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I WANT TO BE A MISSIONARY

My father met my mother when he was stationed in Carrickfergus, in Ulster, during the Great War and after demobilisation he continued his education at Queen's University in Belfast where he got an honours degree in mechanical engineering. Mum and Dad got married and in 1921 my sister Ivy Mary was born. For a while he worked at Harland and Wolff’s but the family returned to London and in 1926 I came along. We lived in Eltham, south east London, a lovely spot, rich in woods and parks. When I was five I started my schooling and Ivy took me along to Eltham Park Sunday school which I attended both morning and afternoon. When I was about eight I used to walk home from morning Sunday school along with one of the teachers who befriended me, interested me in slides and microscopes, which was one of his hobbies, and gave me books to read. These books were mainly short stories of the lives of the great missionaries which began to play the part of a role model for me. 

I was quite good at my day school work and fully expected to pass the eleven plus exam for secondary education, but somehow I failed. However, I also sat for a scholarship for Westminster City School, which I passed, but in the interview I was asked what I wanted to do after my school days were over and I replied that I wanted to become a missionary, though later I forgot all about it. The school was just off Victoria Street, fairly near the station, but unfortunately Eltham was not on that railway line, so each day I had to take a train to Charing Cross and then a bus to get to school and when we had those thick pea-soup-like fogs I wouldn't arrive at school until perhaps ten and have to leave early to get a train home. In 1938, when there was the possibility of war with Germany, I remember I had a packed suitcase at school in case we were suddenly evacuated. 

After the depression Dad managed to get a job as a foreman at Ford’s but he saw so many bicycle accidents on his way to work that I never wanted to even learn to ride a bike. Later he got a job with ICI, his first job where he could use the skills of his degree, and in the spring of 1939 he was moved to Runcorn, so the whole family moved to Liverpool where Dad rented a home in Dovedale Road, Mossley Hill. Unfortunately my scholarship wasn't transferable but my parents managed to pay £5 a term so that I could continue my secondary education at the Holt High School, just over a mile away. 

The day after we moved in to our new home we had a visit from Mr. Gunstone, the superintendent of the Methodist Sunday School at the corner of Penny Lane and Elm Hall Drive, [image: image47.jpg]Travellers on the Airswift mail boat
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 who had received notice of our arrival from the minister in Eltham. It was a Friday afternoon, and seeing how busy my parents were and that perhaps it might be a good idea to get me out of the way, he suggested that his boys, Roy and Frank, might come and take me to their house the next day. Thus began a life long friendship for Roy was just eleven months my senior and Frank was two years older. Roy had a bike and, surprised that I couldn't ride, was keen to teach me in Field Way, a convenient cul-de-sac round a very small field, near their home. I wobbled a lot at first, but was soon cycling away round and round this small field but I didn't know properly how to stop. I finally did, by crashing into the gatepost of one of the houses, which happened to belong to a retired Methodist minister, and I went flying over the hedge into his garden. Fortunately there was no damage to the gatepost, but Roy's bike suffered a buckled front wheel and frame. I suppose Dad came off worst as he had to pay for the repair to Roy's bike and, later, buy me a bike which I remember was a BSA (bits stuck anywhere) costing 28 shillings and sixpence.

On September 3rd 1939 war was declared and I shall never forget a night, two days earlier, when we were on holiday in Llanfairfechan, attending a show on the prom, and the enthusiasm with which the whole audience joined in the singing of ‘There'll always be and England and England shall be free, if England means as much to you as England means to me.’ When we arrived home the next afternoon we found a letter saying that if I was to be evacuated with the school to Shrewsbury the next day we must let the school know by 5pm. Since we didn't have a phone, we immediately set off to the school, then returned to get packed for me to spend my last night at home. At eleven the next morning, when the declaration of war was being announced, the entire Holt School was just steaming out of Lime Street, heading for Shrewsbury. When we arrived at the Priory School we were allocated to various homes that had agreed to take us in and Ralph Topham and I were taken to Mrs. McQuistin, a Scottish widow, with two daughters of around twenty years of age, who lived in a large detached house. Ralph and I shared a double bed and for our schooling, the Priory boys and the Holt used the same buildings, the Holt going one week from nine to one and the next from one to five. 

The one thing that sticks out in my memory of those far from unpleasant days was a ride in the car of the boy-friend of one of the McQuistin girls who was a vet. He was going out to help with a calving and we drove along the highway at sixty miles an hour. To Ralph and I this was a terrific thrill, and then when we arrived we saw the vet strip off and insert his right arm right into the cow to free the calf. 

After about six months, there having been no air raids in Liverpool, the evacuation ended and we returned home, just in time for the raids to begin. We didn't have an air raid shelter - for some reason we didn't qualify for one - but Dad and I helped the two ladies who lived next door to bolt together the different parts of an Anderson Shelter and dig it in, covering the whole with about a foot of earth and grass sods. The space inside the shelter was just sufficient for four deck-chairs in their most upright position, one in each comer, and for one cushioned stool facing the entrance. Until a couple of years later, when Dad converted our wash-house into a shelter, we shared the use of the Anderson with the ladies next door, Dad always being on duty as an air raid Warden. 

During the great blitz on Liverpool in 1941 I enrolled as a messenger ready to cycle messages between points where telephone communications had been knocked out, which was quite exciting. At school, boys in the sixth form were allowed to become fire-fighters, which involved becoming part of a team of two teachers and two boys who would be on duty through the night to watch throughout any raid for incendiary bombs falling on the school and to extinguish any flames. I joined in and this created a comradeship with the masters and we were fortunate in that no bombs fell on the school.

Throughout my teenage years I had graduated from being a cub in the 12th Royal Eltham Pack to become a Scout, working off my excess energy playing ‘British Bulldog’ and later being a helper in running the cub pack. I was amazed many years later to discover that my best pal in the Scouts had also become a Methodist minister. I had also been attending Elm Hall Drive Sunday School, both morning and afternoon, and in the morning school, which was led by two lovely ladies. There was a library of books similar to the ones I had been given to read in Eltham and I regularly borrowed from it. We had Sunday School parties at Christmas and at one of these, in a game of 'Wink', a girl named Pat attracted my attention - but what attracts a teenager quickly changes. 

In the afternoon school I graduated to the intermediate department which led to my being asked to become secretary of the Junior department and later a teacher. The superintendent of the Juniors was a school teacher named Miss Dennis who insisted that all her teachers must attend a preparation class each week or they would have to sit and listen to someone else teach their class. Thursday night prep classes soon became part of our lives and Miss Dennis was very good, not only in making us understand the background to the stories we were telling, the sort of lives the people of those days lived, but she also gave us simple lectures on child psychology. 

I joined the youth club and the tennis club and now I not only went into church after morning Sunday school, where I sat in the Gunstone pew, but a group of us teenagers all went to the evening service as well. The Gunstones had been bombed out of their home in Childwall and had gone to live in a cottage towards Huyton, so after church this group of teenagers would walk with Roy and Frank out through Calderstones Park and the golf course, beyond the end of the tramway at Woolton, where we left them to continue the last mile home. We then returned home, first escorting the girls to their homes. We also went rambling on the Wirral on Bank holidays sometimes covering as much as twenty miles. Eight of the boys once cycled overnight to Grange-over-Sands where they stayed for a week at the Christian Endeavour Holiday Home and met a fresh group of girls. 

During these few years there were many short romances and changes of partners all of which added interest to life. (Reading through all that I have written it rather sounds as if I was always a good lad, but this is just a matter of presentation. I faced all the temptations that come to a teenager and, like most, sometimes I fell and sometimes I managed to fight my way through. I was no better than most.)

At school we had our mock Higher exams at which I didn’t do too well and, I suppose to impress us with the seriousness of the exams, we were individually summoned to the head's study for a talking to. I had always been keen on chemistry and had thought that my career lay in that direction but when the head suddenly asked me what I was going to do in my life, I came out with, “I want to be a missionary.” I think I surprised myself as much as the head. Of late I had been reading more missionary tales, particularly 'Stonegateway' which tells of the pioneering work of Sam Pollard among the Flowery Miao of S.W. China, and, though I longed to follow him there, I hadn't said a word to anybody about it. 

The next thing was to tell my parents, only to be rebuffed by my Mum who just said, “You are not good enough”, and to tell my minister. Roy had also been to see the minister to tell him that he felt called to be a minister. When I saw the minister he told me that the first step was to become a local preacher and he began to train us. I received my 'Note to Preach' and began to accompany Mr. Beamer to appointments. Our first appointment together was for an afternoon service at Huyton Quarry, a tin chapel with a small congregation. Having taken a tram to Woolton we had to walk the rest of the way, and Mr. Beamer suddenly said that the chapel had a one-man pulpit and that it would be best if I led the first half of the service and we would then change places. This meant that I not only had to announce the hymns and read the lessons, which was what I had expected, but I also had to lead the first prayer extempore which I had never done before, but we got through the service all right. 

In the Easter holidays I had volunteered to go and help in a farm in Kingsley, Cheshire, and while there I took a service in the local chapel, as I did again in the half-term and summer holidays. I sat for the finals of the Higher School Certificate and managed to pass with a couple of credits and finished with school in 1943. I managed to get a job as a lab assistant at Ward Blenkinsop’s, a firm near Widnes that manufactured drugs, to which I cycled each day. I worked in the research lab assisting a man repeatedly doing the same experiment using slightly different amounts of some of the chemicals each time, trying thereby to create an increase in the amount of the end product. On one occasion I noticed something going wrong and called him. When he came to look the whole lot blew up in his face and all the other workers rushed to help, putting him on the floor and pouring water over his face to help save his sight. Fortunately there was no material damage but it made me realise just how careful I had to be. 

I also did experiments with iodised poppy-seed oil to make a product that could be used to show up on X-ray photographs. This had to be done at sub-zero temperatures since the resulting product at room temperatures smelt of rotting fish and my clothes became permeated with it so that I had to change completely when I got home. I could have stayed at that job and avoided military service if I had been prepared to go to night-school and study for a degree in chemistry but my heart was set on becoming a missionary. 

The Army

In July 1944 I received my call-up papers and duly reported for service in Dalry in Ayrshire to begin military training. I was at that time still going out with Pat and she agreed to writing to me while I was away. The first night in the platoon hut, with about thirty there, I knelt by my bunk to say my prayers, at which their were several ribald comments from those nearby, and I will always be thankful to an older conscript who told them in no uncertain terms to refrain. I quite enjoyed the drill and rifle practice but I couldn't stand bayonet practice with its yelling accompanied by running and sticking the bayonet into a sack. For this I was referred to a psychiatrist whom I told that although I was quite prepared to be in the army to defend my country I was not prepared to kill. I also had to see a dentist as I was suffering from toothache and he promptly pulled out one of my front teeth without using an anaesthetic. 

On the first Sunday I went to the nearest non-conformist chapel which happened to be Brethren, of the exclusive kind. I was a bit perplexed at the greeting from the steward at the door who greeted me with, “Welcome brother. Are you saved?”  I had never been asked that question before, but I assented and went in. After the service the group of soldiers present were invited to an elder’s house for supper and invited to return to that home at any time, which I did. I enjoyed this bit of home comfort and the choruses we sang. 
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At the end of eight weeks primary training we were sent to various units and as a result of my interview with the psychiatrist I was sent to Boyce Barracks, the headquarters of the Royal Army Medical Corps. At Boyce Barracks I met Jim Lambert, a leaded-light worker who came from Bradford, a keen pot-holer and a Scout. I suppose it was scouting that drew us to one another, together with the fact that we had done before much of the first aid training that we were given. We became firm mates, deciding to try and stick together, and thus began a lifelong friendship. At the end of our training we were given some indications of what sort of work we could enter. The greatest need was for volunteers for the parachute brigade but the idea of being dropped behind enemy lines without so much as a dagger to defend oneself wasn't very appealing. 

The next least desirable category was mental nursing, looking after shell-shock victims and, beyond that, being assigned to a branch of the infantry. Jim and I decided on mental nursing and we were posted to Littlemore Mental Hospital, the Oxford County mental hospital which now had a military wing. There we did our training which was done mainly on the wards. We were introduced to the different types of patients and differing mental conditions. The most cooperative patients were those suffering from anti-social trends. This usually meant that they had been caught several times stealing, either equipment from the army or stealing from other soldiers. The army cannot operate properly if there is a thief in their midst, so they were classified as suffering mentally and finally discharged from the army. These men knew they were in a cushy billet and were thus cooperative. Some of the orderlies had been mental nurses in civvy-street and they knew how to deal with awkward patients, sometimes rather brutally, and we learned some of their techniques. 

In my free time I found my way to Rose Hill Methodist Church where I worshipped and made friends with the Foster family, a couple with a young daughter. They invited me to their home and it soon became a sort of off-duty residence. Before being called up I had already enrolled on the two-year local preachers training correspondence course and was finding it difficult to continue my studies. Also I knew I was likely to be sent overseas and was anxious to complete the course if I could before that happened, so I volunteered repeatedly for night duty so that I could study when the patients were asleep and, after three months, had completed my second year’s work.

The expected call came and after embarkation leave the last day of which, when I was on the train back to base, was sadly on VE Day so I missed the extra day’s leave that everyone was granted. We assembled at Benenden School which had been taken over by the military and were kitted out with tropical gear so we knew we were going to the East (Benenden was the school that Princess Ann attended.) When we boarded ship we learned that our destination was India. In our quarters we slept in hammocks packed like sardines over the tables where we ate. Fortunately the sea was fairly calm, even in the Bay of Biscay, and I don't know how many troops whiled away the time, mostly on deck wherever one could find a place, reading or playing bingo. Jim always carried his favourite books, ‘Three Men in a Boat’ and ‘Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow’, and I can remember reading both, as I also remember standing looking at the sea and thinking of Rupert Brook's poem, “If I should die, think only this of me. That there's a corner of a foreign field that is for ever England.” 

We called at Malta and Port Said, with all its people trying to sell us mementos, went through the Suez Canal and finally arrived in India where we were send to a holding camp for three weeks while they decided our postings. Jim and I were among those posted to Jalahalli, in Mysore State in south India, where had been built a number of hospitals, one of them a mental hospital, in anticipation that there would be very many casualties as we fought our way through Burma and the Far East to reach Japan. 

Now began the domination by Queen Alexandra Sisters who ruled the wards, demanding that beds were all lined up, sheets put on correctly with corners properly turned and the tops all turned back the same amount. We were introduced to the differing types of treatment; Sleep Treatment, when patients are kept asleep for several days in the hope that normality may be restored; Insulin Treatment, when the patients are injected with insulin before breakfast, descend into a coma, then are revived with sugar injections and fed. This is repeated daily for about three weeks during which time they put on a lot of weight and, hopefully, are restored to greater normality. Finally, ECT or electro-cardiac therapy which was feared by all, not because it was painful but because it caused loss of memory and the patients feared what had been done to them that they didn't remember. Actually all that happened was that they were carried into a room on a stretcher, the doctor placed electrodes either side of their temple and passed a current through the brain. This caused the patient to have a fit, so a gag was placed in his mouth so that he wouldn't bite his tongue and orderlies held him so that he didn't fall, until the fit ended. He was then carried into another room, the floor of which was covered with mattresses, and placed on the mattress to recover. While recovering a patient is liable to be violent and has to be forcibly held down and this sometimes causes bruising which worries him because he cannot remember how he got the bruises when he has recovered, as he has no memory of all that precedes his recovery. This is repeated every few days and sometimes the results are astonishingly good. 

We didn't just treat army personnel for one of our patients was the son of a Maharajah. Being the army, officers are treated separately in their own ward. I remember one officer in particular as he helped me in my studies, he was a Methodist Chaplain suffering from an obsess ional state that had made him hyper-active, so much so that he had conducted about twenty communion services on Easter day before collapsing. After careful nursing I believe he returned to his unit.

Our own quarters were quite comfortable with, I suppose, about twenty to a hut, sleeping on wooden beds, called charpoys, which had a rope base that could be tightened. There was also a char-wallah always on hand with a cup of tea, even brought to your bed in the morning. There was a crowd of Indian staff sweepers and cleaners and a number of small businesses: tailors who would make up shirts, blouses, trousers - anything, if you could provide them with a picture - and cobblers who would make you comfortable shoes or sandals, once they had drawn a pencil line on paper round your feet - all at very reasonable prices. We were about ten miles outside Bangalore and it was easy to get a bus to there when we were off duty and there you could buy whatever you wanted. 
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However, I used the bus to go to East Parade Methodist Church where there were services in English in the evenings followed by the usual get-together with tea and eats for those in the forces. We were also sometimes entertained by the girls of an Anglo-Indian School attached to the church, they introduced me to the song, 'All in an April evening,' which I came to love. The minister, L.J.Hopkins or Hoppy, and his wife Ettie, welcomed me into their home next door and I found many friends in the forces group including Harold Slater who was with us later in the Bahamas. We went out to cafés for iced coffee and cashew nuts. Once I was invited out for a meal at the home of an Indian member of the congregation and I was served with a lovely dish of boiled rice and a sort of stew with it. Believing that to be the main course I readily agreed to have a second helping. I had not realized that it was the starter course and there were several more to follow so I was exceedingly full by the end of the meal.

In 1945 the Methodist Church held a July Committee meeting in Delhi for those in the forces in India and another was planned for 1946, so in my candidature for the ministry I was preparing for that and took the written exams at Hoppy's. In the middle of one of the papers I suddenly had a terrific nose-bleed, then had another when I got back to camp so I went to the medical officer who promptly cauterised it and I have never had a nose-bleed since. 

I preached my 'trial sermon' early in the New Year at East Parade and was duly marked but the next stage was an examination by the Synod, the nearest being held in Mysore, and for that I needed a week's leave. I applied, it was granted, and I presume I must have travelled there by car with Hoppy and Ettie. I found that the business sessions of Synod were carried out in the evenings when it was cooler, so I was free during the day to explore. I have never forgotten coming across a deaconess named Sister Ethel Tomkinson beside the road with a couple of children in her arms and around her, a group of children, Indian and Anglo-Indian. My mind was immediately filled with the picture of Jesus with a group of children that hung in the Sunday School back home.

To the Synod I duly submitted the list of books I had been reading while in the forces, gave my account of my call to the ministry, was orally examined by the members and was sent forward for July committee which, a couple of weeks later decided not to meet in Delhi that year.

Our duties at Jalahalli included escorting to Poona patients who were being transported back to England. This involved an overnight train journey with several patients, one of whom became violent. It was normal in such a situation to administer a dose of mist paraldehyde (a diluted solution) but on this occasion the patient was accidentally given neat paraldehyde and he went out like a light, causing consternation and hours spent trying to revive him, fearing what would happen if we arrived with a corpse. Finally, to our relief, he came to: unlike another patient who, in the middle of the night, became so violent in a side room that three of us couldn't control him until I managed to get in a hefty blow to his jaw. He too went out like a light but died a couple of days later with a large lump on his chin. Ever since I have thought about him and his family 
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By this time the atom bombs had fallen, the war was over and we began to receive the flow of victims from the Japanese prison camps, all so desperately thin. It was then that Jim and I were posted to Madras to join the 41st British General Hospital that was being created from Commonwealth forces to go out to Japan. After about three weeks we boarded ship and sailed, first to Hong Kong, then Shanghai where we spent the night looking at the Yellow river but unable to go ashore. Then through the beautiful inland sea of Japan, with its many islands, finally docking at Kure on the main island of Japan. We were transported to some buildings on a hill outside the town which was to house the hospital. Jim and I, along with four or five others, all under Major Miller, were to form the mental unit of the General Hospital.
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Gladly we didn't have a Sister but we had a ward of twenty beds and several side rooms, one of which Jim and I occupied because we were the only mentally trained staff. There were also a couple of Nipponese fellows who would do the cleaning etc. We had very few patients and, to keep us occupied, Major Miller increased our knowledge of mental disorders and helped us to move from being mental nurses grade 3 to mental nurses grade 1 which increased our rate of pay. Off-duty we would wander into that part of the town nearest to us, where there were lots of stalls run by Japanese folk trying to make a living in what for them must have been desperate times. Most of the women wore the traditional kimono and both the men and women mostly wore the Japanese wooden sandals. 

We were able to buy cigarettes in our canteen and we regularly received tins of cigarettes on issue. All of these we sold on the black-market for Japanese Yen with which we purchased items from the stalls to send home. I still have a lovely boat made from an oyster shell and Pat often wears the cultured pearls that I sent home to mother. We weren't supposed to fraternise with the Japanese but we did and on one occasion we went for a meal with one who worked on our ward. The first course was a sort of soup containing large pieces of squid which tasted fairly good but later we were served jelly, fortunately it was made very stiff and cut up into chunks as we were very-inexperienced at eating with chopsticks. 

One night I woke with a start and noticed that the stars seemed to be moving about and then I realised it was an earthquake and it wasn't the stars that were moving, we were. The whole window frame was moving across the stars, just for a minute or so, but we never heard anything more about it, as to where its centre had been, or the damage caused, it was just part of life in Japan. As neither Jim nor I drank alcohol we did drink a lot of pop and one morning when we noticed the state of our mugs, which were still unwashed from the night before. Remnants of the pop had dried leaving an awful dark scum of dye and we wondered what it had done to our insides.

I had to make a journey to Hiroshima and had to change trains. On the way I had about half an hour to wait in the dark for the second train and I remember that there was a Japanese man who was similarly waiting so we tried to communicate. I knew only a few words of Japanese, he knew few words of English but he had evidently had a secondary education of some sort as we then tried French, which I had dropped before[image: image8.jpg]The MV ‘52 Miles’ enterlng the man-made cut at Hatchet Bay



 School Certificate, and German, which I failed in School Certificate, but somehow the conversation continued till the train came in. In Hiroshima next day I viewed the desolation, a vast area of rubble. Only one ruined building still standing but around the perimeter lots of new wooden huts where, I presumed, the survivors lived. I did whatever business I had come for at the nearby camp and being shown around I was taken to a room containing hundreds of swords and scabbards that the Japanese had surrendered and was able to take one for myself as a memento. Later I used that sword to cut my 21st birthday cake. Our Chaplain was an Australian and our chapel was in a converted periscope factory, for Kure was a naval base of the Japanese navy and many of its buildings had prior military use. 

We worshipped regularly as and when duty permitted, but I remember particularly a trip that the chaplain arranged when we went to another town where Toyohiko Kagawa was speaking or preaching to a great crowd. I couldn't understand a word of what he was saying because it was all in Japanese, but it was a great privilege to see this poorly dressed man, such a great Christian, moving the crowd. I started to learn Japanese and found it easier than learning German, but I didn't have time to really get more than the basics.

We were granted local leave and were able to go to a place for the forces near Kyoto where we were entertained and looked after by young Japanese ladies with tea in bed before breakfast. During the day a WRVS lady took us to visit the sights. We went to a cloisonné factory, two or three rooms where they manufactured the cloisonné-ware and decorated it. I bought a paper knife. We also went to see others making lacquer-ware and were amazed at the number of coat of shellac that were given to each item, at the way they decorated these items with gold dust before giving them many more coats of lacquer and here I purchased a photo album. Most of our time was spent in visiting temples and shrines, of which there were many. I recall visiting the largest wooden temple in Japan, viewing the huge wooden pillars, being told of the difficulty of getting them in place and seeing the rope that they had used which was made from human hair which is far stronger than other fibres. Literally thousand of women must have contributed their long hair to be twisted into the ropes that they used. 

For me the most remarkable was the visit to the temple of Kwannon, the Goddess of Mercy, where in this huge temple there are 1001 images of Kwannon, each with eleven heads (actually only one head but with a band round the forehead with the other ten heads on it) and forty arms. This is so that she can see in all directions and is thus able to know of all need, and the many arms representing the ability to enact countless act of mercy. It is a Buddhist temple and Kwannon is thought to have lived such a perfect life helping others that at her death she could have gone straight to Nirvana, but instead she chose to become a bodhisattva so that she could continue to help people. It is a wonderful concept and she has a great following. Most Japanese follow a mixture of Buddhism and Shinto.

Time was moving forward and I applied for leave to attend the July Committee in London and this was granted but, just before I was due to leave, a fully-loaded boat broke down just leaving Singapore and had to return there and unload all its passengers. The result was that the next boat leaving Japan had to leave empty in order to pick up all the passengers stranded in Singapore and a later boat wouldn't arrive in England until after the July Committee. I asked to see the personnel commander to plead to be allowed to go on this boat but he was adamant in his refusal but then said in a lighter vein that if I couldn't go by boat I would have to fly. So after packing - unfortunately I couldn't get my sword in my kit bag so had to give it to Jim - and saying farewells I flew off on an eight-day trip back home. A seaplane took me to Hong Kong and a Dakota to Singapore. 

In Hong Kong I had twenty-four hours to look around this busy place and time to climb up past the residence to the summit and look towards China. There had recently been a number of engine failures and crashes with Dakotas and when we left Hong Kong, all sitting with our backs to the fuselage, suddenly one of the engines cut out and the pilot, who happened to be on the toilet, came rushing past us, pulling up his trousers as he ran, and fortunately got the engine started again. Arriving in Singapore we stayed overnight and then headed for Ceylon where we were housed in huts in the middle of a palm grove and were amazed at the noise in the night that the leaves made as they moved in the breeze. 

From Ceylon we flew to somewhere in Iraq and from there to Lineham in England. I had my leave, during which I attended July Committee, only to find that when they examined me they began to look at my book list which was the one I had submitted the year before. Fortunately they didn't ask me what I had been reading during that year for that was very little, but they asked me what I was reading at present. The previous day I had bought C.S. Lewis's book ‘The Problem of Pain’ and had brought it with me to read on the train. I had found it hard going and hadn't got very far but that I was attempting to read something so solid satisfied them. After the examination I waited around with the others and when the committee came out an ex-China missionary gave me a wink to let me know that I had been approved. Leave over, I returned to a holding camp awaiting Conference to meet and, when I heard officially that I was accepted and was to be stationed in Bristol at Kingswood P as a pre-collegiate probationary minister on September the first, I applied for release from the Forces on Class B which was granted. I handed in my uniform, received my civvy clothing, which included a light grey two-piece suit, and a railway pass that got me home.

Roy Gunstone had also been accepted as a candidate and after meeting we made our way to our respective stations. Methodist Union was supposed to have taken place in 1932 but it still hadn't been fully put into effect and in Kingwood there were still three circuits, Wesleyan, Primitive and United. The super of the Primitive Circuit was a kindly elderly man who had arranged that I would lodge with a couple who were members of Clowes Church which would be my charge along with Stanley Street. Beattie and Walter were a friendly couple with a teenage son who worked for the Post Office and who was an ardent communist. I was well looked after, though he and I had many arguments about communism. 

I recall the welcoming service at Clowes when the choirs sang as an anthem, 'How blessed are the feet of them that bring good tidings', while in the pulpit were the Chairman, Super and myself sitting looking down at our feet. Blessed? I really must express my thanks to those two churches for I was so green and so inexperienced. I had to take the chair at Leader's meetings even though I had never been in a Leader’s Meeting before. I had to conduct weddings, funerals, baptisms, Christian Endeavour meetings, trust meetings - all so new to me - and I needed much guidance from my stewards. We were also connected by the Redfield United Front with one of the churches in the next circuit (Redfield) a United Reform Church and two Anglican Churches, one of which was St. Matthew’s where Rev. Mervyn Stockwood was vicar and he had Rev. John Robinson as his curate. We ministers had a very good fellowship as we had breakfast together each Tuesday followed by prayers and business. I recall how Mervyn told us that he had been suffering from a sore throat and wondering if he would be able to preach properly, so in the notices before the sermon he told the congregation of his predicament and asked if any of them had any sweets with them to please pop one in the collection plate. The plate came back piled high with sweets. So he placed these sweets in a long line round the edge of the pulpit and started to preach, devouring each sweet one by one throughout the sermon. We had a campaign and Dr McCleod who came down from Iona to guide us in our preparations.

We met the principal, Dr. Eric Waterhouse and the other tutors and study commenced: New Testament Greek, Philosophy of Religion and Old and New Testament Studies. Each day began with morning prayers and ended with evening prayers, lectures took place in the morning and the rest of the day was ours to use as we wished, with the recommendation that some time be given to sport: football and tennis were available or the exercise of walking in Richmond Park. We were all members of various tea clubs where we assembled, not just for tea but for comparison of ideas, etc. Our tea club was very small, only four of us in nearby studies and it was not a successful grouping so we split up. Roy and I joined in with John Bishop, Dave Hatton, Dick Ellis, Richard Davison and Wilf Verrinder. John, Dick and Wilf were older than the rest of us and already had been given permission to marry but they had to live in, though their wives were permitted to visit once a week and were able to be with us in tea club. 

Deep friendships were made in the tea club which have lasted a lifetime. John, Dick, and Richard all came from churches that had been Primitive Methodist before Methodist Union, whereas E.H.D. had been Wesleyan and I was much influenced by the Primitive Methodist thinking. After dinner each day we had 'Seats', a time of student discussion under the chairmanship of the student chairman. Anything could be raised but most discussion was over the marriage question - we all wanted the abolition of the rule that no student could marry before ordination. We finally produced a booklet, copies of which were widely circulated, seeking to get members of Conference on our side but all with no effect. The biggest irony is that the person who was keenest about this, who had been engaged for several years before he candidated, broke his engagement after ordination in order to marry someone else. 

Studies and pranks continued, together with the ever-present shortage of money. I was fortunate, just like my father my expenses were paid for by the government as a result of war service, and there was a little left over for extras but not much. Pat and Evelyn came down for the odd weekend staying with one of the gardeners in their cottage in the college grounds. Eve's parents had died and she now lived with Roy's parents so we were not surprised when they announced their engagement early the second year and finally Pat, despite her fears of having to learn to speak Chinese, agreed to marry me. Poppa assented and we became engaged. Richard was also engaged with affairs of the heart with the college cook but it came to nothing,

During vacations we would take preaching appointments near our homes. The minister at County Road Church in Liverpool had been my minister in Eltham and readily gave me appointments. At one morning service I was surprised to see another minister sitting in a pew near the front. In the middle of my sermon I noticed a titter go round some of the congregation, then later another and this time I noticed the cause. The poor parson in the pew had fallen asleep and had emitted a loud snore. Fortunately it didn't occur again. After the service this minister apologised for falling asleep but told me that he had just arrived from Belfast, had been unable to get a berth, so had been on his feet all night and in church he had the first opportunity to sit down for a length of time. This has given me a sense of sympathy with those who fall asleep in church, knowing there is always a reason.

The Bahamas and Eleuthera Islands

I cannot remember the date but it was sometime early in 1950, during my second year in Richmond College, that I got a message to go the principal’s house as he wanted to see me. When I got there Dr. Waterhouse, known to everyone by the nickname 'Spits', told me that he had received a letter from the Mission House informing him that there was an urgent need for someone in the Bahamas in September, and as when I had candidated for the ministry I had indicated that I wanted to serve overseas, would I be willing to let the Mission House know if I was willing to go there. When I left him I had no real idea where the Bahamas were located, the only thing I could remember was that the Duke of Windsor had been there in the war, so I immediately got out my atlas when I reached my study and found the Bahamas, north of Cuba and near the United States.
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At that time Pat and I, although engaged, expected to have to wait another four years before we were allowed to get married but this was news that called for expenditure on a phone call for it meant the possibility of four years of separation. We discussed it and decided that I ought to be willing to go and I duly contacted the Mission House and arranged to see Rev.Wilfred Easton, the Secretary for The West Indies. When I saw him I reminded him that really I wanted to serve in S.W.China though I knew that was not possible at the moment because of the actions of Chairman Mao. However, I was told that if work in China again became possible I would be able to proceed through the Panama Canal on to China but he went on to tell me the good news that I should apply for special permission to marry which of course I did. During the next few months, in addition to my studies, I managed to see a couple of returned missionaries, who had served in the Bahamas, to make a list of things that we would need and visited the exporter to order them. My results in the end of year exams were not brilliant and in Greek I got a referral, i.e. I should sit it again. 

There was still no news about the application for marriage, we were told we would have to wait until after Conference in June but we went ahead with our plans for marriage in our home church of Elm Hall Drive, followed by a reception in the schoolroom which would be arranged and prepared by our mothers and the ladies of the church who despite rationing provided a good meal. The invitations went out and, thankfully, we finally got word that permission to marry was granted. Roy was my best man. Evelyn Dodd, who had been with Pat ever since she joined the beginner's department of the Sunday School was Pat's bridesmaid. 

The day, August 5th, went perfectly, apart from the unexpected fact that a neighbour uninvitedly filmed the marriage service on his 9.5mm camera, and we were soon on the train to London and Looe for our honeymoon. In Looe we bathed once in the sea and I came out blue and shivering. We also made bus trips to Lands End and Tintagel. We came home and waited for notice about sailing. We heard that the Slaters had a cabin on a fruit ship going back to the West Indies, but nothing about us until October when we had a letter informing us that we would sail third class on the Queen Mary to New York, travel by train to Miami and then fly to Nassau, but that the government would only allow us to take twenty-four dollars for our expenses en route. Our parents travelled with us to Southampton docks where we sorrowfully left them but with hearts full of the adventures before us and went aboard to a second class cabin, a difference that had been made as a result of Poppa's influence. 

The Queen Mary was a truly magnificent ship complete with shops and although our cabin had no outside porthole and was low down in the ship we were able to go anywhere. The dining room was huge, the food seemed out of this world to we who had been living on rations. Unfortunately the throbbing of the engines induced headaches and the sea was so stormy that they had to put ropes on deck so that passengers would have something to hang on to if they ventured out for fresh air. As a result of Poppa's influence we were once invited to have a meal at the captain's table, but Pat missed many meals lying on her bunk feeling as sick as could be. We passed the Statue of Liberty, docked and made our way to the railway station. Although most of our baggage had been sent ahead by sea we still had quite a bit with us so I looked for a porter to help us. I then discovered that one didn't just tip a porter at the end of his usefulness, you have to pay in advance, so much for each item, so because of our limited number of dollars and not knowing what expenses lay ahead, I dispensed with porters and somehow we managed our baggage between us and found our place on the train.

The journey took a couple of days and meals on the train were expensive so, not knowing what expenses we might yet be called upon to meet, on the second day we were reduced to getting off the train at stops to buy sandwiches, but finally we reached Miami and boarded the flight to Nassau. We had just two dollars left when we arrived and when we told this to those who met us they all said that had they known, they could easily have sent us dollars as there were plenty in the Bahamas.

The Chairman of the District and Bill Armstrong were away in Jamaica attending a meeting of chairmen and secretaries of the West Indian area so we had to just wait around until they returned. During this time we got to know a little about the history of the Bahamas, how the first settlers were the Eleutheran Adventurers seeking freedom to worship clear of English rulings and they had chosen the named Eleutheran because eleutheria is the Greek word for freedom. They had been shipwrecked on an island and called it Eleuthera. These were the days when Africans were brought as slaves to work on the plantations. There were other waves of settlers, principally from Carolina after they lost the war with the northern states, who came with their slaves to built fresh plantations. The population is now made up of the white descendants of the settlers that remained - many had left - and the descendants of their emancipated slaves, plus a number of expatriates who had come more recently. There was no colour bar but there were a number of no-go places for coloured people, which included the cinema on Bay Street. We also had opportunity to get to know a little about the town and to meet some of the people. 
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We were invited to the home of Sir Roland and Lady Symonette and were a bit surprised at the way the tea was served fine bone-china cups from a silver teapot, accompanied by cakes on a silver plate. Sir Roland, a politician and tradesman who made his money, I was told, rum-running in the days of prohibition, is a millionaire who has an estate on Eleuthera. When we finally met the Chairman he greeted us with the words, “What, are you still here, you should be on Eleuthera.” Bill Armstrong was the super of the South Eleuthera Circuit who was handing over control to me as he was overdue for furlough, so a few days later we set off on the '52 Miles' for Hatchet Bay where Bill's truck was waiting. Hatchet Bay is a settlement on Eleuthera very close to what had been a large lake until a cut had been made between the lake and the sea, thus creating a large safe harbour. Already we had found that, in the Bahamas, darkness fell only about half an hour after sunset and the sun had set before we arrived. 

We got in the half-ton, battered Ford truck, there being ample room for three in the cabin as the gear lever was attached to the column of the steering wheel, and we set off down the unsurfaced road with its many pot-holes, past James’ Cistern until we came to some road works where road surfacing had been taking place. By this time it was fully dark and there was a good moon and I shall never forget how we turned off into a coconut grove, driving through it on to the beach with the sea beyond all lit by beautiful moonlight showing the whiteness of the sand and the colour of the sea. We drove on along the path by the beach until we reached a surfaced road that crossed the narrow island and led down to Governor's Harbour, then on across the bridge over the narrow bit of land to Cupid's Cay and stopped outside the manse which is next to the church. On going in we met Floradel, Bill's maid, who quickly prepared a meal for us. 

Because South Eleuthera had once had two ministers there were two manses, the other being at Rock Sound some thirty-odd miles down the coast. It was arranged that next day Bill would take us to Rock Sound, remove his belongings, leave us there for a few days while he came back to Governor's Harbour, finish packing and leave on the next boat from Hatchet Bay. Audley, Floradel's husband would then bring the truck down to Rock Sound to take us back to Governor's Harbour. However, before we left for Rock Sound, Bill took us out for lunch at the only guest-house on the island which was called French Leave. Originally it had belonged to the son-in-law of Sir Harry Oakes who was murdered in 1943. The son-in-law was acquitted of the murder but nonetheless deported from the Bahamas and the home was converted into a guest house and run by Commander Pawley. We had a good lunch and I particularly liked the sweet, ice cream covered with crème de menthe.
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When we got back we were able to have a good look round the house and the church. The  manse was a two-storied stone-built house with two verandahs at the front and an upper verandah at the back. Downstairs as you went in at the front door the study was on the left, the dining room to the right, going along the passage you entered the sitting room with kitchen to the right. Stairs went up from the sitting room to  another passage that ran from front to back with doors onto the verandahs. On the left of this passage were two bedrooms and, on the right, a short passage with first a walk-in cupboard, then the bathroom and toilet. Further along the main passage there was, on the right, the entrance to the main bedroom which also had a connecting door to the bathroom. 
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All the rooms were simply furnished and all the furniture was either hand-made by local craftsmen or pretty old. The dressing table was made of two small cupboards and planks on top, all stained in mahogany. The lighting was from oil lamps, of which there were several, plus a decent oil lamp with a mantle that gave a light equivalent to that of a 75 watt bulb. There were gutters to the roof which channelled the rainwater into two tanks, one under the kitchen floor, the other in the garden. This meant that we had running water if we pumped up the water from under the kitchen to a tank above the bedroom ceiling, which overflowed into the bath when full and doing this was the first chore every morning. We also bred our own frogs under the kitchen floor and we could hear them croaking in the evening. 

On one occasion there was a blockage somewhere in the water system in the attic when Sir Roland happened to be on the island so we soon had a millionaire crawling on his knees in the attic to find and fix the fault. In the garden there were a couple of out-houses, one for the storage of petrol and Kerosene drums, the other being a two-seater outside toilet. A few steps down led into the garage which opened on to the narrow road to the dock. Standing outside the house we faced towards the road down the Cay, the church was to the right and a few wooden houses or shacks where people lived. The cost of living was higher than in England and we only received the same quarterly pay as a probationer in England, so money was in short supply but, since at first we couldn't manage without Floradel, we kept our maid. The house really was a lovely place to live, situated where it could catch every bit of breeze and it was glorious to stand on the back porch and look down at the sea, so pale in colour and so clear that you could see right down to the bottom.

First we examined the church which was large and when the shutters were open we could sit in a pew and look out to the sea and sky. There were some patches on the walls bare of paint which I later learned was caused by those areas being repaired with plaster that had been made with sand from the shore, such sand contains salt and the resulting plaster attracts moisture causing any paint to flake off. We were glad to find they used the same hymn book but were surprised to find a large pipe organ with a hand pump. Later we found that it was maintained by the local bar-keeper using scraps of wire and tin in the most amazing way, especially as he had no idea how to play it. 

The church was built on land that sloped down to the sea so underneath the church there was a schoolroom built with arches supporting the church and outside there was the bell tower containing an old ship's bell which was rung to summon people to church. The first ringing was half an hour before service and the second a few minutes before the service began. We then looked at the rest of the Cay which is only about a quarter of a mile long and has more of these wooden homes, a small store and bar-rooms along the road, with a few larger two-storied wooden homes that were falling into disrepair. The road leads to the main docking area for the weekly mail boat and next to it is the residence of the District Commissioner. Over the bridge to the Cay we could now see a large spit of sandy area, alongside which ran the road with, beside it, a two-storey building containing the Commissioner’s office, the post-office and the library with, towards the back of this area, the Anglican Church. Beyond the library was the tennis court on which I later attempted to play but found it too exhausting in the heat. On the main land was Pyfrom’s store and, fronting toward the sea, several big homes of white people. The road over the island had several white people's homes and to the right of the store was the school and the homes of most of the coloured people.
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Governor's Harbour had obviously once been a very prosperous community - in the early days the Governor of the Bahamas lived here. The height of its prosperity had been in the nineteenth century when Eleuthera produced pineapples and the ships came from afar to load up with this fruit, but in-coming brought cargoes from the States, such as hardware, dresses, hats, and materials, so that people came from other islands to shop. This prosperity ended when someone introduced the Eleuthera pineapple to Hawaii and the American government sponsored the project with grants that under cut the Eleutheran interests. Many of the white settlers left so that, ever since, the population of freed slaves and a few remaining descendants of the settlers are mainly poor people. We learned that at one time in the history of the Bahamas the Spanish had attacked and taken New Providence island on which Nassau stands, but hearing of it a settler with an army of Eleutherans threw them out, for which they were awarded great tracts of land on the island for them and their descendants. It is this free land that has been their salvation, for by farming it they have survived.

In those early years, as in Devon, there was much more profit to be made by luring passing ships onto reefs and plundering the wrecks than from farming the rocky soil and this continued until the nineteenth century when lights were established and marked on maps to warn ships of shipping hazards. There are many tales told of those wrecking days and the looting of what was washed ashore. One is of a preacher, who from the pulpit could view the sea, stopping his sermon and coming down from the pulpit before announcing that he had seen a wreck and now they could all start equal. There are also tales of a ship wrecked off Point during the last war, which was laden with casks of high-proof rum that were washed ashore and hidden. Apart from the drunkenness that ensued, the rum was of such high-proof that they were even able to run their trucks on it. A more tragic tale is of a lifeboat washed ashore with two men in it, who, barely alive, were cared for and flown to Nassau to hospital. They were the only survivors of a ship sunk by a U-boat seventy-two days earlier. Originally there had been seven in the boat and the U-boat captain had tossed them a loaf of bread before submerging. They had caught a few fish but for the last two days they had nothing. In hospital they were nursed back to health but the mind of one had completely gone. The sole survivor was shipped back to UK, his wife and family being overjoyed to hear that he was still alive, although they had received word that he was presumed lost at sea. Their joy was short-lived as the boat he was on was spotted by another U-boat and sunk. There were no survivors.

There had been a slowly increasing number of vehicles, mainly trucks, on the Island since the nineteen-twenties and when we arrived road building was in progress. The road from Gregory Town in the North to Wemyss Bight in the South had begun by scarifying the route and filling all the potholes with quarry (ground-up limestone) to make it all fairly level. The final stage was to pour tar over the road and cover it with sand, some of which adhered to the tar and 'cured' it. The remaining sand was swept away by passing vehicles. The whole process was very simple and had the advantage of requiring only a bulldozer for scarifying and a truck for spraying the tar, both of which were imported by the contractors. It needed a lot of maintenance for if the tarred surface became the slightest amount broken, with heavy rain it quickly developed into large potholes. In 1951 only about thirty miles of the road had been covered with tar, but all the route had been prepared and much of it had already developed potholes and water channels;

My first duty was to learn to drive and Audley, who was my instructor, told me that the reason why the truck appeared so battered was that Bill, who he had also instructed, had had many accidents turning corners and the mudguards had often been repaired. There are no garages on Eleuthera but there are a few mechanics who can weld the battered parts together, and this is what they had done. There is no electricity, apart from Rock Sound, so there was no possibility of normal body-work being done. The first thing was to fill the tank with petrol, so Audley showed me how to obtain petrol from the drum in the out-house by using a length of tube to syphon the petrol into a large can by sucking some petrol into the tube. I tried to do the same but all I got in my first few efforts were mouthfuls of petrol which tasted awful, but I eventually grasped the method. We had to use the same method to get kerosene for the lamps and I discovered that it nearly tastes as bad as petrol. Audley had showed me how to start and, after stalling the engine a few times, I managed it and we made our way slowly back to the main road and turned towards Palmetto Point, the next settlement. This part of the road was surfaced and, reversing, we came home. We repeated this a few times and I then went to see the Commissioner to apply for a licence, which he readily granted as he had seen me driving around. Later, in England, I was able to obtain a visitor’s licence allowing me to drive through heavy London traffic just by producing my Bahamian licence. The road south of Palmetto point still hadn't been surfaced and was in a very poor condition.

I called on the Anglican priest, Father Tanter, an elderly man who had spent all his ministry in the Bahamas, establishing a fairly good relationship. I then went on to visit his organist, George Bethel, and his daughter who were direct descendants of early settlers and who lived on the road crossing the sand. Opposite his house was another I visited occupied by Kjeld

 Larsen and family. Kjeld came from Holland originally, they were writers and eventually they opened a club-house. 
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I also went to the other side of the island, up along a sandy road to visit Rosita Forbes and her husband, Colonel  McGrath. At that time Rosita Forbes was a world-famous traveller and author and I felt privileged to meet her. For some reason she had called the very large bungalow ‘Unicorn Cay’ and they had the most wonderful view of the white sands below them and the Atlantic beyond. Having met these Governor's Harbour residents, together with a lot of our church people in their homes, I next went to visit the folk at Palmetto Point. Point really consists of two settlements either side of the island, the larger, which we visited first, being the one nearer to the Atlantic. In this part of Point the Church is by far the largest building with a flight of steps up to it. Two brothers, leaders in the church, met us and took us round the homes of our members and introduced us to people we met on the way. 
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The people made their living farming a 'field' which they first have to slash-and-burn. The ‘field’ - no English farmer would so describe it for at first glance it appears to be nothing but rock – has, between the rocks, pockets of earth in which seed can be planted. When harvest time comes any surplus from personal use is packed and sent to the market in Nassau where it is sold for cash. It was with this cash that they were able to build their homes which was often a lengthy process. A good profitable harvest might produce enough cash to lay the foundations and outline structure of a two-room home. It would have to stay like that until the next harvest when the roof might be put on, and yet another harvest before the farmer could buy all the clapboard he needed to build the walls and make shutters for the windows. After that the couple would move in and subsequent harvests would provide the money to add a kitchen, and so the house would grow, bit by bit, as the family grew in number and needs. Cooking was normally done over an open fire in a lean-to, though after some years a kerosene stove might be bought and an indoor kitchen be built.

The next day on the other side of the island we were met by Captain Late, or Salathiel Bethel, who, I suppose by his nickname, must at some time have been captain of a small sailing vessel. Salathiel was the senior steward of the church, a small man of mixed race, including Chinese, a farmer who also ran the village packing shed where all the local produce going to the Nassau market was prepared for loading onto the mail boat. Over the years we got to know Salathiel so well that I can say that I feel that he had reached[image: image16.jpg]i
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 the point of Christian Perfection; that there was nothing in his life but love of God and love of his fellows, and he would meet any situation or problem with nothing but love. Salathiel was not a rich man but tragically, before we left the Bahamas, he was murdered when he was about to go to Nassau to the bank to investigate money missing from his account - by the person responsible for misappropriating the money. 
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Later we became so enamoured with this small community that we bought some land in a nice position looking out to sea, thinking that we might retire there, but we sold it before we left the Bahamas. There are not many houses here but all the people are Methodists. Salathiel took us to each, introducing us to our members and then he took us out to his orchard which contained oranges, limes, tomatoes, bananas, mangoes and a host of other things that we did not recognise just then. I should explain that farming on a Bahamian island is not like farming in England because there is no depth of earth. These are limestone islands that have risen from the sea, and because limestone is very porous the rains over centuries make hollows which gradually become filled with earth. Wind-borne seeds took root and the decaying vegetation enriched the soil. Sometimes the permeating rain creates caves which collapse, forming deep holes in which good soil develops creating very suitable spots to plant bananas. 
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The whole island is rocky and covered with vegetation and small trees so that when a farmer chooses a certain area to farm he has to slash and burn that area to plant his seeds among the rocks. The next year he will move to an adjacent area. Salathiel’s orchard is a little different as he has been cropping the same orange trees for a number of years. The Bahamians are the most generous people in the world, for a visitor is not allowed to leave empty-handed and Salathiel, before we left, insisted that we should treat his orchard as if it was our own; we were to stop by it any time, without consulting him, and pick anything we wanted.

On the Sunday I preached at Governor's Harbour and rather foolishly used a sermon illustration about the black and white keys of a piano and how you need to use both to produce real harmony. I say foolishly, firstly, because I don't think anyone in the congregation of coloured people had ever seen a piano and, secondly, because I had not at that time fully recognised the feelings of the general population on the colour issue. Bush telegraph is faster than telephones, which we didn't have, and I was surprised to find in succeeding days that up and down the island it was reported that the new Rev says that the whites should sit on one side of the church and the coloured on the other! 
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We then went to visit the churches to the north, going first to James' Cistern which occupied two hills and the land between. We left the truck by the road at the foot of the first hill where we were met by an elderly preacher by the name of Sam Johnson who led us first to the Church, which was towards the top of the hill, and to the rest house nearby. He then led us on a conducted tour round the settlement so that we could meet everybody. I remember going to the home of Rosa B. White, always known as Rosa B, a very large lady prominent in the Women's League, and a widow who made her living baking bread. Her oven stood outside the house, shaped something like a beehive standing on a plinth. It was made of stones smoothed over with clay and painted white. The oven is used like a storage heater, a fire is lit in the oven which heats all the stones, then the fire is raked out and the bread dough put in to bake, a piece of wood placed over the entrance as the oven door. By this method Rosa B even makes pound cakes - a pound of each ingredient - which sell well and we were given one, though being a little bit suspicious of the cleanliness of her work-space it ended up down the outside toilet. 

I remember Old Sam Johnson, particularly for his method of sermon preparation which I heard him tell at a meeting of the preachers in the northern section of the circuit. Fresh from college and very inexperienced I had been trying to help them by talking about sermon preparation until I finally asked what I should have asked at the beginning about how they prepared their sermons. It was Sam that replied,"Well Rev. it’s like this, before I goes out to my farm in the morning I reads my Bible. As I trudges out and as I weed I thinks about what I read. I think about the church and the people. When I gets home, I'm tired and I has a sleep while wife gets meal and I dream. I dreams I is in church and I is preaching, I listens to what I'm preaching and that's what I preach.” I wish I found sermon preparation that easy. 

It was another old preacher, Shadrach, who took over from Sam and led us round the homes on the second hill. One of the homes he took us to I remember because of an incident that took place a year later, it concerns a teenage girl who had been sent by a relate in the States, a wallet that had a place in it for a photo. She did not have a photo to put in the wallet, but she knew that her class leader, who lived nearby, had several photos so she called on her class-leader and persuaded her to lend her one. The class leader was unwilling at first, but wanting to help the girl, had relented, urging the girl to take good care of it and to be sure to return it later. Unfortunately, the careless girl lost the wallet and when she told her class-leader she became very upset because the class-leader refused to believe her and accused her of sending the photo to an obeah man in Nassau to work some evil against her. Fortunately the matter was resolved when the wallet was found, it had been mislaid, not lost. I realised then that though the inhabitants of these islands had been Christians by upbringing, and were all church members, that underneath this veneer of Christianity the people had retained some of the beliefs that their forebears had brought with them when they came as slaves from Africa.

Our next visit was to Hatchet Bay which is the name given to two settlements. The first is about half a mile off the road, near the bay, the population of which is made up of coloured folk and is where the church is situated. The other settlement is made up of the homes of the white workers, and their families, of the Hatchet Bay Company, and the general store which was beside the road This was a company who had purchased a great area of land and scarified it, creating a farm where they produced fodder for their cattle and chickens. Some of their workers were Americans and some, white Bahamians. There was a small school for the white children with American staff. Dotted around the land were circular silos about thirty feet high. I presume that is the American way of storing crops where we. in England, would build barns. 

The general store, which we visited whenever we were up that way, was divided into three sections: the Dry Good Store selling lengths of material, and everyday clothing etc., the Notions Store which sold hardware and countless other things and the Grocery Store which sold fruit, vegetables, imported tinned goods, a little meat, chickens and eggs. The eggs were not just divided into large, medium and small, there were also the super-doopers, that guaranteed two yolks per egg, boxes of cracked eggs and even bottled eggs. These were in gill-sized bottles, each containing six eggs broken into them. We found these very useful as each yolk and white came out separately, but there was always a quantity of white left in the bottle and this could be used to make meringues,

My most vivid memory of the Hatchet Bay Company is of a service I took there just before Christmas in 1950. In addition to our ten churches, Bill Armstrong had, from time to time, held a service for the white folks at Hatchet Bay and he had planned me to take this service before he left. It was held in the home of the manager which stood on a rise about a hundred yards from the road. We arrived, just as it was growing dark, for this Candlelight Carol Service, the like of which I had never encountered before, but had become popular in the States. The service was to be held in the screened verandah and, looking out, I could just see a cross had been planted in the garden with holes bored into it as sockets for candles. Just before six thirty, by which time it was fully dark,we saw a light coming from a worker's house. It was the first of our congregation carrying his lighted candle in the still night air, followed by his wife carrying her candle. Soon there were others joining them, until there was quite a procession coming up the drive, and as they arrived they placed their candles in the sockets in the cross, before joining us on the verandah  which was also candlelit. Thus it was that in the light of that blazing Cross we read again the prophecies of the coming of a Saviour, the stories of his birth, prayed and sang the familiar Carols. 

After the service we trooped into the capacious, comfortable lounge for general chat, coffee and refreshments. Before leaving, the manager asked us what preparations we had made for Christmas and we had to admit that we had been able to do so little as we had so recently arrived, and were still waiting for some of our baggage. The manager had a word with the manager of the store who took us first to the Notion Store where he gave us some decorations and then into the Grocery Store where he presented us with a huge chicken for our Christmas dinner.
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The most northerly settlement was Gregory Town where there were both Anglican and Methodist Churches. There was a house, on the cliff, owned by an Anglican and overlooking the harbour, that both Father Tanter and we used as a rest house. Father Tanter would stay for two or three weeks, we just used it on the day of our visit, though later in our ministry we tended to use the home of a Methodist, Miss Di Woods, as our centre. Gregory Town is noted for the size of most of its men, tall and muscular. It is said that an early settler, arriving from America with his slaves after the war, settled in Gregory Town, keeping all his largest slaves, but selling the smaller ones to other owners further south. Gregory Town prospered in the heyday of the pineapple trade but has been in the doldrums ever since. The people manage to make a living by farming and exporting, mainly pineapples, to the Nassau market. The two Thompson brothers are a little more enterprising in that they had established a primitive canning factory. Perhaps factory is a misnomer, for the canning was done by hand and the tins were boiled in an old 55-gallon tar drum over an open fire. However the product tasted all right and sold well in Nassau. 1 saw no evidence of it but I heard that other entrepreneurs distilled a tasty pineapple rum that made people happy. 
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Our society steward and local preacher was Ed Johnson, another big man and also a keen trumpeter. We didn't have an organ or piano in the church so all our hymns were trumpet-led. Ed took us round the settlement, introducing us to the members with whom we were soon familiar. The members at Gregory Town were as generous as those elsewhere. Pineapples are most easily packed when they have just one bunch of leaves at the top, but growing them they sometimes have two or three bunches of leaves. Because of the packing difficulty these are usually kept for home consumption and I remember that on one occasion I was given a large sack of such pineapples to take home with me and what a feast we had.

After Christmas our baggage finally arrived and much time was spent unpacking it. Unfortunately one trunk had been dropped in the sea in Nassau and the seawater had got in and damaged the contents, some beyond repair. The most unfortunate loss was to the cine-projector and the film that one of Pat's neighbours had taken at our wedding, but we were able to save most of our wedding presents. We now had a radio and could, with great difficulty, pick up broadcasts from the BBC but we mainly listened to the Nassau station. We had also purchased a portable gramophone but that and the records were in other packing cases and undamaged. However when we played the records we found that the volume, which couldn't be varied, was so great that the only way we could listen to it in comfort was to have it playing in the corridor at the top of the stairs, while we listened in the sitting room downstairs. The 78rpm records only last about ten minutes so dashing upstairs every ten minutes to wind up the player and turn the record over, soon became too much effort and the player fell into disuse. I have no idea what happened to it.

We moved down to Rock Sound but I have no memory of Mr. Johnnie taking us round the settlement introducing us to our members, indeed I doubt if he knew exactly where most of the coloured folk lived, but he did introduce us to some who lived along the main road. The rest we got to know as we attended church, particularly Mr. Leon Knowles, the sexton, whose job it was to open or close the church, ring the bell and keep any dogs outside. Sometimes a dog would come in during the service and there was a noisy disturbance while Lee chased it out. 

We visited the other settlements and churches in our care as soon as possible. Tarpum Bay was the first, going north, and we were met there by Boy and Newton Carey, two slightly-coloured cousins, who were both stewards of the large church with the large two-storey stone manse beside it in the centre of the village. Tarpum Bay had obviously once been prosperous, but now the wooden houses and stores were without paint, and the homes that Boy and Newton took us to had little furniture. We were introduced to the English school-teacher, who was nearing the end of his three-year contract, so we never got to really know him or his wife. The Bay was wide with a sandy shore and shady casurina trees alongside the road that ran beside it. The shallowness of the sea meant that the pier, out to a point where there was sufficient depth for boats, was a long one.

The road from Rock Sound to Tarpum Bay was surfaced and passed by the Rock Sound Club and the Offices of the CDC (Colonial Development Company), a British government group working on this and other islands. From here the road ran in a straight line nearly to Tarpum Bay with no turnings off it. I well remember returning one night from Tarpum Bay and I saw the lights of a truck in the distance, then it would disappear as the truck went into a dip in the road.and then come up again. We got near, but I never met it or passed it. The hair at the back of my head literally stood up on end and when I arrived at the house of one of the CDC staff to pick up Pat, I learned that others had had the same experience. 

Beyond Tarpum Bay and all the way up to Palmetto Point the road was unsurfaced and there were many pot-holes in an area where the surface had been washed out by the rains. On one afternoon I was on my way to Savannah Sound, driving I suppose too fast when I hit a pot-hole with such force that the tie-rod between the two front wheels came out, and the truck somersaulted. I think I passed out for I was next conscious that I was gripping the steering wheel, the roof of the cab was dinged in, and the truck was beside the road, facing the opposite way to that in which I was going. I got out to survey the damage which fortunately was little, but found the tie-rod disconnected. I'm not much of a mechanic, but I got under the truck, saw where the tie-rod should obviously go and shoved it in. Fortunately a farmer coming in from his fields came along and together we got the truck back on the road and I continued my journey. 
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Really it is surprising that there were not more accidents, there were only so few because there were so few vehicles and when mishaps occurred usually no other vehicle was involved. I remember that I didn't think of getting new tyres until after two or three layers of canvas became visible, and on one occasion I could see the inner tube through the tyre before the new tyre arrived from Nassau. I heard of one fellow when driving down a hill towards James’ Cistern saw a wheel running ahead of his car, and then realised it was his own front wheel that had come off. Savannah Sound lies half a mile off the road towards the Atlantic. Beyond it lies a long narrow island sheltering it from the sea. Someone, who must have had some connection with Cumbria, when he first saw the stretch of water between the island and Eleuthera said that it was like Windermere and named the island Windermere. Just before the war real estate developers found it and began to market it. The Mountbatten family were the first to develop a plot and others of like ilk followed and it has become an ultra-exclusive place. Savannah Sound itself is a typical out island settlement made up of families descended from the slaves of early settlers, making their living as best they could by subsistence farming, exporting the surplus to the Nassau market. 

The Church was a fairly large building and there was a rest-house just across the village road. I stayed in that rest-house one night and was provided with meals by the local folk. For my evening meal I was served, as a treat, with land crab and I was very glad that I had brought the dog with me for he enjoyed eating it. Land crabs are one of those creatures that at a certain season of the year march like a great army down to the sea to breed, and often driving along the road at night, I would see them crossing the road ahead and a few would be killed as I drove over them. The local people go out at night with flares hunting them and some historians believe that, when Columbus saw lights on the island ahead, what he really saw was the natives out hunting for land crabs. 

I met the local leader/preacher of the church who was a blind, retired school-teacher and also, we later learned , the father of the assistant organist at Rock Sound. Someone else led me round the village introducing me to members. Another day we headed south through Green Castle, a small Anglican settlement where we had no work, down to Weymss Bight where we had a small Church with rest-house behind. There was no local preacher and this weak cause was kept together by a woman holding prayer meetings in the church. At Weymss Bight the road divided, going to the left it led to Bannerman Town, and going to the right it led to Deep Creek where we found our tenth small Church. The local preacher leader here was an old sea-farer, Mr Minnis Goodman, who later told me how, when returning from Nassau, they hit a reef and the boat sank. The small crew climbed the rigging but one had been hurt and his blood in the water had attracted sharks. Next day, having had no food, when the sun was high, the injured man could hold on no longer and a shark got him, the same happened to the second man and finally Minnis was left alone saying his prayers and hanging on for dear life. Fortunately another boat came along and Minnis was saved, but when he got ashore he vowed that thereafter he would serve the church. 

Local preachers in the out islands are not like the local preachers we meet in English Methodism who have undergone much training, they are more like the early Methodist preachers. Often they are men of little learning, but they are steeped in the scriptures, have ability to speak out, and are guided by the Holy Spirit.
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The manse in Rock Sound was a small wooden bungalow set in a small area with a low wall around it fronting on the main road and with roads on two other sides. It was divided into four rooms; lounge, bedroom, kitchen and study. A bathroom was built onto the back which we entered through a door from the study. The furnishings were fairly old but adequate, in the kitchen the cooking was done on a three-burner kerosene stove with an oven attachment that could cover two burners and to our joy there was an old refrigerator that was operated from a bottle of gas which was outside. The windows and doors were screened but not the verandah at the front. 

We had electricity and running water but unfortunately the water was slightly brackish and unpleasant to drink. I had never realised before that if sea water is left untouched for a long time it gradually separates out and the fresh water comes to the top of the salt water. This is evident in the way that anywhere you drill down for water, you find freshwater, but if you take too much fresh water, as is likely if you want to supply a whole village, the water turns brackish. I've never tried it but was told that if you dig down with your hands, six feet above the high waterline on a beach, you will soon find drinkable water. As a result we had to fetch our drinking water in a huge glass bottle from Tarpum Bay where only a few houses were supplied but there were stand pipes in several places in the village. The brackish water was all right for washing and flushing the toilet. The waste from the toilet went into a large septic tank which had been dug in the garden. 

To discourage wasting water the supply was metered. I forget the rate but it was so much for the first thousand gallons, double that for the next thousand and treble for the next thousand. That being so, I was greatly distressed when one morning I saw a pool of water in the street just beyond our wall when there had been no rain. Fearing that we had a leak somewhere I called for a plumber. When he came he said, “It’s OK boss, you haven't got a leak, trouble’s with your septic tank.” I asked him how he knew, to which he replied, “Oh, I tasted it, and its sweet.” So the tank was emptied and the contents carted away.

There were three ways of getting between Nassau and Eleuthera; you could travel on the mail boat which had been converted from a wartime motor torpedo boat and called at most settlements, you could travel on the boat which went three days a week from Hatchet Bay; or you could possibly get a seat on the small seaplane operated by Bahamas Airways which came twice a week, having previously stopped at Spanish Wells and Harbour Island., but it had only four seats. 

Early in January we went to Governor’s Harbour and picked up Audley, who took us up to Hatchet Bay to catch the boat and return home with the truck. Incidentally, the truck's gear lever was on the steering wheel, so there was plenty of room for the three of us on the bench-like seat in the cab. We were going to the annual Synod and Nassau circuit missionary meetings. This is the only time in the year when the missionary families all meet together and although the men meet to deal with church matters part of the time, its a great time of meeting, shopping and fun. We stayed with members of the staff to whom we paid ten shillings per person per day for board and lodging. That first year we stayed with Rev. and Mrs. Dyer in the Queen's College manse near the Town centre. Mrs. Dyer was hard of hearing and very particular about all sorts of little details which could have created difficulties but for her husband, Dick's hasty interventions. Hearing aids were not so well developed in those days and among the staff there were many comments about Mrs. Dyer with her battery and receiver in her bosom. 
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There are three main Methodist churches in Nassau; Trinity, near the centre with its spire, using the set order of morning prayer, gowned choir and attended by whites and one coloured family, Ebeneezer,a little way out west, more colonial in style with a gowned choir, attended largely by those who passed for whites and some coloured folk, and Wesley, over back in the coloured section of the town with its large congregation. The synod is divided into two sessions of which the ministerial session is comparatively brief and can be dealt with in a couple of mornings. As the other session is made up of both ministers and lay-folk and the lay-folk are working, it has to be held over a series of evenings. I don't think it was in that first Synod but very early in our time the matter came up of a Caribbean Conference and whether Bahamian Methodists should be part of it, and whether we should receive staff from it or send ministers to be trained in it. This was a matter on which the laity had much to contribute. Some years before the war there had been an attempt to start such a conference but Bahamians always leaned towards the States and at that time sent a telegram to the Mission House, saying, in the words of Ruth, ‘Entreat me not to leave thee.’ It was for that reason that the Bahamas District was now the first in the list of overseas districts. The older members of the staff, who had served many years in the Bahamas, were in favour and they influenced the younger members. The laity was largely made up of white Bahamians though there were a few coloured members. 
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When the matter came to a vote the ministers and the few coloured members outvoted the white Bahamians and from then on we became part of the West Indian Conference. As a result the next member to join the ministerial staff was Edwin Taylor, a Barbadian, and his wife, Madge, who came from Jamaica. Wesley rejoiced at having a West Indian minister but there was stiff opposition when he was appointed to go as missionary deputation to North Eleuthera, which included the church on Spanish Wells where no coloured man had ever been allowed to stay the night. It was even front-page news with large headline in the Nassau daily papers, but fortunately the Chairman at that time, the Rev. Willie Rhodes, remained firm and Edwin went to Spanish Wells. Unfortunately, it split the church and the majority, who wouldn't attend the meeting, went off and built the People's Church.

As I mentioned earlier, this time when all the missionaries and their families were together was not all business, there were evenings when there was no business and on these we could have parties and fun. John Simms and Harold Slater made a good team who were able to write amusing lyrics, set to popular tunes, on topical subjects. I recall that one year when we were all feeling the pinch because we were paid the same as ministers in England, but Bahamian cost of living was much higher, they wrote a memorable song. It was at the time when the music of the Rogers and Hammerstein musical ‘South Pacific’ was on the radio a lot. One of the songs was 'What ain’t we got, we ain't got Dames.’ John and Harold came up with, 'What ain't we got we ain't got pay’, and we all joined in, singing it over and over again. This matter was resolved a year or so later when we were granted a 60% cost of living allowance. 

These parties were held in the manses and could go on till late, but one year the hostess came into the room saying, “I can smell bacon frying” and the house emptied in minutes. Synod also gave us time for shopping for those things that we couldn’t buy in the out islands, especially, as in the week of missionary meetings which were held in the evenings, the days were quite free. One of my needs was for tropical suits. We couldn't afford the posh sort of suits that Nassau white folks wore, but I managed to get two seersucker pinstriped grey and white suits to replace my grey worsted demob suit that I got when I left the army. The gay Hawaiian shirts were also in fashion and I got some of these and also Bahamian printed material to get made up into shirts. Pat also bought much material to make up into dresses. On Eleuthera the only cotton patterned material we could get came in the form of empty feed sacks, two sacks were enough to make a shirt, four could make a dress.

When the Missionary meetings were over the missionaries and their wives were usually invited to dinner at Lucky House, the home of Sir George and Lady Freda Roberts, prominent Methodists and white Bahamians. I recall that the T-bone steaks at those dinners were the largest I have ever seen. Sir George was not only a synod member, he was also a member of the House of Assembly and one of the 'Bay Street Boys', the name commonly given to the group of white men who had shops on Bay Street and who generally controlled the country. His main activities were the running of the mail boats, which he owned, and the management of his timber-importing business. Like most Bahamians, he was very generous and every Christmas he sent a turkey and a cake to all the staff and all the commissioners. In 1953 we had been talking about cameras, the usefulness of a 35mm camera with which one could take coloured photos and how that would be so useful in describing the life of the people and the work of the church when we were on deputation. A couple of months later, just before Princess Margaret was due to visit us, I received a message that the captain of the mail boat had a package for me. When I went to collect it I found it was a new camera and half a dozen rolls of film from Sir George.

We returned to Eleuthera and soon settled down to the routine of moving every six weeks and, for me, the daily routine of mornings spent in the study doing my probationary studies, sermon preparation etc., and after dinner visiting and evening meeting in one of the settlements. There was one custom already established by my predecessors that I met in our first few weeks on the island, and this regarded the sacrament of baptism. Babies born in wedlock could be baptised during the service, but babies born to unmarried mothers were always baptised after the benediction. The service was exactly the same in each case but by making this distinction the church was able to express its disapproval of sexual relationships outside of marriage. I often had services with two services of baptism in them, this giving evidence to the fact that the expression of disapproval by the church was purely technical and made no difference to the way people lived their lives. 

The Leader's Meeting was much the same as in England except that it included the business that would normally be conducted in England in a meeting of the Trustees as there were no local trustees. That meant that the raising of money for church repairs etc. was arranged locally, though for any big project we would seek a grant from the Missionary Society. Soon after this Sister Mary Morton arrived after furlough in England and after long service in Jamaica. She was to undertake the responsibility of strengthening the work among the women in our churches through their Women's League. As her headquarters she was to reside in the manse at Tarpum Bay, though much other time would be spent travelling round the District visiting the churches and Leagues. We were glad of her companionship. Later she moved into Nassau where a bungalow had been purchased and a second Deaconess, Sister Gladys Holmes joined the staff and took Mary's place in Tarpum Bay.
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During our stays in Rock Sound we were invited for a game of canasta by Rupert and Bertie Watkins and this became a regular way of relaxing on Saturday evenings. Rupert was a land agent, and he also farmed pineapples, where injuries are common when weeding among the plants. Bertie and Rupert seemed to be better educated than the other Bahamians and their home more comfortably furnished than most. We wondered about the advisability of making friends in the congregation but we were lucky in that it in no way seemed to diminish our friendship with everybody else. On Saturday afternoons Pat insisted that work be abandoned and we headed for the beach. In 1954 a new teacher and his family arrived in Tarpum Bay from England on a three year contract and I went to welcome them. They were Mr. Maurice Collett, his wife Loma, both about 3 years older than us, and their two children, Susan (8) and Paul (6). They lived in a small bungalow close to the sea, at one end of the village, and had come from Sandside, a seaside Westmorland house, very close to Arnside. Maurice had had polio when a child which had left him with a deformed left arm, but he had developed a keen interest in long-distance running. We introduced them to Sister Gladys and we all became firm friends. They were our constant companions on our Saturday afternoons as we explored all the many beaches where we could bathe, often with most of us travelling by vehicle with Maurice arriving later, having run all the way.

The Church was built on the highest point in Tarpum Bay and when anyone died in the village it was the custom to toll out their age on the large bell beside the church which could be heard everywhere in the village. About a month or so after the Collets arrived they heard the bell being tolled and enquiring what this meant, Maurice was told that one of his pupils had died. He went to the home to express his sympathy to the girl’s parents and was asked if he would like to see her. The girl was laid out on a bed dressed in her Sunday best, looking so clean and beautiful. Maurice asked if they had a photo of the girl, and the parents confessed that they hadn't. So Maurice took a snap so that they would have something to remember her by. Thereafter when ever somebody died in the village some one would come running to Maurice to ask him to come and take their photo. Many of the old people had never had a photo taken of them while they were alive, fearful that someone would send it to an obeah man to work evil against them.

 I can well remember that when I went in to see a member who had died, I would see them lying dressed in their best with a bundle of all their Class Tickets of Membership of the church stuck on their chests as if they were their passports for getting into heaven. Everybody was a paid up member of the Lodge, because the Lodges always arranged the funerals. Because of the heat burials always took place the next day and I often met the local carpenter, who was also the coffin maker, measuring up when I went to visit, though in reality he was probably only checking as most coffin makers usually slept with an empty coffin under his bed. Most coffins had a glass panel over the face so that mourners could have a last look at the deceased. The brass handles to the coffin were the property of the Lodge and always had to been removed before interment. In a funeral that Harold Ward was performing when they came to lower the body into the grave it was mishandled and the bottom of the poorly made coffin gave way, out came the body into the grave with the coffin on top of it. 

Grave digging was easy in sandy places but much more difficult in stony areas. A burial that I particularly remember was that of a baby from the home nearest to the manse at Governor's Harbour. Being a poor family and not wishing to involve the expense of a carpenter, the father had simply taken a handy old box to make the simple coffin which he painted white. The paint had not time to fully dry so as we walked to the cemetery with the father carrying the small coffin under his arm, I noticed that some of the paint had come off onto his jacket. When he placed the coffin on the ground I couldn't help but see under the paint were the printed words, 'Stow Away From The Boilers.’ 

In Rock Sound the cemetery was almost solid limestone and usually a grave was dug in advance, but on one occasion when we arrived at the graveside we found that the grave was too small. We had to stand around singing hymns until the grave diggers, working with axes, managed to make the grave big enough. Often when the body had been committed and the grave filled there were lodge speeches and lodge proceedings which continued for a long time, but I usually left when these were just beginning. In James' Cistern the cemetery had been adjacent to the beach but gradually the sea had engulfed it with the result that sometimes a bone or skull would work its way to the surface, and folk would begin to discuss whose it was.
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After funerals I think of weddings and we had the normal amount of these. I recall that the brides were usually fairly obviously pregnant and I suspect that they had to show that they were capable of raising a family before marriage was discussed. That would fit in with the generally loose attitude to sexual relationships but I was too inexperienced to inquire. My first marriage at Tarpum Bay sticks in my mind. Because there were no suitable cars the couple headed the procession to the church followed by six or eight bridesmaids and their accompanying groomsmen. Both the bride and her maids carried elaborate bouquets of white flowers which looked like carnations but which had actually been locally made from Kleenex tissues. Perhaps the reason why this service sticks in my mind is that it is the only wedding I have ever conducted where the groom has fainted. He almost passed out and had to be revived before the service could take place.

We had been trying to start having a family and, knowing that this would cost money for the hospital etc., Pat readily grasped the opportunity when she was asked to work as a private secretary in the CDC office outside Rock Sound, especially when they were willing to provide transport when we were living in Governor's Harbour. In 1953 Pat felt that she was pregnant and we went into Nassau to see Dr. Eardley, the son of a former Methodist missionary who, we were told, would charge no fee and who confirmed Pat's expectations. Arrangement were made for the delivery to take place in the new Princess Margaret Hospital. Pat was in good health and her time of waiting passed without mishap, unlike Elma Ward, who had had a miscarriage the year before, at which time Pat had spent some weeks with her. Pat was due to be delivered on November the first, so we took three weeks holiday and were invited to stay with Edwin and Madge Taylor, in Nassau, Madge being a nurse. While we were staying with the Taylors, two English teachers and local preachers, Jean and Maurice Bamfield, part of Dick Dyer's staff at Queen's College, came to take us out for a run in the locality. It was on November 1st and as we jolted along over over rough roads Maurice casually asked when the baby was due. When Pat replied “Today!” as we passed over a big bump, Maurice almost crashed the car. Our main concern was for the safety and perfection of the child with no particular desires about sex, but as Pat was one of four girls we naturally thought a girl was most likely. The baby was late in arriving so Pat was finally given a private room where the baby would be induced. There was a corridor of private rooms and neither of us will ever forget the screams of pain that were coming from one of the rooms as we passed it on the night when Pat went into hospital. It turned out that it was a Greek mother being delivered, together with her family, and the Greeks are well known for the way they express their emotions. I visited Pat each day, taking home the washing, doing it and returning with it the next day. 

Finally after visiting Pat on the 18th. I went to the picture to see 'Kiss me Kate' and when I returned to Edwin's I was told we had to get to the hospital. Edwin drove, dropping me off at the entrance and saying that he would come back when I called. I went in and found Pat nursing our infant son, Christopher John. I spent some time with them and then went to the office to phone Edwin who I expected to arrive in a few minutes. It was about half an hour later that I saw him strolling up the drive clad only in his pyjama trousers. I joined him and we made our way to his car which had run out of petrol in Shirley Street. I must have spent longer with Pat than I thought with the result that I had roused Edwin from his bed and he had come as he was. Edwin went and found a garage still open, obtained a can of petrol and we got home. Because of the baby's late arrival, my three weeks had concluded and a couple of days later I had to return to Eleuthera, leaving Pat and Chris in Nassau for a bit longer before family life could begin. Madge and Edwin had to go off to Andros so Pat stayed with Maurice and Jean for a couple of weeks, being looked after by their good maid while they were working in school.
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Two months before the birth of Chris we were in Nassau for another very special occasion. My ordination into the full ministry of the Methodist Church which took place in Trinity Methodist Church. However, this was a unique event as not only was I being Ordained but also Harold Slater, Edwin Taylor and Harold Ward.

 Never before had so many been ordained at the same time in the Bahamas and Trinity was full to overflowing. In June at the annual Conference, Rev Donald Soper presiding, we had in our absence been received into full Connexion but an ordination was necessary to complete it. It was a fairly long service and a full account of it is in the Bahamas Methodist Quarterly (December) of which there is a copy in my files. Sufficient to say that each of us had to give testimony to reason for offering for the ministry and account of our call to preach. Then after the singing of the ordination hymn and prayer, the Chairman and three senior ministers laid their hands on us, the Chairman saying, “Take thou authority to fulfil the office of a minister in the Church of  Christ.” We were each given a Bible, which, had we been in England, would have been a good one which we could have used throughout our ministries, but being in the Bahamas we got the best they could buy in the Stop-n-Shop, the only place that sold bibles, a cheap authorised version which I never used. Dick Dyer had the responsibility of giving the ‘Charge', which was on the theme of  'Not Ourselves but Christ.’ Unfortunately Pat, who was at the end of her seventh month of pregnancy, was affected by the heat in the crowded church and fainted when kneeling at the communion rail, which meant that she had to be taken out, thus missing the end of the service.
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From August to October each year we listened to the local radio station with particular interest as this is the hurricane season and if any storm is approaching the Bahamas there is a weather report given every hour. It was, I think in 1954, when a hurricane was approaching Eleuthera but liable to pass between there and Nassau. It was before tea on the Saturday that Pat, Chris and I went over to the North beach at Rock Sound to see how rough was the Atlantic. While we were there the rain suddenly started and in the fierce wind seemed to be driving almost horizontally at us. We retreated to the truck, came home and the rain stopped. Later that night the wind began to howl and the rain lashed down with such a commotion that I was forced to go out in my pyjamas and nail the wooden shutters across the windows lest they be blown in. Next morning we discovered that the hurricane, during the night, had split in two and part of it had, with lessened force, passed over us. We were told that there was no one injured but that the road was flooded both to the north and south of us. Fortunately I was planned to preach in Rock Sound anyway but two weddings were to take place on the Monday, one at Governor's Harbour and one at James' Cistern and I wondered how I would get there. On the Monday morning I was summoned to the telephone office and was able to talk by radio to the groom in Governor's Harbour. He worked as a truck driver on the construction of the American Missile Tracking Base being built at James’ Cistern. We arranged that he would come as far south as he could and I would travel as far north as I could. Hopefully we would meet and he would provide transport for me to get to James' Cistern. I set off earlier than necessary, driving towards Tarpum Bay until I came to the straight stretch and water as far as I could see. I waited and finally in the distance a large truck appeared, driving towards me. It stopped when the water got deeper and they unloaded a boat off the back of the truck and started sculling towards me. However, the truck then started again and finally got through the water which was swilling round the floor of the cab. The groom/driver turned the truck round, re-loaded the boat and off we went to Governor's Harbour, arriving in time for lunch. After the wedding I was driven to James’ Cistern, conducted the second wedding and was driven back to the bride's home in Governor's Harbour, where the celebrations were in full swing. The groom, however, had to leave his bride, quickly change so that he could drive me back to my truck outside Rock Sound as he was the only person allowed to drive his particularly large truck.
We continued moving house every six weeks though now it was a bit more complicated as we had Chris and all his stuff, including the mosquito-proof cot that I had made. In Governor's Harbour it became the custom to hold a service at 5am on Christmas morning, in memory of the time when Thomas Coke first arrived in Antigua on Christmas morning just in time to attend a pre-dawn prayer meeting held for slaves. I cannot say I looked forward to starting that early. On the first Christmas morning the bell rang and I hastily got dressed and went into the study to look over my notes. After a while I became conscious that the second bell hadn't rung so I went out to find out what had happened. It was then that I discovered that it wasn't the first bell that had woken me but the second and everyone was waiting. Not a very good start. On another Christmas, Bill Makepeace was with us and the Colletts and Gladys came up for a meal. Possibly it was Boxing Day and someone came to the door seeking the services of Bill Makepeace. Over his year in the Bahamas Bill had become quite adept at tooth extraction and here was a customer. Bill quickly got his kit and on the front porch took out the offending molar. I remember being on a trip with Bill on one occasion when, on the mail boat, Bill got into conversation with a priest about tooth extraction. At one point when they were talking about the difficulties with back molars the priest said, “I find it easiest to use a hammer and chisel, split the molar into pieces and then pull the bits out.” My imagination began to work overtime until I realised that he was talking about a dental hammer and dental chisel. John Simms used to talk about helping Bill take out teeth by the light of a hurricane lamp which he was holding near to the patient’s face. I never tried tooth extraction, but my training in the army medical corps came in useful in some situations as the local medical services depended on one doctor, living in Rock Sound, and making irregular visits to the other settlements.
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One of the things that hampered any sort of development in church work was the fact that the only church that had any premises, apart from the actual church with its immoveable pews, was at Governor’s Harbour and there the low ceiling presented big problems. To overcome this, in Rock Sound we moved the pulpit and borrowed long planks which we laid over the communion area to form a stage on which we were able to produce the drama of small plays. This was something completely new to the people, and members of the Women's league readily took part, We started a youth group in Governor's Harbour, meeting in the schoolroom under the church but the oil lamps gave insufficient light and after a while interest failed, attendance dropped and we decided to discontinue the venture. [image: image33.jpg]


There was also, however, a group of young people in Rock Sound and we drew them into the manse to form a youth group. We played simple party games with great hilarity and sometimes the boys got busy in the kitchen cooking hot-dogs and making limeade, but we always ended up with a short epilogue attempting to deepen their faith. One or two of them showed promise of leadership and I took them with me down to Deep Creek and Wemyss Bight to read the lessons in services. I had high hopes that one of them might later enter the ministry but in this I was disappointed. Influenced by the big Boy's Brigade Company under Simpson Perm at Wesley we attempted to start one at Tarpum Bay and another in Rock Sound. The attempt in Rock Sound wasn't very successful but the one in Tarpum Bay lasted much longer as there a young friend of Maurice Collet, John, helped as an officer. The boys seemed to enjoy the drill and the games though they were not so interested in the Bible Class, but eventually the venture failed.

 Another factor hampering our work came from other churches. Because we were so close to the United States the Bahamas had been approached by American Christian evangelists seeking to establish a mission field. Churches had been established in Nassau and these had started work in the southern section of South Eleuthera, preaching doctrines which were disagreeable to both Anglicans and Methodists. The ordinary out-islander is not doctrinally minded so it was no use objecting to their doctrine and we soon found out that any attempt to discipline a church member merely resulted in that member leaving our church and joining the other church. At Savannah Sound one American missionary established himself for a while, who lived by faith, i.e. he received no salary but believed that the people back home would send him enough money to live on and establish his work. [image: image34.jpg]Tarpum Bay Bo&’s Brigade



We never saw any evidence of his work but noted how he drove to meet every plane coming to the island to be sure to be there to collect his mail which might contain some of his people's faith. He didn’t stay too long but the next to come was Carol, a girl of our own age, who wanted to start a school in Savannah Sound. We got quite friendly with her and stayed the night with her family in Carolina on our way back to the UK in 1956.
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Whenever we went to Nassau we were usually able to stay with one of the Nassau staff, the arrangement being that we paid ten shillings per person per night to help cover costs. This worked very well providing that the host remembered that he had a visitor staying with him. However, on one occasion, when I was staying in the Ebeneezer manse, during the first night I went to the toilet and my host was awoken by the noise and feared they had burglars. As I returned to my room I was pounced on and held to the floor and when his wife switched on the light I got up to hear an embarrassed, “Sorry.”

One method of raising funds for anything that the church wanted to do was to have a concert and I remember one concert in James' Cistern. The concert didn’t involve any acting or sketches, it was always just a succession of individual items, mainly solos or recitations. There were no tickets sold for this concert, one just had to attend and one paid by the item, whether you liked it or not. The main person in the concert was the chairman who announced each item and when the performer had finished would say something like, “That was good. Now who will give sixpence for that lovely solo?” The friends, or the parents of the performer, would put up their hands and the chairman's acolyte would dash round to them with the collecting plate. Sometimes, when an item had been particularly enjoyable the chairman would say, “NOW that was really good, that was wonderful, that demands soft money”, meaning a four-shilling note which was the smallest Bahamian note and once commensurate with a dollar. Much depended on the ability of the chairman, who knew all the participants, and the way in which he used that knowledge, sometimes with humour, to introduce or thank them. At the end of the concert he would total up and announce the amount raised,

Another fund raising effort was the auction of goods after the annual harvest festival. The object in these auctions was not to buy anything, after all we were only selling what everyone grew, the fun was in pushing up the price and then to stop bidding so that someone else had to pay the inflated price. However, if there was something unusual, people bid in the normal way. Pat often gave a cake that she had made and Pat's cakes were reckoned to be very tasty, causing high bidding, thus was also helping to raise a good sum.

The big money raising event in the year was the annual Missionary Meeting. These were arranged at Synod, as to when they would be held in each circuit and which minister would act as deputation for each. As the meetings in each church would be in the evenings, the days, apart from travel time, were free and were generally thought of as holiday - the only holiday we got - so the visiting minister was usually accompanied by his wife and family. My first deputation job was to the Hope Town circuit where Harold and Muriel Slater worked. Hope Town is a small low-lying island fairly close to Abaco Island, with the other churches scattered along its coast. Two incidents stick out in my mind, the first being the memory of a calm night, when after the meeting in Marsh Harbour, the whole congregation came down to the little wooden dock to see us off. The moon was high and as we set off we could hear them singing, above the noise of our little outboard motor, 'God be with you till we meet again.’ I have never seen them again, but the memory abides, such is the family of the body of Christ. 
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The other memory was the visit that Harold and I made to Cherokee Sound, a settlement of white Bahamians, the furthest from Hope Town. It was calm when we left but the weather was changing so it was rough by the time we arrived. It was too late to have the meeting that day, indeed it was a couple of days before it was calm enough to leave. I had taken a novel with me to read on the boat entitled, ‘The Strumpet Sea', and at the following Synod, at one of our parties, that title was part of one of the charades we played. At Governor’s Harbour there was a six-foot model two-masted boat, complete with sails, set on wheels which was towed round the settlement under the command of the sexton, Captain Small. We accompanied this procession, calling at each house for a donation, sometimes instead of cash we would be given a live chicken, a paw-paw or produce from the fields and these were placed in the boat. That evening after the meeting they were auctioned off and the sum raised was added to the total for Governor’s Harbour. In the other settlements we would set off each afternoon visiting every house collecting contribution as we went, others had also been out collecting and over tea we would count up how much we had obtained. In the meeting the deputation would speak about the life of one of our great missionary heroes and the world-wide need of Christ, then finally the collection would be taken, counted, and the final total announced. In 1951 we raised, if memory is correct, nearly a thousand pounds in the circuit and the amount increased each year. The money was sent to Nassau and used for District expenses, but it meant that that amount of money didn't have to be sent to us by the Mission House and the Mission House was enabled to use that amount in another part of the world.

While we were on Eleuthera we were visited by an American Methodist minister, who was seeking to arrange exchanges with other Methodist ministers. As a result of this we arranged to exchange for two weeks, he and his family would come to Rock Sound, live in the manse and fulfil my duties, while I took his place in Miami doing his duties and we all would live in his manse. We went to Riverside Methodist Church, finding it to be a large place with all the usual accessory buildings, all very well equipped and catering for a mainly white population. There was also a small congregation of Spanish-speaking immigrants who used the church on the Sunday afternoons with whom I had my only experience of preaching with an interpreter. The American system differs from our own particularly in regard to the Sunday School which is not attended just by children but by adults as well and normally meets before the Sunday service. We found too that Sunday dinner is not the time when the whole family sits down together to a roast joint, rather when church service finishes almost everyone goes out to a restaurant. The members of the church were very friendly and invited us to their homes and took us to see local places of interest. The manse was much larger than ours, equipped with a TV which we enjoyed while Chris enjoyed playing with the toys of the minister's children. Subsequent to this visit I received a letter inviting us to go back to Riverside to conduct a mission that was aimed at students and would be held while they were home for Christmas. This we did and I prepared ten services on abundant life, taking as my text the words of Jesus, “I am come that they might have life, and have it abundantly.” The services were well attended and though there was no visible response I trust that through the Holy Spirit lives were affected. In the fifty years that have now passed that area of Miami has greatly changed, there are few white Americans living there now and the area is populated in the main by Cuban immigrants speaking their own language.
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Today we are quite used to meeting on the road a large lorry towing a low-loader with a large static caravan aboard but in the fifties to see something similar on Eleuthera was certainly unexpected. Someone who had for some reason decided that his house was at the wrong end of the settlement, had somehow mounted it on wheels and we were very surprised to see this house being towed by a tractor along the road with a man sitting on top to lift electricity cables so that it could pass safely beneath.
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In 1956, having completed our first term, we left the Bahamas shortly after Synod on our first furlough. Before we left, there had to be much packing because although we hoped to return to Eleuthera we could not be certain about it. Harold Ward was returning from his furlough and was replacing us. Once more we went home via the States, first we flew from Miami to Jacksonville, where we stayed with the minister with whom we had exchanged previously who had now been moved there. From there we journeyed by train to somewhere in South Carolina to the home of Carol, the faith missionary in Savannah Sound, where we stayed a couple of nights. We remember stopping there, where we received great hospitality in a humble home, because when we went to bed we found that it was made up without a top sheet, just lovely warm blankets. I cannot remember what Chris's cot was like, but evidently he was comfortable as he slept well. Carol’s brother was the driver of a great big tanker and as he had to get it filled with petrol for the next day he invited me to go with him to the next town. I will never forget that journey either. It was all right going, but it took ages to fill this huge tanker during which time darkness was descending, and riding back, perched high, before seat belts were introduced, I felt a bit scared lest anything should go wrong. It was also the first time I saw the outline of trucks ahead with their extremities lit by lights. 

The next move was by a Greyhound bus to Washington DC where we stayed a couple of nights in a small hotel where we had pre-booked and during the day we went sight-seeing; the Washington Memorial, the White House, the Smithsonian Museum and the Zoo. At the latter we bought Chris a helium filled balloon which brought him great joy, that is until he let go of the string and it went soaring up into the air and we had a full demonstration of a two-year-old's temper. We had had a milder demonstration of this in a crowded café at lunch. Chris was dressed in a padded zoot-suit against the cold outside but of course it was warm in the café, we had a struggle to get this suit off Chris and we were somewhat embarrassed as his noise attracted the attention of the people near us. From Washington we took another bus to New York where we planned to spend two nights in a small hostel for church workers. One day we took a tourist bus to do a sightseeing tour of New York on which we not only saw Times Square but were also taken to the docks to see the Queen Elizabeth, which we were later to board for our journey home. We also went to Central Park on an afternoon and in the evening, after Chris had gone to sleep, we left him in the care of the person running the hostel while we went out to look at the shops. I cannot remember much about them except that Macy's was huge, larger than Selfridge's in Oxford Street and it was there that I purchased the slide-projector that I used on deputation.

 Next day we made our way, I presume by taxi, to the docks where we boarded the Queen Elizabeth for our journey to Southampton, from where we took a train to Liverpool and home. Our main base was with Pat's parents but in order to pacify my mother we tried to keep up our Eleuthera custom of moving between them every six weeks. I was often away on deputation work, I cannot remember exactly where, but I do remember that I was in Bolton and Blackpool North because while there I took a photo of the sea rolling into the sandy beach which I later showed to the Bahamians who were surprised at the dirty colour of the sea and beach. We also went up to Bishop Auckland to see Roy and Evelyn Gunstone who now had two children and we were also able to have a gathering of college pals who were stationed in that area. When I was on deputation work we were free to see again those friends who were still around, though some had married and moved away. In Calderstones Park we also met with the Colletts who now had another daughter. Sally.
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We too had been trying to increase our family and Pat again became pregnant. At first this was a problem because at that time if a mother had a normal delivery with her first birth, the second delivery had to take place at home. We were too crowded at Taggart Avenue and we just didn't consider Dovedale Road, though I'm sure my mother would have loved it. Fortunately a solution was found. In Mossley Hill, a mile or so from my home, there was a Salvation Army home for unmarried mothers that also did deliveries. Pregnant mums-to-be went there a few weeks before their time and while waiting helped run the place, doing the cleaning etc., and stayed a few weeks after delivery. It was agreed that Pat should go there when her time came and so it was that on the 18th of April 1957 that David Mark arrived a few weeks before our furlough ended. In our youthful enthusiasm and minds full of what we were returning to in the Bahamas, I'm afraid we didn’t think enough of how the grandparents would feel at losing sight of their new grandchild after just six weeks. Fortunately the Sythia was leaving from Liverpool and we were soon on board and had a calm crossing to New York, passing the Queen Elizabeth in mid Atlantic, and from New York we had a flight to Miami, followed by another back to Nassau.

We began our second term stationed in the North Eleuthera Circuit which consisted of six churches, three of which were in north Eleuthera at Current, Bogue and Bluff, the other three being on different islands just off Eleuthera, which were Current Island, Spanish Wells, and Harbour Island. As in South Eleuthera there had once been two men stationed here so there were two manses, one in Harbour Island and one on Spanish Wells and the system established was that we should spend four weeks in one and then move to spend four weeks in the other. We were used to moving so this wasn't a problem except that now we had two children and, where in South Eleuthera we had been free to move whenever we were ready, now we had to be ready and on the dock when the mail boat arrived and later departed. This created a problem as we knew when the mail boat was due (though it was sometimes early, sometimes late, depending on the weather) but we didn’t know how long it would take to discharge the passengers, etc. and be off again. Having to be on the dock with two small children and keeping them interested for an indeterminate time was exhausting, to say the least.
[image: image41.jpg]The manse at Harbour Island



We started off at Harbour Island, which was the chief place and residence of the District Commissioner, where the well-developed town was actually named as Dunmore Town, though I don't think I ever heard anyone refer to it by that name, the locals always referred to it as Briland. 
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The manse was a two-story stone building with a big upper rear verandah looking down towards the dock and across to Eleuthera. The front of the house had a verandah to the upper floor in which we hung a hammock that Poppa had brought back from Barbados. The house was on Main Street and it stood at the corner of the road down to the dock which was lined with imposing King palm trees. The front door of the manse was in the middle, leading to a hall with stairs to the upper floor which had three bedrooms, a bathroom and doors to the verandahs. Downstairs there was a small sitting room and study to the left and, to the right, a large living room with the kitchen built on to the back. The whole was simply but plainly furnished, was lit by electricity and had running water, though in the bathroom there remained a pump by the bath which was linked to the rainwater tank. There were about fifty white Bahamians in the population, the bulk of which were coloured people. Some folk made their living by farming and fishing or working for the white folk, who mainly controlled the shops and the boats. The tourist industry was just beginning and there were places to stay for the Americans, who mainly came to go fishing.
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The Church in Harbour Island was large and there were usually seventy or more in the congregation and from Harbour Island I visited the churches on Eleuthera, but of course I had to use a boat to get there. There was a white Bahamian who had a large dinghy with a big outboard motor and he would take me over in the early afternoon to a point at which I was met by a member with a truck to take me on to whichever church I was visiting. After the evening meeting I would be driven back to the same point, flash the truck headlights and the boat would come out to take me back home. It was very pleasant in calm weather but far from pleasant when it was rough.

After four weeks the mail boat would take us and our luggage, which now included our large mosquito-proof cot which I had made, and play-pen to Spanish Wells, which was just the other side of the most northerly part of Eleuthera. The population of Spanish Wells is entirely white Bahamian, many claiming to trace their roots back to the first settlers who came from Carolina after the defeat in the War of Independence. By tradition, the menfolk are all connected with the fishing industry in the Atlantic and among the islands. The manse is a fairly small [image: image3.jpg]The Manse at Spanish Wells
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clapboard bungalow with a water tank in the garden. It had a kitchen-diner, sitting room, bathroom, two bedrooms and a small porch but when we first entered we found the kitchen table laden with gifts of food that would last us for quite a while, for the Bahamians are ever generous. The church on Spanish Wells had been badly affected by the split that had occurred when Edwin Taylor, the black Barbadian minister, had visited causing a large section to leave and form the People's Church, but the usual two Sunday services, Sunday School and Prayer Meeting, and midweek meeting still continued. We revived the Youth fellowship which met in the manse each week with much the same activities as in Rock Sound. From Spanish Wells I visited the other churches on the mainland with the help of John B. Pinder, who operated a small boat and had a station wagon on Eleuthera. On occasions when John B. was available only to take me across to Eleuthera a lad from Bluff would meet me with a horse and I would ride along the stony footpath to Bluff, thinking perhaps of being like Wesley riding on his rounds, though unlike him I could not possibly have read a book while I rode. Indeed I found it exceedingly uncomfortable and after a few trips I preferred to just walk. 
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In both Bluff and Bogue the largest building was the church, the only church in both settlements, and we had good local leaders and good congregations. The people were poor, eking out a living as best they could from the land and the sea. The next settlement, named Current, was so named because of the fierce current that flowed through the fairly narrow gap between the Western tip of Eleuthera and the next island, Current Island, on which we also had a church. Here the people were like the folk in Tarpum Bay who said that they were white until you asked them to take their hats off. Here, folk claimed to be white and although they made their living in exactly the same way as the people in Bogue and Bluff, there was in their dress, their homes and their conversation a greater appearance of cleanliness and wealth. It was always a pleasure to visit Current. The church was smaller than those of Bluff and Bogue and the services were always worshipful. When I wanted to visit the Church in Current Island John B. would take me to Current and then one of the local men would take me on a small boat with an outboard motor across the current and manage to land me on the tip of Current Island. I would then face a walk of a couple of miles or so, along the rocky coast and stony path until I reached the village. Once there I would head for the little church and ring the bell to let everyone know of my presence, do a round of visiting, hold a service and then head back to Current to meet the boatman at the appointed time, which was always before it got dark. Sometimes such visits just didn't take place because the sea was too rough to cross the current.

Missionary Meetings took place every year but in 1958 something happened to the deputation on his way to us as you will read in the following diary extract:
Extracts From Harold Ward's Journal in 1958
Friday, 20th June

From Governor's Harbour we motored up to Gregory Town from where we went by small boat (about 10 or 11 feet long), heading for Lower Bogue. We were on our way to Spanish Wells to stay with Bill and Pat Ross and during our stay to conduct the N. Eleuthera Circuit missionary Meetings. As usual when Elma was travelling the wind was fresher and the sea choppy, but most folks agreed the wind would be behind us. The boat was not ready and the outboard motor took a bit of starting, but we were assured it was O.K .I anticipated it would be a bit rough for a short way after leaving the sheltered harbour but that it would quieten down. Unfortunately the wind seemed to increase and also it decided to shift so that instead of behind us it was almost broadside. Though getting splashed and rolling around all went well. Sandra was sick and cried a little.

 After passing Glass Windows (the narrowest point in Eleuthera where the sea can splash over from the Atlantic into the Exuma Sound when rough), and being about halfway on our journey the motor stopped and could not be restarted. We threw out the grapnel, but it did not hold, and slowly we were being driven towards the very rocky coastline. By throwing out the grapnel and pulling on it we tried to keep the boat's nose into the sea, but gradually we got nearer the rocks. It was obvious to me that we would be driven on to the rocks. Looking at the coastline we saw that there was one narrow ledge (about 6 feet in width) , the only spot where there was a chance of getting ashore. So we pulled up the grapnel. Wendell sculled towards the ledge, though I believe we were washed towards it more than anything. I prepared to jump from the boat to the ledge - it would be about 6 feet out of the water, no more than halfway up the rest of the rocky coast. The two young men with us would throw Sandra up to me. But that was not to be. As the boat got near to the cliff a wave more or less swamped the boat and the backwash from the cliff sank it. Wendell and the other lad had seen what was happening and somehow managed to go with the wave and get onto the ledge. 

Elma, sat in the boat and holding Sandra tight, went down with the boat, but she had the sense to know that she must push Sandra up, which she did and trod water. As Sandra came up out of the water, pushed by Elma, Harold managed to take her. At that exact moment his toe touched a sand bar and he was able to turn round: he yelled "Wendell!" and threw her up and Wendell took her. She looked like a drowned rat, but fortunately she was not harmed in any way, not a cut or bruise. Elma and Harold were thrown against the rocks. The next wave came and Harold helped to push Elma up so that she could get her hands on the ledge, so that with Wendell's help she could get on Terra-firma. The next wave dashed Harold on the rocks but he managed to go with the next wave and grip the edge of the ledge and Elma and Wendell helped him out. We looked like a pair of wrecks, both of us having grazes and cuts on arms, legs and feet. Elma's mouth got a bash but fortunately her teeth were not broken. Also, fortunately, no cuts were serious enough to cause excessive bleeding or to necessitate stitching. Having said that, the honeycomb rock really did make a mess of us, and the legs of my slacks were tattered and torn. My shirt was torn, Elma's blouse had one tiny hole, her skirt was torn and her pants were ripped. Our sandals stayed on, for which we were more than thankful. To have lost those would have meant we couldn't walk, for the ground was all honeycomb rock, very jagged and sharp. 

The boat itself, I believe, overturned, and it was buffeted about breaking it up to some degree. The engine went to the bottom (it was later recovered - whether anything good was made of it I don't know). Our cases went down of course. One burst open and a few things floated in. Elma's dress case being light floated. Wendell recovered it and we left it on dry land. Normally I carried money in my back pocket, but travelling in a small boat I thought it best to pack in a case. All our worldly wealth at that time was £40, over half of it which was to meet expenses during our time away was lost. One £1 note later floated in. My sermon notes were lost, which didn't really matter, but three missionary addresses that were full of facts (not easy to remember) were later recovered.

After getting out of the water we sheltered for about half an hour in a large pothole, I suppose to get over the shock and to make our mind up what to do next. Sandra shivered a bit despite the mid-day heat, but at about 12.30 we set out to go to Upper Bogue. The two lads decided to head back to Gregory Town. I guess both they and we had roughly the same distance to walk. We didn't strike inland, though we knew there might be farms inland, for we were unaware of whether there were any discernible pathways. We felt it best to keep to the coastline, knowing that eventually we would get to our destination. The going was tough and slow, not only because of me honeycomb rock but because of the many potholes and gulleys, some of them 6 feet deep, and because of the bush. I had to carry Sandra (all 31 pounds of her) all the way, and so Elma sometimes went ahead and held bushes back so that we could get through unscathed. 

We covered about 4 miles in approximately 3 hours and then reached a short stretch of beach. How good it was to put Sandra down, and she was glad to get down for a while. Soon after leaving the beach we heard someone calling - a man coming out of his farm to return to Upper Bogue had noticed our footprints in the sand and he wondered to himself, '"What is a small child doing out here?" He caught us up. He gave us sugar cane, which moistened our dry mouths. Then he carried Sandra the rest of our walk to Upper Bogue, about another 1 ½ miles. He was indeed an angel with a black skin and dirty farm clothes. We reached Upper Bogue about 4 pm, worn, weary and sunburnt. Our hats had washed away, as you would guess, so I had covered my head with a knotted handkerchief, I still got sore on top. A boy was sent from Upper to Lower Bogue on his bicycle, a distance of about 2 miles, to fetch Cyril Blatch, the senior steward of our Methodist church who had an old truck. Cyril wasn't long in coming, along with a few others, and when he saw us was terribly upset, almost overcome, for he realized how near we had been to tragedy. 

He drove us to his home in Lower Bogue, already having asked the driver of a Spanish Wells Truck (‘Junior’) to wait for us. Our Methodist folk gathered round; Cyril owned a small shop and he fitted us all out with clean clothing, Elma and myself had everything from the skin out and from head to toe. They gave us hot soup, coffee and bread. The ladies swashed Elma's arms and legs with alcohol, to kill any germs, and that made her sit up for a little while as you can imagine. I managed to get out of that somehow, with the exception of one arm. The Spanish Well's truck took us to Gene's Bay, and from there we had a ten-minute boat journey over to Spanish Wells, where we arrived at Pat and Bill Ross's about 5.45pm, much to their astonishment. They thought we had not bothered, the weather being rough, although Bill had been concerned as he knew we had left Governor's Harbour, having phoned to find out. 

The settlement nurse, Consuela Newbold, cleaned out our cuts and painted us with Mercurochrome, and gave us pheno-barbitone to help us sleep. I also plastered my head with calamine lotion. I had cuts on my throat so couldn't wear a collar for some days, also could only wear soft footwear as the top of my foot was sore and swollen. The first night Elma found a book to read, hoping it would help her get off to sleep. Her choice was hardly suitable - a book about deep sea diving by Jacques Cousteau !!! Needless to say her dreams were about the sea. Dreams or nightmares ?! Certainly she was disturbed! News soon flashed round Spanish Wells and we had plenty of visitors. Clothes and money were given to us in plenty. I ended up with more shirts, slacks and underwear than I had ever had. Some things were new, some things slightly worn but very usable. Both of us have more clothes than we set out with.   

Saturday 21st June

The men from Bogue had been to the place of the accident and redeemed what was possible. Elma and Sandra's dresses, not much of my clothing because my case had burst open. Elma's rings and watch which had been in her handbag were safe. The watch we sent to Nassau for repair - not much hope. The almost new camera and light meter were a write-off. Dorcas Kelly at Spanish Wells used to work at Fashionette, a clothing store for men in Nassau, and she knew my measurements. She contacted Lem Sawyer, the owner, and he sent up from Nassau by air a new suit, a real beauty in dark grey, wash and wear. The fact that we came through alive and well was a miracle, made up of several miracles, of which I number those that come to mind immediately:

1.    The place where it happened. The only possible spot where we could have got ashore, with a ledge over halfway down the cliffs which would stand at least 12 feet out of the water at high tide. Also in front of the ledge a sandy bottom where our toes just managed to touch at vital moments.

2.   We were not hurt more. Sandra was unscathed. Elma, usually afraid of water, unable to swim much at all, scared of getting water in her mouth - she felt as if an "angel" kept her mouth shut, or put a hand over her mouth so that she did not swallow water and become troubled at all.

3.   Elma not troubled by the strenuous walk, and Harold given the strength to carry Sandra in the heat of the day.

4.   The black "angel" who came to our aid when we felt weary.

5.   A few of our things recovered, particularly Elma's rings.

6.   We were going to Spanish Wells, a place where our needs would most certainly be met.

7 The Missionary addresses, with all the needed facts they contained, were recovered, little damaged.
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As soon as Harold had recovered sufficiently the meetings went ahead and the news of what had happened helped to increase the total raised. In Harbour Island, as in Governor's Harbour, there was a model boat that was hauled around the island as we called on all the homes for a gift. At Current I remember being astonished at twice finding twenty-five pounds wrapped up in a four-shilling note, in the collection plate. At Current Island, that very poor settlement, when I expressed surprise at some of the generosity I recall the steward's statement, “Ah well, Missionary and ice-cream always brings out the money.” I wondered at the connection and then it hit me. The only time there was any ice-cream to be had on Current Island would be when a boatman set off from Nassau carrying a great big block of ice. It would be melting all the way back but by the time he arrived there would still be sufficient left to pack round an ice-cream churn in a bucket with salt, put in the cans of condensed milk and some chopped-up fruit and get churning. About half an hour later there would be a queue of children holding cups for cream and what parent or grandparent wouldn't dig deep to find the money for such a rare treat for a child. The Service went well and now whenever I hear the hymn,' To God be the Glory, Great things He has done', my thoughts are immediately back in Current Island where we joyously sang that hymn, looking out of the window at the blueness of the sea, at the conclusion of the Missionary Meeting.

It wasn't long after the Missionary Meetings that we received the order to move to Rock Sound, to an enlarged manse, for South Eleuthera was now having two ministers with Harold Ward as superintendent at Governor's Harbour. We packed up all our belongings and sent them on the Airswift, the mail boat, while we took a sail boat to the narrowest point on Eleuthera, a little north of Glass Window. We’d had made for us from plaited palmetto leaves something like a shopping bag with two holes in one side for his legs, in which we could carry David. We did not have to walk too far along the path as we had arranged for a boat to meet us at a certain point and the boatman took us to Gregory Town where Harold met us with the truck to take us back to Governor's Harbour and we spent a few days with Elma, Sandra and Harold. The following week we were in Rock Sound to meet the Airswift when it arrived to reclaim our belongings and a brand new Morris Minor station wagon to get about in. The manse had been enlarged by extending its length about ten feet which meant that they could move the wall between the bedroom and living room making a larger living room, the addition was used to create our bedroom and another bedroom for Chris and David which was linked to the kitchen and bathroom. A garage had been built at the corner of the property with a very small study built on to the end of it. All it contained was a narrow table and chair and a bookcase under the window. For comfort I later found I could just fit in a deck-chair. 

The flooring in the manse had also been extensively repaired, all the termite-eaten boards and joists removed so there was no fear of the bed legs going through the floor again. There were a few jobs to be done, like screening the porch, which I accomplished in the succeeding months as time allowed. We also tackled the garden by having a load of topsoil delivered which was spread over our rocky area and employing someone to plant sprigs of crab grass fairly closely in it. Mr. Lee watered it while we were away at Synod so that when we got back we had a reasonable lawn for the children to play on. The water bill that quarter was rather high. The poinciana tree that we had planted early in our first term had by now grown to such a size that I was able to hang a swing from its main branch for the children to play on. I also dug holes in the rocky ground and planted hibiscus plants of various colours and oleanders round the wall.

The work in the churches carried on much as before but now with two ministers and more trucks available we were able to begin to run the circuit properly with a circuit quarterly meeting, though I think the meetings were more like half yearly. Johnnie Albury was elected as the first circuit steward. We also organised local preacher’s meetings even though for me that meant driving down to Deep Creek to pick up preachers and then driving back picking up preachers from each settlement to Savannah Sound before the meeting, and the reverse process afterwards. I suppose it was in 1959 that we had the joy of welcoming the ex-President of the Methodist Conference, Rev. Edward Rogers, to a quarterly meeting. I remember his visit because when Harold brought him and the Chairman down from the plane they found me in the tiny bathroom bathing the children in what was really the bottom of the shower. 

The upkeep of church property was a constant concern and I recall how on one occasion the termites had somehow begun to build a nest at the apex of one end of the Church in Rock Sound. The longest ladder we could get wouldn't quite reach up to it and none of the men were willing to climb up that high so muggins had to go. With two stout men to hold the ladder and attempt to catch me if I fell, I climbed up the ladder carrying a long stick. Standing near the top, hanging on to the ladder with one hand, I began to poke at the base of the earthy nest, finally penetrating it. I tried to lever it off but without success. I had however, loosened it and a wild swipe with the stick broke most of it off, but it fell on me and much of it went inside my shirt and the termite bites began to sting. I could not come down until I had knocked the remaining parts of the nest down and broken up its trail from the ground but I was really glad when that job was over.

At Synods we were conscious that our links with the MCCA (Methodist Church in the Caribbean and Americas) were growing stronger and Charles Carey from the Hope Town Circuit, a candidate for the ministry, had been accepted and was in training in Jamaica. One subject of concern was the need to arrange suitable West Indian material to be published in the form of Sunday School teaching notes, as the material published in England and America was not suitable, with their references to snow and to plants not known in the West Indies. I was appointed to go to Jamaica for two weeks where, with representatives from the other Districts, we would endeavour to work out an outline of lessons. We stayed in the UCWI (The University College of the West Indies), with David Michel as the leader and there were others present besides the district reps. When we were assembled we found that the task was bigger than we thought for we had to think in terms of a three year course and for more than one age group. We split up into small groups and worked hard, but we had to leave the job to be completed by others as we didn't know enough about West Indians who might be good role models and we simply ran out of time. Unfortunately I have never seen a copy of what was ultimately produced.

There were the usual numbers of weddings and funerals, we were particularly glad at the marriage of Cora and Henry Sands, one of our preachers at Savannah Sound. The CDC had finished operating in the Bahamas and the property was all sold. An American stock dealer bought the property north of Rock Sound with the result that good beef was now obtainable. We couldn't afford to buy the beef, but were glad to buy the offal which went quite cheaply. Soon I became quite good at pressing the tongues that Pat cooked. The CDC property south of Rock Sound, that is the area which they scarified to grow tomatoes, together with its adjacent beach was sold to another American who turned it into a golf course with clubhouse and built bungalows along the beach front, which he in turn sold to other wealthy Americans. All this development, together with more hotel development on the island, brought employment to many. The airstrip which had been built for the coming of Princess Margaret was proving to be too small and plans were made for its enlargement.

We had a family holiday in Harbour Island which was very enjoyable. I cannot remember who arranged it but we stayed in one of the bungalows on the north beach. Chris and David thoroughly enjoyed their time digging in the beach and going into the sea. It was on this holiday that Captain Harold took Pat and I out fishing in his yacht. I think Miss Phoebe, his wife, looked after the children. We were trolling lines and Pat got a catch which we hoped was a tuna. She fought to bring it alongside but finally Capt. Harold had to take over and it proved to be a small shark which we nevertheless brought on board, for the Brilanders are known as the shark eaters. When I had been minister in Harbour Island Capt. Harold had sometimes brought us a few pounds of tuna from his catch.

In the autumn of 1959 the operator from the wireless station came to deliver a telegram from my father informing me that my mother had died. It was a complete shock because there had been no news of ill-health and I had received a letter from her a few days previously. I went to the station to try to talk to Dad but it was impossible to get through so I arranged to make a call for ten the next morning. This time I got through and learned that Mum had been suffering from high blood-pressure and on the night of the general election, after going to bed, Mum had a massive heart-attack from which she did not recover. It was an emotional conversation for us both and I was conscious that everybody in the community could be listening in. It felt terrible not to be able to be present at the funeral but I just had to accept it. However, before Christmas, Dad came out for a visit of nearly six months. It was good to see him and he was glad to see us in our island home. During his stay he spent many days out fishing with Mr. Johnnie and he visited the States. Pat was again pregnant, we hadn't stopped hoping for a daughter, but this time, on May 18th 1960, Stephen Paul arrived. This time the babe had arrived on time and our planned holiday stay in Nassau in the empty Ebeneezer manse was sufficient for our needs. Dad remained with us until after Paul's baptism, which Harold conducted at Rock Sound, Cynthia Sands being his godmother.
Farewell to the Bahamas

After Dad went home via New York, life went on as normal for a while but when Harold went on furlough we moved up to Governor's Harbour, my place in Rock Sound being filled by Don Urwin.  Then began the slow business of packing up all our belongings in packing cases and sending them off on the Airswift, followed by the painful round of farewell services when we were so conscious that we might never again see these places and these people that we had come to love so much. In every place we sang with feeling, ‘Till we meet again, till we meet again, at Jesu's feet.’ After looking sorrowfully down on the island and the pale blue-green sea from the plane we arrived in Nassau with time to say a goodbye to our friends there before we boarded the plane to take us on the long flight to England. We occupied only four seats Paul being too small to be allocated one, so we had to carry him all the way. Arriving at Heathrow, we made our way back to Liverpool as quickly as possible. The Mission House arranged accommodation for us in the flats at Selly Oak, Birmingham, but we soon found that unsatisfactory. Our meals were provided coming up to us on a lift from the kitchen but they were not the sort of meals that the children were used to so we were relocated in a bungalow, by the beach of the Bristol Channel at Brean, which belonged to a missionary working in West Africa. Chris and David went to school and we all enjoyed the proximity to the beach. While there Pat was delivered of our fourth son, John Michael, two days after her birthday. This time the babe, expected near the end of May, was late in coming and Pat had to be transferred from the local hospital to Weston-super-Mare for the delivery because of the difficulty with a baby weighing more than nine pounds.

Because of the time we had spent overseas away from our family the Liverpool South East Circuit application for us to be stationed there had been granted, so for September 1st we moved to Greenfield Road, and I was charged with responsibility for Stoneycroft, Huyton Quarry and Aigburth Street. The manse, next door to the church, was a large house with a basement and we were very comfortable there. It was good to be able to see family and old friends again, Nana and Poppa being our most frequent visitors. Unfortunately Aigburth Street had to close because a high-rise flats building was to be erected and the council had a compulsory purchase order placed on the building. 

I enjoyed my work, Chris and David joined the Boys' Brigade, they took part in the nativity plays, we had a strong youth group, started a successful men's supper club and a crèche in the manse, but we missed the Bahamas and after three years we applied to go back to the West Indies to Jamaica, and the Jamaica Synod stationed me. I cannot remember feeling depressed in any way, but in the midst of our packing I suddenly became convinced that I couldn't carry on. I went to the super, Foster Elves, who had the wisdom to see that there was a psychological problem and he sent me to see a psychiatrist friend. The upshot of all this was that I was admitted as a voluntary patient to the local mental hospital with a breakdown. In August, prior to my going into hospital, we moved, under MMS guidance, into a semi very near to the Tranmere Rover's grounds in Birkenhead and this was the family home for a year. During my time in hospital I had a course of ECT, thankfully now with a tranquillizer drug given before but still having the same effect on memory. Pat had a terrible time, not only was she worried for me, but in order to visit me she had to arrange for her parents to come over and baby-sit while she made the difficult journey to the hospital. Eventually I was allowed home and deemed fit to work and in September 1966 we moved to Maryport where we stayed for six years. Throughout this time I suffered a series of depressive attacks and had more ECT as an outpatient (I had more than sixty doses of ECT in total). I was all the time worried about how we could manage financially as a family if I could no longer work and when I sank into depression I lost my faith in God, though that returned when the spirits lifted a bit and I knew I believed that Jesus had risen from the dead.

 Being in the north we were nearer to Roy, Evelyn, Richard and Barbara and we were strengthened by meeting and going on holidays with them, but these depressive attacks seemed to happen so suddenly, at the drop of a hat, or so it seemed to me. We enjoyed living in Maryport, we had a good Super, and I had charge of six churches. We enjoyed walking along the prom and living in Christian Street. Chris went to Cockermouth Grammar School but the others to local schools. In two villages I managed two sets of amalgamations of churches. There might have been a third but at a meeting we had about it someone mixed soap powder with the sugar so that when we got our tea it tasted foul and this set the meeting off to a bad start. We made many friends and are still in contact with some.

In 1972 we moved to Hetton-le-Hole, halfway between Sunderland and Durham. The Manse was a large double-fronted house, cold and not particularly well furnished. Fortunately, in our time there, Conference made the decision that ministers should own their own furniture and besides taking over what was already provided we were given a small grant to be able to improve things. The windows also had to be replaced but storage heaters were installed so it was not so cold. The Super retired and conference decided that he wasn't to be replaced so I became Super with no colleague. Hetton was a coal-mining community with only two churches, the Anglican and the Methodist, the latter being a very big structure, built by the miners a century earlier with their children still making up the congregation.  Most deaths in the community led to funerals in the Methodist Church so I had plenty of practice. One old widow said to me, “I do hope I die while you're here, you take a lovely funeral”, but she outlived my stay. We started a youth fellowship in the manse on Sunday nights that went well and we had many special Services. There was a Mens' Bible Fellowship in which I developed real friendships with some of the men, A particular friendship was with the senior steward and, after his wife died, we went together on a holiday in Iona, sleeping in his Austin 1100. The boys were growing, Chris was already at Newcastle University studying Physics and during this time David started at Southampton University studying Maths and Education and Paul and John began at the secondary school. Near the end of our stay I remember one evening noticing a group of male strangers in the service who turned out to be from Heaton Methodist Church in Newcastle who had come to hear me preach. Later I received and accepted an invitation to move there in 1978.

The manse in Heaton was a modem semi which, now that we were a smaller family with Chris and Dave away, nicely housed us. It was in a pleasant suburban area and we had good neighbours so were very happy. I was no longer the Superintendent, which under the rules at that time meant a loss of £20 a year but as Heaton paid £20 above the minimum we were no worse off financially. I had charge of two churches, Shieldfield, an inner city church, and Heaton which was about a mile from the manse. There was a flourishing Girls’ Brigade company and a lively Young Wives' group. Shieldfield, set among high rise flats, had a good week-night meeting and an excellent luncheon club. I had been having trouble with my teeth, indeed I've had trouble with them from a very early age. While in Governor's Harbour a Canadian dentist, who holidayed there for a few years, had made me a new upper plate and did some very effective gold bridge work on the lower teeth, but now I needed new upper and lower dentures. They had great difficulty in getting a lower plate to fit because of the jagged nature of the front of my jawbone, so they decided on a small operation to make it more even. I went to the Dental hospital where they slit open the front gum and applied a sander to the jawbone. It was a bit nerve wracking but effective. 

Arnside

We made many good friends in both churches some of which still write, but after six years we again felt we should move and requested that this time it should be to a semi-rural area. In 1982, out of the blue, I got a phone call asking me if I was interested in coming to Amside, a place of which I had never heard, and I agreed to come over to meet with them. We came, viewed the manse, the churches of which I would have charge and met some of the people. Impressions seemed to be favourable on both sides for soon we received an invitation from the Kendal Circuit and in August 1984 we moved. At this time Paul was at Teeside Polytechnic and John was at a teacher training college in Ambleside. After two years in Ambleside, John decided that he didn't want to go from school to training college and then back to school as a teacher without a break so he applied for a year to travel. This was granted and he set off for Japan because he had heard that he would be able to earn enough to live on by teaching English to students. He had a very enjoyable year and returning he told us that he had become friends with a Japanese art teacher called Kyoko, who later came to stay with us. John went to London with her to see her off when she was going back and rang us from London to say that they had become engaged to be married. It came as quite a shock as he was only twenty-one. The next summer John went back to Japan and they got married before they returned to Ambleside to resume his studies.

What a pleasure it was to come to Amside, to the commodious detached manse next to the church which is set on a hill with what must be the best view from the church steps in England. The manse had a huge garden, needing much attention with a couple of apple trees and an old damson tree in it which we found produced lovely sweet damsons. It took most of our spare time for many weeks trying to make something of the garden. The church had a good attendance and a lively Wednesday Fellowship where I took the devotional session at the beginning of each month. There was the remnants of a choir and a poorly attended women’s meeting. The Sunday School was very small and was run in conjunction with the Anglicans which at the time had a low church vicar. Pat started a crèche in the manse. Unfortunately when the vicar retired he was replaced by a high-church man who demanded his own Sunday school, which so depleted our numbers that it never recovered. Amside is an elderly community, we had only two members who had been born in Arnside, most were people of North Lancs origin who on retirement had chosen to live in this estuary village where they had often come on days out in former years. The fact that we were the only non-conformist church in the village meant that our congregation contained many who are from other church backgrounds. In a sense this was also the life-blood of the church, for as members died they were replaced by fresh non-conformist in-comers. In the devotionals on Wednesday night I usually took topic in series like Prophets, other religion, etc. and in preaching, mindful that many received no other instruction, I attempted to apply a teaching and evangelical role. In the village, in what had once been the dormitory of an old school, the Methodist Church had created a number of flats which were occupied by a few retired ministers who also formed part of the congregation.

The other churches in my charge were Storth, the next village, where the small community meet in what had once been a Quaker Meeting place, and Milnthorpe which we were surprised to learn had once been the only port north of Liverpool with a thriving north Atlantic trade with America. The church, however, was in the doldrums and was mainly led by the widow of a minister. The church in Levens was also small and mainly led by one couple, but fortunately there we were joined by a local preacher retiring from London and he helped transform the place. Old friends are useful, for when we needed to repair quite a lot of the small panes of glass in the leaded light windows, I was able to call on the expertise of Jim Lambert who came up from Bradford to do the repairs. My fifth church was at Holme, a village beyond Milnthorpe, a small church led by two farming families where every year I had trouble balancing the books. There was never any money missing, there was always too much cash and no way of explaining it. As minister I got used to cooking the books. There were three of us in the Kendal Circuit and we all preached in each others churches, so Sunday was always a busy day, often with three services. During the week I was busy every day with preparation in the morning, visiting in the afternoons and meetings at night. The only free time was Saturdays and after spending the day in the garden we were glad to go to the home of Lew and Olwen Jefferies, two of our members who had befriended us, to play canasta. Lew was the senior steward when we arrived and Olwen a retired school-teacher of amazing energy. During our time in Arnside we were able to share in the reception that John and Kyoko had for their Ambleside friends after their wedding and see them from time to time. When his training was finished they worked in London for the statutary time, Julian was born and they returned to Tokyo to teach in a English-speaking school there. We went on a holiday to Torremolinos in Spain and while there we were able to meet Chris who was teaching in that area. This was shortly before he went to Buenos Aires to teach.

I enjoyed being in Arnside, sometimes as I drove around the country or looked across the water I used to feel amazed that I was paid to be there, but there was still the problem of my mental health. All the time we had been in Hetton and Heaton I had been seeing a psychiatrist with whom I had a very good relationship. I still suffered from these bouts of depression but there had been no need of more ECT. Now I was in Cumbria and NHS rulings meant that I had to see a psychiatrist in Kendal whose whole approach was very medicinal which didn't seem to help. I was getting more attacks and having to take time off for sickness and I began to realise that I couldn’t complete the six years service I had planned and retire at 65, but would have to retire, as I could, after forty years service. We had always thought of going back to Maryport to retire but we loved the life of Amside and now we wanted to retire here, but that seemed impossible for we hadn’t the money to purchase a house in Amside, we would have to be dependant on the Methodist Ministers Housing Society. 

I had some dealings with the society when it had been decided to close the retirement homes in Amside and we had to find homes for the various residents. I knew that they only allowed about £50,000 to buy a home and that was far below Arnside prices. I was out visiting and I called on Mrs. Anderson, a life-long Methodist who had been a member of the district manse committee and also a widow for whom I had conducted the funeral of her husband about nine months earlier. In conversation the subject of my retirement came up and the question ot where we would live. I told her of the problem and she replied, “Well, how would you like to live here?” and continued, telling me that she was going into a retirement home in Grange. When I told her about the housing society, she told me that her children were well provided for and she would let the housing society have the bungalow for whatever they would give her. You cannot imagine with what joy I shared this news with Pat. At that time a minister had to apply for permission if he wanted to live in the circuit in which he had served as this might make things difficult for whoever followed him so I duly applied and as Derek Thorpe, my successor, was agreeable, permission was granted. I had another depressive attack that meant I was off work sick until after I retired, but the church gave me a farewell cheque with which I subsequently bought a lathe and went on a training course so that I could take up wood-turning as a hobby.

In retirement we worshipped elsewhere for six months in order to let Derek get settled and establish his ministry, then we returned to worshipping in Arnside, taking our place as ordinary members. I more or less gave up preaching, though I continued to help out from time to time and have always been ready to serve in any capacity that the church wanted. Outside the church I joined the Amblers, of which Pat was already a member and Tuesday walks, rain or shine, became part of the routine. I started wood turning and joined the Cumbrian Wood Turning Association, realising that this was the first organisation I had joined in which you didn't need to be a Christian to enrol. I found this refreshing as I met many men who were good mates, who respected one another, gave unstinting help and in time I got used to writing a Christmas message for the newsletter.

We began to take our holidays abroad, going to Austria and the Italian Lakes, but first we went out to Japan to stay with John and Kyoko and their family. Paul and David had settled in London, both working with computers. We think that it was in a plane where the air is recycled that Pat picked up a bug and she suffered with shingles inside the ear and later a re-occurrence of the shingles with which she was hospitalized, suffering great pain. Though she recovered it had done lasting damage to her nerves. My health continued to be problematic, I had tummy problems with ulcers and an aneurysm on the aorta which had to be dealt with, in addition to the still occurring bouts of depression. In one of these I got so low that I could think only of myself, life seemed pointless, with no faith in God, and I believed Pat would be alright with her many friends so I decided on suicide by taking an overdose. Pat came in and found me unconscious, a tremendous shock. I was hospitalized, brought round, admitted to the psychiatric ward and finally, when I had regained my stability, allowed home. Back to my normal self I knew what a ternble thing I had done, the depth of Pat's love, that the support of good friends cannot replace a partner and I swore to her that I would not do that again. Strangely, since then though I have felt down at times, I have not had a serious depressive attack, though 1 keep on taking the anti-depressant pills twice a day.

A Missionary’s Epilogue

The family are all settled now. Chris went out to Buenos Aires to teach and met Dagi, a member of the German Embassy staff, who he married and they agreed that they would move wherever she was posted and that Chris would hope to fmd work there. Subsequently they have lived in Indonesia, South China, and are now in Berlin with Caria their daughter. Dave, having given up any idea of teaching, entered the computer world, became attached to Miriam, a Londoner, and after living together for 18 years they finally married. Paul, having left Middlesborough after a motorbike accident, began a computer course, became involved in computer maintenance and married Karen who comes from Gosforth. They and their three children lived in London but now reside in Princes Risborough. John and family have returned to England so that their children would be able to attend English universities and they now reside in Lancaster, nice and close to us. 

Now, after twenty years of retirement, we are both feeling the effects of age and are looking forward to celebrating sixty years of marriage, thankful for all that God has provided. I now do little wood-turning and am now more often to be found in front of the computer, but I still do lots of reading and thinking. I have read many books including those by Karen Armstrong, delved into ancient history and had time to think deeply about other faiths. As a result I no longer want to be a missionary for I now realise that in all places mankind has been seeking to make sense of the ultimate questions of life. This search has led some, the theists, to conclude that there is a creator, God, and some to believe that everything happens by chance, the atheists. In different parts of the world the theists have followed different thinkers and different faiths have evolved, but somehow, despite the violence that is present in all religious history, they all seem to end up with the urge to love one another and our neighbours as ourselves. Whatever faith we adhere to is mainly an accident of birth, the culture of the land of our birth and where we grew up. Being born in the West, I was raised as a Christian and all my experiences have been as a Christian, but now I am one who has many doubts about some of the teaching of the church. 

Belief in the Bible is a central plank in the teaching of the church but I do not believe that every word is inspired by God. Like most liberals I believe that documents of scripture must be open to all scientific study as to origin, authorship, the age in which it was written, the intention of the writer, etc. Thus I find it difficult to accept the idea of Jesus being present at creation, or indeed to accept the story of the creation of the world in seven days, though I can readily accept that story as a myth teaching a truth concocted by some early storyteller. I find the teaching about the Godhead as a trinity of three persons difficult to accept. This teaching wasn't formulated until the middle of the fourth century when the nature of the Godhead was hotly debated and the then Roman emperor called upon the whole church to make a decision on the matter. It later led to the banning and destruction of all documents that supported those who held contrary views. To me, God is eternal, unchanging, and indescribable; his Spirit is the agent through whom he expresses himself to mankind, ever active, long before Pentecost, though that seems to have been a time of special activity, and still active. 

I cannot think of Jesus as the only son of God through whom he created the world. I think of Jesus not as a person with two natures, human and divine, but as an inspired human prophet, perhaps something more, so that in him and his teaching we have as complete a picture of the mind of God as the human mind can absorb. (I think of the birth narratives in Matthew and Luke as myths teaching truths.) Jesus taught mainly through stories; the most revealing are the story of the two sons, often called the story of the prodigal son, which shows the attitude of the father as the attitude of God towards us, and the story of the Good Samaritan in which the enemy of the Jews is shown helping an injured Jew who had been attacked on the road as an example of how we should love and help others, even traditional enemies. The writers of the Gospels show Jesus as a miraculous healer and teacher drawing great crowds to follow him but at the same time creating opposition from the established religious leaders which would eventually lead to his death on the cross. Because the prayerful, loving Jesus would not change the message that he believed was God's will for him to deliver - the need for all to repent and believe the good news of the Kingdom of God - he went willingly to the cross believing that it was not the end. His resurrection marks the beginning of the Christian religion. (I recognise that another way of looking at the life of Jesus is to believe that God himself came down in human form as Jesus, though some would say that is not possible.) I believe in the resurrection and the Ascension, or I believe that at some point after the resurrection Jesus was taken into heaven to sit at the right hand of God where he ever lives to intercede for us. Sometimes I pray as Jesus did, directly to God, praising, thanking, interceding, at other times I intercede in the name of Jesus. At first the Christians were a sect among the Jews, but after Paul and the admission of the Gentiles to the faith, the establishment of a church and the building up of structures within the church became necessary and in a sense this is where all the trouble begins, the defining of what we believe and who is a believer and who is not, rather than just living a life in the way of Jesus. This sort of problem exists in every organisation. Finally, Paul wrote that three things are eternal; faith, hope and love and the greatest is love. I believe that love is eternal and so believe in life after death and I look forward to the future, to knowing as I also am known.
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