is fixed on someone living, and in this way thousands of people, especially elderly
ones, have been driven away or killed."

, · Elephant dance of the
Pygmies.
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Louie makes a cross out of sticks as he presents the Gospel to a tribe
in Nigeria.

Mr. Dilworth seized the opportunity to preach the Gospel to the
gathered crowd of Africans. Taking the head of the ram in his hands,
he told the people about the Lamb of God, the Lord Jesus Christ,
who had shed His blood on Calvary for their sins.
"Never have I seen a sermon illustrated like that! I shall remember it to the end of my days," commented Louie.
Traveling onward, he described the landscape: "Africa is a beautiful country with its towering mountains, tumbling waterfalls, and
blue lakes. It was not far from the gorgeous Congo Falls that I had
the thrilling experience of 'shooting the rapids' in a dugout canoe.
Although sometimes the boat would spin around in a circle, and my
stomach with it, the young man managed to keep it under control."
At Adja, Louie met Biola graduates Mr. and Mrs. Harold Amstutz;
their work among the lepers, their school, and a church filled to
capacity every Sunday with two thousand people deeply moved
Louie's heart.
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"Some of our missionaries are performing labors which rank with
those recorded in the book of Acts .... It is not a life full of thrills to
be a missionary. It is more likely to be filled with heartaches, disappointment, sickness, and smells. Nevertheless, God has a wonderful
reward laid up for those who at His command go into all the
world to preach the gospel."
Louie and Oran hiked through dense forests to reach a village of
pygmies. What a welcome they gave the two men! Like children
the pygmies scampered about, and they soon asked Louie to take his
gun and bring down some monkey meat for them. That day he
killed fifteen large monkeys, which they immediately roasted, and
Louie poured relished salt into each outstretched hand.
"They kept insisting that we stay with them forever," Louie
wrote. "Of course, they were thinking of more monkeys! However,
I found a great delight sitting around their fires until all hours
of the night, talking with them through an interpreter about the
things of God. . . . When we get to heaven, I trust that we'll have
the privilege of introducing you to some of the dear little people
of the jungle."
In a town of mud huts on the border of the Sahara Desert, Louie
kept soaking his clothes and then putting them on wet just to keep
cool. "I take off my hat to these missionaries," he commented.
"These are God's big men and women."
Before leaving Africa, his gold-sealed letters opened for him the
doors of the majestic palace of the sultan of Nigeria. "Beautiful
oriental rugs and lion skins on the floor,'' he wrote, "reminded me of
Arabian Nights .... It was worth the heat and sand just to be with
this old boy. He and I became real pals."
Then Louie boarded a plane for Spain and home. He had spent
four rugged months filming some of the most compelling and primitive scenes in the world. When Louie's pictures were shown in the
Church of the Open Door, Mayor Poulson was among those who
crowded out the auditorium, and three showings were necessary.
Hundreds of churches were motivated, while many young people
responded, "Here am I, Lord, send me!"

