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Editor’s Note: In the following chapter, Rev. Hanko relates some of the history of our other 

churches. His original desire had been to be a missionary, and so the work that he did in 

organizing some of these churches was especially dear to his heart. 

 

I had some experience in mission work in our churches. I also discovered how difficult 

and discouraging this can be, even when working among Reformed people. I was present in 

Orange City when Rev. Hoeksema spoke a series of lectures, which on the last night, drew about 

500 people. At that meeting an announcement was made that an organizational meeting would be 

held the following night at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Katje. Seven families, mostly elderly 

couples, were present for organization. 

Nevertheless, the period from 1930 to 1939 was a period of growth for our churches. In 

1932, Creston Church was organized on Leonard Street in Grand Rapids. That same year, Rev. 

Hoeksema made a trip to Redlands to organize a congregation there. Another congregation was 

organized in Los Angeles, which later became our Bellflower church. In 1936, Grand Haven 

congregation was organized. In 1937, Edgerton came into existence through the labors of our 

first missionary, Rev. Bernard Kok. Rev. Kok labored there and was told that as soon as he had 

twenty families who were willing to be organized, we would come out for the occasion. He had 

nineteen, and before the meeting was still struggling to bring in the twentieth. Deeming this 

sufficient, the mission committee proceeded to organize this congregation. In 1939, he also saw 

the fruits of his labors in the organization of a church in Manhattan, Montana. 

Allow me to mention a bit of history in connection with the organization of a 

congregation in Redlands, California. A request had come to Rev. Hoeksema from a few families 

who were unhappy in the CRC. A lecture was planned and there was a good turnout. But many 

who came were very suspicious that this man from the east was just another rabble-rouser, who 

was seeking his own interest. They were present as it were, with tongue in cheek. Rev. 

Hoeksema took for his point of approach, two verses out of Isaiah 50, namely, verses 4-5, “The 

Lord God hath given me the tongue of the learned, that I should know how to speak a word in 

season to him that is weary: He wakeneth morning by morning, he wakeneth my ear to hear as 

the learned. The Lord God hath opened mine ear, and I was not rebellious, neither turned away 

back.” 

Particularly one man in the audience thought, “There you have it. He is nothing but a 

proud self-seeker.” Yet as Rev. Hoeksema continued it became evident that he was expounding 

the Word of God, not as referring to himself, but to the promised Christ. This man and many 

others became extremely interested, with the result that we still have a flourishing congregation 

in Redlands today. 

In 1940 our churches held their first synod meeting in First Church, Grand Rapids. For 

some time now the churches had met in one classis four times a year. But now it had been 

decided that the churches would be divided into Classis East, consisting of all the churches east 

of the Mississippi River, and Classis West, consisting of all the churches west of the Mississippi, 

with a meeting of synod once a year. This same year, the first young people’s convention was 

held in Oak Lawn. Rev. Hoeksema was the main speaker and continued to serve in that capacity 

for many years. The following year the Young Men’s Society of First Church in Grand Rapids 



started a radio broadcast over WFUR. Rev. Hoeksema was the radio minister, and, even after the 

synod started funding for the RWH, he continued in that capacity for many years. His first radio 

message was entitled “God Is God,” making his messages thoroughly God-centered. 

In the early 40s, efforts were made to organize a congregation in Randolph, Wisconsin. 

There was one subscriber to the Standard Bearer in Randolph. The mission committee asked me 

to go to Randolph and investigate whether there was any prospect of doing work in the area. This 

original contact, I think, was Auke Douma. Upon being contacted, he said that he enjoyed 

the Standard Bearer, was very interested in a PR church being established, would do all he could 

to help, but would never himself join. He was at all our services, but he never did join. The 

reason was that his wife was an invalid and depended on him for transport. But she was opposed 

to us. 

I was instructed by the mission committee not to start services until I had ten people or 

more. Auke Douma gave me a list of names and I set about visiting people. I finally managed to 

get ten people who promised to come. 

I set about looking for a place to worship, but was frankly told by everyone in Randolph 

that there were enough churches, and that they did not want any more. I finally went to Vriesland 

where I talked with the mayor. The mayor told me the same thing I had heard in Randolph. I 

mentioned to the mayor, “If I asked for a meeting place to hold a dance, you would find me a 

place. But when I ask for a place to preach, you refuse.” The mayor responded, “That is correct.” 

I finally found a place. It was a pavilion in the park in Randolph. I held services there and 

many, many people came. Auke Douma came too, but he said to me, “There is nothing here with 

which to start a congregation.” I asked why, and he said, “These are all people from the 

Reformed Church in town, a church which is vacant, and they are only here out of curiosity. 

They will never join the PRC.” And so it turned out. 

The fourth Sunday, Dewey Alsum came.
1
 Auke Douma said to me, “Now you have 

someone. Go and visit him.” So I went to visit him and Dewey helped me from that time on with 

names, contacts and suggestions. 

Soon we were able to rent the congregational church in town, which desperately needed 

the money, and would sometimes ask for an advanced payment because they were so short of 

cash. On a visit to the minister with Rev. Hoeksema, we learned that they had only six or seven 

people who were attending, although more were supporters. Rev. Hoeksema said to that minister, 

“Do you know what we do with supporters? We cut them off.” “Yes,” said the minister, “I heard 

that you were very strict. But if I would do that, I would not have a congregation left.” 

The mission committee asked Rev. Hoeksema to preach, lecture and make contacts there 

for a period of three weeks. Since I was in Oak Lawn at the time, and had done some work in 

Randolph, the mission committee suggested that I accompany him. 

On a Monday afternoon we started out together for Wisconsin. The trip was very 

enjoyable, especially because much of the time was spent in animated conversation. I recall that 

we talked particularly about prayer as an intimate covenant fellowship with God. We mentioned 

the fact that the few words, “Thy will be done,” actually expressed all our needs. If we can pray 

that in all sincerity, then we are assured of perfect peace, come what may. Yet we both felt that 

this was not enough. After a bit of a pause one of us remarked, “Yet we can and must make all 

our needs known in prayer and supplication with thanksgiving.” Thus the afternoon soon passed 

and we arrived in Waupun, Wisconsin. 

That night we stayed in a hotel in Waupun. When I bid Rev. Hoeksema good night to go 

to my room he said, “But aren’t we going to have devotions together?” From then on, whenever 



possible, we had evening devotions together. Later, to save money, we stayed with my wife’s 

relatives in Waupun, who were more than eager to have us lodge with them, enjoying Rev. 

Hoeksema’s company, banter and hearty guffaws. 

Rev. Hoeksema preached on Sunday and gave lectures during the week. The rest of the 

time, we made contacts with many people who showed interest. Many times we were invited to 

some home for noon dinner or supper. 

A couple who regularly attended our meetings and services and later became members of 

the congregation, invited us for supper. I had always regarded them as elderly and therefore 

referred to them as “the old Westras.” I told Rev. Hoeksema that “the old Westras” had invited 

us for supper on a certain evening. While we sat at the table Rev. Hoeksema asked Mr. Westra, 

“How old are you?” to which he received the answer, “Fifty-seven years.” Then turning to Mrs. 

Westra he said, “And how old are you?” Again the response was, “Fifty-seven years.” It so 

happened that Rev. Hoeksema was about that same age. He gave me a look with a scowl and 

afterward said, “I suppose you go around referring to me as “the old Hoeksema.” 

Every Saturday afternoon Rev. Hoeksema brought me to the train, so that I could preach 

in Oak Lawn on Sunday. As I was ready to step into the train I received the admonition, “You be 

sure to be back Monday morning. I’ll be here waiting for you.” 

We also had an invitation for noon dinner at one of the farmers. When the time arrived 

we drove into the farmyard, but noticed that all the curtains were removed from the windows. 

The house looked like the people were moving out. When we came to the door, we saw the 

man’s wife sitting in the middle of the floor busily packing pots and pans in a box. Rev. 

Hoeksema remarked: “I thought we were to come here for dinner.” To that she responded, “Our 

minister is just as good as you are.” He countered, “I doubt that.” But it was useless to waste any 

more words there, so we quietly withdrew. As we were about to drive off, the man came 

sheepishly out of the barn to tell us that his wife did not want us to come. To which Rev. 

Hoeksema responded, “We noticed that.” We had our lunch in a restaurant. 

The three weeks sped rapidly by and it was time again to return to our churches. On our 

return trip, the closer we came to Oak Lawn, the less Rev. Hoeksema spoke. It was obvious that, 

as we were coming closer to home, all the work that awaited him in Grand Rapids began to 

weigh heavily upon his shoulders. When we reached my home, my wife invited him to come in 

for a cup of coffee, but he refused. Almost without another word he started his car and drove off. 

My wife said, “How could you spend three weeks with a man as sober as that?” I tried to impress 

on her that our experiences together were quite different. 

By the time I left Oak Lawn in 1945, our denomination had grown from three churches to 

twenty-three. I had always desired to get to know as many of our churches as possible in my 

ministry, and so our family headed west to Manhattan, Montana. 

 

Endnote 
 

1
 Dewey Alsum was the grandfather of Judy Abel and Jackie Hoekstra of our Randolph church. 
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