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“What more can anyone ask of life than he I ; I NG I i | R S
was finger or thumb among other fingers, and A

that the hand he had was the hand of God?”
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Ten Fingers for God describes extraordinary servanthood-the life of {( :..:::I F O R

Dr. Paul Brand, a medical doctor, whose life and work have been a

blessing to countless thousands of leprosy victims on five continents. ;

Through surgeries (over 3,000 in India alone), the pioneering research - y

he has conducted and inspired, and his empathy for the poor and R '
forsaken, Dr. Brand has achieved fame in the medical world and the L

countries of the heart worldwide. N o

Dr, Brand's professional fife has centered on perhaps “the most
problematic aspect of creation, the existence of pain.” His conviction
that the function of pain in the human body is a disguised blessing to
the human race because “God designed the human body so that it is
able to survive because of pain,” brought his together with Philip
Yancey with whom he co-authored the best selling books Fearfully and
Wonderfully Made and In His Image.

As a surgeon, teacher, and environmentalist, Dr. Brand “has chosen _ A .
the middle way of balancing the material and the mystical, the _ [he _tht‘ and
prophetic and the pragmatic.” His spirit of self-sacrifice and humility "\’ 0 !.l{ ”f
can best be distilled by his sureness that ‘what a pity thata man has 8 =Sl
only one life to spend, one pair of feet, two hands, ten fingers! Dr. Pﬂlll Bl'il]](l |
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PAUL BRAND

by Philip Yancey

I FirsT MET Dr. Paul Brand on the grounds of the official U.S.
Public Health Service leprosarium in Carville, Louisiana. To get
there, I drove from New Orleans for two hours along the leveed
banks of the Mississippi River, past crumbling old plantations,
crawfish cafés, and gleaming new petrochemical factories. The
Catholic sisters who had drained swarrns and built the hospital
buildings 2 hundred years before had deliberately located the lep-
rosy center away from major populativa centers. Laid out in a
sprawling, colonial style under huge oak trees, Carville resembled a
movie set of a Philippine plantation:

I knew of Dr. Brand's stature in the world medical community:
the offers to head up major medical centers, the distinguished lec-
tureships in Great Britain and America, the surgical procedures
named in his honor, the prestigious Albert Lasker award, his desig-
nation as Commander of the Order of the British Empire. But 1
waited for him in a cubbyhole of an office hardly suggestive of such
renown. Stacks of medical journals, photographic slides, and un-
answered correspondence covered every square inch of an ugly gov-
emment-green metal desk. An antique window air conditioner
throbbed at the decibel level of an unmuffled sports car. Charts of
the labyrinthine government bureaucracy, not awards and citations,
covered his office walls.

Finally, a slight man of less-than-average height entered the
room. He had gray hair, bushy eyebrows, and a face that creased
deeply when he smiled. In a British accent—a striking contrast to
the bayou accents heard in hospital corridors—he apologized for the
flecks of blood on his lab coat, explaining that he had just been
dissecting rabbit muscles.

That first visit with Dr. Brand lasted a week. We grabbed bits of
conversations between management meetings, surgeries, clinical
lectures, and animal research. I accompanied him on hospital
rounds, Jeaving a wide berth in the hallways for whirting electric
wheelchairs and bicycles jerryrigged with sidecars and extra
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wheels. I sat in the examination room as he studied the inflamed,
ulcerated feet and hands of patients, trying to coax from them the

cause of the injuries.
At night in his home, a rented wooden-frame bungalow on the

grounds of the hospital, I would share an Indian-style meal with
him and Mrs. Brand (also a doctor). Then Dr. Brand would prop up
his bare feet {a trademark with him), and I would turn on the tape
recorder for discussions that ranged from leprology and theology to
world hunger and soil conservation.

True friendship is measured, over time, by its effect on us. Has
the association in some way changed our essential naturg? As 1
compare the person | was on our first meeting in 1975 with the
person I am now, [ realize that seismic changes have occurred
within me, and that Dr. Brand has been responsible for many of
those tremors.

I was a college student during the 1g6os. That tumultuous era
awakened me to the ugly reality of poverty in the third world and
here in American ghettos. Everything in America seemed to be
cracking apart in those days: the Vietnam war chisel_ed away at our
national ideals (and later, Watergate proved the political cynics cor-
rect), revelations about pollution and the environment challenged
the industrial ethic that had built our country, and the new counter-
culture exposed the hollow, image-conscious materialism Fh_at per-
meated business and the media. The issues are now so fa.m.lhar. that
they have become hackneyed. But to thuse of us who were forming a
view of the world in that era, the sixties had a profound and perma-
nent impact. : _

I now believe that God used Dr. Brand as one of his human agents
to bring me out of that period with some stability. I was nventy—ﬁve
when we first met; he was sixty. We made an odd pair, he with
thinning gray hair and I with bushy hair in an Afro stylg. But some-
how our friendship flourished. I look with deep appreciation on the
privilege of learning from a great and humble man. I came to know
him not through history, but as an actual living model, a man qf God
I could see in action—at Carville with his patients, in rural .vﬂlages
of India, as a husband and father, as a speaker at both medical and

spiritual conferences. He, as much as anyone, has helped set my
course in attitude, spirit, and ideals. In this tribute, I hope to iden-

ify partially how he has done so.

ufYDE Bra.nK achieved fame in the medical world mainly through his
pioneering research on the disease of leprosy. He had grown up in

southern India, a child of missicnary parents, and returned in 1946
after getting an education in England. During eighteen years in In-
dia he worked as a surgeon and teacher, directed the large Christian
Medical College Hospital in Vellore, and founded a leprosy hospital
known as Karigirl. Then, in 1965, he moved to the United States
and began research work at the Carville hospital.

I did not expect to find gratitude as the chief characteristic of a
man who had spent his life among victims of leprosy. Through the
medical ignorance of others, those afflicted by leprosy are often iso-
lated and reviled. In a place such as India, they are the outcasts of
society, often doubly so as members of the untouchable caste.

Leprosy disproportionately afflicts the poor. Left untreated, its
victims can develop the nerve damage and ulcers that eventually
lead to facial disfigurement and loss of limbs. If anyone has a right to
bitterness against the way the world is run, it should be someone
who works with these unfortunates. And yet the single characteris-
tic that most impressed me about Dr. Brand was his bedrock of grat-
itude.

For Paul Brand, gratitude began in childhood s simple apprecia-
tion of the natural world around him. He grew up in remote hill
country, with none of civilization's normal barriers against nature.
Snakes lived in the dark corners of the house, and leopards stalked
the forests outside, but apart from these dangers nature seemed
wholly good. Until the age of nine he did his schoolwork sitting on a
branch of a giant tamarind tree, dropping his compieted assign-
ments down to his mother on the ground below,

He spent his childheod in a world of tropical fruit trees and of
butterflies, insects, birds, and other animals. His artistic mother
tried to capture its beauty visually, sometimes calling excitedly to
him to come and look at the sunset as she daubed watercolors on a
canvas.

His father, a self-taught naturalist, saw nature as an awesome
display of the genius of the Creator. He would lead his son to a
towering four-foot termite mound and carefully expose the elaborate
network of passages and their built-in cooling system, explaining
the marvels of cooperative termite society. He would point to the
sandy funnel of an ant lion trap, or the nest of a weaver bird, or a
swarm of bees hanging from a tree.

The need for education interrupted Paul Brand's paradise, and
he was sent to England at the age of nine. Five years later, as a
fourteen-year-old student far from his native homeland, he received
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a cable that his father had died of blackwater fever. Two days after
the cable, a letter from his father arrived, mailed by boat before his
death. It described the hills around their home:

God means us to delight in his world. It isn’t necessary to know botany
or zoology or biology in order to enjoy the manifold life of nature. Just
observe. And remember. And compare. And be always looking to God
with thankfulness and worship for having placed you in such a delight-
ful corner of the universe as the planet Earth.

Jesse Brand’s son kept his advice, and keeps it to this day, whether
hiking on the Olympic Peninsula or following birds around the
swamps of Louisiana.

Fven the most ferocious animals—leopards and grizzlies and rhi-

noceroses—begin their lives playfully. Paul Brand, too, learned that
lesson early. First in the hills of India, and later through a detailed
study of the human body, he came to realize that at the heart of the
natural world God could be found, and the God that he found was
good.
Brand gained a sense of creatureliness, an awareness that he, too,
had been willed into existence by a loving Creator and placed on a
planet that, despite all its pain and fear, contained much beauty and
goodness. He began to develop a consistent outlook of gratitude,
undergirded by trust in the One who made the world.

My early conversations with Brand, coming as they did out of a
time of personal searching, focused mainly on the dark spots and
blemishes on the world. How could a truly good God allow such
blemishes to exist? Dr. Brand took them on one by one. Disease?
Did 1 know that gg percent of all bacteria is healthful, not harmful?
Planets could not produce oxygen and animals could not digest food
without the assistance of bacteria. Most agents of disease, he ex-
plained, diverge from these necessary organisms as only slight mu-
tations.

What about birth defects? He went on to describe in detail the
complex chemical changes that must work right to produce one
healthy child. The great wonder is not that hirth defects exist but
that milliens more do not occur. Could a mistake-proof world have
been created so that DNA spirals would never err in transmission?

No scientist could envision such a system without possibility of er-
ror in our world of physical laws.

Fven at its worst, he continued, our natural world shows evidence
of careful design. Imagine a world without tornadoes or hur-

v

ricanes—calamities that carry the damning label * i ”
When hurricanes and monsoons do not comi,, the ilel?f:tasteolial(ﬁe
of weather conditions gets upset, and killer droughts inevitably fol-
lmgrl:nog wnui‘d you iarlnﬁfrove upon the world? he asked. ’
s professional life has centered on 0
!err!atic aspect of creation, the existence ofp::}ﬁfpls-l;h :mﬂé?lsétiﬁ-
insists on pain's great value, holding 1p as proof the terrible resultg
qf leprosy-—damaged faces, blindness, and loss of fingers, toes and
limbs—that nearly all occur as side-effects of pajxﬂessness: Lepros
dest:roy.s nerve endings that carry pain signals. People w};o do noitl
feel pain .almost inevitalily damage themselves; infection sets in
and ne pain signals alert them to tend to the wounded areg ,
“Thank‘God for pain!” Brand declares with the utmost sin.cerity “I
cannot think of a greater gift I could give my leprosy patients.” (Ac-
tually, he tried to give them the protective gift, in a three-y(;,ar re-
fﬁ:rcw:cgn;??:mt; ;:lﬂanﬂfalfitum an arti-ilﬁcial system.) Even in this
X y held up as a i
seclas r;ason for profound gratitﬁde. challenge 10 & loving God, he
n that spirit, Dr. Brand learned at an early age that
from him gratit_ude and trust—gratitude forihgse thincg:soc:lzvigﬁg
see e.md appreciate, and trust regarding those things he could not
To his surprise, that attitude in him deepened even as he workeri
among pt_aople least likely to feel gratitude: the poorest of the poor,
lgpmsy victims in India. In many of them, he saw the transforma—j
tions that the love of God can produce. The immense human prob-
ga;ns he h'(;ed ameng did not dissolve, but his faith supplied a confi-
ev:;:ej Oa;rn trust that enabled him to serve God with gratitude and
In his lifestyle, Dr. Brand has chosen the middle wa i
off the material and the mystical, the prophetic and tlylg iﬁaﬁzﬁzg
At the hos_pita] he left behind in Vellore, Brand is remembered noi
only for }_115 spiritual depth and sacrificial service, but also for his
practical jokes, love for marmalade and mangoes, and fast drivin
As I emerged from the sixties, a decade never accused of possessing.
b_aia_nce, I needed an example of someone who lived a we]l—rounde?l
life in the midst of modern society, not off in a monastery or ashram
Dr. Branc! had s_truggled with both extremes of the tensions faciné
moc!em muwhzanon, while not giving in to either. On the one hand
he hvgd a “counterculture” lifestyle long before such a word entereci
American vocabulary. The Brand family eats simply, relying mainl
on homemade breads and vegetables grown in their garden. D:r
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owledges a few reasons for discading cloth(?s—un-
.g;::l?abﬁklfl}ps, forginstance—but lack of stylishngss is cert.:a.ull(li}}'1 glot
one of them. Furniture in his home and office is, to put it ¥,
LmOP;e :E:t(l:ﬁl:i' hand, he has learned to use the tools_ ma_de available
by modern technology. Under his leadership, a hospital in th_e iusty
backwater town of Vellore grew into the most modern and s&‘nlp C1;5!:1-
cated facility in all of southwest Asia. Later: Brand came to h"e ¢ ar-
ville hospital in the United States because it offered the technol (fllé
cal support needed to research treatment procedures that wo <
benefit millions of leprosy patients worldmde: And wher{ person !
computers were introduced in the 1980s, he mgned up with boy1§
enthusiasm for one of the first IBMs, to assist his research and writ-
m%ly conversations with Dr. Brand have often strayed to the quzsf.‘-
tion of lifestyle, for his experiences in India and Amenf:a ha.we -
forded him a unique perspective on that issue. He has lived in one
of the poorest countries and in one of the richest. The €normous gap
in economic development can create a moat sepaljau.ng the Wesdt
from the rest of the world. Wealth can dull us to cries gf peed .emk
justice, and too much comfort can sap the life from Chr}stlap w?;')d
The lifelong tension over lifestyle traces back to Brand's childh

in India. After her husband's death, Paul’s mo.tlller, Evelyn (Grargl;?l
Brand, took on the life of 2 “saint” in the u'gdlnmal. form. She l.w_
on a pittance, devoting her life to reaching villagers in five mountain
ranges. She cared nothing for her personal appearance, pot even
allowing a mirror in her house. She contin_ued hazardous Jourg:,;ys
on her pony even after suffering concussions and fracturesan hm
falls. Although tropical diseases ravagec! hgr body, she gave eé‘
energies to treating the diseases and injuries of the people aroun
her. . .

i Granny Brand would embarrass Paul with an intem-
pesr;alf)tt;::1 i?,lrt!tl:isrst; at a)xrl official function in Ve]lqm, i"or example,le;g
might ask in horror, “How could you possibly'dme on such ﬁl"le
when I have people back in the hills starving to death tLl:is 1very
night!” She died at age ninety-five among the people she l(:iv l,lse]:;w-
ing Paul an unforgettable legacy. (The book Granny Brand tells her
ﬁﬂé‘:c:;ryghildhood Paul leamed that Christian love is .best applied
person-to-person. His parents traveled from \.u‘ll.age to village, tealchf;
ing health, sanitation, farming, and the Christian gospel. They le
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behind no lasting institutions, only their permanent imprint on
thousands of lives. Singlehandedly, Granny Brand rid huge areas of
a guinea worm infection that had persisted for centuries. Trusting
villagers followed her instructions on building stone walls around
their wells; no government program could have been so effective.

Yet Paul Brand himseif found his most lasting successes through
rigid scientific disciplines. At Vellore he fought his wife Margaret for
space in the icebox, preserving cadaver hands to study by lamplight
and practicing surgical techniques. For years he puzzled over the
physiology of leprosy: which cells does it attack, and why?

His most important medical discovery came when he ohserved
that the leprosy bacillus did not destroy hands and feet but only
attacked nerve tissue. To prove that theory required years of pain-
staking research. He had to keep track of patients and their injuries,
searching whether all damage could indeed be traced to abuse of
tissue, rather than to the disease itself. The results of such research
had a dramatic impact on the treatment of leprosy and other anes-
thetic diseases worldwide. Fifteen miltion victims of leprosy gained
hope that, with proper care, they could preserve their toes and fin-
gers and limbs. Damage was no longer inevitable.

Brand admits he would shed no tears if all advances from the
industrial revolution onward suddenly disappeared—he prefers the
simple village life in India, close to the outdoors. Stil, unlike
Gandhi, for example, he does not want to roll back modern civiliza-
tion. He gratefully uses electron microscopes and thermograms and
jet planes,

I sense in him a sort of “holy difference” to many of the specifics
that bother some sensitive Christians. He opposes waste in all
forms. If an item is advertised as “disposable,” he either refuses to
buy it or else enjoys finding ways to make it last and last. He lives a
remarkably disciplined and simple life. Yet, he says, “like the Apos-
tle Paul, I have learned to be abased and to abound.” To him technol-
ogy, when used wisely and not destructively, offers a tool that helps
advance the goals of the Kingdom.

A similar kind of balance characterizes other areas of Brand’s life.
His Christian faith developed through a combination of his parents’
devout belief and his scientific training in medical school. The
church he attended in England, a member of the “Strict and Partic-
ular Baptist” denomination, had not adequately equipped him for
intellectual challenges to his faith. But his missionary parents had
demonstrated love in action, and although he found no quick an-
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i hen he arrived in England for school-
g gawﬂ?gﬂo;zzl::at%afe}tﬁ: childhood had been far more adean-
P qd thrilling than the middle-class environment around him.
tur(E,mscla.na].l he learned an important part of his life philosophy: that
plea;i; a:fd pain are not opposites, but rather mutually dependent
parts of the richest experiences in life, Most ofleq, the greate_st plea-
sures come after great sacrifice, including cons;derable pain. The
pattern holds true for musicians, who endure tedious hours qf prac-
tice in order to produce great music, and for athl_etes, \tvho willingly
take on habitual pain in order to condition t.’f]el? bodies. Pleasune
derived from producing great music and achlewqg athletic excel-
lence can come in no other way except through pain.

Brand studied the life of the Apostle Paul, and viewed the suffer-
ings he endured in his attempts to preach the gospel as memly the
cost required to fulfill his goals. Brand decided to stop looking at life
as a polarity: avoid painful experiences, seek pleasurable» ones.
Rather, he would first ask, “Is this what God wants me to do':? If so,
whatever came along, whether unpleasant or pleasa_nt, provided an
opportunity for him to exercise faith. He tried to think of normally
unpleasant experiences as something of an adventure..

Brand’s family went through trials that would horrify a modern
mission executive. His first child was born while he was on wartime
duty at a London hospital, fire-watching fm.m tl?e roof in order to
dispatch emergency crews to deal with bomhing victims. His s?cond
came while he was packing for India. He left his w.lfe and .chlldren
behind in England for six months while he estabhshefl }ufnself at
Vellore (volatile political conditions in India delayed his wife from

ng). '
COIP:HIuissgi)onary service in India took its own toll. As his body adjusted
te a new climate, he broke out in prickly heat in the _Ilo-degree
temperatures and suffered through a series of tropical diseases. He
practiced surgery under a homemade cperating lamp hammered out
et of aluminum.
Of?ns?rfdia, Dr. Brand insisted that each of his children (eventually
six in all) be raised with the same freedom and sense of adventulie
he had known in childhood. Only half in jest, he calculated that it
would be far better to have only four of his children live to adulthood
than to have all six survive by living sheltered, over.ly protected
lives. He encouraged them to climb, explore, and enjoy fu]_.ly the
adventures that India offered. As the children reached a certain age,
the Brands had the wrenching experience of separation, as they

Al

sent each child off to England for high school. Somehow, the family
came through beautifully, and all six children survived.

The pattern I observed in Dr. Brand and his family reinforces
a trend I have noted among various Christians 1 have interviewed
for magazines. Not everyone fits the pattern, surely. But I have en-
countered it often enough that 1 can almost lump these inter-
view subjects into two sets: Christian entertainers and Chris-
tian servants. The Christian entertainers—musicians, actors,
speakers, comedians—fill our periodicals and television shows. We
fawn over them, reward them with extravagant contracts and fan
mail. They have everything they want, usually, including luxurious
lifestyles. Yet many whom I've interviewed express to me deep long-
ings and self-doubts,

Dr. Brand taught me that self-denial need not be viewed as an
affliction, an epportunity for martyrdom. He adamantly refuses to
look back on such experiences as sacrifice; they were, rather, chal-
lenges, tests of faith. They allowed an opportunity for God to redeem
a hopeless situation.

At the hospital in Vellore he encountered seemingly insurmount-
able problems. Power failures and equipment breakdowns spoiled
many of the research projects. He had to train unskilled Indian
workers on the job. Attempts to treat leprosy patients ran into brick
walls of oppreition—initially, no one wanted them admitted to the
main hospital.

Brand’s theories on treatment and rehabilitation had to overcome
centuries-old biases about the disease befare they gained a foothold
in the world medical community. Eventually, he had to find ways to
provide new skills, housing, and employment for those leprosy vic-
tims wha, even upon successful treatment and release, met hostility
and rejection in their home villages. Yet, through it all, God’s work
was accomplished. Today, the leprosy facility at Karigiri, India, flour-
ishes as a world-recognized training center, and its influence has
spread to leprosy treatment centers across the earth.

Dr. Brand expresses the guiding principle of his medical career
this way: “The most precious possession any human being has is his
spirit, his will ta live, his sense of dignity, his personality. Once that
has been lost, the opportunity for rehabilitation is lost. Though our
profession may be a technical one, concerned with tendons, bories,
and nerve endings, we must realize that it is the person behind
thern wheo is so important.” .

Although our conversations together cover a broad range of topics,



X1

inevitably they drift back to stories of individual human beings. The
essentials of both his medical philosophy and theology had been
worked out through constant contact with patients. Most often,
these patients are the forgotten people, the poor and lonely who
have been ostracized from family and village because of their illness.
A medical staff can repair the marred facial features and fingers
drawn into a claw-hand. They can provide that most basic human’
need: touch. But what can they do for the spirit of the patient, the
corroded self-image?

It takes a few pennies a day to arrest leprosy’s progress with sul-
fone drugs. But it takes thousands of dollars and the painstaking
care of skilled professionals to restore to wholeness a patient in
whom the disease has spread unchecked. In India, Dr. Brand began
with hands, experimenting with tendon and muscle transfers until
he found the very best combination to restore a full range of move-
ment. The surgical procedures and rehabilitation stretched over
months and sometimes years. He applied similar procedures to feet,
correcting the deformities caused by years of walking without a
sense of pain to guide the body in distributing weight and pressure.

New feet and hands gave a leprosy patient the capability to earn a
living, but who would hire an employee bearing the scars of the
dread disease? Brand’s first patients returned to him in tears, asking
that the effects of surgery be reversed so that they could get more
sympathy as beggars. Then Dr. Brand and his wife saw the need to
correct the cosmetic damage as well. They studied well-known tech-
niques of surgery and modified them: for the special problems of
leprosy.

They learned to remake a human nose by entering it through the
space between gum and upper lip (to utilize the moist lining inside)
and fashioning a new nasal structure from transplanted bone. They
learned to prevent blindness by restoring the possibility of blinking:
the paralyzed eyelid was attached to a muscle normally used for
chewing. Margaret Brand worked daily with those patients, teach-
ing them to make a chewing motion with their jaw every thirty sec-
onds, in order to operate their eyelids and thus prevent dehydration
of the eye.

Finally, they learned to replace lost eyebrows on the faces of their
patients by tunneling a piece of scalp, intact with its nerve and blood
supply, under the skin of the forehead and sewing it in place above
the eyes. The first patients proudly let their new eyebrows grow to
absurd lengths.

xan

All this elaborate medical care went to “nobodies”—victims of lep-
rosy who most commonly made their living from begging. Many
who arrived at the hospital barely looked human. Their shoulders
slumped, they cringed when other people approached. Light had
faded from their eyes. But months of compassionate treatment from
the staff at Vellore could restore that light. For years people had
shrunk away from them in terror; at Vellore, nurses and doctors
would hold their hands and talk to them. They became human again.

In his twenty years in India, Dr. Brand operated on perhaps 3,000
hands and did thousands of other surgical procedures. He ca;lnot
possibly recall the details of each patient he contacted. But some
stand out, such as John Kermagan, an irredeermable social misfit
who leamned of Jesus Christ through Granny Brand. It was the love
shown by members of a local church that brought John back to
health. He doubted whether any nonpatients would accept him, but
they did, and thus helped transform his life. '

.Another patient named John showed up, a nearblind old man
with severe damage from the disease. When he begged for surgery
to_ﬁ‘ee his stiff hands, Dr. Brand hesitated—many younger patients
with a full life ahead of them were waiting in line for treatment. But
the old man got his surgery. Although blind, he somehow learned to
play the organ with insensitive fingers. He spent his last years as
official organist at a mission leprosy sanatorium.

Theze were failures, of course, such as one man who threw him-
self in a well when he learned two fingers must be amputated. But
over time the Brands learned that the human spirit, no matter how
battered, can be reawakened and set free. Even in the ‘most ugly,
suspicious, hate-filled patients, the image of God began to shine;
through.

This lesson on the image of God is perhaps the greatest gift Dr.
Brand hag given me. The great societies of the West have been grad-
ually moving away from an underlying belief in the value of a single
human soul. We tend to view history in terms of groups of people:
classes, political parties, races, sociological groupings. We apply la-
bels to each other, explain behavior and ascribe worth on the basis of
those labels. After prolonged exposure to Dr. Brand, I realized that 1
had been seeing large human problems in a mathematical model:
percentages of Gross National Product, average annual income
n%ortah'ty rate, doctors-per-thousand of population. I had been wres-’
tling with “issues” facing “humanity.” I had not, however, learned to
love individuals—people created in the image of God.
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1 would not predict a leprosarium in [ndia as the most ].ik.el.y place
to learn about the infinite worth of human beings, but a visit tljlere
makes the lesson unavoidable. The love of God is not mathematical;
we cannot precisely calculate the greatest possible good to be ap-
plied equally to the world's “poor and needy.” We can only seek. m.,t a
person, and then another, and then another, as objects for Christian

Ve,
o ératitude. Balance. Sacrifice. The Image of God. In no way have I
mastered these principles that Dr. Brand has demonstrated for me. I
must remind myself of them every day. When I lock outside my
window in downtown Chicago 1 ask myself again, How can 1 achieve
a sense of balance in a world tilting toward chaos? Why should 1
worry about sacrifice or self-denial when my cuiture offers me an
easier, more pleasurable way? And how can one individual matter? |
ask these questions, and perhaps I always will.

But as I ask them, I also give thanks that I have had Dr. Brand to
help lead me on the way to answers. He would not want me to imply
that these qualities have arisen from his own person. The same Holy
Spirit that motivated his mother and father in India, and now ani-
mates him, is the One who wants to bring adventure and love of life
to all who are willing to lose themselves in him. I hope that our
collaboration in writing has made it possible for other persons to see
those same principles and that same Spirit at work in Paul Brand.

xv
LEPER

His name is Sadagopan, sometimes shortened by his friends
to “Sadan.” He was born in South India’s holy temple city of
Kancheepuram, of which it has been said from ancient times,
“Blessed are you, even if you happen to be a donkey, to be horn
in Kancheepuram.” But it was not so with Sadan, for it was
here that for six long years he lived as an outcast, shurnned by
soclety, by friends, even by his own relatives.

He came of a respectable, educated, and artistic family. His
father was subeditor on one of the leading Tamil newpapers.
His mother, aunts, and two older sisters were musicians.
When his father went to work in North India, Sadan went to
live with his grandmother. At an eaxlier age he had also lived
for a time in the home of his uncle, from whom he evidently
contracted leprosy.

He was eight when the patch on his back was first noticed,
too young and happy to realize its significance. Though he
went for treatments to the government hospital, he continued
at school and enjoyed a normal and happy childhood. The
disease gave him little trouble until about his fourteenth year,
when his hands began to “claw”; that is, certain muscles
showed increasing paralysis, so that the fingers would not
bend and straighten normaily, and he found it more and more
difficult to hold objects, He was puzzled, too, to find that he
could not feel things when he touched them, and once he
discovered a raw, bleeding place on his foot from a sharp stone
which had been in his sandal without his knowing it.

He had completed the sixth class in an elementary school
and was hoping to enter a secondary school when the blow
came. The headmaster of the new school greeted him with a
frown.

“You must bring me a medical certificate of fitness,” he told
the boy abruptly.

Sadan’s grandmother took him to the dector who had been
treating him at the government hospital. The doctor seemed
angry at the request.

“And what good,” he said to the woman, “do you think an
education could possibly do a leper!” Without waiting for an
answer, he turned his back and left them.

X
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turned home . . . but it was no longer home. The
hoﬁzefls;:nadmb:cmome a prison, its four walls the shrunken 'con‘;
fines of all his high hopes and youthful dreams. No educatfxl?n
No fine career? No friends? For wherever he ventured from
the house now, he was conscious of cold §tares or averted Fyes,
old acquaintances crossing to the other 51_de of the strgft,h acq;::
of strangers filled with horror and revulsion. He left ;: 01.1t se
as infrequently as possible, usually only to go to theh Oc‘l.ipl a
for treatments. Even here he discovered what 13e ab :1
‘noticed before, that he was treated nc'!t as other pa.ttlentls1 udlj:g]i
a place apart, shunted tlirough as quickly as possible, han
i ere a thing unclean. )
* gnhczv:n his wayghome from the hospital he Went_mtoda czg
and ordered a cup of coffee. The waiter who took his order d
not return. Five minutes passed, ten, fifteen. Sensg;ve a‘I:h
quivering, he thought everyone who passed regarded him WIhe
derision and mockery. Though he wanted to run aw}?y, he
pulled himself together and asked another waiter why bhe w
not served. '
e is no coffee for you,” the waiter replied.
;fnl::ered, Sadan stumgled out of the caff-:. “No coffee—m:t
even coffee—for people like me! No education, no treatment,
i no life! Why!”
no:fr:::“:;,is for fsix yeaz's he seldom left the hoyse. It bicgnﬂe:
worse than a prison—a dungeon. His n'}other d.l_ed, he.r e o
broken in part because of her children s suffering. Sh]:ge dfﬂ‘i ¢
had lived in the north so much of the time, Sadan ad difh
culty remembering her face. Had it not been for the'mevtc; .
of his older sister, also a leprosy patient, a woman w1d hsf Z ng.
will power and spiritual strength, he would have foun eber-
bearable. When she died, not from leprosy but ifrom tl:l .
culosis, it was another severe blow. Bf"‘ by'now I::ils gm; f:;
were becoming deadened to feeling, llk(? his han ez im | an
After six years, when he had long since ceas o be "
infective case (if, indeed, he ever had t_:een),.there_ can:le a_trt eg
of hope. A Christian doctor succeeded in getting l}lm admi d
to a middle school. He was able after a long and bltterfsgglgg °
to pass his middle school exams and had great hopes o ctz:lnd
ing independent. But he should have known. No one tv;r]o d
employ him. It was during the subsequent bleak mon sed
unwantedness, aloneness, that another ray of hope appeared.

xvii
In Madras he met Sri T. N, Jagadisan, the secretary of the
Indian leprosy relief association. His new friend, himself a
sufferer from leprosy, was shocked and distressed by the con-
dition of Sadan’s hands, now not only severely clawed but with
many of the fingers badly shortened, and of his feet, which for
twenty years had seldom heen free of ulcers,

“There’s a new doctor at a place called Vellore,” Jagadisan
told him. “He’s an English surgeon by the name of Paul Brand.
He has been doing some interesting research on reconstructive
surgery for hands like yours. You might go to see him.”

In February, 1951, Sadan set off for Vellgre with a letter to
Dr. Brand from Jagadisan. The trip was not a pleasant one.
Riding in the bus he was subjected to the usual cruel stares,
the insults, the gestures of disgust and revulsion. But he
blessed his goed fortune for having been allowed to ride at all|
More often than not, lepers were put off the public convey-
ances. When he arrived in Vellore and inquired for Dr. Brand
at the Christian Medical College Hospital, he was directed to
the Medical College four miles away. He tried to take a bus,
but the driver noticed his hands and bandaged feet and or-
dered him to get off. It was a hot day. Sadan was tired, his
clothes rumpled, the dust of the journey ground into his pores,
By the time he reached the college grounds the discharge
from his ulcerated feet, seeping through the bandages, was
leaving wet marks where he walked.

Qutside the entrance to the college office building he met a
sweet-faced woman who, someone had told him, was Mrs.
Paul Brand.

“Pardon me.” He approached diffidently, careful from long
experience not to step too close. “T am looking for Dr. Brand.
I have a letter for him from Sri Jagadisan.”

The woman did not draw away, though Sadan was sure she
had noticed his hands and feet. She explained that Dr. Brand
Wwas away on a trip, but he would be back in a day or two, and
if Sadan wanted to find some place to stay in Vellore and
return tomorrow.—

He tried not t¢ show his overwhelming disappointment.
Then, as he turned hopelessly away, she called him back. “You
—You can find a place to stay, can't you?”

Turning again, he found she had moved toward him, her
blue eyes looking straight into his face. And suddenly Sadan
wanted to cry. For years no woman had looked at him like
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that, not with fear or revulsion or even pity, but with concern,
as if she cared about him as another human being. And before
he knew it he was telling her about the trip, the bus incident,
and how impossible it would be for him to find lodging in the
town. He could scarcely believe what followed. She took him
home with her. She made him a comfortable bed on the
verandah. She brought him food and sat and talked with him.
He stayed there for three days, feeling wanted, respected, yes,
even loved like a human being.

It was late at night when Dr. Brand returned. He had been
sick. But he came to Sadan immediately, greeted him kindly,
examined his hands and feet. There was a good chance, he
told him, that even after ali these years the ulcers might be
healed because, as he believed, it was not leprosy that caused
thern, but walking and improper use. And the claw hands, bad
though they were, could be made useful again by operations
which he had tried and found successful. Sadan would be able
once more to bend and straighten his fingers, to hold tools, to
write, to convey food to his mouth with a normal gesture.
They would start on his rehabilitation tomorrow.

“Sleep well now,” the doctor said, and put his arm about the
young man's shoulders.

And for the first time in years Sadan did sleep well, not only
because in his hopelessness he had found hope but even more
because in his friendlessness he had found friends. He had
been treated like a man again.

It was over a dozen years later that I met Sadagopan, a tall,
attractive, healthy looking man in the full vigor of maturity.
Except for the shortening of a few fingers, his appearance was
normal. His hands enjoyed a full range of motion. His feet,
though encased in enusual shoes, were free from both ulcers
and deformity. Beside him was his attractive wife, also an
ex-patient. Their healthy young son was being reared like any
other normal child. Financially independent, Sadan was sup-
porting his family as an efficient typist and record keeper in

a sanatorium in South India. Would he be willing to help
me with material for my projected writing projecz? His eyes
lighted with eagerness and gratitude. Would he!

This is the story of the man who helped bring new life to
Sadagopan and many of his twelve million fellow-sufferers
from leprosy throughout the world.

Looking back, Paul Brand marvel

) \ s that the pattern of hi

hf_e, often .carelessly woven, should bear marks OF sucl:n px?ect})lrli
ceived design. Certainly some of its strands show the careful
Ln;;n; of a;deaester Hand. And its warp threads criss-crossing

wor tw ia, ’
pol a world b een England and India, were strung long be-
His great-grandfather, Jose .

s Pk Brand, was the first to strin
t_he threads. There were conflicting stories about him. Z:cord%
ing to tl'_le one whick: most captured Paul's imagination he
enhste_d in his teens as a midshipman. En route to India he
ct?mml_tted some misdemeanor and was put in chains. When
the ship anchored off Bombay he managed to escape, slipped
oyerboard, and swam ashore. There he got himself a j(;b with a
Echbmex:chant, worked his way up in the business, and married

e boss’s daughter. Leaving his money in a Bombay bank, he
rclasumed to England with his family and a bag of jewels, The
8 1pdwas }o.st In a storm, but both family and jeWeIs were
zi;; : Arriving in Southampton, Joseph put his wife and chil-

eiln a cab with the bag of jewels, which the cabby pro-
oeed. to .steal. The bank in Bombay failed, and the famil
arr;)ved at its destination penniless. ' d
aul's grandfather, Henry, a bo
g s y of less than ten
wanted to abandon his studies and help recoup the f};fragls’
if::;tm'ltei’i but I_lIoseph refused permission. Henry, however hag
erited a share of the Brand obstinacy along with its
ts -
;‘h:m;{ fox}'l :gv;nture. Not wishing to be}:z bur(%en helwalpkegd
ut. He eard that he had relatives in Hasle

€ ha mere and
1(!Jrzmle]gh in Surrey. By walking and hitching a ride with a
armer he traveled there from Southampton and found his
relatlves,' w1:30 were in the building and furniture business. He
provn;:ld h.1s vigor of purpose in his first assignment of swee[.)ing
up shavings, .:md was taken on as a carpenter's apprentice;
Ziprsg?;:g ftamh ity lustor}‘r), he worked his way up in the trade t-:;

e the pattern marryirn, i is i
e p y g Lydia Mann, his boss’s
He found that he preferred building to his father-in-law’s

I
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i i Brand started his
i £ furniture making, so Henry .
occupl?lzls?;ess iE Guildford, where he became literally and
gwnratively one of its constructive citizens. Many town struc-
tug:::s attested his craft as a master builde;)r. }}1{e lflervcd f(:;] 3
ars on the town council, became both a crmarn
;leaze (Inlryind retired from public office only bt.acause‘ his c'l_octor
tn:;l(;r hi;rl he must relinquish either the council or _h1s busu-lehs‘s1 .
Tt might easily have been the latter if five of his seven ¢ (11 -
dren had not been daughters, only two of .whom ever married;
or if either of his two sons had fulfilled his hopes by e:ntel_'mag1
the business. But Sidney, the younger, Preferred electn;:1 "
engineering. And just as Henry was preparing to turn gvexl‘)o o
business to Jesse, oldest of the seven anccli t:; bu:-ldlezf gistam
aptitude and training, Jesse hear ; e c
33:1:;:1 aJFd began dreaming of the world's spiritually needy
illions.
mFor the warp threads had been carefully strung, am(il th(i
shuttle moved inexorably. This time it was not lust for adven
ture or empire which lured a Brand to the Om?nt, but a year::;
ing for the souls of men. Jesse prepared fox: l}ls chosen :;Ee :
by taking a year of tropical medicine at legstone M ca
Szhooi a small specialized institution for traammg young'l‘ mtlllg;;
- ? . x 0
' ies. Then on a foggy November Friday in 19
;;S:nagiinﬂ}y left Guildford for London to see Jesse og f_oi
India, where he was to serve under the auspices of the Stric
Baptist Mission. ) F—
Henry returned home to Guildford to reassume the 1 pc}:l -
sibilities of his business and family alone, though in tlm;:f }:e
third daughter Daisy became his very eﬂicient se;cr;itsary._ { he
t loss o
felt twinges of regret over the. apparen bnhl].ll g
i i t was he who had helpe
son he gave no sign. Bes1des., i ;
)!g::i]l% the vis%on of the needy mﬂhons_ and set %?1 dlsta;:é
drums beating. For Henry Brand was adpmus ma.l";. mo:;rghmd
i i ood and stone an
dealt for six days a week with wi nd stone And T .
figures, on the seventh, unlike his m er, he to g
gﬂ:da%ruafter Sunday he went out preaching in tiny Baptist
over Surrey, at his own expense.
Chl;ifctll:‘:iea&as regret, perhaps a letter he received twelve years
later and carefully treasured may have brought some compen-

ion. o ]
Sat‘}My dearest father,” wrote Jesse from a lonely mission out
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post on an Indian meuntain top, “I feel T ought to tell you how
much I appreciate your having given me up for mission work
in India. If I had kept on in the business, your life during the
past ten years would have heen much easier. I was just taking
over from you the ‘coolie’ wark, as we call it here, when the
call came to India, and you had to put your shoulder to the
wheel again. You did it without a complaint and have borne
the burden ever since, and all through the trying war years
especially, so that all the sacrifice of my coming here has fallen
on you and mother.”

Jesse Brand arrived in Madras just before Christmas, 1g907.
Equipped with vigor, intense zea), his year’s study in tropical
medicine, twenty-two years of strict upbringing, and a hand-
some black mustache, the young missionary plunged into his
first year’s task of learning the Tamil language. By his second
Christmas he was in Sendamangalam, a new mission station
one hundred and fifty miles southwest of Madras.

Jesse was a pioneer spirit, and even this outpost of teeming
human need and challenge failed to satisfy him. Constantly
he lifted his eyes to the nearby mountains rising with sheer
abruptness from the plain. Kolli Malai, they were called,
Mountains of Death, shunned like the plague by plainsmen
because a single night spent there, it was said, would bring on
deadly malarial fever. But what of the twenty thousand people
who were supposed to live above those dense forests and steep
clouded slopes? Months passed, and they remained shrouded
in mystery.

Until one day an old and disease-stricken man appeared at
the door of the mission house.

“Where did you come from?” asked Jesse, finding the man's
dress and appearance unfanmiliar,

“Hills,” the man replied.

The young missionary’s eyes kindled. “Is there no one up
there to help you?”

“No one.”

After that Jesse knew no rest, “We must go up,” he urged
Morling, the senior missionary in the station.

They went, starting at three o’clock one morning, traveling
by bullock cart to the foot of the hills, then placing their
baggage on the heads of coolies and crawling, Indian file, up a
steep path through tangled forest and along stony slopes. After
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traveling five miles they came to a green undulating tableland,
with wooded hills, winding valleys, and here and there a vil-
lage of brown conical thatched huts. All along the way people
fled from them in terror, until from one village Jesse’s patient
emerged and, face alight with recognition, ran toward him
crying, “It's the doctor!” Then all gathered around, welcoming
the strangers as friends. For a formight the missionaries stayed
among the hill people, lodging in grain huts and cow sheds,
trying to persuade the Tamil-speaking villagers that there was
a more loving God than their swamis who lived in crude tem-
ples and piles of stones. Many seemed to listen eagerly.

After that visit Jesse was never again content with working
on the plains. On his furlough in England in 1911 he wied to
arouse interest in a hill mission. When he returned, and an-
other missionary, Mr. Booth, went on furlough, Jesse be-
grudged the time he must spend in Madras taking Mr. Booth's
place. But there were compensations. For in Madras he found
an enthusiastic listener to his plans.

She was not a complete stranger. He had met Miss Evelyn
Constance Harris in England, where her father, a Strict Bap-
tist, had made a practice of bringing home for dinner any
returned or prospective missionary who visited his church in
St. John's Wood. Now here she was in Madras, a new mission-
ary with a year of medical training to fit her for simple dispen-
sary work—yes, and apparently a strong mind of her own, i:or
Jesse could not imagine the jealously paternal Mr. Harris will-
ingly permitting one of his nine sheltered daughters to battle
the rigors of India alone. They had more in common than a
smattering of medical knowledge and a zeal for healing, even
than a passion for evangelizing India's millions. Jesse could
tell by the way her eyes flared when he talked of the Moun-
tains of Death with their lonely paths and isolated villages.

The wheels of administration at last began to tumm, and
Jesse was appointed to a mission field where no wheel of any
kind had ever been seen or heard. He built his house in sec-
tions down on the plains, and it was carried up on the heads of
coolies. He had to do the major assembling with his own
hands, for most of his helpers were so frightened by the hill
fever that they ran back to the plains before night fell,

In August, 1913, Jesse Mann Brand and Evelyn Constance
Harris were married in Sendamangalam. It was a real tamasha,
a festive occasion, for Jesse had endeared himself to many by
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his tireless and fearless service, especially during recent epi-
demics of bubonic plague and cholera. The couple were so
weighted with garlands that more than once they had to take
thern all off and start over again. After a late wedding break-
fast including a cake served by the Morlings, the bride and
groom, still in their wedding clothes, set off for their new home
in the mountains. The first five miles to the foot of the hills
they rode in a jutka, a2 small reed-canopied wagon drawn by a
pony.

“Fve hired two dholis,” Jesse told his bride with satisfaction,
“so we'll have a real wedding procession.”

The dholis were there, two rough hammocks of canvas fas-
tened in a rectangle of bamboo poles lashed together with
rope. But no coolies to carry them! The men hired, it devel-
oped, had all run away to hunt a pig. Leaving his bride to
guard the baggage, Jesse ran in one direction, his Indian com-
pamion in another, to find coolies. They were able to find only
four in addition to those needed for the baggage.

It was nearing four o’clock when they were ready to start,
Monsoon clouds were gathering, thunder rumbling. Jesse
looked anxiously at his bride. He had made all his arrange-
ments so carefully, had wanted everything just right!

“We could stiil go back and start up tomorrow.”

But the young bride stoutly refused. The dholi was placed
flat on the ground, and she sat on it, feet firm against the front
crosspiece of bamboo, white wedding dress tenting her up-
raised knees. Grunting, the coolies lifted the unwieldy frame,
fitted their shoulders into the angles of the poles, and jogged
away, anxious to get as far as possible up the steep path before
dark, anticipating also the coolness of the higher elevations.
Their smooth brown bodies, clad only in loin cloths, were soon
glistening with sweat. Tensed by the unaccustomed rolling
motion, hands clutching the bamboo sides for security, the
bride felt her white dress wilting, the neatly parted hair under
its confining ribbon becoming more and more stringy and sod-
den. It was a relief to feel the first gentle drops of rain against
her hot arms and cheeks,

“We're climbing fast now,” Jesse assured her. “Youwll soon
find it more comfortable.”

Comfortable? She clutched the poles harder as the coolies
started up a rocky slope, twisting and grinding her between
them as they tried to walk tandem on the narrow path; relaxed
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with relief at the top, then stared aghast at an equally steep
path leading down on the other side.

“Isn’t it wonderful, darling?” exclaimed the exuberant Jesse,
breathing deeply of the rapidly clarifying mountain air.

“Wonderful,” she echoed faintly.

Trying hard to relax, she yielded herself to the proven skill
of the coolies, tilting forward or backward or to the side with
instinctive counter-balance, even becoming indifferent to the
thorns clutching at her dress. After all, what possible use for a
white wedding dress on the top of a mountain?

Then the heavens opened in a drenching deluge. The dholi,
laced with stout, canvas, became a tub, the torn wedding dress
a sodden tangle.

“Are you all right?” Jesse asked anxiously.

-“Fine,” she replied. “I was needing a bath.”

When the rain showed no sign of abating, she left the dholi
and walked along the path beside Jesse, his hand guiding her
firmly over the ups and downs of the narrow path. Sometimes
the long rank grass tried to tangle her feet. Thoms pulled at
her skirt. The low branches of overhanging trees reached down
clammy hands, slapping her cheeks and blinding her eyes. But
she pushed on. It was dark long before they reached their
destination.

Finally the ups and downs leveled off. There was a smell of
green grass and cultivated earth and-—could it be fruit blos-
soms? When she put her foot down, it sank deep into mud
and water.

“Almost there,” Jesse said. “Here we are at the rice fields.”

The caravan stopped, and he shouted. Presently a small
light came wavering along a hillside, and after a long time a
man appeared with a torch. With her new husband firmly
holding her arm, Evelyn Brand followed the thin trickle of
light, sloshing at every step. Trying to keep the white wedding
dress above the mud, she could feel that it was tomn to ribbons.
Shivering, wet to the skin, she moved toward the dark rec-
tangle of a doorway.

“Life is not going to be easy,” she thought with candid ap-
praisal. “It’s good all this happened. I may as well know it
now.

But she had not come here for an easy time. She had come
for love of God, and of these hill people, and of the man whose
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strong arms were now lifting her and carrying her across the
threshold.

In July of 1914 their first child was born. They named him
Paul Wilson Brand.

2

One of the boy’s earliest memories was of being left alone
with his baby sister Connie on a night when his mother had
been called out to tend someone who was sick. He may have
been four or five at the time, Connie two years younger. There
were only the three of them in the house, for Father was away
on one of his frequent camping trips at an outlying mission
station.

“You won't really be alone,” Mother explained, busily pack-
ing medical supplies in her sturdy knitted shoulder bag. “God
will be here taking care of you. But he needs you to help him
take care of your little sister. I'm sorry, but I have to go. You
understand, darling?”

The child nodded, Even at that age he had learned that he
and his family were here on the mountain for only one pur-
pose, to help the people who lived in the villages hidden
within the surrounding hills. Nothing else, certainly not a
small boy's fear of being left alone, was of any real impor-
tance.

He stood at the bedroom window watching the two lights
bob away along the winding path, the steady glimmer of his
mother’s lantern illuminating her long white dress, the waver-
ing trail of the firebrand held aloft by the villager, his thin
body, naked except for a dingy breech-clout, as black as the
night which soon enveloped them both,

The night seerned alive with shapes. That shadow slinking
across the stone verandah—could it be the terrible tree dog
that was supposed to live in the solitary tree on a neighboring
slope? Or a cheetah, like the one which had carried away two
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buffalo calves? Or even something worse? Shiver-
ggﬂl Si:e lli:zt;ecrept back through the lamplit room and into bed,
tucking the mosquito netting tightly under. his mattress, eyes
and ears alert for the zooming speck which, he well knew,
could be deadly. He had crawled into tha‘t same bed oftgn
encugh with flesh burning or teeth chattering and waited in
agony for the quinine to take effect and the attack ?f.malana
to pass. For in spite of Father's and _Mother’ s vigilance—
scrubbing, spraying, even putting the children under the nets
at sunset before the deadliest mosquitoes were on the rampage
—the curse of these Mountains of Death had visited them
auThe world became filled now with sounds as well as shad-
ows. Rats scuttled in the loft overhead. The pad-pad of feet—a
bear, a panther? —seemed to pound in his ears. Then, for it
was monsoon season, the rain came, shutting out all other
sounds, pounding on the iron roofing and on the stone veran-
dah. He lay and listened to it, wondering how Connie could
possibly sleep quietly and if the night woqld ever end . ..and
awoke to find the sun shining, moether singing in the next room,
and his world again a happy, friendly place. - )

To make it complete, Father returned from camping. Hear-
ing the beat of horses” hoofs, the monotonous chanting of the
coolies carrying the baggage, the children ran down the‘pat.h,
as always, to meet him, and long before they reached him he
was off his horse and helding out his arms. ,

“Ho, there, my darlings! What's this? Don’t tell me you've
grown all this much in the five days I've been awayl Youll
soon be as tall asIam.” : :

Never! thought Paul, hurling himself insidc? the long arms,
inhaling the familiar smell of wood smoke and jungle grass and
male vigor until his throat hurt. Never in all this world could
he be as tall or as strong or as all-wise as Father! No more than
he could be like Ged!

“What do you suppose I saw as I rode up the path today? A
whole long train of foraging ants, marching in twos and threes,
and sometimes in single file. And the strangest thing was that a
very big light-colored fly was standing solemnly at tt‘le very
edge of the line of ants, just like a general reviewing 'hls
soldiers. So I said to myself, T1l just stay and watch to see if I
can find out why the big fly waits there.””

“And did you?” demanded Paul.

“I sure enough did.”

It was always this way when Father returned. They would
dance along at his side, each holding one of his big hands, and
listen to his enthralling adventures, usually about some insect
or bird or animal. ’

“Yes, sir. I went on watching until thousands of ants must
have gone past. Suddenly the fly turned quickly round and
gave a big spring to where an ant had wandered a little way
from the main column, and came down with its feet bang
onto the head of the poor ant. Now that ant was carrying a
nice leg of mutton, or rather, a nice leg of grasshopper home
for dinner. When the fly came down with that awful thump on
its head it was terribly scared and put down the leg of grass-
hopper and opened its strong jaws to bite the fly. But already
the fly had picked up the nice leg and flown off laughing to a
quiet spot about two feet away .. .”

By this time it would be Mother’s turn, both for the smoth-
ering arms and the story, only now the questions and answers
would be of patients treated, schools started, the possibility of
converts, the elimination of guinea worm from viltage wells.
And the children would be off again hunting for adventure.

Their world seemed made for children. The hills with their
gentle slopes were for running and rolling, the mountain air
for inflating young lungs near to bursting, the high spreading
jackfruits and sprawling bamboos for shinnying and climbing.
As his legs stretched longer, the boy climbed higher and
higher, and Connie, though as chubby as he was lean, was
always close behind. Mother was inclined to frown on the
climbing, though her objection to the lofty jackfruits was not
wholly on account of danger. They ejected a sticky and copi-
ous sap which played havoc with legs, arms, and clothes.

“Nonsensel” pooh-poched Father, “Be thankful they can run
wild, like the young animals they are. Better a broken bone
than a pair of cowards or weaklings!”

Father got his wish. His children were not cowards. True,
they developed a healthy fear of some hazards, like the snakes
which lived in a crack between the earthen stove and the wall
in a corner of the bathroom. Fortunately they were not cobras,
though the family never got close enough to find out if they
were poisonous. However, they always treated them with as
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wch respe if they were. There were frogs which also
g:ctlllented :ltleals;athroor};u, and once one of the snake§ swal-
lov;]ed a frog and found it impossible to escape down his hole.
Some of the men rushed in to kill it, but the Problem solved
itself when the frog jumped out of the snake’s mouth. 'I:oo,
there were huge scorpions inhabiting the rocks down‘ behind
the trees, and, after experiencing a painful sting from a sn!all
one, Paul learned to eye the ground warily before stepping

ith his bare feet. )
Mt;hgks to his parents’ teachings, except for tI?at first night
when he was left alone he never was infected with the super-
stitious fears of his small Indian playmates. They feared every-
thing: queer shaped rocks, dead trees, darkness, ca'ves, the tu}y
little shrines which were nothing but a few iron spikes sn{ck in
the ground or a lump of stone covered with red stain and oil.

“Silly little things!” Paul scoffed.

Once, finding such a shrine in the woods, he pulled up some
of the stakes and began playing with them.

“No,” reprimanded Father sternly. “Put them back. To our
friends over there in the village they are sacred. Never treat
another’s religion with disrespect.”

But one fear branded itself deeply in the boy's memory. One
day three men, strangers, came up the mountain. This in itself
was not unusual. Strangers were always coming for Father's
medical help, from villages all over the mountains, even from
“downstairs” on the plains. But these strangers were different.
There was something about them . . . not their clothes, Fhey
wore the usual breech-clout and turban, with a length of dm_gy
blanket draped over their shoulders. Perhaps it was their skin,
not a deep black or a rich brown like most people’s but mottled
with queer patches of white, Their hands and feet too were
different. They seemed to have stumps instead of ﬁnger_s, and
one of them had no toes at all. There were sores on their feet.
Mother took one look, and her face looked suddenly queer and
a little pale. )

“Rmf and get Father,” she told Paul quickly. :’I‘ake Connie
with you. And don’t come back. Stay in the house.”

Paul obeyed—to a peint. He called Father, who, in response
to the urgency in his voice came running. But when 'Conme,
always more obedient to the letter of the law, ran into the
house, he crawled on hands and knees via bushes and ro_cks
until he reached a good vantage point for seeing and hearing.

IX

Then he began to tremble, for Father too had that queer look
on his face. He looked uncertain, as if—as if he didn’t know
what to do!

The three men prostrated themselves on the ground. Noth-
ing unusual in that, Indians were always doing it, but Father
didn’t like it. He was no god, he said, to be worshiped. He
always stooped over and lifted them immediately to their feet.
But not this time. He just stood where he was.

“T'm sorry,” he said. “There’s not much we can do for you.
But wait there, right where you are. Don't move. Well do
what we can.”

The men waited, squatting in a tight circle where they had
knelt. Father rushed to the dispensary and came back with a
roll of bandages and a can of the salve he used when people
came with cuts and bruises. And something else, Paul stared.
How did Father think he could treat them wearing gloves!
Mother came also with a basin of water and a cloth.

Still wearing the gloves but working with his usual thor-
oughness and concern, Father washed the feet of the stran-
gers, put some of the ointment on the sores, and bandaged
them. Paul watched, wondering why Father gestured him
back when he tried to come closer and why he did not talk and
joke as he usually did with patients. Soon Mother came with a
basket of food which she set down on the ground near the
sirangers.

“Basket you may take and keep,” she said in her imperfect
Tamil, which Paul often had to correct.

He watched, more and more puzzled. Why didn't they invite
the guests into the house? And why did Mother give away that
perfectly good basket when they had so few? After the men
had gone back down the hill, leaving the basket, the boy
emerged from his hiding place and went to pick it up.

“No!” Something in Mother’s voice compelled instant obe-
dience. “Don’t touch it. And don't go near that place where they
sat.” :

The boy watched while Father took the basket and burned
it, then scrubbed his hands with hot water and strong soap
and changed all his clothes.

“But—why?"

“Because,” Father explained, “those men were lepers.”

The word sent a chill down the boy's spine. Even that night,
lying in bed but unable to sleep, he still felt cold and fright-
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ened. Lepers! He had heard about them in Bible stories. They
were something bad like sin and unclean animals and whited
sepulchres. They lived in caves and tombs, and nobody daired
go near them—no one, that is, except Jesus, who had healed
them.

The incident was not again mentioned. It was something
which had briefly entered their lives and been swiftly ban-
ished. Yet the memory persisted. After that day the children
avoided the small patch of ground the way their dark-skinned
Playmates avoided the heaps of greasy rocks where their devil-
Swamis were supposed to live.

Like its mountain-girt hilltop, the little house seemed de-
signed for children. Its three rooms, small and snug, were
tandem, like a train of cars. You could lie on the big double
bed at one end and lock straight through the living-dining
room into Father's study at the other end. Even their small
single beds in two corners, with the hu ge chest between them
(at least twelve feet high!) did not seem jsolated. Perhaps that
was why they didn’t mind crawling under the nets at sunset,
for when Mother was not singing or telling them Bible stories
the gauze canopies could become futkas or sailing ships or
Arab tents or elephant howdahs.

Father was a clever builder. The house sat two feet off the
ground on sturdy stone posts, which the white ants could not
penetrate. And if they did manage to build their secret tunnels
up beside the stone, at the top they would find inverted plates
of metal, like frying pans—in fact, they were frying pans—
which were sure deterrents. The wooden steps too were set
away from the doors for the same reason. The space under the
house was ideal for playing. It was almost as impenetrable to
aduits as was the house to white ants.

At first the roof had been of thatch like those of the round
mud houses of the villagers. But because many of the patients
came at night with flaming torches; holding them dangerously
close to the overhanging roof, after their return from the Nil-
giris the summer Paul was born, Jesse had had the thatch
replaced with corrugated iron roofing.

Father’s energy and ingenuity seemed inexhaustible. He was
doctor, teacher, preacher, naturalist, agriculturist, industrial
promoter, legal intermediary. He taught the people how to
build and gave many of them employment as building after
bullding was erected on the hilltop compound. He introduced
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brick making and tile making. He planted orange trees and
sugar cane and helped the villagers market them; raised poul-
try and -sheep, introduced better methods of growing the
staple village crops,—rice and ragi and millet and castor oil
plants and kaveri, a grain which looked like a human hand
stretched upward with its fingers folded together. He estab-
lished outposts in a half dozen centers scattered over the hills,
camping out at each one in turn and setting up schools, clinics,
agricultural projects, as well as ceaselessly proclaiming the
good news of the Gospel. He was a fluent linguist and could
speak Tamil like a native. He spent hours reading law so that
he might better understand the rights of the hill people who
were constantly victimized by the landowners and money
lenders down on the plains. Time and again he acted as the
people’s champion, once even leading a delegation of four
hundred hill people down to the plains and through an appeal
to the British magistrate helping them win justice,

But it was as healer that he was most beloved. Wherever
he went he took his bag of simple medicines and instruments,
which were constantly in_demand, especially his forceps for
extracting teeth. Though his medical knowledge was meager
and his remedies simple, to the hill people he seemed a miracle
worker, His magic could banish the naga poochie, big round
worm, and the kirumi poochie, small thread worm, which
caused such agony in the bowels. His pills eased the tortures of
malaria, prime curse of their Mountains of Death. He could
wind up a yard-long guinea worm bit by bit, an inch or so each
day, so it would not cause an abscess, And if they did what he
told them, kept their feet out of water and cleaned up their
wells, they could banish guinea worm altogether,

Once Paul was with Father when a villager came with a
huge swollen leg, abscessed from a guinea worm. It was far
from the dispensary. Father took the man up a grassy bank,
stuck a sharp knife into the leg, and.out came a whole bucket-
ful of pus. The boy turned his back in disgust.

“Filthy ulcers, pus!” he thought. “That's what doctoring is,
Pahl Horrible!”

In spite of his multiple activities Father found time for his
children. He was never too busy to stimulate their curosity.

“How do you suppose those white ants build their towers?
Let’s watch!”

Then he would carefully break open one of the great towers,
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some as high as four feet, to reveal the tunnels and runs, the
beautiful intricate compartments with doors and passageways.
And once they dug clear to the bottom of an ant hill, at least
three feet, through combs of eggs and young ants, to find the
queen. ] ,

“Look at her, see how big she is—at least two inches! _She s
as much bigger than an ordinary ant as an elephant is bigger
than a dog.”

Or thegobject of their nature lesson might be an ant lion, a
weaver bird, a swarm of bees in a hollow tree, or a trap-door
spider.

Mother was also an ingenious teacher. She even made le's-
sons not too unbearable, and Paul, unlike Connie, was no avid
student. Seated at the round table with sums to do or a compo-
sition to write, Connie would perform her work diligently
while Paul sat staring through the window. _

“Come,” said Mother one day. “I know where you'd like to
be.” ) ‘

After that he did his sums sitting high in a tree in the little
copse at the left of the house. When he finished, he would
drop them down to Mother, sitting on the ground below. If
they were wrong, he had to climb down and get !:hem, re-
ascend, and start over again. For years this was his school-
To0m. _ .

Usually they devised their own pastimes, running as wild as
their dark-skinned playmates, if not in the same state of un-
dress. Mother insisted that they be at least partially cc?vered,
though Paul’s one good outfit was kept for photographic pur-
poses. After taking the picture with her big, bellows-like
cameri sent by her church back home in Engla.pd, she would
disappear with her developing fluids under a big re(_i blanket
while the children, forbidden to interrupt, would wait breath-
lessly for the finished product, which would then be sent to
some mysterious relatives in far off England, all with incred-
ibly pale skins like their own.

%ﬁey seldom saw another white person. Once Mr. Morhng,
the missionary at Sendamangalam, came up the mountain. S.ee-
ing a figure and clothes like Father’s, Conznie ran to meet hll’fl,
flinging her arms ahout his legs, then, looking up, screamed in
horror. She thought Father had become a changehn)g!

Paul took pride in believing himself Connie’s protector,
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though it was often she, more amenable to rules, who kept him
out of mischief. In fact, he sometimes got her into serious
trouble. There was an old pram, topless, which he had been
wheeled in as a baby. Marvelous, he thought, for the making
of a horse and cart! After much maneuvering, he managed to
tie it to the rear end of Dobbin, his father's horse. Connie, he
decided, should have the honor of the first ride. He set her in
the pram, and the horse obediently started. Then, feeling the
pull of the cart, he took fright.

“Get out!” the boy yelled.

She did, just in time. Dobbin leaped, overturning the pram,
and, wild with panic, tore around the yard. Both horse and
appendage disappeared, and Paul had dire visions of their
being lost forever. But the horse turned up a few hours
later, pramless and, to Bather's bewilderment, frothing. The
pram was found later far away, a battered wreck.

More often it was Paul himself who suffered the conse-
quences of his experiments. Once he literally hanged himself,
While on a preaching tour the family was camping on a
hill abave a huge hollow banyan tree. The hollows made a
wonderful playhouse, and the trailing tendrils of the banyan
were ideal for climbing and swinging. Paul called one of his
favorite tendrils his horse. To tease him, somebody tied it
up out of reach, linking it with another to form a loop. But
there were plenty of other tendrils. The children knotted two
of them together to make a chair swing, and Paul, pumping
and straining, swung himself higher and higher.

“Look at me!” he shouted to Connie far below. “I'm-—”

His neck suddenly caught in the Ioop, which suspended him
In mid-air, and with a terrific jolt he blacked out, as neatly
suspended in a noose as any Iynching victim. He did not
even hear Connie screaming for Mother. When he awoke he
was lying in bed with no worse consequences than a pain in
the neck.

Holidays varied their recreation. They went to the Nilgiris
once or twice, traveling across the plains in bullock carts.
Fording the Cauvery River, which was wide and shallow, they
would sometimes find themselves sitting in the water. The
frightened horses had to strain to pull them safely through.
Once they crossed the river in coracles, the big round tublike
boats made of bamboo strips with buffalo hide stretched over
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them. Arrived at the hill sttlelltion, they would find other mis-
children to play with. . .

Siolrsllj?;t was their hI:)Iidays at Kulivalavu, a camping spot wild
and high on their own Kollis, far above the 'malana, that they
enjoyed most. Here their play became inspired, for they had
the full benefit of Mother’s creative genius. She was as adept as
Father at making something out of nothing. ) ]

“Look, children! All these rocks—no, not rocks! Birds, ani-
mals, ships, trains!” ]

Great Etones lay all around on top of the hill. With Mother’s
help they lifted them into standing positions. They ran aroqnd
to find triangular shaped stones to place on top of the st.andmg
rocks to look like great birds” heads. Soon they had a big flock
of vultures, storks, prehistoric birds like dodos, looking so real
that when a little dog came up one day it rushed around bark-
ing at them furiously. They found long rectangular r.ocks and
laid them down; then, chipping off pieces of crumbh.ng stone
to form round shapes like wheels, they made engines and
carriages.

Moger taught them more than creative play on these holi-
days. Climbing with her to the mountain top to see the sun

rise, watching her joyously splash water colors on art paper’

and, when that ran out, on the backs of old letters and en-
velopes, they discovered that food for the spirit could be as
satisfying and exciting in flavor as rice and curry or even coco-
nuts and mangoes. To Mother a sunset was a thanksglvmg
feast.

“Oh!” she would cry out when the gorgeous colors bega.r} to
unfurl. “Lock what it’s doing, look what it's doing! Quick,
quick!” Then she would rush to get her paints. And over and
over, while her swift fingers were trying to capture the glory,
she would break out in joyous gratitude, “Stotherum! Sto-
therum/ Praise the Lord, praise the Lord[”

Paul was five when the big worldwide epidemic of influenza
swept over the Kollis. For six years now Father _a.nd Mqther
had labored among the hill tribes without making a smgl_e
convert. The people would accept Father’s med.impes, !earn his
skills, beg him to setile their disputes, send their children t.o
his schools, even listen eagerly to his preaching, but when it
came to breaking caste, giving up their demon-swamis to wor-
ship the God of love, none had been willing. The priests had
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seen to that, especiaily the pujari, chief priest, who lived in a
village about a mile away. At first, when Father had been
building his little house, this pujari had been his friend, letting
him live for months in his shed, waiting on him, drawing water
for him. But when he had found what belief in the Jesus-
swami would do to his people, demanding their rejection of
the old gods and eventually depriving him of his job, he had
secretly begun to work against him.

Then came the influenza. Hundreds of people died of it
Father and Mother were away day and night visiting the vil-
lages for miles around. They made rice-water soup by the gal-
lon, feeding it to the sufferers whose tortured ‘bodies were
shrunken from lack of fluids. Pujari gave no help. So fright-
ened was he of the infection that he would not leave his home
even to help in the burials. The epidemic had almost passed
when the report came, “Pujari and his wife are both illt*

Since Father was ill with fever, Mother went alone to mini-
ster to them. Both were dying, their young baby crying to be
fed. “You—must bring up my baby,” whispered pujari, “Please
—do not give it to my people.”

Mother ran home. “We're going to have another baby,” she
blurted, breathless with excitement.

Sick though he was, Father rose immediately and went to
pujari’s house. He returned, radiant. “I think you are going to
have a new little sister,” he told Paul and Connie.

At the pujari’s request he had signed a paper promising to
look after the priest’s small son and adopt his baby, but on one
condition, Unless the pujari sent the baby to him and the son
came of his own volition, he could net take her. He wanted
to take no chance of being accused later of taking the child
against the family’s wishes. Father went again to the priest’s
house to see if he really wished to give up his child and if he
would send the baby’s brother with her. Paul and Connie
stood with Mother at the edge of the garden, watching,
hoping, fearing. For even if the priest did not change his mind,
would the boy be willing to bring his little sister, after all the
stories he had been told about the foreigners?

Then they saw him coming through the gap in the hills, a
tiny, forlorn figure with a small bundle in his arms. When he

came closer they could see the tears running down his
cheeks.
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’ raid,” said Mother. “We'll take good care of her.
An?;;: E:na-(f:ome every day and watch me bathing and feed-
ing her.” o ) )
linquished the bundle into Mother's arms.

g‘lﬁ: ga};; rviasqsca.rcely more than a little s]geleton, racked
with dysentery. They washed her, dress_ed her in one of Corll-
nie’s baby dresses, and placed her in a little bamboo basket. 5
was a month before they knew she would live. They qams]i
her Ruth, and the children Joved and cared for her as if she
had been their own sister. Later her brot!ler came t‘oo, becon;—
ing one of the first pupils in Father's little boarding school.

ed him Aaron. )

Thg{ol:val‘;nafter the pujari’s death the Christia.p connnmutykt;g
the Kollis began to grow. In the camps the hill people floc
to watch the baby Ruth being bathed, fed, clothed, and ten-
derly nursed. A different sort of swami it must be, they de-
cided, who told his pujari to care for a helpless litile orphan
instead of leaving it to die! X _ _

Paul was acutely conscious of his parents devohqn to theu'
mission. He had shared in the family prayers each :nght since
he could mouth the words “Mummy” and “Daddy.” Weeks of
his life had been spent in camps, listening te F:_ither preac%n,
handing out tracts and gospels, helping Mothei display the'I‘?ﬁg
rolls of Bible pictures while she told the familiar stories. The
burden of their mission in this strange land was at an early age

i n his own small shoulders. ]
a‘z%%ah:rzlst go all over the world,” h_e once told Connie ear-
nestly, “in trains and motor cars and jutkas and bullock ca.r;s
and maybe even airplanes, all over the world and tell people
sus.”

abo“;:l.:?’ inquired Connie anxiously, “won’t Father and Mother
gﬂét:::]?l wasn't sure about that. One of the gnawing worries ?f
his childhood was that some member of his family mght die
before the other. He had expressed the fear once to I.us par-
ents. “Couldn’t we possibly arrange to die all together, just fa.iI:l
down bang flat?” But as on the night when he had been :]alt
alone, he tried to remember that no one of them was really
important, only the mission they had come to perform on these
m()llglt)oa:;;:ole that their beloved world could come to an end!
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- But it did. Paul was nearly nine when it happened. Father and
Mother had been ten years on the Kollis. They had refused one
furlough, unwilling to leave until they could show some fruits
of their labors. Now, by 1923 there was a small group of Chris-
tians at Valavandi. An Indian teacher was in residence, to-
gether with a compounder and a doctor. A small chapel had
been built. A half dozen little schools had been established, a
girls home started. Villagers were being taught carpentry and
weaving. Guinea worm had been practically abolished. The
work could go on without them for a year. And the children
were old enough to be left to attend school in England.

It was Paul's duty to lay the mats for the Sunday service in
the chapel, a long one on each side, one for the men and one
for the women. He performed the task each week with a deep
and meticulous devotion,

They were leaving the compound for the last time when he
suddenly remembered. “But—who's going to lay the mats for
the cliapel?” he called out anxiousty to Father.

Turning, Father smiled down into the small worried face,
“Yes, yes, son, we must arrange that,” he agreed reassuringly.

3

It was a new world: trains, cars, boats, food, suits, shoes.
Especially shoes. Not mere temporary encumbrances, as on a
trip to the mission station in Madras, Permanent, inescapable
liabilities.

But the exciternent compensated somewhat for the ioss of
freedom. Debarking at Tilbury in England, they were immedi-
ately surrounded by hordes of relatives. Imagine, all these
people knowing their parénts, and well enough to hug and kiss
them! Impressed, bewildered, Paul and Connie drew close
together, a small island of security in a chaotic sea.

For weeks names and faces swam it confusion. Brands, Har-
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rises, aunts, uncles, cousins. The Brands weren't so ha.rfi to
untangle, there weren't so many of them. But the-Harrises!
Paul and his cousin Peggy, born four days after himn, had been
the forty-ninth and fiftieth grandchildren. Mother had rushed
Paul's photograph to England so that a picture gallery of all
fifty could greet her parents on their golden wedding anniver-
sary in the summer of 1914.

Fortunately they need not untangle the snarled skein all at
once. A few strands disengaged themselves—a house, two
aunts, one grandmother, two cousins—and began weaving the
new pattern of Paul's life. The house was called Nethania, a
narrow, four-storied rectangle of gray brick with white pillars
and cornices, neatly compressed by high walls between two
similar structures, as impeccably genteel as the London
suburb of St. John's Woed which formed its environs. The
name Nethania was taken from the book of Nehemiah, and it
meant “Gift of God.” There had always been a Nethaniz in the
Harris family.

Aunt Eunice and Aunt Hope resembled the house, this
second Nethania in which they had now lived for over thirty
years: thin, high-browed, patrician in features, impressively
genteel, though Aunt Eunice was more so in all respects than
Aunt Hope. Neither of them had wittingly given harbor to an
improper thought, much-less action, in her whole life . . . with
one exception. Aunt Hepe loved to run up and down stairs and
to whistle. Neither of these unladylike pursuits had been per-
mitted in her childhood. Now that she was grown up she was
determined to do both, ‘and did. Tempering the more austere
virtues in both sisters was an innate kindliness which trans-
formed gentility into gentleness, what might have been affec-
tation into warm affection.

Aunt Eunice presided over the household at Number 3
Cavendish Road, for it was the custom for the oldest unmar-
ried daughter to stay at home and look after her parents. She
was the fifth of the nine Harris daughters. Though she had
been rather beautiful in her.youth and had had chances to
mairy, she never wished to. It was her one desire to look afiier
her parents until their death, keep the house and family
accounts in the meticulous order compatible with her mathe-
matical brain, cherish thg shining mahogany furniture, the
cabinets of fragile heirlooms, the priceless specimens of Mar-
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tinware pottery collected by her father, in the state of perfect
preservation in which they had been inherited, and, above all,
expend her loving energy on Ler beloved church and chapel
Bible class.

Into this peaceful paradise of upper-middle-class sobriety
burst two young savages who had known little inhibition, had
never seen & bathtub, a Brussels carpet, or a water tap, whose
confining walls had been mountains, schoolrooms the treetops,
playthings any object under the sun which their curious
fingers could find or make. Yet graciously the aunts welcomed
their young charges, Aunt Eunice with genuine, if sometimes
concealed, kindliness, Aunt Hope with open arms. With
unequivocal and loving acceptance they completely trans-
formed their lives for the sake of the two young interlopers.

The first day was not auspicious. One of Paul's early dis-
coveries was a little chair with casters. Setting Connie on it, he
pushed her madly across the room with dire peril to polished
furniture, treasured trinkets, and slender pedestals holding
priceless pottery. Before many hours passed they were sliding
down the long polished balustrade which ran, continuously
curving, the full depth of the house. Starting at the top, on the
third floor, they could increase momentum to a terrific speed,
narrowly missing the alabaster statue standing on its pedestal
at the foot. Discreetly hustled out doors, they contented them-

_ selves for awhile with sliding down the flat sides of the twelve

steps leading to the front door and climbing the high iron gate
which opened on the street. But these were tame sports for
confirmed tree climbers. The lamp posts lining the street, how-
ever, offered temporary substitutes. Hanging from the high
crosspieces upside down by their knees, they grinned engag-
ingly into the startled faces of passersby.

Everything strange had to be observed and examined: the
brass letter slot, the food lift from the basement, the clock with
the angel on top blowing a trumpet, the Martinware statue of
three birds whose movable heads were their covers, the buge
blue jar covered all over with dragons.

“Look, look!” shouted Paul the first night from his perch on
the windowsill, and all rushed to see the marvel at which he
was excitedly pointing. It was a horse and cart,

The children were not willfully naughty, merely intensely
curious and lively. In fact, they tried hard to Please. They
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could not understand why anyone should object to their sitting
on tin trays and sliding down the stair carpets. Silly, they
thought, to care about such things as carpets and furniture!
And even on their first Sunday with their father’s relatives in
Guildford when they preceded their horrified aunts down the
aisle of the church carrying their shoes in their hands, they
were merely following acceptable and devout Indian custom.

Time effected moderate adjustments, and life resolved itself
into a fairly civilized routine. Paul and Connie were enrolled
in Miss Chattaway's school, a small private institution domi-
nated by its strongminded mistress. Cousins Annette and Norx-
marn, who was a year older than Paul, assisted greatly in the
adjustment. Their father, Uncle Bertie, was the youngest of
Mother's ten brothers and sisters. Aunt Rose, his second wife,
had married him when he was a widower with seven children,
one of them, Wendy, a mere baby; then proceeded in time to.
have six children of her own, In spite of this cbhvious hardi-
hood Aunt Rose was at first reluctant to entertain the unin-
hibited newcomers for meals, but they were gradually
integrated into proper customs.

Of course Mother’s and Father’s presence for the first few
months also made adjustment easier, though Father was away
much of the time speaking to church groups about his be-
loved Kollis. And the complex relationship of four females,
with Mother the youngest, did not always produce unanimity
in matters of conduct and discipline.

Life in Nethania was really dominated by Grandma, who
was an invalid of over eighty and confined to her room on the
third floor. Every evening after tea there was a ritual of going
up and sitting with her, a not unpleasant duty, for Grandma
was gentle and kindly and loved children. Seated in her arm
chair, usually in a purple velvet gown, snow-white ringlets
framing her little lace cap, face shining, she would talk to
them always of religious matters, sometimes telling them
stories of her Huguenot ancestors, one of whom had been tor-
tured to death for his faith by being forced to drink powdered

lass.

£ In spite of her infirmities there was nothing senile about
Grandma. Her pink cheeks were unshriveled, her voice strong
and coherent. Her children both adored and respected her.
Even Uncle Bertie, the most strongminded and dominant,
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came to her with his problems. Gentle though she was, her
views were always positive, for, like all the Harrises, she saw
life never in shades of gray, always in blacks or whites.

Though the children were constantly aware of Grandma, an
all pervading presence, a little like God, high over all, it was a
kindly, uninhibiting presence, and fortunately their playroom,
the basement breakfast room, was far enough removed from
the celestial stratum to keep noise from penetrating. Here, ex-
cept for the two maids and the cook Cissie, who presided over
adjoining kitchen, pantry, larder, and cellars, they enjoyed
comparative freedom. And the mgaids Dora and Caroline, al-
though they strongly disapproved of certain activities, like
swinging on the curtains, were remarkably lenient and under-
standing.

In lieu of trees to climb, the children devised other sports.
One was to get completely around the room, filled with old
polished mahogany furniture, without once touching the floor,
effecting the circuit via bureau tops, picture rails, window
cornices, and other projections. Another diversion was playing
in the food lift. They would take out the shelves, squeeze
themselves in, and pull themselves up and down by the ropes
and puileys.

Usually only on Sundays were wie children allowed in the
drawing room, and then activity was strictly supervised. The
mahogany cabinet was opened and its treasures carefully
exhibited: an-opal from Australia; shells with wonderful iri-
descent hues; an ivory crab; a china Neptune; a tiny condi-
ment set and egg cups carved from ivory; circles made with
beetles’ wings and gold thread; a tiny table made of peach
stones, not more than two inches high, eight sided with a star
in its center; and, most marvelous of all, a glass tumbler cut
spirally, so that if you picked it up by its top, the spirals
sprang open, but when you set it down it would hold water|

Certain toys were allowed on Sundays, but only those de-
signed for religious purposes: Bible puzzles, books, picture
cards. They were permitted to use building blocks provided
they made religious objects, such as models of the Hebrew
temple or of the tabernacle. But, since Aunt Eunice was an
avid student of archaeology and took them to the British
Museum to see such marvels as the Rosetta Stone and Egyp-
tian mummies, they became rather interested in reconstructing
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these ancient wonders. In spite of the lon, church services and
lack of physical activity, the day was not unpleasant. And be-
sides, there was Sunday tea. Though afternoon tea included
jam on most days and plum cake on Wednesdays, on Sundays
there were always jam and cake.

As the time drew near for her return to India Evelyn Brand
said to Jesse, “It’s no use. I can’t bear it, to leave them both. Of
course Paul has to stay, even though it tears my heart out. But
Connie—she’s such a baby, only six and a half[ I must take her
with me, Jesse!”

Her husband shock his head. “It would be cruel to separate
them.” Then, seeing her ravaged eyes, he relented. “Very well.
Why not take Connie apart and ask her if she would rather go
back with us?”

Evelyn did so. Connie regarded her gravely. “Can Paul come
too, Mummy?”

“No, darling. Paul must stay here and go to school.”

The child shook her head. “Oh, not without Paul, Mummy.
Not without my Paull”

They were leaving early in the morning, about the time the
children started for school. The family knelt and prayed to-
gether for the [ast time. It was all both parents could do to
keep their voices steady. Then Paul and Connie hugged them
tightly, seized their school satchels, ran down the steps, and
turned once to wave goodbye before they disappeared.

“As I stood watching them,” Evelyn Brand confessed later,
“something just died in me.”

Paul missed his parents, but the routine of his new life was
well established. Under the aunts’ careful tutelage he repeated
each Sunday morning the five Tamil texts which he had
learned, and each night the English ones which his mother
had painted and hung on his bedroom wall. “I will be a father
unto you.” . . . “As one whom a mother comforteth, so will I
comfort you.” . . .

After attending the little private school for a year, he en-
tered the junior branch of the University College School, lo-
cated nearby in Hampstead. But he disliked both study and
the school routine and stubbornly refused—or neglected—to
conform.

“Dear Miss Harris,” the headmaster wrote Aunt Eunice on
July 24, 1925, close to Paul's eleventh birthday, “We have not
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been too satisfied with young Brand of late. He is really a boy
of good ability and I feel that if he will wake up, he will do
very well indeed. No doubt he is not yet used to our English
climate. But he is often late and reads on the way to school

-and misses the prize giving owing to forgetfulness about his

collar. He ought to have a good talking to, both now and just
before the beginning of the new term. Yours truly, Lake.”

The aunts, feeling their duty keenly, talked, even attempted
2 show of sterner discipline, buying a little whacking stick
from the shop on the comer and hanging it in a conspicuous
place. Aunt Eunice used it perhaps twice. Her approach to
problems of naughtiness was characteristic: precise, logical,
businesslike. Paul should be taught proper conduct with the
same meticulous patience with which she taught him to man-
age his allowance of two, and later four, pence a week.

Aunt Hope, who felt things intensely and showed it, often
burst with impatience. “Always dreaming! 1 declare, child, you
don’t listen to a thing we say. We might as well be a cat
meowing. Come on, boy, wake upl”

Even Connie, who started studying the moment she arrived
home from school, did her share of reproving. “Paul, you'll
never pass,” she worried.

But somehow he did, and felt small for having done it with
so little effort. In fact, he was painfully conscious of his inade-
quacies. Everybody else in the family was gifted with artistic
or literary talent. Mother painted pictures. Connie could draw
well and write poetry. Grandfather’s pictures, superb in detail
even to each blade of grass, were all about the house, and at
least one of them had been hung in the Royal Academy. Many
of his aunts were poets. Only he seemed to have no talent
except for getting into mischief,

His school work continued to elicit disapproval. While Con-
nie’s report cards consistently bore such comments as “Good,”
“Excellent,” “Bien,” “Tres bienl,” “is artistic,” “most original,”
Paul's were equally consistent,

“Michaelmas term, 1925-26. Fair, poor, poor, fair, fair, poor.
Next term we shall hope for better things. Headmaster Lake.”

“Lent Term, 1926. House Rose, Form 4-B. Poor, fair, poor,
fair, weak. Rather disappointing. Lake.”

It wasn't books that Paul disliked, merely school books, He
read avidly, often on the way to school, with such eagerness
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that he often ran into people. His taste in literature was re-
spectable if not highbrow, tending largely toward adventure
tales such as The Coral Islands and Westward Hol. He
liked Dickens but abhorred Scott. In fact, English, next to the
sciences, was his favorite subject. Encouraged by two unusual
teachers, he came to enjoy composition and speaking, espe-
cially the latter. Using material from his father’s weekly let-
ters, he shone at public speaking, giving little lectures on
animals, insects, and birds.

But he shone more in less admirable activities. In geogra-
phy, for example, his teacher was conspicuous for his red head
and laxity of discipline. The class was held in a big sloping
classroom on the third floor. Sitting in the rear, Paul frequently
managed to climb out the back window, let himself down on
the roof of the cycle sheds, thence to the ground; whereupon
he would reenter the building by the front door and proceed
once more to the classroom.

“Good moming,” he would greet the teacher cheerfully for
the second time, deriving great amusement from his look of
baffled puzzlement.

In fact, climbing continued tc be one of his prime interests.
During holidays he would walk nonchalantly along the edge of
sheer cliffs, petrifying all his companions except Connie. After
he bad moved on to the senior branch of University College
School, he distinguished himself by climbing one of the square
corner posts of the main building, clinging catlike to its alter-
nating layers of brick and cement, and scratching his initials
with his locker key on the second stratum from the top, per-
haps 40 feet above the ground. Only one past hero had gone
higher, and his scrawl on the top stratum was illegible. The
aunts never hindered the children’s climbing or taking physical
risks, probably because they did not know of these adventures.

The poor maids were not always blessed with the aunts’
ignorance when Paul conducted his scientific experiments.
Once he built a generator for making cooking gas out of boil-
ing methyl spirits. Putting a candle under an alcohol can, he
got a fine flame, and all went well until the tube melted and
burst away from the can. Instantly the liquid boiling spirits
shot up to the playroom ceiling, which became a mass of drip-
ping flames, For once the maids were really disturbed and
administered sterm reproof.
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The playroom contained-a carpenter’s bench and tools, and
Paul loved to build. At one time he built a full sized aviary in
which they kept birds, at another a house for their white mice,
with two stories joined by ljttle staircases. He made himself a
pair of stilts and learned to walk on them, finally building a set
so tall that he could get on them only from a first floor window.-
Together the two children construcied a canvas canoe, Paul
furnishing the ideas and Connie most of the labor.

Their interests were not 2all scientific or mechanical. With
Cousins Norman and Annette they wrote a monthly magazine
called “The Superior,” with poems and stories, puzzles, jokes,
riddles, and a section called “Tips and Gadgets.” They wrote -
its sixteen pages with special ink, then duplicated copies on a
jelligraph, and sold them to members of the family and church
friends. There was always a missionary page containing anec-
dotes from Father's letters, and all the profits were devoted to
his mission work.

Norman shared Paul's antipathy to school sports. They
would often march to the playing field, then sneak away to
Hampstead Heath, where they would climb trees and come
home with their clothes stained black with smoke. Aunt Rose,
who was rearing a family of thirteen, could take this accumula-
tion of dirt in her stride, but the fastidious aunts must have
been sorely tried.

“They were saints to stand us,” Paul remarked fervently long
afterward.

But he was not so appreciative at the time. He welcomed
the occasional visits to Belgaum, the Brands’ home in Guild-
ford, where the atmosphere was less rigid. Here on Sunday he
was allowed to read the “Boys’ Own Paper,” with stories about
Tiger Tim. Dice were not a forbidden evil, but useful accessor-
les for playing “Ludo” and “Snakes and Ladders.” With the
Brands, religion was wholesome and genuine but not so much
a full-time business as with the Harrises.

Not all the Harrises, however. There was Uncle Charlie,
who had deeply shocked the aunts by turning Presbyterian,
“How could you, Charles!”

Paul and Connie enjoyed visiting Uncle Charlie’s family in
Northwood. The freer, more tolerant atmosphere infected
them the moment they left the train, and they started running
8o fast that Cousin Peggy, who came to meet them, never did
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catch up with them until they reached the house. Vivacious,
mischievous, only four days younger than Paul, she was for
years the children’s companion during the six-week summer
vacation they spent at West Runton on the east coast of Eng-
Jand. Cousin Nancy Robbins, Aunt Stella’s daughter, who
was a year older, was also in the family party on these holi-
days, and if Peggy was Paul's play companion, Nancy, deeply
thoughtful and religious, was his “soul” companion.

These holidays, almost as free and wild as life on the Kollis,
were the petcock which kept his pent-up energies from burst-
ing. Here he could discard shoes, routine, conventions, and
climb to his heart’s content. After a summer at West Runton
Paul could return almost cheerfully to the concrete prison of
London and University College School.

After one such surnmer, in fact, he made a sudden spurt of
academic progress. It was his last year in the junior branch,
and he made such an excellent record that he received a
double promotion. Father's letters, usually reflecting disap-
pointment, were exuberant.

“If only you could know, dear boy,” he wrote in July, 1927,
“how much joy the news of your success has given us both! To
hear that you have passed, not only well, but VERY well, and
that you are to be promoted over two or three classes, is in-
deed a delightful surprise.”

But the burst of brilliance was only a flash. Less than a year
later Father's letters were echoing the old refrain. “May 14,
1928. The report that came this week was certainly a disap-
pointment. I don’t mind low marks in some subjects, because
you were away from school on account of sickness. But what I
object to is a remark like ‘could do better if he tried’, or Tazy'1”

But, Jesse Brand's weekly letters, far from being all critical,
were a delightful miscellany of animal stories, parental advice,
mechanical wisdom, and news of the Kollis.

“Congratulations on your promotion to trousers!.I hope they
will fortify you to maintain a dignified ‘superior person’ atti-
tude in face of Connie’s jokes at your expense.” . . . “We sym-
pathize ever so much with your disappointment in the marring
of your grand plans for the holiday owing to sickness. But I
hope you took the blow like a2 man, without whining.”

(Paul hadn’t. It was enough to make any boy whine, coming
down with chicken pox the day before Christmas holidays
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began and getting over it one day after the next term started!
He was infuriated.)

“T wonder if you know the principle of the force

you | ump. Qur
well near the Girls’ Home is 5o feet deep and yesteré)ay vfe had
to pull the pump up and repair it. We let a young man down
;nto th; l‘:fell, sitting on a stick with a rope between his legs
owered him into the black hole and pl i ’
o ored hum in plump into the water at

“Ruth is standing at my elbow watchin i
. . ' g the typewriter. She
is a da%nty, pretty girl, but she does not grow very big. Aaron
;;vas with us for Christmas. He has grown into a fine tall

o0y.” . ..

"Wn.a are disappointed to give up our furlough this year, but
there is another man in the mission who needs it more than we
fio. Looking lforwa:d t0 next year, we think that the first week
in March will be the probable time of our setting sail. That
will land us home in time for your Easter holidays.”

Ma}rch! That meant almost a whole year to wait. Paul’s dis-
appointment at the postpenement of his parents’ furlough was
keen. He was n.early fifteen years old, and it was six years since
L];) ga;d Sl;ef;Ikh]fs father and mother. Together he and Connie

ed to think of some way they could make the tim
it y they € time pass more

“We have started a hobby,” he wrote Mother. “Today we
Eook out all your weekly letters and have started putting them
in on}iler. Then we bought a loose-leaf notebook to hold them
50 when you come to write your book about work on th ’
Kollis, you will have them to use.” °

On May 13, 1929 Father wrote Paul one of his most beauti- -
tul letters.

‘T was glad to hear of your lon i

¢ walk with Norman to
Northwood, when you did twenty miles or more. Yesterday
when I was riding over the windswept hilltops around Kuli-
valavg, I could not help thinking of an old hymn that begins
‘Heaven above is deeper blue; flowers with purer beauty glow.;
Wher} I am alone on these long rides, I just love the sweet
smelling wood, the dear brown earth, the lichen on the rocks,
the heaps of dead brown leaves drifted like snow in the hol-
lows. God means us to delight in his world. It isn’t necessary to
know. botany or zoology or biology in order to enjoy the mani-
fold life of nature. Just observe. And remember. And compare.
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And be always looking to God with thankfulness and worshi?
for having placed you in such a delightful corner of the uni-

verse as the planet Earth.” )
It was Jesse Brand's last will and testament to his son.

4

The cable reached England before the letter. It read: Jesse
taken to be with the Lord after blackwater fever for two days.
Break news gently to the children, The Lord reigneth._

Paul was out on a long walk with Norman when it came. It
was mid-June, and school was over. Tired from hours of romp-
ing on the heath, soaked with sunshine, black and scratched
from tree~climbing, he returned home happier than pe ha.d
been in months. He felt light and heady, the air filling his
Iungs almost as clean and fresh as that on the Kollis. )

“Come into the dining room, Paul,” said Aunt Eunice. I-;er
face looked old and pinched under the neatly parted hair with
its circle of velvet ribbon. )

Aunt Hope was in the dining room, and Uncle Bertie. Both
looked very stern and sober. Paul's heart fell. What had he
done now? It must be very bad indeed for Uncle Bertie to be
called in. He braced himself.

Aunt Eunice had a piece of yellow paper in her hand. She
looked at Uncle Bertie, who cleared his throat as if about to
speak, but nothing came out. Never before had Paul seen Uncle
Bertie at a loss for words. .

“We're sorry to have to break the news so suddenly,” said
Aunt Eunice with abrupt gentleness. “But your dear daddy has
gone to be with Jesus.”

She may have said more words. Paul did not hear them. No!
He gave a small hoarse cry. Everything seemed suddenly to
have stopped moving. He saw the aunts’ faces, and Uncle Ber-
tie’s, as solid and motionless as the alabaster statue on the
pedestal. He tried to move and couldn’t. It was like the story of
the sleeping beauty, with everything frozen solid. Then, after
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what seemed a hundred years, Uncle Bertie broke the spell.
He went to the center table and picked up his hat,

“T must go to Guildford,” he said, “and break the news
‘there.”

Connie was visiting the Brands at Belgaum. A few hours
later Uncle Bertie returned to Nethanta, bringing her with him.
Her lips were bravely smiling, but her eyes had a queer,
frightened look, so Paul knew she had been told. It isn’t real,
he wanted to cry out to her. It's just a bad dream or something.
But he didn’t. They just stared at each other.

“You children will want to be alone,” said Aunt Funice.
“You'll have things to say to each other.”

She led them upstairs to Paul's room on the third floor,
gently pushed Connie in after Paul, and shut the door. It was a
grownup kind of idea, and both ef them felt embarrassed and
awkward.

“It's—dreadful, isn't it?” ventured Connie at last in a high,
unnatural voice. '

“Yes, isn't it?” replied Paul. “I—1I just can't believe it.”

Unable to think of anything more to say, they just stood
uncomfortably silent.

Paul’s sense of unreality persisted during the days and weeks
which followed. It was impossible to think of Father—big,
strong, all-wise, tender, jolly—as no longer there! But he went
through the motions of dutiful grief and acceptance.

One factor that contributed to this sense of unreality was
the increasing vagueness of Father’s physical substance during
the six years of his absence. Without his picture Paul would
almost have forgotten how he locked. He had remained real,
but almest in the sense that God was real, a somewhat distant
living entity. Paul had gotten used to doing without him in the
flesh. It was his weekly letters that had been the potent reality
and—since sea mail was many weeks in transit—the letters
continued to come! Father was riding his horse to Kulivalavu,
smelling the woods and earth, listening to the wind stirring in
dead leaves, reveling in the pinks and purples of the lichen and -
lantana.

“I wonder if you remember,” he was still asking in a letter
written on June 3rd, “the double line of Silver Qak trees
Planted by the path as you approach the house here? They
were quite small shrubs when you left, but have grown to
Breat trees now.” And in the same letter: “We have been talk-



32

ing over the date of our departure from India next year, and
we think that the first week in March will be the probable time
of our setting sail.”

But there was no use pretending. Father would not be
coming home in March or any other time. At first Mother
refused to leave India. Then Cousin Ruth, oldest daughter of
Uncle Bertie, though she was just about to take her medical
exams and it meant interrupting her studies for a full year,
offered to go out to India to help Mother and try to persuade
her to come home. All the family was relieved when she left
almost immediately. Then when they received letters with
Indian postmarks announcing plans for sailing home to Eng-
land, Paul knew that a new pattern of life had really begun.

Riding down on the boat train from London to Tilbury to
meet them, he was almost sick with excitement. He tried to
picture Mother as he had last seen her, tall, graceful, full of
{fun and laughter, vibrant as the bits of quicksilver he had once
spilled from a broken thermometer. Thanks more to her pic-
tures than to his memory, he knew that her smooth brown hair
was parted in the middle and tied with a velvét ribbon, like
Aunt Eunice’s, but that the features beneath were much
younger and more beautiful. Would he know her? Would she
look the same?

The ship was in, the gangplank down, the passengers poured
oft. Paul stood on the dock amid a swarm of relatives, his heart
pounding.

“There they are!” someone shouted.

Then here came Ruth bustling off the boat, down the plank,
cheerfully competent as always, coming toward them, being
enveloped in the swarm, shaking hands with everybody, and
trailing along behind her—Paul's heart almost stopped
beating—behind her . . . a little, incredibly little, shrunken old
lady.
I{ was a shock far worse than the cable, for this was reality,
stark, inescapable. He stood motionless, wooden, while she
came toward him, arms outstretched, tears running down her
cheeks. She had to reach up to kiss him, for his body was too
rigid to bend, but he must have kissed her back, for he could
taste salt on his lips.

“Mother?” he heard Connie sob, over and over. “Mother,

darling!”
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But he could not bring himself to speak t
felt no tears, just a queer hardness. gortun};fe]vymﬁér:n\?verhe
others to do th_e talking. Even later, in the boat train, when sh:
sat bet\jveen him and Connie and sounded a bit m(;re natural
and. animated as she plied them with questions, he answered
dutlfl:l]]){, but still the important word would not c’orne )
This is Mother, he told himself over and ogver .tryin to
make ‘hu'nself believe it. This is my beautiful ta.lf :
sparkling Mother! ’ » graceful,

It did not occur to him that at least part of

i:lu ]ltutr:s;elf, fmd t}?at hIifs mother was ﬁnﬂjng it ft;]\lrg:f };gglgeed?;:
onvince herself that “this | o i i
father's death which had ma.cleS I:.ljlr stcl)lne‘ rI:;(:;nl tem uz;ge E?S
mother’s ‘words and actions made him surer of itg for like aﬁ
i\hlf I]-]Ian::ses, she kept few thoughts and emotior;s to'herself
All the light had gone out of her life, she kept asserting, wi '
Efdg;rh e(yi'ebs‘.ee Shebcould never be the same again Shgé a:l'tlzl-
| aj n absolutely one; and now she was w
Dadd ! ) orth noth-
.‘ab?e ay;l gizst?el{l:i:::l listened, becoming more and more miser-

No! he thought. No, it’s not-right! Th i
subconsci:ous that it found no worgds but sinﬁ::zet}f:‘,c;fi\?gs :2
Eeﬂclg; :ga:::uz.;lld tzg:li)i:: Itdwas t:lrrong'for anyone to Jove an-

, so de
wo]zs:ld never, never let this Piazgggnetgthiﬁ::l 1y one person. He
ut time was the servant as well as the mast
gg]he s}l}owly adjusted hi_mse]f to this new concep‘taroi? f‘niggxne%?’,
Eve ﬁffwaz:mdtwas also in a period of profound adjustment,
e wa rlm an easy time for either of them. Her presence
bt zn dxsa assén);sifsatbim:lersity College School was a de-
1t \ so, in some indescrib '
I;al.;lmu:gant. She saw to it that he did his studying. Shzbii]espv;:e):i
) ew with the needs of “India’s millions”, especially those
ens of thousands on the Kollis and other neighboring range:

A fe_w months before he died,” she told Paulgthe golsci
?Inlaféde E her eyes tume.d now into a fever of purpos;:, “we sat
ot at high crest at Puliampetty, Jesse and I, where we could
Igo] out over all the five ranges, the Kollis, the Pachas, the
eo aryans, Ehe Bothai malai, the Chitterais. And we said to

ach other, ‘All of them, we must win all of them for Christ.
It was understood, of course, that Paul would try to &1l I:liq
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father's place (As if he couldl}. Though he had never made
any actual decision to become a missionary, it had been one of
those remote developments rather taken for granted, like
growing up to be a man. Now suddenly, with the end of school
only months away, he was faced with the necessity of making
decisions. Though his mother tried hard not to dictate, she was
not the sort of person who could keep silent.

“You can stay on at school, you know, dear, and take your
higher certificate, then go on to college. You have the offer . . >

No, Paul didn’t want that. He had had envugh school.

«Your father, dear, always wanted to be a doctor. Did you
know that he started a course in medicine at Madras Univer-
sity, even after he went to India? I know he would be pleased if
you—"

No, no! The memory of his father's medical work roused
jmages of ulcers, pus, and blood which still filled him with
revulsion. If there was one thing he was sure of, it was that he
did not want to be a doctor.

A lay preacher came one Sunday to the church in St. John's
Wood. Though a builder by trade, he was known all around
London as Pastor Warwick. He was a gifted and practical
speaker, using homely illustrations from his own experience.
When at one point in his sermon he drew a carpenter’s Tule
from his pocket, Paul felt a quickening of emotion which al-
most brought tears to his eyes. Just so, with the same gesture
of a loving craftsman, his father had pulled out a similar rule,
and with the same pithy homilies.

“See this line, son? Looks straight, doesn’t it? But let’s put
the rule to it. Ah, see how crooked it really was? Like us. We
always need to keep the Golden Rule handy, and apply it to
everything we do.”

As when Grandfather was alive, the visiting preacher came
to dinner at the IHarrises. Paul liked Mr. Warwick better and
better. He was more like his father than any other man he had
ever met.

“Like tools, boy?”

“Yes, sir, [—I have a small bench in the basement.”

“Use it?”

“T've made a few things.”

“Let’s see them.”
Heart beating hard, Paul exhibited the canoe, the elaborate

apartments of the white mice, the stilts, the aviary, and Mr.
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Warwick nodded approvin. “Good. Lik
hag a feeling for wood and tilgls." . ® your father. He
aul was becoming more and more excited
' | . It was as if
maze in \thlCh he had been wandering had suddenly openg:le
He saw his way out. During the afternoon he managed to take
his n:lother ﬁlde. “1 like that man,” he confided, then, trying to
sound casual, “You know, I 3 i arning
bibier st~ wouldr't mind learning to be a
Evelyn Brand's eyes lighted, almost wi
, with the old
Before the day was over she cornered Pastor Warm:EaI“khlfy
son wants to be. a missionary like his father,” she explained
]‘Juth her L.Jsual‘dlrecmess, “but if he does he must learn tobe a
oiﬂnde}i) since & thle mountains of India we have to build our
uses. im i i
own hun??’s’ ould you take him into your business and
In December, 1930, Paul left Universi
€r, , ty College School to
:;uewenée a bug]dmg_ apprentice. Already his motgher had re-
rned to India to join another missionary couple assigned to
work on the Kollis, making his break with the past even more
lc;g;nplu;te. It was more than a transition from student to la
er, from one social stratum to an, ' .
from boyhood inte manhood. other. He moved abruptly
Mr. Warwick was thorough in his traini i
Varw _ aining, starting his
apprentice in the general offices, where heg Ieamedgﬁrstntet'l:
;ounne of costing and contract, of entering all materials. Then
e was transf_erred to the surveyor’s department, where he was
trained to estimate the costs of each contract. Only then, after

- all this preliminary training, was he set to work at actual

building, first in the sho ildi
> | ps, later on the buildin i
pa}l;l :vs;is elggt and sixpence a week, about a do]la.rg Fetups. His
rst Paul lived at home. In order to t
i . to
seven-thirty, an hour’s ride across London by E‘eain h:%?::l at‘(t)
get up at five-thirty, It wasn't easy. Connie, feel,ing keenl
§§§0151ﬁle,hwould herself rise at five, then come into his roonya
; shake him every five minutes. Sti i
impossible to waken. . {1l he found it almost
“This isn’t right,” he finall i $
me sthvoses £ y decided. “It's my problem. Let
. He purchased a huge two-bell alarm cl 3
. ock and set it besi
his bed on a tin tray. It was Connie who had to turn it off. :I:
slept 'through its tintinnabulations like a baby. .
“It's because you don't really want to get up,” a helpful
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friend told him. “Even when asleep you know what you're
doing, and anything you really want to do you can do.”

That night he set the alarm and ordered Connie not to wake
him up under any circumstances. The second it started to ring
he jumped up. The next night he reduced the amount of wind-
ing, and kept reducing it. Ile removed the tin tray. Then he
removed one bell, after that the second bell, so the alarm went
off with a mere rattling sound. Finally he wound it and turned
it off, finding he could waken at the sound of its click. It was
one of the most triumphant moments of his young life. He had
proved he could master something.

After he had taken his preliminary training in office work
and indoor carpentering, Paul entered a new world, as differ-
ent from the snobbishly genteel little orb of St. John's Wood as
that was from the savage simplicity of the Kollis. For a time he
felt himself an outcast from both worlds. He was ashamed to
go home with his broken nails, his dirty work clothes, his
muddy boots, Pushing a wheel barrow through the streets, he
would cast furtive glances to make sure none of his former
associates was watching. Connie, insisting on getting up in the
dark winter mornings to serve his breakfast, then watching by
the window for hours at night, worrying about accidents,
would sneak him upstairs or to the basement to discard his
filthy work clothes and make himself presentable to the aunts’
fastidious society.

But Paul was more disturbed to find himself a misfit in his
new world than in his old one. His rough, profane, unlettered
daily companions were partners in the most exciting adventure
he had ever undertaken, and he wanted to be one of them. He
spent hours learning to speak Cockney, practicing gutturals,
using glottis rather than lips in forming words, sloughing h’s.
And in time, except for the profanity, he became indistinguish-
able in speech and appearance from a laborer hailing from
Billingsgate instead of the chastely respectable St. John's
Wood.

His first outdoor work was mainly on roofs, in bitter cold
weather, with both ladders and tiles often coated thick with
ice. Then, leaving the housetops, he plunged into cellars to
serve his apprenticeship there. Helping to alter one huge base-
ment, he worked for days peering through glasses into a red
haze, choked with dust and deafened by frequent blasts and
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the ear-shattering rasp of pneumatic drills. His head seemed to
be splitting open. Rinsing his mouth before eating lunch, he
spat red dust. But he liked it. Most of the time he was living in
the.“digs” with the other men, sharing their food, their dirt,
;ih(?u simple speech, their crude but canny philosophy of

ving.

He was almost sorry to move on into the joiner’s shop, learn-
ing the finer technfques of doors, windows, and other finish
work, He spent his days in practical labor, and then on most
evenings he attended classes in surveying and architectural
drawing. From carpentry he moved into plumbing,

“Plumbing on the Kollis?” he questioned sometimes skepti-
cally. Of what earthly use would such knowledge be to him!
Only long afterward could he see that it was all a part of the
pattern. “It takes a lot more skill making a watertight joint
‘wiping’ lead to lead,” he was to tell his surgical trainees, “than
making a watertight joint in the intestines[”

But of all his five years in learning the building trade he
liked best the year in masonry. Now for the first time in his life
since leaving the Kollis he was really happy. Though he liked
wood and his hands seemed shaped for carpenter’s tools, he
was fascinated by stone. He reveled in learning which kinds
were best for different kinds of work and was exultant when he
could move from the soft Bath stone to the harder marbles and
granites. He took almost as much pride in chiseling and filing a
perfectly curved window sill as if he had sculptured a Pietd
or a Venus de Milo. Even his final promotion to foreman, “cock
of the works,” where he had to oversee all phases of work on a
building site, did not give him greater satisfaction.

For five years he lived in two worlds, linked only by the
London underground. Most of his daily companions would not
have known him on evenings and weekends. Crossing from

" east side to west, he divested himself of dirt, boots, coarse

clothes, cockney accent. He played furious competitive tennis
and badminton, often on the winning teams. He even attended
cricket matches at Lord’s, just around the comer from
Nethania, becoming genuinely excited over some contests. But
most of his extra-work activities centered around his major
interests, religion and the church. Throughout the five years
he taught 2 Sunday school class of small boys. And at an early
age he started preaching. He was perhaps eighteen when he
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went one Sunday to preach at Guildford Chapel. The Brand
aunts attended with great trepidation. Not Connie, however,
for she had absolute confidence in Paul's ability.

“People will expect so much,” said Aunt Minnie, “remember-
ing his father.”

They need not have worried. Paul held his audience spell-
bound. He preached on the text, “My grace is sufficient for
thee.” A certain man had had a dream, he told them, in which
he had seen these words written on a long wall. The MY, being
nearest, had loomed large; the thee in the distance much
smaller. The words “My grace” had grown larger and larger in
the dream until they had filled the whole wall, crowding the
diminishing “thee” into the far corner. This was perhaps Paul's
first expression of what was to become a focal point of his
philosophy: God big, self very small and unimportant.

“Welll” exclaimed Aunt Minnie with mingled amazement
and satisfaction.

But youth work was Paul’s greatest concern. Scon after com-
ing to England he had visited a mission camp and liked it.
Why not a similar project for young people? He succeeded in
helping to start a “Fellowship of Youth,” which included
young people of his denomination from all over London and
southern counties. A committee was formed to promote a reli-
gious camp, or house party, and Paul was chosen the adjutant,
or crganizer, for the boys camp. A girl, Molly Chilvers, be-
came secretary for the girls’ house party.

The project grew year after year, and as it grew Pauls
responsibilities increased. Sometimes they involved him in real
difficulties, but they also provided him with a wealth of new
friends. One of the most congenial of these was an adventur-
ous boy named Laurie Kurht.

From at least one of Paul's adventures with Laurie he man-
aged to escape death merely by the skin of his teeth. At one of
their seaside camps a man was giving short rides around the
bay in an airplane. Laurie, who was trying to decide whether
to join the air force, seized on the opportunity.

“Come with me,” he urged Paul.

It was a tiny, old-fashioned plane with three open cockpits,
one behind the other, equipped with no canopy, only little
windshields. It took off from an ordinary farm field. Paul got
into the back cockpit, Laurie in the one just ahead. Without
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telling Paul, Laurie had asked the pilot to put the plane
through every stunt possible, so that he could find out if he
had enough nerve to become a fier. .

The engine turned, began to roar. In sudden panic Paul
stood up.

“Hey!” he shouted. “Not yet! I'm not strapped int”

Nobody heard him. The plane taxied along the field, picked
up speed. Still his shouts brought no response. The roar of the
engine and the wind sweeping over the open cockpits drowned
out all other sounds. As the plane left the ground, he sat down,
fumbling for the straps. But while he was feeling around for
them, the plane began to tum into its first loop the loop. All he
could do was grab the sides of the seat with his fingertips and
hang on tight.

“Hey!” he yelled again. “Helpl”

He might have been Canute shouting above these same
winds and waves. The plane veered and careened, execcuted
turns, loops, barrel rolls, falling leaf, and every other conceiv-
able stunt. Bracing his feet, clutching desperately at the sides
of the little barrel seat, he faced dizzying alternating glimpses
of clouds, tossing waves, blue sky, rocky headlands, clouds,
treetops, blue sky, tossing waves. He had brought a little
camera with him, hoping to get some views of the camp as
they passed over. Hung around his neck, the case swung out
over his head, round and round, with the centrifugal force of
the barrel rolls. Hands aching, shins throbbing, rigid fingers
slowly turning to clamps of ice, he hung on for what seemed
an eternity. Then, just when he was sure he must let go, the
plane dived, swooped in a long curve toward the field, and
came gently to rest.

Laurie unbuckled his belt and turned around. “Hey, Paul!
‘What say? Are you still there?”

Paul slowly unclamped his hands. He was glad to see that
they weren't trembling. “Still here,” he replied cheerfully.

There were more girls than men in the camping groups, and
Paul was one of their more popular male members. Though by
no means indifferent to feminine charms, he kept remarkably
free of romantic entanglements. Even Molly Chilvers, who
lived near his building work on the east side of London and
with whose name his was most often paired, never became
more than a very good friend. However, when she married an
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architect and Paul acted as best man at her wedding, he made
a gallant admission in his speech. ' )

“An architect not only plans things,” he said pomtec?ly, _"but
he sees that they get done. This one did, leaving all his rivals
behind him as best men.”

5

Paul was twenty-one years old. As he neared the end of his
fifth year in the building trade he was conscious that people
were raising thelr eyebrows., “Are you going to spend your
whole life training?” The unspoken question further churned
his own seething unrest and indecision.

Grandmother had died and the aunts had moved into a new
Nethania. Connie was studying in Ridgelands Bible College,
preparing to be a missionary. Evelyn Brand had come home on
furlough, frustrated, convinced that she could not return alope
to her beloved Kollis. There had been inevitable persopahty
clashes between the wife of Jesse Brand, herself not the meek-
est of souls, and the couple assigned by the mission board to
fill his shoes. The latter would have proved a difficult task for
any mere human aspirant, like trying to walk in the steps of a

iant.

¥ Paul knew that he was expected to do this same almost
impossible task. Already he had applied to the mission boan;l’
and, to his consternation, been rejected. “You are not ready,

he was told. Not readyl With a public school diploma, a life-
time of active church work including preaching, a fervent reli-
gious experience, and all his years of buildjng- tr?.ining? He
had assumed they would snap him up. It was missionaries the
board wanted, they told him kindly, not technicians.

Two avenues of training through his church were open to
him: Bible School, and a brief course in tropical medicine such
as his father had taken. He rebelled against both. More re-
quired study? Heaven forbid! .Medicine? Memories of his
father's loathsome duties still made him shudder.
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Once more he was deeply troubled and confused. He be-
Yieved firmly in divine guidance. A person was “called” to be a
preacher or a missionary. But—what constitL*ed a “call”? He
had never heard a voice, seen a vision, at least since childhood.
In the end it was not the assurance of guidance which
prompted his decision. It was the memory of his father. Jesse
Brand had left the building trade for what he considered a
nobler calling. He had prepared for his work by taking a short
course in tropical medicine. His son would do the same.

Livingstone Medical School conducted its classes in a big
old house in Leyton, near where Paul had worked. It offered a
year’s compressed medical course, with emphasis on tropical
diseases. The pupils, numbering about twenty-five, were
taught basic principles of physiology, first aid, diagnosis, and
simple surgery. In addition to the two fulltime teachers, Dr.
Jays and Dr. Wigram, there were visiting lecturers, Two of the
leading authorities in the world on leprosy, Dr. Cochrane and
Dr. Muir, came here to lecture,

There was fleld work also. The students went regularly to a
mission hospital in Bethnal Green and, under the supervision
of their doctors, assisted in the casualty department of Poplar
Accident Hospital, attending clinics, examining patients, doing
dressings.

To Paul's utter amazement he loved both the work and the
study. Always before, his school work had been purposeless.
Here everything was linked with reality. It was as challenging
as learning how to shape blocks of stone by wielding the heavy
mason’s hammer without undue tension on the arm muscles; as
practical as building a soundproof office in an underground
in City Road. .

“Yesterday,” he wrote his mother in October of 1935, *I
spent most of the evening pulling teeth. I rather enjoyed it
after the first one. I had one beast to do, an upper right canine,
the roots must have been up in the forehead somewhere.”

But a month later he wrote with even greater enthusiasm:
“Already my whole attitude toward medical work has
changed. I used to think diseased people would be rather re-
pulsive en masse and that it would be an effort to spend a
whole day in hospital with blood and pus and sickness around.
But as we begin to understand more of the causes and cures of
these things and are able to help people in pain, the whole
thing is taking on a new aspect.”
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ing other discoveries. For the first time in his
lif:I t;:-’ a“sra:nac]::]n%ng into contact with diverse nationaht_les,
philosophies, and creeds. In the group were two Scandmez
vians, three South Africans. There were Father Kroll ari
Father Longdon, High Churchmen. One belonged to a h_o y
order and wore a long black habit. The.re was a Moravian
named Marks, going out to Central America. One of the stu-
dents was a Friend, several were humanists, somﬁ seemed to
Paul to have no religion at all. Yet all felt “ca_]led to become
missionaries. And all were mature people, w1t.'h well formu-
lated philosophies which they were able and anxious to defex}d.
Paul discovered somewhat to his shocked surprise that sin-
cerity of faith and missionary zeal were not COl’lﬁl}ed to t.h95e
of his narrowly orthodox upbringing. It was an illuminating

sobering e ience. )
andPauI’s clc?se:tpcn;‘riend was a young student‘ named Daw?d
Wilmshurst, his opposite in many ways, quiet, shy, solid,
studious, sometimes a little slow but always thorc_n._lghly honest
and kindly. Though there was healthy competition between
them, it was not in the area of theology, for both were kgen
Baptists. Rather, they were academic rivals, taking turns being
f the class.

* f\}:et:]?e%d of the year's course, both of them did exception-
ally well in their examinations. Dr. Wigram called Paul into
his office.

“You like medicine, don’t you?”

“Like isn’t the word,” replied Paul. “T love it.” ‘

“Yes. I can see you do. We had a student who led his class
last year,” the doctor continued, “a lad named Ben Wa]kc.?y.
We advised him to take up medicine as a professm_n. I'm
happy to say he has done so. And—I most earnestly advise you
to do the same.” ]

Paul's throat felt dry. “But I—I'm planning to be a
mfiﬁga;{ly not? Didn't you ever hear of a missionary doctor?”

“But—it would take years—"

“At least five. All worthwhile things take time.”

“—and money—" Paul floundered. - '

“It's a pity for you to stop with this one year. ,Dr. Wigram
raced on, in the same manner that he lectured. “I've felt a}b?ut
this so strongly that I've approached your family about it. I've
even writien to your mother.”
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Paul gulped. “You—you have?”

“She wrote back that one of your uncles once promised to
assist financially if you ever decided to take up medicine.”

“Uncle Dick,” murmured Paul. Richard Robbins, Nancy's
father, husband first of Aunt Rosa, who had died, then of Aunt

Stella, had started life very poor. A brilliant student, he had
lived on bread and cheese in order to buy books. He had be-
come a successful market gardener, had been president of the
Farmers’ Union for all of England, had served the government
under both Asquith and Lloyd George, and had been offered a
knighthood. Uncle Dick had refused the honor.

“I have also been in contact with Mr. Robbins,” continued
the doctor, “and he is willing to renew his offer.”

Paul was shaken. Never had he been so sorely tempted. Al-
ready his plans were made to enter a missionary training col-
ony, insuring almost certain acceptance by his mission board
after two years’ time. If only this opportunity had come five
years agol Then he remembered to his bitter dismay that it
had. His mother had suggested medicine. But—was it too late
now? Five years more studying medicine, then another two
Yyears in missionary training . . . Many men started their ca-
reers at thirty.

No. He had already spent too many years marking time,
And, after all, it was men’s souls that needed to be saved, not
their bodies. A man, if he had any guts, couldr’t be always
preparing, never acting. He would proceed as he had planned,
He entered the missionary training colony in the summer of
1936.

The Colony was a small institution in Norwood, Surrey, de-
signed to give missionary trainees not only intensive Bible
study and practice in preaching, but also practical experience
in the crude Spartan life they might be expected to encounter
in the jungles of Asia or Africa or South America. The wooden
huts, all built by Colony boys, were, to Paul's disappointment,
finished before he arrived. There were four huts, each large
encugh to accommodate twelve trainees, and appropriately
named Asia, Africa, South America, and India, Paul was as-
signed to Africa. Its furnishings were crude, a small charcoal
Stove, which in winter failed to give proper heat, and for each
trainee a bed, a table, and one straight chair, Life was in-
tended to be crude and stark and tough. The chief business of
the Colony was Bible study and preaching. In their Bible
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study the trainees would study verses as they came, covering
the whole Bible in two years. If a passage in Corinthians men-
tioned church order, then the group would discuss church
order. There were no classes in theology or homiletics. The
whole Colony was based on the premise that the scriptures
were a sufficient basis for all of theology and living.

There was plenty of practice in preaching, however. The
trainees went regularly on deputation assignments, holding
preaching missions, open air meetings, youth camp programs.
Paul's activities, some of them related in letters to his mother,
were typical.

“August 27, 1936. Cycled to Big Ben late Saturday night.
Met group of boys and had prayer meeting on a side street. All
split up into two parties, ten in each. Divided our food and
cocoa, mapped out London into districts, and cycled off. Frank
was my partner. We went first to the ‘Hot Plates,” a wee turn-
ing behind the Savoy Hotel where hot smells ooze through
gratings at pavement level. About a dozen men were huddled
about those warm spots. They were glad to see us and more
glad to have the hot cocoa and sandwiches. Then we went to
Fleet Street and combed the alleyways. Found men more keen
on sandwiches than on the bread of life. Cycled back to Col-
ony uphill, against a strong wind and soaking wet, but had
enough breath left to sing. Arrived home about 5:30, made
tea.”

“September zo. Had a big open air meeting. There was a
noisy Communist meeting on our left and a black shirt meeting
opposite. They had bigger crowds than we did, but we had the
Ioudest speakers.”

David Wilmshurst was Paul's closest friend at the Colony,
also, and frequently Paul took him home for a weekend holi-
day. Connie was usually home at the time of these visits, and
jolly parties were often arranged. Connie was now taking a
year's course at the Missionary School of Medicine, a rival
institution to Livingstone, specializing in a homeopathic type
of medicine. It was here that Evelyn Brand had taken her brief
medical training, and Connie, in beauty as well as spirit, was
following in her mother’s footsteps. Even the distress of a
recently broken engagement to a fellow student could not

quell her lighthearted radiance, But if David Wilmshurst, shy,
close-mouthed, Teserved, succumbed even slightly to the spell
of her charms, he gave no sign.
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“David is the kind of person who could fall deeply in love,”

Paul once remarked of his friend, “but he’s also the kind wh,o

would sit down with pencil and paper to list the qualifications
of the girl he wanted to marry.”

Paul enjoyed the missjonary training colony, yet at the
same time he often suffered a feeling of isolation from the
qthers. It was not that he found himself in rebellion against the
l]fg.of the Colony. He enjoyed its rigor and fellowship, its
spiritual discipline. The variety of its membership was men-
tally stimulating. There were trainees from France, Germany
Jamaica, North India, Ireland, New Zealand. One of the men
had bt?en a communist agitator. Many different religious
denominations were represented. Yet all seemed in perfect
harmony with the colony and its aims. They had no religious
::Ubttsl; no qllges‘ti%ns about their divine commission to help

ve the world. ‘could he n i i i
sublime self-conﬁdegce? ot sliare fhelr certatngy, ther

Then suddenly he was stricken with influenza, and in his
weakness and isolation the conflict within him became panic
Had he really been “called” like these others to be a mission:
ary? Did be have the white-hot zeal of absolute conviction, so
that he could preach year after year as his father had dt;ne
without making a single convert? ,

In the semi-delusion of fever he seemed to lose Wis own
identity. Books he had read, like Honoré Morrow’s The Splen-
dor of God, letters his mother had written, came alive. He
was Adoniram Judson toiling a lifetime in Burma with few
converts to show for his labor, pitting the tenets of his faith
ag?inst the strong and intelligent opposition of a Buddhist

priest, shrewd champion of a religion far older and more
deeply established than Christianity. He was Evelyn Brand as
she had looked on her return from India the first time after her
husband’s death, a pitiable ruin with the foundation of her
wl_mlt? life collapsed. Yes, and he was himself,- Paul Brand, as
he might be years hence, having toiled all his life in the heat
and dust of India, preaching in endless encounter with an

. Intelligent and aggressive Hinduism, then confronted suddenly

with doubt and failure. Am I right? And even if I

. . Ar arn, what
proﬁt t ;fu no one believes me! He felt no such doubt now, could
not re i i ing i ’
oot xea y conceive of himself as feeling it, but—suppose he

“No, no, it’s not for me " he cried out in sudden revulsion.
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He couldn't do it. Life was too precious a gift to risk t;g::
the possibility of failure. Being a missionary like tht?:e ;)mu >
just preaching and trying to convert people,. wra}s]nd cle) ught.
Perhaps it wasn't really missionary zeal which had broug:
him here to the colony. It was love for his fa”ther.  ided with
T must have something else that 1 can do,” he de«:ld:ei wi .
that clarity of vision which comes often in moments of ﬁpe:
despair, “I must be able to know that, whatever happens, I have
le.”
“ F:lﬁ:ﬁi!lgedmp.eo\rsigrm‘s urgent advice, he wrote to I%:ilgllﬁ
Dick, telling him that he had decided to srudy.medlcmi;u b
ard Robbins genercusly renewed his offer to be financi Y]_ied
sponsible for Paul's medical education. T?gc?ther they gppeed
for help to the Missionary Medical Association, which ag; 1
to assist with the hostel living expenses. Tt{3t fall of 191;&7 d‘a:l
left the colony and ‘entered the University College Medic

School.

6

It was as if he had been floating for months_ on some quiet
backwater and was now suddenly plunged into the main-
stream. The Medical School on Gower Street and the hostel at
4g Highbury Park, where he lived with twenty or s0 othe;
students, were in the heart of London. His new zest an
awareness were spiritual as well as physu:ql. At lasl‘; he' was
acting in harmony with his own deepest desires and ms;mcts.
People, things, events, all sprang into new and sha.rph ocus.
Every person passed in the streets was a marvelous umlan
body, a miracle to be explored. He felt his fingers on the pulse

f the world. ' .
° But it was a nervous pulse, for war was :la]readx in the air.
Although Chamberlain, recently become prime minister, was
carefully constructing a policy of “peace in our time, his voice
was drowned out by other sounds, sabers rattling in Germany,
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marching feet thudding in Ethiopia, even British planes dron-
Ing with increasing stridor over London. And in one of them
was Paul's old friend Laurie Kurht, now a qualified instructor
in the air force. All of young England, it seemed, wanted to
take to the air, and Paul, entering his new life with zest, was
no exception. He would have joined the University Air Squad-
ron and been initiated into flying along with medicine, but
medical students were not included in the program. Very well,
he decided. He would learn, anyway.

“Teach me to fly,” he begged Laurie, and his friend cheer-
fully agreed.

It was necessary to hire a plane by the hour. All they could
afford was a tiny Aeronca with a single two-cylinder engine,
much like that of a motorcycle, a little dual contrel machine
with a single high wing. Its rental was small, perhaps ten shil-
lings an hour. Paul’s first lessons coincided with his first classes
in medical school, and he found them equally challenging. -

One day they took off from Northolt Airdrome in a particu-
larly gay mood, for they were meeting Laurie’s fiancée, Pat,
and another girl for dinner. Scarcely were they in the air, how-
ever, when Laurie’s face turned grim.

“This is a faulty plane,” he said. “I think I'll take it back.”

“What's wrong?” Paul asked.

“The instruments aren’t working. We can’t tell our air speed,
and the throttle is completely loose and uncertairn.”

Paul refused to panic. “Is it going to be dangerous while
we're flying,” he asked, “or only when we're coming in?”

“Mostly when we're coming in,” replied Laurie, “because we
shan’t know our air speed.”

Paul relaxed. “Well, we've got to land anyway,” he reminded
Laurie cheerfully, “whether we go in now or later, and if we're
going to crash, let’s at least enjoy our hour first—besides get-
ting our money’s worth.”

Laurie grinned. They had always seen eye to eye about
things. The plane soared upward. When they were well in the
air, he turned over the controls to Paul, “It's yours,” he said.
“You fly it.”

Though he had had only a few lessons, Paul could manage
ordinary maneuvering. He enjoyed every minute of the flight.
Never had the English countryside looked so beautiful. If this
Was to be the last hour of his life, what a marvelous way to
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spend it! When the hour was nearly up, he ha.n.ded back the
o Laurie. ) N
ml?rtll;(;li);ane deséended, circled around the airdrome v;?hnng
for its turn to come in. What happened then neither of them
ever quite knew. Unable to read his air s;'zeedtil Lan.}ng w:;i
judging it by the ground speed and, flying with the wmer gt
a twocylinder engine, of course had no spare egovlv t o
plane stalled, then suddenly faltered and r{ose-@v . Ins 31111 e:)i
Laurie leaned forward, jerking back the joystick, and pulle
up the throttle. The engine bad just started roaring agamn
lane hit the ground.
theéleﬁz f‘ne crash congnan, Paul instinct_ivelji leaned t{ack ;n“g
braced his feet. It came with a blinding jolt, forcing !
through his seat belt, smashing his feet against the mstrurlnen
panel, and hurling him straight through the nose of 't‘ne P a.t:;.
He found himself sitting on the gra;s gutside, staring at the
j is body had come through. )
]ag%egllgic;]:e_l’l,l one Zhought penetrated his numbness—"“fire—
t get him out—" ) )
muSSox%lehow he crawled to the plane, inc}.le’d hlmself halfwa{
back through the hole, reached for Lauries m.ert ﬁg:dre, 11:]u
his hand to his face and drew it away covered w'mth bl '—k e(:i
not his, Laurie’s, from the big wound on his head—jer
away the seat belt to drag him out, then saw that the door %a:s
jammed shut because both wings had broken off. No use. 1he
door wouldn't open. Helpless, he foug_ht desperately to El;lal;l‘
conscious; then, seeing help coming in the shape of a €
i lly passed out. ]
gsn;%giaﬁ(f;;ng \Pjvith Laurie in the ambulance to the hosplthIE
Paul remembered the girls they were to meet. He tbought,red
will frighten Pat if we don’t turn up.” His coat was c:o(\i;iv:-:‘m’t
with blood and his shoes had been torn qff’, yet his fee:; d
seem to be damaged. He picked up Laurie’s shoes at i‘ os&
) pital and put them on; then he went bgck to the dromz,d o$nt
Laurie’s coat, left there before the flight, and dt_mn a z;r;
He went by underground to meet the girls. ”Seemgp mm
Laurie’s clothes, Pat went white. “Is he dea_d? “No, i e
plied. He went back with her to the hospital, where au;
was still unconscious, and where he was to remain for the

t two years. ' _
ne}1"au1 reytumed to the hostel and walked into the big drawing
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room. He was still a stranger there, having been only a short
time in medical school. He must have looked queer, for the
students all crowded around. “Brand! Where on earth have
you been?”

Paul’s feet were beginning to hurt. He sat down on the sofa
and threw his overcoat open, revealing the bloody clothes
underneath. “I've just—crashed—an airplane,” he announced;
then, before he could enjoy the sensation he, one of the “new
boys,” had created, he again passed out,

The next day his feet were the size of balloons, and he could
not walk a step. But astonishingly they were not breken, and
he was soon able to get around with the aid of canes. Not so
Laurie, who, after two years in the hospital, recovered suffi-
ciently to marry Pat and retumn to his post in the air force, only
to crash again during the war, this time with no reprieve.

Soon after the accident Paul hobbled into the big chemistry
laboratory and was assigned to a bench with another student
whose name began with “B.” Always alert for new and inter-
esting acquaintances, especially female, his eyes tumed with
interest on the girl already working at the bench, her blonde
head bent with absorption.

“Very young, pretty, a little too sober,” his mind registered
automatically. “Wonder what she looks like when she smiles.”

He took his place opposite her. “Hello. Paul Brand.” He
Introduced himself with pleasant informality.

The smile left nothing to be desired. Springing from an
overly-generous mouth, it brightened the young face into
piquant liveliness, kindled sparks in the tranquil blue eyes.

“Hello. I'm Margaret Berry.”

During the laboratory period they compared notes on per-
sonal data as well as chemistry. Paul discovered that she was
the daughter of a doctor living in Northwood Hills, that she
also had thought sometimes of taking up mission work, and
that she had taken this chemistry course once before at a’poly—
technic, but had not been allowed to take the examination

use she was too young.

In:f I %on’t mail:e it this time,” she smiled again before return-
0 her work with the sam ion '

"l'a;l;ing s e absorption, “I shall take up
the period drew to a close Paul remembered that

Christian Union of the Medical School was holding a pra;i;:
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meeting shortly. A girl even slightly interested in missions was
a likely patron of such an organization.

“Are you coming along to the p.m.?” he inquired.

Her face lighted. “The p.m.? That sounds interesting. I'd
like to come.”

They walked along together. At the door of the meeting
room she turned, puzzled. “Didn’t you say a—p.m.?”

«Sure. What's the matter? Doesn’t this look like a prayer

meeting?”

“A—" She laughed, both amused and embarrassed. “Ohl I
thought you meant a post mortem!”

In spite of this difference in their backgrounds they had
interests in common during that first year in medical school,
including both the Christian Union and the chemistry bench,
where they laughed over each other's mistakes and compared
the results of their various experiments. But if Margaret Berry
permitted herself brief romantic dreams, she was soon disillu-
sioned. For Paul Brand, mature, cleancut, keenly interested in
people, was a common object of romantic dreams among the
freshman girls, many of them extremely attractive, and he was
by no means exclusive in his attentions.

But during his first term he had little time for social activi-
ties. Nearly eight years out of school, he was struggling des-
perately to bridge the deep gap in his studies. His year at
Livingstone was of no help, for it had included no basic
sciences. He approached his first exams with deep self-distrust
and trepidation. However, he was able to write his mother on
December 12th, “Praises be! I'm thankful to say that in no
exam was I lower than 1oth place, out of a total group of 75 or
80! But I've had to work jolly hard so far.”

Now he could afford to relax and really enjoy himself. For
the present, at least, he had given up all idea of missionary
work and, though he continued to be active in such organiza-
tions as the Christian Union, most of his friends had little
interest in religion. Here at “49,” in a row of three old houses
joined by connecting doors, twenty or S0 medical students
lived together in-a sort of men’s club, presided over by Dr.
Bradley, an ex-medico with a passion for yachts and big old
American cars, and his wife, an exceedingly tolerant house

mother. It was a cosmopolitan group, juniors rubbing shoul-
ders with seniors, the moderately religious atmosphere con-
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ducive to hard study yet not inhibitive to more li

pursuits. Paul's favorite among the inmates was B]L%lht\}ﬂlfmed
who had preceded him by a-year at Livingstone, a small, v %
clever lad with a vast fund of humor and musical ability. $e

Severe mental activity alternated with physical. The boys
would study hard for a few days, then explode into a tremen-
d9us 'ﬁg‘ht. Any excuse would suffice. Ben Walkey might play
his violin. Somebody would shout, “Shut up, Ben.” “No,” Ben
would refuse firmly. Somebody else would throw sométhing
and the battle would be on. Weapons of every variety were
employed, one favorite being “jerries,” chamber vessels, used
free!y for flinging water down the stair wells at each other
During these forays some part of the house was sure to be
wrecked, and here Paul, the carpenter-mason, was in great
demand, his stock of popularity rising to excessive highs.

Once even his skil! was challenged, however. Finding him-
self the object of attack, he retreated to his room, slammed the
door, and leaned on it. But the whole house was against him
The‘ door, fraEme and all, burst inward, together with a la:ge'-
section of adjoining wall, burying him in fragments of splin-
tered \.vv_ood and broken plaster. As usual, at the first signs of
demolition all enmity vanished. Emissaries were hastily des-
patched to buy bricks, plaster, finish boards, cans of paint. But
the case looked hopeless. Door frame and plastered wall c.ould
be restored, but not the battered wall paper. Pau! and his
team worked for hours, hammering, p]astering painting
Arounfi midnight someone let out a triumphant ;avhoop. HE;
had discovered a small cupboard lined with matching wall
fea?::t.inmiy Spf;]lt the rest of the night peeling it off, piecing

i - i .
: oc}:ked li%(e nzl\.;lv ! e newly-plastered wall. By morning the place
) T(? Paul's utter arnazement he finished his first term second
in his class. Margaret Berry was first. Visiting her home in
Northwood Hills several times, Paul thought he knew the
Teason why. Dr. Berry, her father, had set high standards for
his children. The son of a poor draper, he had pinched every
penny to become a chemist, saved his chemist’s earnings to get
a doctor’s training, his doctor's earnings to become a specialigst
In W(.Jr!d War I he had served in German East Africa, and he'
had visited South African ports a few times. After the,war he
had been moved to return there, and in 1921 had become n;ed-
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ical officer of health in the Orange Free State. He had re-
mained there until his three daughters were ready for higher
education in England. Though a rebel against the rigid Pres-
byterian group in which he had been reared, he set for himself
moral standards as difficult as the intellectual ones so painfully
achieved. In fact, in South Africa he had almost lost his job
because of his scrupulous honesty in publicizing a breach in
sanitation laws. And he demanded of his children equally high
standards. No penny, no moment of time should be wasted. If
there were gold medals to be won, they were just naturally
expected to win them.

Paul liked Margaret, but as yet he had neither time nor in-
clination for romance. And in their second year their intimate
relationship as classmates was abruptly severed, Chamberlain’s
brief and uneasy peace secured so dearly at Munich burst like a
bubble when on September 1, 1939, the Nazis marched into
Poland. Five days later Paul wrote his mother from the new
Nethania at 7 Carlton Hill:

“We've been at war now for about four days, and everything
in London seems fairly normal, very calm and cheerful. The
only strange things are the pitch black nights and to see every-
body carrying their gas mask boxes around with them. We've
had three air raid wamings so far but no air raids. We've a
lovely safe shelter at the college. A coal cellar strengthened
and furnished like a drawing room, electric lights and carpets
and chairs, etc. But in a fortnight I've got to go to Cardiff and
stay there to go on studying. 1 don’t like leaving the aunties,
but it can't be helped.”

The whole medical school was evacuated, the girls to
Sheffield, the men to Cardiff. Here, during the first year of the
“phony war,” Paul continued his studies without interruption,
delving deeply into anatomy and physiclogy and, in a world gone
suddenly berserk, taking a fierce delight in the orderly wonders
of the human body.

“It's just terribly fascinating!” he told young John Harris,
Uncle Bertie’s son and ten years Paul's junior “Look at the
marvelous hand of yours, boy. You should just see the wonderful
way the superficial tendon divides in two, allowing the deep
tendon to pass through the tunnel formed by it! I tell you, it’s a
miracle!” _

The boy stared at him, making little sense out of the words
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but so profoundly stirred by the shining gray eyes, the soaring
enthusiasm, that a quarter century later, himself a doctor in
India, he was to give them credit for changing his whole life.

“Were dissecting again,” Paul wrote his mother from
Cardiff. “My same dissecting team is here—all, that is, except
the women. They, poor dears, have been sent to Sheffield, a
dre.adful Place and only a very meager staff to teach them.,
This p!ace where I'm staying is just splendid. Mrs. Morgan is a
chan:nmg old lady, very Welsh, very Christian, very deaf, very
Baptist. She has an ear trumpet at Jeast 18 inches long, which
seems to wind away from her forehead, and she thrusts it into
your face when you speak.”

Mrs. Morgan, in fact, was that year in Cardiff. A wealthy
grapdmot‘her who before the war would never have thought of
taking paying guests, she absorbed Paul and several other
students into her motherly menage, bestowing on each the
largess of generous concern with which she promptly gave
away all her new clothes to the first shabbily dressed person
she encountered. When she discovered that Paul's mother was
a missionary, she refused to take a penny for his lodging until
at his insistence, she finally compromised reluctantly on half
the thirty shillings a week he had been paying. She would
ilrave been equally generous, however, had he been a worthless

amp.

.Feat:ful of bombings and of the possibility of ejection at
night in nothing but a nightdress, Mrs. Morgan wore all her
clothes all the time. In addition, she made 2 voluminous
pocket in one of her underskirts which would accommodate all
her valuables: big family Bible, spare ear trumpet, spare
glasses, all her keys, ration books, and ready cash. When she
went to the butcher’s, she would often have to delve for ration
boqks at the very bottom, pulling all the other objects out and
laying them on the counter while a long line of customers
queued up behind.

But with all her eccentricities Mrs. Morgan was one of the
truly formative influences in Paul's life. Because of his mission-
ary mections, Paul became her special protegé. He was also
gier speaal.wc;]ny, flfrl this was his most lighthearted, Jeast reli-

ous year in his whole medical course ir
gious year in bis , and he had several girl

“He's a shade too beautiful,” Granny Morgan complained
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dubiously to Margaret the following year, when the girls ha’d
taken the men's place at Cardiff and Margaret, on P.at‘xls
recommendation, had secured lodging in the Morgan_dmr_umh'e.
“Pm afraid he’s going to have a lot of trouble with girls in his
life.”

Margaret laughed. “Maybe. I know all the girls in my year
were crazy about him.”

Mrs. Morgan's little robin-bright eyes tumed. to her
shrewdly. She thrust her long ear trumpet into the girl’s face.
“You aren’t by any chance in love with him yourself, are you,
dearie?” ‘ ‘

Margaret’s laugh this time was a bit strained. ‘Well,, I
thought 1 was once, but I'm thankful that's over now. We're
just good friends.”

“Hm!" was Mrs. Morgan’s only comment. i

It was not her fault if during this year in Cardiff Paul's
interest in religion was at a slightly lower ebb than for'merly.
She insisted each morning on holding family prayers in her
drawing room and would expect each member of the group to
take voluble participation. Then, not wanting to miss a word,
she would travel on her knees around the room, thrusting he.r
long ear trumpet into the face of whoever was speaki.ng_. A bit
discencerting, Paul found, tilting his head to avoid hlt.tmg the
trumpet with his chin, until finally he was almost leaning over
backward to avoid it, and extremely difficult to concentrate on
God and the trumpet at the same time! . )

Back in London in June of 1940, Paul started his clinical
work in a surgical firm. But it proved to be no mere training
period. The “phony” war had ended. France had fe_ﬂlgn, to be
followed by the grueling siege of the Battle of Britain. They
had barely returned when the blitz started. The east end of
London went up in flames. The docks were completely demol-
ished. There was bombing arcund the hospital section almost
every night. )

Swiftly the hospital was organized into a casualty clearing
station, its main departments evacuated, -operating rooms
transferred to the basement. Each day buses would move the
“previous day’s casualties.into the country to make room for

those of the next night. The medical students were soon on full
duty basis. Until a rota was organized Paul and his classma_ues
were on call every single night. After their regular daytime
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work in the wards and surgery, they would &y to sleep between
tea and supper, then begin te sort out the casualties, set bones,
give transfusions. Sometimes before midnight they would stazt
assisting at operations, four tables continuing constantly in use
by relays of surgeons, often until the small hours of the morn-
ing. Then they would get an hour’s rest before breakfast. After
a system of rotation wis established, each surgical student was
supposed to be on duty only on alternate nights, but on the
nights when crowds of casualties came in, all got up, whoever
was on duty.

Much of the work was on bodies crushed by falling build-
ings or injured by broken glass. Hour after hour Paul spent
picking little bits of glass out of chests, intestines, arms, legs,
feet, hands. It was while doing this patient, microscopic
salvaging that Paul began to feel special interest in the human
hand. Such a thing of beauty, such a perfect, exquisite tool, yet
so terribly vulnerable!

The hospital was not spared. One night the University Col-
lege library, third best in all England, was burned out. On
another the great hall was destroyed. A bomb fell outside the
resident doctors’ quarters and made that uninhabitable.

“It's strange,” Paul wrote his mother soon after that Christ-
mas of 1940, “how one gets used to all this. It really does not
worry us, and conversation is hardly interrupted by the roar of
the planes or the gun crashes that set furniture rattling.”

But finally, after an especially heavy bombing of the hos-
pital, the whole medical school was again evacuated, Paul
being among those students sent to Stanborough Hospital in
Watford, Here he remained for nearly two years, deing his
clinical and surgical training. Though the staff was reduced
and library facilities meager, the war encroached little on their
training, except to bring occasional casualty cases from the
continental coast towns,

It was a peried of intense stimulation and challenge. Sir
Thomas Lewis, the great physiclogist and heart specialist, and
Dr. Eellgrin, later to become famous for his studies in pair,
were doing research there, and it was through them that Paul's
Imagination was first stirred by a subject which was later to
become of enthralling interest: the physiclogy and mechanics,
the nature and control, of pain.

Life was not all academic work. Paul sometimes distin-
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guished himself as a cook. One of his great war privations was
marmalade, of which rationing allowed only one pot a month.
He would save orange peels, sliver them, combine them with
apples, and use all his sugar ration to boil a pas_;sable concoc
tion, which he jealously parceled out to his friends in their
“digs.” )
dilgn spite of such talents Paul had few really close friends. It
was easy for him, it seemed, to be two or three persons at or;iof.
Though he felt no conflict within himself, he could be equally
at home with deeply religious people in the Christian Union
and with others of secular viewpoints who wc.ruld have been
extremely embarrassed in the company ?f his .rehglous a:l-
quaintances. To only a few had he found it pos§1ble to reve
every facet of his personality. Nancy Robbins, his ‘cousin, had
been one. Laurie Kurht had been another. And it would be
many years before he would meet a third, John Webb. )
Perhaps this sense of isolation was one reason for shying
from romance—that and the memory of what total.involve-
ment had done to his mother. But now he feli_: a growing need
for such involvement. It was 2 part of living, inescapable. And
as well on the road to thirty.
Il'?'I?‘Ire wrote to his mother: “The family all seem ,tu want e 10
get married, but they must provide a girl, mustn’t they, if they
are so keen! There are a couple of charming lassies about, but
1 seem_to be too busy to get to know them nowadays. One,
argaret Berry, is very nice indeed.” ) {
" Mi.rgaret’srrgath anlg,r his had become diverted. First she had
been at Sheffield, afterward at Cardiff. Then, activated by her
father's driving ambition, she had taken six months to prepare
for the primary exam toward the F.R:C.S. (Fellow of the
Royal College of Surgeons) degree. Failing that, she had re-
joined the clinical course, so their paths had_ seldom crossed.
Mrs. Morgan furnished the strongest link between them,
and determined she was to weld it even stronger. Even loyalty
to her own son, who was fond of Margaret, could not alter hetll'
conviction that Margaret and Paul were made for eac
Otllﬁe needs looking after, dearie,” E:ihe would say pointedly to
aret, “and you're just the one to do it.” o
M%e’s the right gu'i for you,” she would say very po:.ntedly
to Paul on his occasional visits. “You cught to marry her.
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Both would merely laugh. But Mrs. Morgan kept the link
from breaking,

Now again their paths converged. It was the beginning of
1g42. Both were in residence, Paul doing his obstetrical ap-
pointment, Margaret on the casualty intake. One night she was
conducting a meeting of the Christian Medical Students’ Asso-
ciation, and during the discussion she impulsively called on
Paul to speak. After the meeting he walked home with her. It
was a journey of discovery. Not only were they in remarkable
agreement on 2 variety of subjects, but Paul was suddenly
intensely aware of her as a woman and a most desirable one.
London in blackout, in a night of cold winter fog, enclosed
them in a new warmth of intimacy.

But for a long time he did not commit himself. And his
approach to marriage continued to be objective. He sat down
and tried to figure out what he wanted in life, whom he would
want in his home, particularly whom he wanted as the mother
of his children. The possibilities Increasingly boiled down to
one person: Margaret. She also was wary. Having cured her-
self once of too serious involvement of her emotions, she re-
fused to take the same risk again. But in the following weeks
they seized every opportunity to be together.

It was May, hottest of all months in India, when a letter
made its way up the steep slopes of the Kolaryans, a neighbor-
ing range to the Kollis, where Evelyn Brand was spending her
vacation in a tiny mosquito-net shelter, ministering to tribes
among whom no missionary had ever before labored.

“The one thing that is different,” wrote Paul with the ex-
uberance of the small boy who had once raced and rolled and
climbed on another nearby mountain, “is that I've got Mar-
garet! It all happened one day when I went over to Northwood
to spend an evening with the Berrys. Margaret and I went for
a walk and sat on a stile and talked and talked. And then I
said, ‘Will you?* and she said, ‘YesF ‘Well, I never have heen so
really happy before as I was from then on, and still am.”

Sitting by a little hurricane lantern in her lonely shelter,
Evelyn Brand read and reread, and tried to picture a beloved
face she had not seen for seven years, and another, blue-eyed
and young and sweet which she had never seen, and wept a
little even while she uttered prayers of thanksgiving.
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Strange that such serenity could exist in a world gone mad|
In the peaceful Wye Valley even the drone of planes por-
tended soaring wings of adventure, not instruments _of death,
" London with its nights of horror, its rubble of gaping walls
and mutilated bodies, seemed a whole world, rather than a
hundred-odd miles away. For eight glorious days in June 1943
Paul and Margaret spent their honeymoon roaming through
sun and fog and rain, mostly the latter, exploring the. won_der-
ful world of Wye and the equally wonderful but 'ulaﬁmtely
more complex world of two suddenly merged personahues‘.

“They considered plans for the future, doin‘g much praying as
well as discussing. Both had now been qualified, and they had
received their university degree results just a week before the
wedding. Should they look forward to missionary service, and,
if so, where? But this decision was for the far future. Mea:q-
while Paul was faced with more pressing problems. His_l_'mh-
tary call was coming up. Should he apply for foreigg service in
the air force? Should he accept a medical post in England
which would mean temporary exemption? And what should
Margaret do? After she finished her present job at Her_nel
Hempstead at the end of July she must take some medical
position or be called up for military service. And-—how should
they run their family finances, which at the moment consisted
of about ten shillings? .

They were discussing the latter problem when Margaret
discovered some of her husband’s less endearing propensities.
They had been walking along a railroad line for a long time
and came suddenly to its end.

“I know a lovelyy short cut back to our lodging,” Paul told
her. “Come on. Y1l show you the way.” o

Dutifully Margaret followed him along a circuitous .path,
the beauties of which would have been more apparent 1f she
had not been wearing her best “going away” clothes and it had
not been raining. Finally they came to a spot on t!:e edge .of
the river which offered twn alternatives: one must either swim
or climb a tree.
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“Come on,” encouraged Paul without concern. “It’s easy.”

He started swinging across, monkey-like, from branch to
branch, only looking around occasionally to see if she was
following. And after the first startled gasp she was, although
expecting momentarily to take a dip. It was her first of many
such experiences taking Paul’s beloved “short cuts.”

They had reason to treasure the few days of peace and
privacy. It would be years later, and in another country, that
they would have a home of their own. Paul continued his war
casualty work as house surgeon in London, while Margaret
went into general practice with her father in Northwood. They
were able to spend a weekend together only once a fort-
night.

Dr. Berry urged Paul to work toward his F.R.C.S. “All
right,” Paul agreed. “Tll have a stab at it.” The examinations
were in two parts, primary and finals. The primary over basic
subjects—anatomy and physiology-—presented the first big
hurdle. Usually attempts ended there. “If 1 should get through
primary,” he thought, “then Fll go on.”

His teaching and casualty work left him little time for study.
‘When the time for the examination drew near, he took two
weeks’ holiday. A week of it he spent at the medical school,
which had now been evacuated to a new site in the south of
London, and asked some of his old teachers to give him special
tutoring. He also hired a physiology lecturer to give him pri-
vate lessons and for a week dissected bodies, worked in spe-
cial seminars and classes, and studied all night. Then he went
home for a2 week and studied morning, afternoon, and evening,
reading, reading, reading, filling himself with facts. Nermally
he despised “swats,” those eggheads who stuck to books and
got by on concentrated memorizing, but for a primary it was
legitimate to swat, since one needed to retain the information
only long enough to pass. At the end of the two weeks he
walked to the exam, head steady, careful not to stumble, sure
that if he took one erratic step, jarring his brain, most of the

-accumulated knowledge would spill cut. He sat dewn at the

desk, opened the paper, and let it spill. Since it was a war year,
an even higher standard had been set than usual. Only eleven
out of the more than one hundred aspirants passed. By a mira-
cle Paul was one of them. Now he knew he must go on to the
finals.

But in the following year there was even less time for study.
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Early in 1944 he became surgical officer at the Hospital for
Sick Children in Great Ormond Street, the old Foundling
Hospital of London, one of the foremost children’s hospitals in
the world. In peacetime it would have been difficult for such a
yaw recruit to receive an appointment on its staff, but his ex-
perience in the casualty department of University College
Hospital was a deciding_factor, for the basement of Great
Ormond Street’s new building, still uncompleted, formed an
ideal casualty center for that part of London. As Resident Sur-
gical Officer Paul was organizationally in charge of this center.
Living in quarters there with the other young doctors, he was
often on duty around the clock. With bombings recurring al-
most every night, the operating schedule was exhausting but
intensely challenging. Most of his work was in children’s
surgery under two famous specialists, Denis Browne and Sir
Lancelot Barrington-Ward, and his year's experience there was
worth ten in a normal peacetime situation. While most of the
days were concerned with routine work, particularly ortho-
pedic surgery with cases like club feet and congenital disloca-
tion of the hip, nights were grim successions of patient
reconstruction of smail mangled bodies, interludes of horror
when the whole city seemed one vast holocaust.

It was on one of these worst nights that his son Christopher
was born. Margaret was in the Royal Northern Hospital, a
couple of miles away from Great Ormond Street. Paul had tea
with her in the afternoon, then returned to work knowing that,
although labor had already started, birth was not likely to
occur for many hours. Meanwhile there was a night of casu-
alty work ahead. Part of his duty was firewatching on top of
the eight-story hospital. Never had the bombing seemed so
heavy. And the most tremendous crashes, the worst blazing
explosions, were just where Royal Northern seemed to be. But
there was no time to worry about his own. The crushed bones
and torn flesh of a hundred other children soon demanded his
full attention.

He dropped into exhausted sieep just before dawn. Starting
to dress later in the morning, he noticed a little scrap of papet
on his table. “Haven't seen that before,” he thought. He picked
it up. To inform you that you are the father of a bonny, bounc
tng boy. The sister in charge had received the message /but,
seeing him asleep, hadn’t had the heart to wake him. Paul
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covered the two miles in record ti
time. Bombs had
f{]?:i :fn Roy?l N?rtht_am, .but the hospital had escapefiocxinajn;e?
” ]God g with his wife, inspecting his new son, whole rfg .
as { intended, he felt profound awe humﬂj’t d, peanekS-Ct
gmﬁg‘ ) ¥, and th.
sched?] ]comme s g of Christopher did little to disturb his parents’
edule. ith a mother who had had some experience in
PedlBerry h‘:li, h(;a was res_n‘ed with a minimum of fussing. Mother
per medjc[;.ei with his care so that Margaret could continue
per Mmedic Pr;c}il:icea.] S((),1:1 thg weeke:nds when Paul was able to
it amil assisted with his father-in-law’s prac-
whenetliqe w:.:o I]:té]}tlan family living until the autumn of 1944
il Brom?g : stopher on a brief holiday to a little house
near_peacey foane«:l them !Jy Aunt Lillie. It was a reprieve of
near peace, or .the bombing in London had almost stopped
put a};-d a reprieve. One evening as they were sitting ulipfh
Thengm t}fen' they suddenly heard a great rattle in the sk ;
D i g mystified horror they saw what looked like t1ny :
ines with amj.ul g taJl.lls passing low over the house d
" .
s guns!” yelled Paul, the only explanation he could
o fra}bzmg upEthe baby, they rushed inside. But it was not
lmardchl.ntreguns. ven at that distance from London, they soon
pean mendous crashes, saw the sky toward thé ci yhu t
bombgseysers of ﬂfune as the first of the -deadly nev:!Jr fi i
Do endr::ped _then' han‘vest of destruction. The brief repr)i(g:'g
o end a.anckly packing, they sped back to London.
D tegred an era qf death and terror worse than any yet
unters or concz?wed. Casualties began to pour into GrZat
fOrmast nd iJt;rfieht Hosplta'.l, for the flying bombs came thick and
oy (;ompound fh beEmmng there was no defense against them
oot o sonld e horror, if you were on watch on the hospitai
they‘ ou < see the_ bombs coming miles away, and, since
oy me;sw;ivzlssd:c; Ellf straight direction, you cou’ld teil
e ik - Ii you saw one comin i
%‘Vj; eilu:}tl watchfed and waited; if straight, you Eartlzotrlllz ﬁ;gﬁ'
for the h?: s‘;?mtal fﬂ bg:lo::nvgilmeanliggd that a bomb was headeci
X 1, vho could ducked for cover. N
mshed“ﬂlated <1>n Puthli 1_.;1t:s ;h:u cl:)(')r?dors I:.he babies who had to beul:Z;f
. icles until the very last moment, then
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when the bomb had passed over tock them back in again. This
went on, night after night after night—the air raid alarms, the
moving of child patients away from the glass walls, the watch-
ings, the warning bells, the listening for the sound of the thing
rattling, the tension when the sound came, the worse tension if
it suddenly stopped, which meant the fuel of the missile had
been exhausted, and everybody, including the watchman on
the roof, would duck for cover . . . then dead silence and more
waiting, for after cutting out, the thing would hover for awhile
before falling. More than once they heard it swish softly over
the roof on its way down. Everything around was hit, but not
the hospital. it was a world gone berserk.

Yet in some respects life remained surprisingly normal. The
aunts pursued their quiet pattern of living a few miles away in
Carlton Hill. Christopher grew two teeth, then twe more,
learned to wave bye-bye and night-night, and, with somecne
holding his hand, to walk steadily with long steps and a great
deal of laughter. And Connie . . .

She was surprised when David Wilmshurst wrote her a let-
ter from his new mission post in Nigeria, So was Paul. His
friend had certainly evinced no romantic interest on his visits
to Nethania. Connie, believing David to be merely lonely,
responded with impersonal courtesy. The letters increased in
frequency, became more and more personal, David, it seered,
had been by no means indifferent to Connie’s charms, merely
toa shy to express his real feelings. They had much in common,
religious zeal, dedication to missionary service. The result:
they fell deeply in love by letter, and Connie, radiant, tearful,
hopeful, took ship for marriage and mission in Africa, there to
send back highly colored word pictures which brought back
vivid memories to the African-reared Margaret and gave keen
delight to her parents.

The Berrys were less enamored, however, of the idea of mis-
sion service for Paul and Margaret. While generally approving
Paul as a son-inlaw, Dr. Berry undoubtedly charged to his
debit his daughter's obsession with religion. Certainly he had
not encouraged it in her, nor could her mother's gentle tute-
lage or the High Church of England convent she had attended
be wholly responsible. (He did not know about Mrs. Morgan!)

Paul wished his own future could be as easily determined as
Connie’s. As the end of his year at Great Ormond Street drew
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neay, he was faced with more torture of indecision. -
?Ity work had kept him from military service. In sg]i::? (‘):i‘ti ?tls
importance many, including Margaret's two brothers-in-law
looked at him askance because he wore a surgeon’s mask anti
gown, not a uniform. He was inevitably faced with military
call-up. The R.A.F. was building up a big force in India and
would be needing doctors. Should he apply for a post there?
Or should he stay on another year at Great Ormond Street, as
the doctors there requested? ’

It was a period of depression as well as uncertainty. On the
advice of one of his chiefs, also an examiner, he had gone up
for _his finals only a year after passing his primary, an unwise
decision, for, though passing the clinical, he had Ffailed in one
of the practical exams. It might be years before he could ac-
cumulate encugh experience to try again. His whole life
seemed a muddle, continually shooting off on a tangent. He
sett]gd the matter temporarily by applying to the RAF. and
;on_tmuing at Great Ormond Street on a month-to-month

asis.

Tt_len came an amazing offer, the job of assistant on the
surgical unit at his old University College Hospital. What an
opportunity! Invaluable experience under Professor Pilcher
one of London’s finest surgeons, a chance to try again for his
Fj.R.C.S., another year with the family! But it would be impos-
sible, of course. The Central Medical War Commitiee would
not sanction a change of senior post from one hospital to an-
other. He made application for the post and then promptl
forgot it. il

But the unexpected happened. Possibly the job at University
_Co]]ege Hospital was considered 2 priority, and his experience
in t_h§ .casualty clearing stations had made him more useful in
a civilian than in 2 military capacity. “They've released me!”
Eaul report(]eld, a.lr;mst with awe, by phone to Margaret. “The

ommittee has told U.C.H. i
camiitee has they can have me for a year. I still

‘The year at University College Hospital under Professor
Pllt_:h‘er was invaluable in its teaching experience and surgical
training. The noted surgeon’s techniques were outstanding
some of them brilliant. Paul took his finals again, a ldng toug};

- xamination, and passed, qualifying for his F.R.C.S. As second

assistant in the surgical unit, with a shortage of staff because
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of the war, he was operating almost constantly, many of the
cases casualties coming over the channel from Dunkirk and
Bordeaux. Though acute surgery, such as repairs of cuts, gun
wounds, Tuptures, was his special area, he became profoundly
interested in the mending of severed mnerves and divided
téendons, of which there were many cases, especially in hands
and feet.

However, the months at University Coliege Hospital were
postponement, not gubstitute, for military service, and the end
of the European phase of the war merely hastened this obliga-
tion. By the beginning of 1946 all the young doctors involved
in casualty work expected to be called up. Paul applied for 2
commission in the army and knew that it was being processed.
Though continuing with his work at the hospital, he expected
to be called at any time and sent to the Far East.

The end of the war, however, brought fewer problems than
blessings, one of them the return of Paul's mother to England.
She had been in India for nearly ten years. Paul thought he
had prepared himself this time for the changes which the years
would have effected, but Evelyn Brand was to be always un-
predictable. The ten years had not aged her. They had made
her ageless. She had looked the same at fifty-five—wispy body,
features pared almost to the bone, short straight gray hair tied
back for utility's sake by a ribbon, young probing eyes—and
she would look almost the same at eighty-five.

Her agelessness created problems for her mission board.
Having reached the age of retirement, she was naturally ex-
pected to retire gracefully. But, no; instead she proposed not
only to return to her mission work on the plains, but to use it
as a jumping-off point for a mission project of her own, on—of
all places—the top of an uncivilized mountain!

“Just send me back for a year,” she begged. I promise not to
make any further claim on the board.”

And, since for some years she had been returning her pit-
tance of a salary, using her small inheritance from her father to
finance her work, the board found its usual arguments of
“precedent,” “rules,” “never been done,” not quite adequate to
meet the situation. For Evelyn Brand was precedent. She had
been breaking rules, doing things which had never been done,
all her life. Reluctantly the board acquiesced.

“Your father and I she explained to Paul, “set out to take
the Gospel of Christ to the people on five mountain ranges.
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The Koliis were the first. The Kol l
first. aryans came next. After th
the ,Pachas. If God gives me time, I shall go.to all of themr Ar?c;
don't try to stop me.” ' .
Paul did not try. Unlike the aunts, th
1 . , the uncle
cousins, and most of the members of the boau'dS , lf:!ziec\.f' fehe
Ia};:;lg }tll:])w s}:;; felt. For he had been there on the ’Kollis sha.re}fi-
ather's dream as he had looked out over the fi ' i
ranges. in fact, he envied his mother, wh cxactly what
, A 0 knew exactl
she wanted tc_: dc: and where she was going. He only :gslze:lv 111-3;
own purpose in life was as clearly indicated.
And then suddenly out of the blue came a telegram.

“There is urgent need for a surgeon to teach at Velore. Can

you come immedi '
Lo, come ately on short term contract? (Signed)

Too s ised
garen urprised even to comment, Paul handed it to Mar-
“Cochrane?” she repeated, kriittin
. ated, g her brows.

LiP'au] searched his brain. “The name sounds familiar. [ know
onvlszélg;ton.e.dDri.: Robert Cochrane, one of our lecturers Expert
e 3 2 B3 », 4
on som kind of tropical disease. But he didn’t know me from

“Vellore?” prompted Margaret.

Paul was still vague. “I believe it" i
ul w . s a big medical college
h-ospltai in South ‘IndJa, supported by a lot of diﬂ’erengt 1:11nsd
sions. But—how did he happen to pick me?”

He woqld ha.vg understood better if he could have heard a
conversation which had taken place some months earlier i
In<:.'l‘1"e;r beltween his mother and Dr. Cochrane i

ould i i i :
oo you be interested in having my son come to Vel

“Certainl » . .
FROS" ¥ not,”. Cochrane had replied, “if he hasn't an

“But,” Mrs. Bran i
his PR Can d had shot back triumphantly, “my son has
“I'suppose—India’s changi

. ; ging so fast,” Paul contin “get-

;]t.l;g ready for independence—with medical étanda;lde:’beget

Thpped up, mission medical colleges must be in a bad
ey probably need doctors, terribly.”

tﬁ:fizxgg;;:t watc};led him as he walked back and forth punc

Som x - = 2 y )

cont pea: ewhat jerky speech with jabs of his fists into his

“Terribly,” he repeated with even greater emphasis,

ing
way.
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As he turned toward her, she saw his eyes, not their usual
warm twinkling gray, but darker, remote, as if focused on
spaces deep within or far away. -

“You want to go, don’t you?” she asked gently. .

His eyes refocused. He laughed almost shamefacedly. “It's
jmpossible.”

“Why?”

“Dozens of reasons. For one thing, were going to have a
baby.”

";m going to have a baby,” she corrected. “And I'll probably
have it just the same whether you're in London or the Far East
or India.”

“It's out of the question, anyway,” Paul said abruptly.
“There’s no possibility of jts working out.”

“Unless God wants it to,” returned Margaret quietly.

Paul wrote Dr. Cochrane that he was going into the army,
that he was in no position to take a teaching post, and that he
was expecting a second child. He thought the matter ended.
But he did not know Robert Cochrane. Presently he received a
letter which said in substance, I will meet you under the
clock at Victoria Station at such and such a time.”

Paul was there, out of courtesy. A young medico with the
ink not yet dry on his diplomas, even on his F.R.CS., did not
keep doctors of Robert Cochrane’s reputation waiting under
clocks.

“Must be a determined sort of person,” Paul thought, re-
membering him only vaguely. '

He was more than determined. He was forceful, aggressive,
dynamic. And, with the job he had undertaken, the upgrading
of the Vellore Christian Medical College and Hospital to meet
the new medical standards prescribed by the Indian govern-
ment, he needed to be all of these. It had taken an excess of
these same qualities in its founder, Dr. Ida Scudder, to build
the institution from a little ten by twelve dispensary in 1500 to
its pfesent capacity of over two hundred students and some
three hundred teaching beds, plus schools of nursing, phar-
macy, midwifery, and roadside dispensaries which minist?red
annually to a hundred thousand people. Now, explained
Cochrane with the vigor which characterized both words and

gestures, the school was being raised to graduate level in the

face of staggering difficulties. Both college and hospital were
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being cpened to men, Nearly a million dollars worth of new
buildings must be erected. The number of teaching beds must
be doubled. At least four new departments must be intro-
duced. And, his special problem as principal, at least twelve
qualified teaching professors must be added to the staff. He
had temporarily given up his own work as head of a great
leprosy sanatorium to assume this important task.

“That’s it.” Paul suddenly remembered. “Leprosy! Of course.
Dr. Robert Cochrane, foremost leprosy specialist in the
world!”

“And we must have you there,” continued Cochrane
brusquely. “Immediately. Macpherson, one of our two sur-
geons, has just been invalided home. We need you.”

Patiently Paul recounted the reasons why he could not pos-
sibly go. First, of course, there was the matter of the army.

“Leave that to me.” Cochrane brushed off the argument as
lightly as if it had been a fly.

Paul stared at him. The cheek of the man, thinking he could
pit his puny strength against the massive officialism of John
Buuli;i and win! Yet, looking at him, you actually believed he
could.

“Do you realize,” Paul brought up the second argument,
“that you are offering a responsible teaching post, which
should have at least six or eight years’ experience after the
F.R.C.S,, to a young whippersnapper who's had only two?”

“Let me be the judge of that,” barked Cochrane. “I know

. your record.”

“And my wife is having her second child—"

“Wonderful place, Vellore,” countered the other blandly,
“for women and children. But you needn’t bring your family at
first. You'd be away from them at least two years in the army.
Come to us for one, Then if you like the work, send for them.
If not, we'll release you. This is a crisis. We're trying to save
from annihilation the biggest Christian medical institution in
all of Asia. And we need you.”

The war department bowed to the persuasion of a stronger
will, whether of God (as Margaret devoutly believed) or of
Robert Cochrane (as Paul secretly suspected) or of hoth,
which was more likely, since the two were presumably work-
ing in cooperation. Margaret carefully kept her parents’ disap-
proval from Paul's ears and tried to guard him from the raised
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brows and slightly acid comments of her brothers-in-law.
g:; entered the IgilclayZI Northern on schedule for her confine-
ment, this time without the accompaniment of fireworks, and
their second child, Jean, was born while Paul was in lihe very
act of packing his bags for India. Bidding goodby to .hls small
family, he remembered his own bleak boyhood _lonelmess and
vowed that such separation must not happen again.

And so once more the shuttle moved.

8

It was a voyage into the past as well as the fujcure. Breathing
the air of his native country for the first time in Fwenty—three
years, Paul found it amazingly, excitingly familiar. For the
smell of India, that rich composite of dust, cow dun‘g smoke,
human sweat, sandalwood, jasmine blossoms, hot spices, pov-
erty, people, changes little with millennia, much less a qua}rter
century. His mouth watered and his throat stung to thg delight-
ful aromas of curry. The rhythm of a tabla set his pulses
racing. The clatter of bullock carts, the nasal wails of hawkgrs,
the color and noise of bazaars, the honking of cars boring
seemingly impossible tunnels through choked lanes of hand-
carts, rickshas, lorries, loaded donkeys, bicycles, buses, p_ed_es—
trians, ambling cows; the grays of loincloths, the s}‘nnmg
whites of dhotis, the reds and greens and yellows of saris and
blouses and turbans—all were as much a part of his 'hentage
as London bobbies and rumbling trams and the lights of
Piccadilly. And when he awoke the first morning to. the raucous
cacophany of crows, then he knew that he was completely,
absolutely at home. )

He reveled in the long train journey across southern India,
enjoying even the discomforts. He begrudged the hours of
darkness, and with the first light his face was glued to the
window, watching tiny fires spring alive, meager warmth for
gray-white huddled figures with outstretched hands; shadowy
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masses resolve themselves into clusters of village huts. The
creaking of a windlass turned by a pair of bullocks, the slosh-
ing of water from a full goatskin into an irrigation ditch, were
music to his ears. How could he have forgotten the dazzling
greens of sunlit rice fields, running the whole gamut from pale
lime to jade to deep emerald? or the incredible grace of a
procession of ragged village women with tiers of brass pots
poised on their heads? or—yes—even the ugly and immehse
dignity of a slowly plodding water buffalo?

He knew when they came into Tamil country, for the cries
of the peddlers at stations became less jargon and partly intel-
ligible. He felt an inordinate triumph when he could distin-
guish a few words,

“Varaiparam, plantainsi”

“Chuai, teal Chai-ail”

“Thanni, water|”

And, to his delight and amazement, when he arrived at the
Baptist bungalow in Madras, where he was to be entertained
for a few days, and the servant came to his room, the correct
Tamil expressions came instinctively from his lips. “Thanni
kondu va, bring the water.” “Pothum, enoughl” “Anmmam, yes.”
*Illai, no.”

But he had not come to India to relive the past. He was
glad when James MacGilvray, one of the staff members at
Vellore, picked him up at the mission bungalow and drove him
the last eighty-five miles to his destination.

India in December, 1946, was a world in transition; in trou-
ble and turbulence also, for, though Britain had agreed un-
equivocally to Indian independence, conflict between the
Congress Party and the Muslim League had erupted into bit-
ter violence. On August 16 the Muslims had observed “Direct
Action Day,” calling a general strike against both Britain and
the Congress Party, and bloody riots had broken out in Cal-
cutta, spreading swiftly to other areas of Nerth India. On
December gth the constituent assembly opened in New Delhi
to form a new constituticnal government, but no Muslim
League representatives attended. When Paul Brand arrived in
India the country was on the threshold of independence, yet
also on the brink of civil war.

But in South India there were few signs of turbulence. The
unsettled skies of the fall monsoons had cleared, leaving the
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earth’s long thirst quenched, parched skin freshened, naked-
ness lavishly clothed in greens and golds. True, there were a
few evidences of the social and political struggle, such as an
inflammatory slogan scrawled on a crumbling cement wall:

RITISH

DOWN WITH ANIAS
RAHMINS

But whatever of violence they portended was belied by the
overwhelming mass of patient plodding figures, intent on the
day’s business, of curious but friendly faces. )

And though in New Delhi, December g was a }_mrbmger of
tragic conflict, a thousand miles south in Vellore it was a day
of rejoicing and high hope. For it was the birthday of Dr. Ida
Scudder, founder and guiding spirit of the Christian Medical
College and Hospital. Though officially retired four mon_ths
earlier, Dr. Ida was still linked body and soul with the institu-
tion: she had labored nearly fifty years to build. Paul gazed with
appreciative amazement at the blue-eyed, W‘hite-haired woman
seated in the gaily decorated birthday chair. Hard to believe
that this dynamo of radiant energy was 76 years old!

The success of her life’s effort still hung in the balance, for
Vellore also was a world in transition. Founded as a women's
college in 1918 and equipped to give only the licensed medical
practitioner's certificate, it must now step up its program to
meet the requirements of university affiliation or close its
doors. Though in October of 1945 the college had been pro-
visionally qualified by the inspection commission, and the first
M.B.B.S. (Bachelor of Medicine, Bachelor of Surgery) stu-
dents were now receiving clinical training, the goal was far
from attainment. In spite of the unflagging energy of Dr.
Cochrane, the principal, and “Mac™ MacGilvray, the manager-
bursar, the staff was still pitifully small, the buildings painfully
inadequate, and the budget in constant deficit. But the goal
was in sight.

No sooner had Paul arrived in Vellore than he was plunged
into work. The hospital, a big cluster of yellow-washed buﬂd-
ings wedged into the teeming bazaar section of the sprawling
town, was a huge heart of pulsing activity. Each day hundreds

71
poured through the arteries of its gates, swarmed into the out-
patient dispensary behind the wrought-iron silver-painted
gateway, clogged verandahs, antercoms, and corridors, queued
in patient, squatting masses outside the doors of every de-
partment.

At first Paul marveled not only at their numbers but at their
incredible diversity: men in tailored suits, flowing robes, white
dhotis, smart uniforms, single dirty loincloths; women with
soft skins and silk saris and jewels, dark hair smooth and glis-
tening and braided with flowers; women in scraps of dirty cot-
ton, hair sun-bleached and unkempt, work-hardened flesh
ingrained with dust and tough as animal hide; children . . .
everywhere children. Scampering, crawling, inertly squatting,
riding the overburdened hips of other children. Bright-eyed and
smiling, teeth white and knobs of marigolds clinging to their
neat oily little scalps; crying; too weak to cry. Skirted, bloused,
girt with nothing but a waist-band, naked. Paul couldn’t de-
cide which tore most at his heartstrings, the plump smiling
tots who reminded him of Christopher and Jean, or the rickety
scraps of misery, with their bloated little bellies, their scabby
scalps and gummed eyes, their terrible mute patience,

But there was little time for reflection, even for pity. He was
too busy. Obliged to make his rounds of the wards with En-
glish speaking doctors, he devoted much of his scant leisure to
studying Tamil, but with little success. Instead of building on
his boyhood knowledge of common Tamil, the pandit chosen
for his lessons insisted that he learn the language from the
roots up, starting with pages and pages of grammar, which
Paul had always detested, drilling him in the endings of nouns
and verbs and stressing the written rather than the spoken
word. The lessons were a complete fiasco, and he never did
fully overcome the handicap. Since, as in many institutions of
higher education in India, the academic work at Vellore was
entirely in English, it was knowledge of colloquial Tamil that
he needed for conversing with patients. He acquired it the
hard way, by painful necessity, through trial and ridiculous
error.

The scope of his work in surgery was staggering. The head
surgeon-—in fact, the only other one—was Dr. John Carman,
an American Baptist missionary of nearly twenty years of ex-
perience in India, who had come to Vellore in 1945 to organize
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the department. Tall, spare, tireless, a bit taciturn, 2 man in his
vigorous prime, he was as skillful an administrator as he was a
SUTgeorn.

“We must have some specialization,” he told Paul at the
outset of their work together. “We're both general surgeons,
but T understand you've done orthopedic work in London. If
you'll take all the orthopedic cases, I'll take all the urinary.”

Paul's surgical knowledge and skill were taxed to the limit.
As second in command of all surgery i a hospital of nearly
four hundred beds, with a limited staff and, at that stage, lim-
ited facilities, he was faced with medical problems which
would have challenged the skill of a doctor with twice his
experience. Many major forms of surgery had never been done
before at Vellore; yet in his very first days a whole succession
of such cases came along, demanding far more experience than
he possessed. Not even in the terrible days of the blitz had
he worked longer hours or dealt with more baffling cases.

But life at Vellore was not all work. The same driving inten-
sity which kept most staff members at their posts for ten or
twelve hours each day activated their hard-won leisure. Dr.
Ida's was one of at least three birthday celebrations which
Paul attended in December..The collector invited all the resi-
dent foreigners to a big Christmas party, complete with ban-
quet and an excess of British formality. There were almost
daily opportunities for vigorous tennis. Though Paul lived
with the Carmans in a big rambling mission bungalow at
Viruthampet, two miles from the hospital and six from the
college, he was soon absorbed into the congenial and closeknit
fellowship which included all staff members.

“Never,” he wrote Margaret with a burst of boyish enthusi-
asm, “have I seen a more wonderful place with such marvelous
people, so utterly dedicated and warmly friendly.” ' .

His descriptions were all in superlatives. He loved the col-
lege, located in a most beautiful valley outside the town. The
buildings were all of stone built in an immense rectangle about
the most lovely sunken garden with a lily pool in the center.
His class in surgery of seven fifth year students was very intel-
ligent and tremendously challenging. And as for his work in
the hospital, it was a joy to feel oneself so terribly needed. Two
years would be all too short to contribute to a work like this, so
she had better plan to come as soon as possible.
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Margaret read his letters with sympathy and elation. Not so
her parents.

“What's the boy trying to do?” fumed Dr. Berry, “Make us,
think India is a Utopia when every paper we pick up fairly
screams that it's nothing but a blood bath? Listen to thisl
RIOTS SPREAD TO PUNJAB. The last encounter between
Hindus and Muslims saw the slaughter in cold blood of 300
men, women, and children.’ ”

Troubled, her gentle nature always susceptible to the moods
of those she loved, Margaret reread the letters. “He doesn’t
seem to mention any kind of conflict. I wonder why.”

Her father snorted. “He wants you to come, that’s why”

“Oh, but Paul isn’t like that!” Margaret rose loyally to his
defense. Surely you don't think he’d want to take his wife and
children into danger!”

“Then tell him to explain these.” Testily Dr. Berry thrust
into her hands a half dozen papers with black headlines. “Ask
him what he means by suggesting that a woman with two
babies go to a place like this!”

Answering Paul's letters, the dutiful daughter quoted the
headlines, posed the questions, while at the same time the
loyal wife made plans for sailing, as Paul had urged, at the
earliest possible date.

lIn India Paul continued to write with exuberant enthusiasm,
blithely ignoring hoth questions and quotations. For, tragic
though the birth pangs of the new nation must be for any lover
qf India, to his and Margaret's personal life they seemed rela-
tively unimportant. The riots a thousand miles away in the
north seemed as remote from Vellore as from England, more
50, for the Indian press, anxious to keep emotions from flaming,
was far more restrained than the English. Besides, plunged
into an exacting daily schedule of surgery, medicine, and
teaching, he was an infrequent and haphazard letter writer,

. His class in surgery was a constant delight, and the seven
girls, vanguard of the candidates for the new M.B.B.S. degree,
found him a unique and exciting teacher. Not only did his flair
for humor, pith, and drama make learning fun, but he ex-
Eessed facts so simply and graphically that they never forgot

e,

“What's the trouble with me?” he would demand, entering
the classroom waddling with a ducklike gait.
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“Dislocation of the hip?” someone would venture.

Tl:x:;l gv};tre not at all afraid of him. His relationship with
them was like Dr. Ida’s with her first class _of fqurteen girls
back in 1918, a little like that of a gurn with ln? followers.
They went on picnics, ciimbed Kailas, the xr_xountam near tls1:
college, went to the canteen together f01_' tl}eu- coffee break. o
lacking were the girls in at:; et;]at they insisted the “W~ of his

iddle name stood for “Wicked”. o
m“(ﬁi}w are you?” they would greet him with mock solici-
tl-“-;]"EI.‘errible," he would reply, listing all sorts of symptoms

ich they would be expected to diagnose. '
Wh’;‘he atr}l’msphere ofxifx’lefonnal levity followed them into the
operating room, where Paul insisted tha_t his stl}dents‘be gnlrg;;
every possible chance to operate. In spite of his obvious s .
and exactness with the scalpel, he seemed never harassed,
never tense or hurried. Surgery became for his students no
grim business, but a relaxed and fascinating adver‘ltur_e.

“Ramabai,” he would order cheerfully, “y'.our”Job is ‘to hol,rl
on to this clamp from morning till evening. Or— ‘What;
this?” he would inquire in lieu of sharp criticism when one OI
the students was giving a patient too mu.chg{,laesthesm. Amn

i thing blue, including our patien

seelli?.l% f:]‘:gl the§ aecompa.niedghim into the wards, there was
no levity. Always in his bedside lecture's he was perfectly tshel'l—
ous. And they learned far more from his bedside manner than
from his lectures. It was obvious that he. actuajlly carefi, was
deeply concerned, about every one of his patients. _Hls stu-
dents also. For when Rose, one of the seven, had to miss three
months of lectures on account of typhoid, he repeated ail t}'le
lectures just for her in his leisure hour, between one and twe in
thel’zi:fl:vl:: 25 popular a speaker as he was teacher. Whenever
he preached, whether at the college or the hospital chapel, thlt:
mats spread on the polished stone floor were crowded w1tcI
students. His gift for pith and pungency, for th:e aptly turne

phrase, for metaphor and drama was the least important 1:eai
son for their rapt attention. He talked the lmguage of medica
students, used their textbooks as his texts, his sermons often
dealing with the commonplaces of anatomy and physics: fat
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cells, nerves, the reproductive system, bones, muscles. His first
sermon at Vellore was about blood, its functions of cleansing,
of supplying energy, of protecting against disease, of giving
the power t0 overcome.,

“Last week,” he reminded the students, “a patient was dying
of measles. The call went out for a person convalescing from
measles to give blood. Why? Because such a person has
suffered and overcome. Just so Christ suffered that he might be
effective in helping others overcome.”

They listened spellbound while he turned the human body
into a universe of wonder, an operating table into an altar, the
pursuit of the mysteries of a test tube into an act of holy
communion.

In April Paul was able to escape from the mounting heat to
Kodaikanal, a mountain paradise some three hundred miiles to
the south where since the turn of the century, missionaries,
including Dr. Ida, had been going for the holidays, His first
whiff of the bracing air was like a breath of heaven., Now, he
knew, he had spanned the final arc in the cycle of his home-
coming.

Though he lived most of the time with the Carman family,
Naomi and the children, he was a frequent visitor at Hill Top,
Dr. Ida’s stone eyrie on the edge of a seven-thousand foot spur
overlooking a hundred miles of glorious sky and plain. He had
more in cornmon, he discovered, with this indefatigable vet-

eran than abundant energy, intense love of God, and a deep
concern for people. They shared a passion for clocks. “Aunt
Ida” had a surplus of them at Hiil Top, most of them out of
order. There was a tall grandfather’s clock which would not
Tun, a lovely little French clock which refused to chime. Paul
fixed them all, and Aunt Ida was delighted.

Due to his penchant for short cuts he was frequently getting
lost on the network of roads and paths leading from the mis-
sionary colony into the surrounding hills. Once, leaving the

_ Mmain road and attempting to climb to Hill Top straight up the

steep wooded incline, he arrived back home without having
reached his goal.

“They've moved Dr. Ida’s"” he complained with mock dis-
may.,

He tramped miles over the hills with the Carman children,
Bob, Eleanor, and the twins. He felt constantly as if he must
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take long deep breaths to store up fresh air against the heat of
the plains. And with his return to Vellore he was to need all its
bracing pungency.

May, climax of India’s hot season, saw both her tempera-
tures and her emotions rising. With the appointment of Lord
Mountbatten as Viceroy, commissioned to implement the
speedy liquidation of British rule, the tense political struggle
was moving rapidly toward its crisis. Confiict between re-
ligious factions became increasingly explosive. But in Vellore
Hindus and Muslims continued to live in harmony, as they
had done for generations. Working in an environment largely
unaffected by the political situation, Paul continued to dis-
regard Margaret’s frequent allusions to the newspaper head-
lines and her parents’ worries.. Newspapers were always
exaggerating, and her parents were naturally looking for an
excuse to keep her at home. It never occurred to him that she
might be taking their concern seriously. Fortunately she was
planning to sail in June, and his letters, still bursting with
enthusiasm, were now cverflowing also with anticipation.

Even the appalling heat failed to dampen his ardor. Though
Dr. Carman was now on vacation in the hills, Paul had a fine
group of Indian assistants, among them Dr. Venkatachalam,
a talented young Brahmin, skilled at diagnosing, and the
competent doctors Roy and Chatterji. Even so, Pauls days
were overwhelmingly full. Abmost every day, and sometimes
all day, he would remain at work in the scorchingly hot oper-
ating rooms, soaking gown after gown after gown, able often to
wring water out of them when he tock them off. Drinking
water copiously ta compensate for the loss, he discovered two
startling results. First he found himself covered from head to
foot with prickly heat. Then one day after an operation he was
suddenly so doubled up with cramps that he could not walk.
Immediately he recognized the cause. As soon as he could

move, he struggled to the hospital pharmacy.

“Salt—give me—salt,” he croaked to the man in charge.

“Salt? What kind of salt?”

“Any kind. Tablet-—cooking—just salt!”

The attendant dumped a big handful in a tumbler of water,
and Paul poured it down his throat. It was one of the sweetest
drinks he had ever tasted. His problem was to find a happy
medium between drinking too much and getting prickly heat,
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or too little and acquiring kidney stones. It w
year before his body became fglly adjusted otzlc:hl;esitml'ecﬁ;a
hundred to a hundred and ten degree temperatures. ¢
Both heat and activity had risen to new crescendos when
Margaret’s letter arrived. Paul waited until he was alone in his
room at the bungalow to read it. The last one, probably, before
she left England! Tearing it open with a tingle of anticipation
he read with cold dismay. For it was a despairing letter, What
should she do? Everybody assured her that, with conditions as
they were in India, she was insane to come, Paul worse than
insane to let her. She didn’t mind for herself, but to imperil the
saf_ety of their two babies! And Paul had written nothing to
qmgt her fears, had not even answered her questionsl' V\§hat
;as she supposed to think? If he thought after reading this
at:;:y ;he should not come, would he please cable her immedi-

Mechanically Paul refolded the letter, creasing i
tween his fingers. The wind clattered in the gmlist:] a:;i tl;::
palmyras, sounding like rain. But it was not rain. There had
been scarcely a drop since December. He was conscious of hot
dry dust parching his lips, stinging his eyes. ’

Hg was first stunned, incredulous, then filled with cold, self-
cast:gatmg dismay. What had he done? Or, rather lwhat
hadn’t he? Just a few words of explanation would pl:obabl
have been sufficient. He had trusted so implicitly in Ma.rgaret’z
:(I)iaﬁteadednesa forgott?n her gentle susceptibility. But it was
joo & e now. He couldn't take the risk of trying to persuade

He was not one to hesitate. As he drov
of India unfolded itself. Trumpet vin:stoagjde ﬁsﬁgc;?nieﬁlig
ﬂamed_. Brown children romped in the dust. A farmer cycled
I;ast with a huge basket of golden mangoes poised on his head.
t;t:.l hfa.d been Jooking forward to giving Margaret her first
'andec(I:j lzinangm_es. And showing her jacarandas in bloom. Yes,
e beuil'en w1_th gummed eyes fmd spindle legs and bloated
gere es crying out for the skill of her pentle sensitive fin-

He sent the cable.

For months Margaret had tried valiantly to fight the:n: the

headlines, th i
i s, the gossip, the constant pressures of cautious loving
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