A Model Missionary


A tribute in memory of Pastor Egron Rinell on the third anniversary of his death.

By Yin Ying

Rev. Egron Rinell was pastor in the Swedish Baptist Mission in my home town Jiaoxian. He spent his whole life there until he was ordered to leave in 1948
. Pastor Rinell spoke Jiaozhou dialect just like the local people. He was familiar with the history and stories of the surrounding villages, and counted himself as one of the people. Actually he represented the second generation of the Swedish Baptist missionaries in the area. His father, Old Pastor J. A. Rinell, passed away in Qingdao. He was much respected by the people whom he served. After his death a monument was put up in honour of him. At that time I was only in Primary School and fortunately I had a chance to participate in that ceremony! I clearly remember that the monument was raised on the right hand side of the big church. 

In those days I went to Sunday School and to the Sunday Worship Services. I seldom missed any of them. That started when I was in the third grade and continued through my middle school years. We all gathered together in the beautiful church. I think it probably was the largest building within the county. It could seat about 800 people
 at one time. Every morning the church bell rang. It resounded into every corner of the whole county. In this church I was taught and inspired throughout my years in the Ruihua Schools. How can I ever forget the impact it made on me? That was the church I loved. Since I left my home town Jiaozhou, the first thing I loved to ask about was the Jiaozhou Church. I wondered after all the years that had gone “How is my Church, is it still there?” I was concerned about the church which I loved so much. Unfortunately it was destroyed, just as we read about the Jerusalem temple: “Not a single stone shall be left upon another” (Matt 24:2). It was not only the building of the church that was torn down but also the double City Wall and my home, the house which belonged to my family of origin. Nothing was left. It is so sad!

When I got to know Pastor Rinell, he was in his 30’s
. He still had a youthful appearance and looked handsome. He flavoured his conversation with an attractive humour which was admired by all of us. Both he and his brother, Rev. Oscar Rinell, were pastors. In order to know which Rinell we were talking about, we called Egron Rinell Big Pastor and his brother Second Pastor. These two brothers followed their father’s foot steps and became preachers in my home town. Big Pastor was the chair of the Board of Trustees of the Ruihua Middle School and also my English teacher. He introduced me into the English language while I was still very young. Big Pastor was educated in a British school. He was excellent in English and his way of teaching was loved by his students. He paid a lot of attention to our penmanship and wrote sentences, for instance a quote from the Bible, on the large black board in the class room, so that all the students could practice copying it.

From my days in Primary and Secondary school, we all had to line up to enter the church for Sunday worship. We all felt uncomfortable when listening to Pastor Han’s sermons, because they were long and dry and made us bored. The preacher we welcomed most was Big Pastor Rinell. When he taught us about faith he used real illustrations from life. For instance, once he lit a candle and covered it with a glass. Slowly the light went out. He wanted us to think about how we can let the Light of Christ shine through us. If we covered our light in would not last for lack of oxygen. Christians need to have “the oxygen of Christ” so that their light can shine in front of others. The life of Christ is our oxygen, and this is the only way we can shine. What an interesting sermon!

The sports field of our Middle School was next to the church. All students had to live in the dormitory of the school. In it there were four students to a room. After evening study time we all had to go to chapel. We all knelt down to pray. During these days the Japanese occupied our city and we lacked a lot of necessities. There were, of course, no gas or oil lamps to be lit in the large church building. So every student had to bring their own little lamp with vegetable oil to church. We all gathered together to pray and after that we sang: “Humbly at Jesus’ feet”. Then we went back to the dormitory. By that time it was bed time for everyone. This was the best time in my life. These were beautiful, unforgettable years and precious moments which I have treasured: “Those little lights” still shine in my mind! In later years some of my school mates told me that they, too, counted those years as a blessing in their life. We all lived together as a big family. Big Pastor and our Principal Mr. Wang were like the heads of our big Ruihua family. 

Big Pastor Rinell lived next door to the church, behind an alley in the Rinell Garden. It was a huge garden, with a Chinese style house and a man made mountain, a pavilion, all kinds of plants and trees. In Summer time there were meetings in the garden for the students. Then they offered us to enjoy the beautiful scenario and delicious cookies and snacks prepared by Mrs. Gerda Rinell.

I left my home town in a rush in 1949. Since then I had no chance to see Big Pastor Rinell. I heard that after he was forced to leave Jiaozhou, he had gone to do evangelical work in Japan, but we did not have any contact with each other. About thirty years later I had contact with one of our famous alumni, Dr. Yang Maochun (Martin Yang), a professor from National University of Taiwan. From him I learned that Big Pastor Rinell was retired from the mission field in Japan and had settled down in Uppsala, Sweden. I visited him twice before he went to his heavenly home the year he turned 90. He was talkative and brought both of us back to the Jiaozhou days. He told me a lot of stories I had never heard before, even about the suffering as an evangelist in a foreign land. Big Pastor Egron and his wife Gerda lived in a very small apartment in Uppsala. Gerda, once a beautiful soprano, had attracted Parkinson’s Disease. As time flies, so does youth. From our conversation I learned that the Swedish Baptist Mission did not only focus on Jiaozhou, but that the work had been extended into other areas East of Jiaozhou and to other counties such as Zhucheng and Gaomi. There they also built churches, schools, medical clinics and an orphanage
. 

The Ruihua School that I attended was very famous. The faculty was recruited mainly from the highly recognized Qilu University. The attitude among the staff to education and to the students was one of dedication and endless engagement. At Big Pastor’s home there were not many antiques, but a lot of albums with historical photographs. I spent most of my time there looking at there pictures. They retold my life story through the people and the sights, which I had missed so deeply for many years. After Big Pastor died I borrowed this precious material for further study. I copied many of the pictures and they helped me remember little things from the past, and cover the gap from my lost home showing all the beautiful buildings in old Chinese style, such as the mandarin’s building, the temples, the church etc. They were all destroyed during the cultural revolution; there was nothing left.

The second time I was planning to visit Big Pastor Rinell was in May of 1983. I had attended a meeting in Europe and wished to see him again. However, I missed this opportunity since I had to rush to another meeting on the way. I later found out that his 90th birthday had been on May 15th 1984. The church celebrated his birthday after the worship service. For this he had written John 3:16 and 1 John 1:7 in Chinese. He spoke on these texts in Chinese, being translated into Swedish by his daughter Alice. Three days after his 90th birthday he went to the hospital to visit his wife, Mrs. Gerda Rinell. There he suddenly got a heat attack and was hospitalized until May 28th, when he died. I lost the chance to say good-bye to him. I felt so badly to have missed him and there is no way I can make it up to him!

This was written on the third year after Big Pastor’s death. Whenever I think about this old missionary pastor, I remember his passion for China, his love for the Chinese and how he spend half a life time for the salvation of people in my home town Jiaozhou. He educated many Chinese – I was one of them. I would like to say to him: “Dear Big Pastor, thank you and thank you again!” I can never sufficiently thank him even if I do so from the bottom of my heart. I am grateful for his life as an example of faith and for his deeds, faith in action. What a Model Missionary!

� He was not really ”ordered” to leave. Oscar had gone to Sweden 1947-1948, and when he came back it was my parent’s turn to go on furlough. He even hoped it would be possible to return to China at that time – which, of course was not possible!


� The Church had seats for 600, but if the wall to small chapel was folded back, it could take 800.


� He must have been older! He was 54 in 1946, when you graduated from Middle School. He was born 1894. So when you went to third grade in Primary School he must already have been 47 years old.


� The mission never had ”hospitals” – only clinics. In Zhucheng there was an orphanage.





