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PREFACE

Metropolitan Paulos Mar Gregorios began writing his “Spiritual
Autobiography” onApril 18, 1993 while staying at Oxford. He
travelled from Oxford to Cologne on May 29 in order to attend the
Symposium on the Foundations of Theoretical Physics at the Institute
of High Energy Physics at the University of Cologne. He was carrying
the unfinished story of his life in his laptop compuiéhen the flight
arrived at the Cologne airport they had to take him out on a wheel
chair He had a stroke in midair and his left side was paralysed. His
story remained unfinisheiet he continued the dauntless struggle
with his life overshadowed by a debilitating leukemia until he finished
his earthly combat on November 24,1996.

We are now publishing posthumously the unfinished autobiography
of Metropolitan Gregorios together with some of his other writings
that fit into his autobiographical reflections revealing new dimensions
of his spiritual, theological and philosophical visidfe are reproducing
here the total plan of the book as he conceived it. That means that
some chapters have only the titles. The text in several places contain
self-instructions for elabo-ration, insertions or further referenes.
felt it was important to publish them as they appeared in the original
text since the titles and notes clearly indicate the areas of his life
which he considered significant for retracing his spiritual and
intellectual pilgrimage.

Mar Gregorios wrote the autobiography directly on his computer
The electronic gadget in its ever-improving versions had been his
indispensable companion since the mid-80s. He really enjoyed working
with it and made the computer a real play-mate. Even after he was
partially paralysed he did not seek the help of a secrétatryworked
with amazing agility using one hand, organizing meetings and doing
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correspondence with the aid of his Notebook computer and a phone-
fax machine on his desk. The furious pace of his work was only
slowed down by the later stages of his illness. He, howdigenot
resume the writing of his autobiography apart from a short “journal”
typed in from his sickbed in the hospital in Germathg had wanted

to refer to various documents in order to write substantially about his
years with theWorld Council of Churches and his extensive
involvement in other world organizations and movements. He put
aside the writing of his story with the hope of doing it later at
Kottayam. But he was never able to complete it.

Itis perhaps symbolic that his autobiography remained unfinished.
Mar Gregorios had a restless mind. His adventurous intellect constantly
went out in search of the new in all fields of human knowledgjia
his remarkable ability to synthesize the insights from various disciplines
into a meaningful whole he sought to interpret afresh the reality of
God, world and humanityHe had a deep sense of incompleteness in
him that yearned for completion. Hence his “quest”, as he once wrote
to the renowned philosopher Martin Heidegd#ar uncovering (or
unveiling myself to) the ground of all existence.” His intellectual daring
arose from his relentless search for a fuller and clearer picture of
reality.

The life of Mar Gregorios was shaped by an intense sense of
intense suffering and struggle. The experiences of his adolescence
and early youth, as narrated by him in these pages, were decisive for
his spiritual and intellectual development. The chapter on ‘Suffering
- Key to the Mystery’ poignantly unveils the perceptions of a
prodigiously intelligent and spiritually sensitive boy destined to struggle
alone in an unkind world. This chapter and the following one on his
Ethiopian experience provide clues to his sometimes miserably
misunderstood mature personality

We want to acknowledge our debt of gratitude to several friends
and well-wishers who helped us in publishing this book. Mr Cherian
Eapen (Lo#Angeles \ Moscow) a longtime friend of Mar Gregorios
contributed substantially to this publication technically and financially
Mr Binoy Jacob (Kanam, Kerala), computer consultant to
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Metropolitan Gregorios, helped to sort out the electronic muddle from
diskettes kept in Delhi. Mr K.Yhomas (Dubai) generouslyfefed
assistance for the work of Mar Gregorios Foundakidgmremember
with gratitude H.GJob Mar Philoxenog\cting Metropolitan of Delhi,

the Delhi Diocesan Council, the members of the Faculty of the
OrthodoxTheological Seminaryottayam and the members of the
Executive Committee of the Paulos Mar Gregorios Foundation for
their commitment to the publication of this book and the proposed
series.

Fr. K. M.George

Kottayam
November 24, 1997
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CHAPTER 1

CREDENTIALS
APOLOGY FORA
PERSONAL CONFESSION

This is my storyl wish | could tell it as it really happened to me,
in me, and around me. That would take a better memory than | have.
It calls for much more: for example, a nobler soul unafraid of exposing
itself; a more secure personality structure, which can look at itself
with more honesty; freedom from the need to brag and boast; better
capacity to give credit where it is due and to acknowledgesone’
myriad debts to others; in speaking of achievements and failures,
less selectivity in favor of the former; perhaps more willingness to
perceive one& own ordinariness.

Even if my memory were prodigiously accurate, | know | would
simply not be capable of separating interpretation from fact when it
comes to telling my own starBesides, | simply lack the guts to
reveal the whole story even as | remember it. There is so much in
my story of which | am, or at least ought to be, profoundly ashamed.
Some things in my life | so loathe the memory of, that | would lack
even the strength to dig them out of the sub-conscious and unconscious
chambers of the memory and face them myself. Revealing other
things about myself may do damage to others.

It seems inevitable therefore that whatsoever | write, the sub-
conscious desire to create an impression would distort my testimony
| like applause, and like most others, experience pain at rebuke. |
have not attained to that level of spiritual development where praise
and blame would equally bouncd ofy skin like water dfa ducks
back.An adverse judgment by others still depressesAngood
review in turn pleases me no end.

In principle | know that this is not as it should be. My self-esteem
should not, in theorype dependent on other peoplgidgment of me.
| should value myself and love myself for the simple reason that,
despite all my failures, faults and foibles, God loves me. | know that
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in theory But to practice that equanimity fully | must grow deeper
roots in to that love of God. The greater my sense of security in being
enfolded in God caring and dependable love, the higher would be
my capacity to be unaffected by accolade or allegation, reproof or
approbation. That sense of security measures up in me at present as
fair, but by no means as full or near perfect.

What then is the purpose of this strange “spiritual autobiography”
of mine? Why should anyone read it? Why should | write it?

First, one should mention a somewhat selfish reason. | want to
see for myself what | have learned from life, even if | am as yet
unable to practice most of what | approve. It is almost seventyone
years since | came to this life as a new-born babgre should be
some things | have learned through these years of a rather full life,
insights which may even benefit others if | share them. Those who
know me through my public image may be disappointed in some
cases with what they read here. That is perhaps as it should be.
False images do not deserve to be perpetuated. But | want to see for
myself what | can say about what | have learned from life. Saying it
would in itself be an act of learning for me. On the other hand, what
I have lived through constitute part of my credentials for saying what
| am saying here. Elsewhere | try to give an account in bare outline
of my not too pedestrian life.

Second, | want to give thanks to God for what He has done for
me and for others. | want to laud and praise Him in the congregation
of humanity Very few human beings may actually hear my hymn of
praise and thanksgiving. | want to acknowledge freely that whatever
there has been of good in me and in my words and acts, has come
entirely from Him, for He is the source of all good, and | recognize
Him as such.

| suspect that some of my readers may not like such theistic
languageTo some any God-language, besides being philosophically
questionable, sounds too pious or / and pretentious, and therefore
unauthentic.

| would generally agree with them on both counts. | do not know
of any logically consistent or conceptually faultless philosophical theism
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in the history of human relign and philosophyt am one who stérs
unbearably from the philosophical naivete of most of my Christian
theological colleagues. | know especially that within the world of
modern critical rationalityGod-language is philosophically problematic.

| am also aware of the fact that never before in human history did
God-talk sound so inauthentic and ring so falge have had, in our
funny modern secular civilisation where God is fundamentally and
methodologically eliminated from all that we regard as important -
from our science-technologfrom our literature, from our art and
music, from our civic polityfrom our social sciences, from our
educational system and from our healing arts/sciences - precisely in
that secular culture, we have had, an incredible surfeit of God-talk,
as if we were frantically trying to convince ourselves that we had not
so eliminated God from our life.

| could probably say much the same things without mentioning
God. But an inner compulsion pushes me to violate the taboo against
mentioning God in academic or respectable discourse. | do not want
to take Gods name in vain, nor do | wish to misuse it for gaining
political mileage. But | do not want to be intimidated eittgrthat
arrogant secular culture which seeks to impose on me the dogma
that the human being is either self-existent or the result of an accident
in natural evolution, and therefore owes nothing whatsoever to God.
That dogma certainly has no evidence to support it. The evidence |
have seen convinces me that LaPlace was talking like a very
presumptuous adolescent when he claimed that science had no need
of a God-hypothesis. | do not want to impose my God-concept on
others, but then neither can | desist from praising the Source, Ground
and Guide of all existence, just because science has been able to
provide no incontrovertible evidence for Gedb-ness.

My third reason is also quite compelling, at least for myself. |
have three or four books in my head, I think. But | do not think | have
enough time left in my advanced life to complete those in any
satisfactory wayl want to use this work also as an occasion for me
to review some of the ideas and ideologies that | have come across
in my long life in four continents and amidst many cultures. Several
people have actually asketk to write the story of my life. So, with
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the readers’ leave, | will use my life-story as a framework for touching
upon the many ideas that crowd my limited mind in the late evening
of my life.

If | am not boring my readgpermit me to give the shell of my life
in a few paragraphs. The over-all framework of my life will perhaps
help the reader to put individual episodes in perspective. My life has
been quite global, inter-continental as well as cross-cultural.

II. ABRIEF SKETCH OF MY LIFE

I have lived inAfrica (mostly in Ethiopia, two stints in 1947-50
and 1956-59, but have also visited a dozen other countries in that
continent) for some six years or more. | spent some seven years in
theAmerican continent (two fairly long stints in 1950-54 and 1959-
60 and scores of extended visits to the USA; also visited Canada,
Mexico, Brazil Argentina, Chile, Peru, Cuba, Jamaica and other Latin
American and Carribean countries). | have also lived in Europe
(mostly in Switzerland in 1962-67, England in 1960-61 and Germany
in 1972, but also visiting several times nearly all the other countries of
Eastern andVestern Europe) for another seven or eight years. |
visited the Soviet Union at least 45 times between 1962 and 1992.

The rest of my life | have spent ksia, the first twentyfive
exclusively in India. | have visited China, Japan, Korea, Mongolia,
the Soviet Far East, Thailand, Philippines, Indonesia, Burma, Sri Lanka
and so on, some of them several times; also visited most countries in
WestAsia. | have not misseflustralia and New Zealand eithatl
that gives me some knowledge of humanity and its many-hued culture.

LANGUAGES

| have read a lot and listened to a lot more. Languages help both
to read and to listen to a wider variety of people. | cannot say that |
have mastered any language. | seem to have a fair degree of control
in using English (not my mother-tongue, but the language in which |
happen to be most fluent). | must disclaim any capacity for genuine
literary writing, though | admire and often envy such capacity in others.
This despite the fact that | have written and published some 15 books
in English.
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| can still use Malayalam, my mother-tongue (a South Indian
language of the so-called Dravidian famidyderivative offamil,
spoken in Kerala) with some faciljityhough it has now become rusty
with disuse. | can still do literary or journalistic writing as well as give
public addresses in that language, as | often have to.

| was once (fortythree years ago) rather proficierAnmharic,
the official Ethiopian language then, since | had to teach it (after
learning it for about 18 months) at the 12th Grade lev&hibaric-
speaking Ethiopian students. | have not had occasion to use it very
much these past thirty-four years or so since | left the Ethiopian Civil
Service in 1959. It is also quite rus@nce | wrote a grammar of
Ambharic for my own teaching purposes.

That adds up to one Euro-American languageAsian language,
and oneAfrican language. Some help in understanding diverse
cultures.

Of course | have dabbled in a dozen or more other languages, but
| cannot say that | know those languages. French | can read and
understand, but can hardly write in it, and can speak with difficulty
only. The same is true of German also, though my vocabulary is
more limited than in French. | have a smattering of two other Indian
languages - Hindi arithmil. | have some reading knowledge of Biblical
orKoineGreek, and have struggled also with Classical Greek, Patristic
Greek, and even modemémotik) Greek. | have some rudimentary
knowledge of Sanskrit, the classical Indian language, as also of Latin,
Europes classical language. Spanish, Italian and Portuguese | can
read with dificulty. Other languages like Russian akgbic and
Ge’ez(the classical language of Ethiopia) | have wrestled with, but
the results have been conspicuously pimofiact nonevident.

I have acquired a limited reading knowledge of a few other Semitic
languages, like Biblical Hebrevaramaic and SyriacThese have
also given some insights into aspects of Semitic culture. Perhaps |
may mention one other language | learned in six weeks at Oklahoma
University in the summer of 1950, and forgot in just as many weeks
- Kayawa, the unwritten language of a small Nafiweerican tribe
in Oklahoma. I still remember the kind lady from that tribe who was
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“informant” for my self-study of the language - Mrs. Helen
Spottedhorse.

Well, that is all. I do not know how many languages all that totes
up to. I wish I had the ability of my friend and benefadbor Eugene
Nida of theAmerican Bible Society who once told me he had analyzed
the structure of a 120 or more languages!

I must confess that even my limited knowledge of languages (less
than 1% of the more than 2000 tongues of the world) has been a
considerable help in breaking through to other cultures and to
mentalities of peoples. | have noted that in my sojourns abroad, the
intensity of my immersion in other cultures has been proportional to
the distance | have managed to maintain from the Indian community
in that area. This has sometimes meant being looked upon as a snob
by ones own fellow countrymen in such areas, for one gets to spend
so little time with them in their many frivolous and amusing pursuits
and in their fairly uninhibited and free exchange of gossip and slander

MANY JOBS

Yes, | seem to have seen and heard mAwsbther advantage |
had was perhaps the many different jobs | have held, only partly by
personal choice. Let me recall here some of the main ones.

| finished my secondary education, all of it at the Government
Boy’s High School in my hometowiiripunithura, near Cochin in
Central Kerala, in March 1937, when | was not yet 15 years old. |
think | was born on the 9th #fugust 1922. | am not quite sufiéhe
records say the 25th of Karkatakam in 1097 Malayalam Era, if |
remember right. | must check that up some time. The secondary
school final examination was in March 1937, | rememltzame out
with some distinction in the state-wide (it was the State of Cochin,
ruled by a maharaja in those days) secondary school examination -
first class, 6th rank in the state, first in the school, if my memory does
not deceive me. That was not so bad, considering the circumstances
in which | had to write that examination. On that later

| even managed to secure a state merit scholarship (Rs. 4.50 a
month for four years), sufficient for paying my College tuition fees at
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the Madras UniversityBut then the nearestfdiited College was 6
miles away the Maharajals’ College, Ernakulam. | would need
another Rs. 5.00 (little more than one U S dollar in those days) per
month for bus fare and lunch. My fatharho as a primary school
teacherearned Rs. 28.00 per month, on which he had to bring up a
family of a wife and five sons, simply told me that he could not afford
that amount.

So | had to start working before | was quite fifteen, not so much
to earn a living as just to keep out of trouble by keeping myself
occupied. None of my uncles or other relatives would help me with
that five rupees a month, which | needed to go for a college education.
| worked for thirteen long years before | earned enough to go to
college at the age of 28, and that too in the USA.

| worked as a teen-ager journalist, covering important events for
our Roman Catholic dailialabar Mail, and as a freelance writer
in English for the weekly and monthly press in India, already at the
age of 16. | also got elected as Secretary of the local Public Library
and Reading Room in my hometowipunithura.Then | got a job
as a clerk in a transportation and shipping firm in Cookiter a
couple of years at that | entered a competitive examination and joined
the clerical cadre of the Indian Posts dietegraphs department. |
served in several little towns in the Princely states of Cochin and
Travancore as telegraphist and as Postmdstally | was elected
asAssociate Secretary fairavancore-Cochin of thall India Posts
andTelegraphs Union, and even helpegastize a major nation-wide
strike against the British Raj, in those pre-independence days of India.

From 1947 to 1950 | served as a teacher in the Government
schools in Ethiopia, teaching all the way from primary to secondary
and also at College level. The story of how | got to Ethiopia in the
first place will have to be told latdress than three years in Ethiopia
taught me a great deal and the years were eventfilled, turbulent and
productive. | had more than a fair share of opposition and adulation.
That too is a long stoyyand will have to wait.

In 1950 | left Ethiopia, for | needed to get some more formal
education before getting too old. | was already 28 and had not been
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to College. On my way to joining Goshen College in the USA, |
visited the Middle East and Europe as a tourist. So many new doors
were thus opened to new cultures. For four yeadsriarica (1950-

54) | worked hard as a student and secured both my BA degree from
Goshen College, and also earned a Bachelor of Divinity (later changed
to Master of Divinity) degree from Princetdheological Seminary
America was a distinct cultural experience, very enriching. One of
my richest experiences as an Eastern Orthodox layman was serving
asAssistant Pastor in two Black Baptist churches in Elkhart, Indiana
and Princeton, New Jersey during that first four-year sojourn.

| came back to India in 1954, and started working as a teacher of
the Christian religion for university students and for educated lay
people, at the Fellowship House connected with Union Christian
College Alwaye, in Central Kerala. | was also Honor&gsociate
Secretary of the Student Christian Movement of India, working mostly
with Orthodox and Protestant University students and teachers all
over India At the same time | was elected General Secretary of the
Orthodox Student Conference, and in that Capacity organized the
Orthodox Christian Student Movement of India. These were invaluable
experiences in shaping my thought and spirituality

In 1956 | had to go to Ethiopia again, this time as Pers@satant,
Liaison Oficer with India, and Specialdvisor to Emperor Haile
Sellassie of Ethiopia. In that position | received many insdesights
into how a government structure works, though the Ethiopian system
was not the most developed. The details of that story will have to
wait, since this is only a skeleton sketch of my life.

In 1959 | resigned my Ethiopian job with great difficulty (story
later) and went tale University ilAmerica for further theological
and philosophical studyfound the facilities for theological study at
Yale Divinity School not quite up to the mark, because of colossal
and | feay somewhat cultivated, ignorance of vast areas of Christian
history and thought and spiritualit9n the other hand | found the
Yale Graduate School excellent in modern western philosophy
especially in understanding German philosophers like Kant and
Husserl. During this year | served also as a consultant to the
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Commission on Ecumenical Mission and Relations of the United
Presbyterian Church in the USA, which gave me some great insights
into the inside workings of a lggAmerican Protestant denomination.

| decided to leavé&ale and go to Oxford, anticipating better
knowledge of Eastern Theology and Patristics there. | got admitted
to a D. Phil (Doctor of Philosophy) program at Oxford, with
membership in Keble College, but living at the House of St. Gregory
and St. Macrina at 1 Canterbury Road in Oxford. In general Oxford
disappointed me - too staid, too dogmatic, too instdarpompously
unauthentic for my taste. But | had great teachers there like Michael
Polanyi, who initiated me into some of the problems of human knowing
and intellectual certaintyly philosophical pilgrimage, which began
with an introductory course at Goshen, and had substantially developed
at Princeton andale, reached a new level of maturity at Oxford.
My mind developed by reacting critically to teachers like Gilbgle R
and lan RamseyHenry Chadwick and R. C. Zahner

While at Oxford | was invited to Geneva by. Disseft Hooft,
General Secretary of th¥orld Council of Churches. He asked me
to join the WCC staff at Geneva. | had to say to him that | found the
WCC too uncongenial, as being too western and too Protestant. He
said that that was the very reason they wanted me - to reverse the
trend and balance the one-sidedness. | turned the offer down, politely
disclaiming my ability to do what was required, and insisting on my
need to complete the studies at Oxford.

TheThird Assembly of th&Vorld Council of Churches was being
held at New Delhi in 1961. | was invited to be one of the three main
Bible Sudy leaders, along with DMartin Niemoeller of Germany
and Prof. Paul Minear ofale. My own Orthodox Church in India,
which was a founder - member of the WCC also asked me to be one
of its delegates at tiessembly | accepted both invitations, and the
Assembly turned out to be a great occasion for my entry into the
Ecumenical Movement, from which | had generally kept a respectful
distance as a fairly friendly critic of the WCC.

The nearly one thousand participants otkgembly were divided
into three sections, and it was my privilege to lead five daily Bible
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studies for one of the sections. Obviously the first Bible study was
such a great success, that the next day several prominent people
began leaving their sections and coming to my Bible studies. One
such was Michael Ramseéyrchbishop of Canterbuyywho eventually
became a life-long friend and admirer

Several Orthodox Churches were founder - members of the WCC
as it was formed in 1948 lamsterdam, at the firgtssembly That
included the Orthodox churches of India and Egypt, Ethiopia and
Greece. But the vast majority of the Orthodox churches, being under
Communist rule, had not been permitted by their government or by
the WCC authorities to join as members. In 1961, at the New Delhi
Assembly almost all of them came in: the da&r Russian Orthodox
Church, the sizeable Romanian, the @er, theArmenian, the
Bulgarian, the Serbian and others made a grand influx, and the WCC
was now one-third Orthodox and two-third Protestant. But the staff
in Geneva was almost exclusively Protestant, except for the layman
Professor Nikos Nissiotis from the Church of Greece. The Orthodox
were short of competent persons with proficiency in western languages
to serve on the staff.

So, when the young Indian Priest PaulVerghese, as | was
then known, from Oxford, made a great impression oAssembly
the Orthodox delegates were exceptionally elated and proud. | was
39 and had just been ordained a priest a few months before the
AssemblyThe Orthodox delegates present in New Delhi decided to
make the trip south to Kerala (a good 3000 kilometers) to request the
head of my church to persuade me to go to Geneva and become the
spokesman on the staff for all the Orthodox churches.

So in 1962 began a new chapter in my life, providing me with a
vast global arena of service and experience, for which | am perpetually
grateful. From 1962 to 1967 | served®asociate General Secretary
and Director of the Division of Ecumenidsdtion. | was able to visit
most of the Protestant and Orthodox churches oibrdd, to serve
as an Observer at the SecM™adican Council of the Roman Catholic
Church and to get an inside knowledge of the Christian churches of
the world. Living in the scenic city of Geneva in an apartment of my
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own was also a new experience, cooking my own meals and doing
my own chores like laundry and shopping. | will speak about my
WCC experience later

In 1967, declining a firm written invitation and considerable pressure
to renew my contract for another five years, | left Geneva to serve
my own Church in India, as Principal of the Orthodox Theological
Seminary in Kottayam, Kerala, where all the priests of my Church
are trained. | have continued in that position right up to. Towe
things | cherished in that experience: the opportunity to teach more
or less full time, and the possibility of shaping of the life and thought
of young candidates for the priesthood. | have also been able, by the
Grace of God, to build up the Seminamth the help of my students
and colleagues, to its present level of a high quality academic institution.

| had discontinued my doctoral research program at Oxford, in
order to go to Geneva. Now it was time to take it up again, on my
own at Kottayam. The demands on my time both from the Seminary
and from my own Church as a whole, left me little time for independent
study Besides | kept up a hectic world-wide schedule in international
conferences and seminars, in a continuing ministry of coordinating
the work of the Oriental Orthodox churches of Egypt, Spriaenia,
India and Ethiopia, and in a plethora of services to the Churches in
Communist countries. | was very much in demand as a speaker also
in theWestern churches, as well asAifiica andAsia.

In fact my international work became even more extensive than
when | was on the stabf theWCC in GenevaAlready in 1968 my
Church had nominated me to serve as its man on the Central
Committee of theNorld Council of Churches. | had also been
appointed as Secretary of my Church for Inter-Church Relations, a
rather demanding assignment. | served also as a member of the Faith
and Order Commission of the WCC from 1968 to 1975, meeting and
working with many outstanding theological mindsiother highly
educative experience was serving for 12 years as a founding member
of the JoinWWorking Group between thétican and the/CC (1963
to 1975). | was also privileged to serve, along with the late Prof.
Nissiotis of the Greek Orthodox Church, as Joint Convenor of the
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history-making informal conversations between theologians of the
Oriental Orthodox and Eastern Orthodox churches which had broken
communion with each other more than 13 centuries ago. Given these
responsibilities, sustained scholarly research was practically
impossible.

In 1972 | took 6 months’ leave from the Seminary and went to
Muenstey in WestphaliaWest Germany for writing my doctoral
dissertation on “God World - Man Relationship intSGregory of
Nyssa.” Muenster had a special University Institute for the study of
the writings of St. Gregory of Nyssa. | stayed in the Roman Catholic
Priesterseminaa house for post-seminary studies for Roman Catholic
priests. The institute kindly gave me the best they could offer in terms
of facilities. | finished my writing in time, and also got to know the
German culture slightly bettely dissertation was later submitted
to Serampore Universitgnd after some abbreviation was accepted.
| received the Doctor of Theology degree in 1975.

In 1975 | was consecrated as Bishop, and was given the
responsibility for the newly created Delhi diocese, as a part-time job
in addition to all my other duties in the Church. There was neither
office nor residence for the Bishop in 1975. My diocese included
besides the whole of Northwest India, also the Gulf States and
Europe. Delhi was 3000 miles from Kottayam, and | had to commute.
By the Grace of God it was possible not only to build an architecturally
attractive diocesan centre, but also to build up some 20 new churches
in the diocese. Needless to saly that took €brt and time.

In 1975 | was elected to the Executive Committee of the WCC.
This meant going abroad at least three times a year for WCC meetings
alone. In 1983 a¥ancouver Canada, | was elected a President of
theWorld Council of Churches, a position | held till 1991. | had also
rather early been elected a¥iae - President of the Christian Peace
Conference with its headquarters in Prague, Czechoslovakia, which
also meant frequent international meetings and travel.

At home meanwhile, besides being a speaker much in demand, |
served as a member of the Senate of Kerala University (1972-76)
and of the Senate of Serampore University (1970-74, and again
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1984-93). | was electédice - President of the Kerala Philosophical
Congress in 1968. In 1975, we were able to host the annual session
of the Indian Philosophical Congress and to chair the Reception
Committee. My association since 1974 with Indian philosophers in
the Indian Philosophical Congress and in the Indian Council of
Philosophical Research has been a major factor in the growth of my
understanding and awareness of the great and rich Indian philosophical
heritage. Later on, | was elected as General President of the Indian
Philosophical Congress, founded by Rabindrafafore and S.
Radhakrishnan some 80 years ago. It seems | was the first and only
Indian Christian to adorn that post. The honor was hardly deserved,
but some of my friends in the Indian Philosophical establishment
thought that the General Presidency should not be given only to
members of the majority community

LECTURERSHIPS AND PUBLICATIONS

On theAmerican continent too | had several pleasant and profitable
associations. In 1968 the Lutherans invited me to deliver the Hein
Memorial Lectures in three of their seminaries. That was when |
began substantially extended writing, going beyond articles and papers.
These lectures were subsequently incorporated ifmyFeedom
of Man published by th&Vestminster Press, Philadelphia in 1972,
and later in myFreedom and\uthority, published by the Christian
Literature SocietyMadras in 1974.

My first major published book dealt with some of the specifics of
Eastern Christian worshigAssociation Press in NeWork and
Lutterworth Press in London jointly publishddy of Feedom,
Eastern Wirship and Modern Manin 1967.The book sold out
fairly quickly, and a cheap Indian edition was published by the Christian
Literature Society in Madras in 1986. That Society had already
published some collections of my Bible Studies and meditafidres:
Gospel of The Kingdorim 1968, andBe Sill and Knowin 1974.

Dr. K. M. Tharakan, a well known literary critic and writer in
Kerala, translated myloy of Feedominto Malayalam as
Swathantrya deepthiHe also wrote a laudatory biography in
malayalam entitledPaulos Mar Gegorios: Man and thinkerMy
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friends and well wishers have brought out two Festschrift volumes in
my honor: one in 1982 for my sixtieth Birthdalyréedom, Love,
Communityand another for my seventieth birthday in 19E#v@rds

a New Humanity

| wrote brief accounts of the life and teachings of some of the
prominent Eastern Christian Fathers, mainly for the use of the
Orthodox college students. That was published in Kottayam in 1969
asThe Faith of Our Fatherdn 1975, in preparation for tidwaye
session of the Indian Philosophical Congress, | published a brief
introduction to modern European philosophlge Quest for Céainty.
Two philosophical lectures | gave at 8ankateswara University in
Tirupati were published by that University in 1978asth Wthout
Tradition?

In 1978, as | was chairing the Preparatory Committee for the
WCC's famoudNorld Conference oRaith, Science and the Futyr
| was infuriated by a book by one of my Committee members giving
the Christian theological basis for an approach to the Environment
problem. It was much too Calvinistic and hardly Christian from my
perspective. The best | could do to respond was to sit in the Gregorian
Library in Rome for three weeks and prodiite Human Rrsence
giving an Eastern Orthodox Christian approach to the same problem.
The book was published in Geneva by the WCC in 1978, and as it
quickly sold out, it was reprinted in 1979. CLS, Madras brought out a
cheap edition of this book in 1980, and/merican Edition was
published byAmity House, Newrork in 1987. It has been one of my
more successful books in terms of sales and reviews. The chapter
on “Mastery and Mystefyhas been widely quoted.

ThatWorld Conference ofraith, Science and the Fugjrheld
at the Massachussetts InstituteTethnology in 1979, with some
500 physical scientists and the same number of social scientists and
theologians attending, constituted, along with the five-year preparatory
process under my chairmanship which preceded it, a major turning
point in my own thought-life. | had occasion to work with many world
thinkers on the issues relating to modern science as our chief way of
knowing, and to modern technology as our principal tool for
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transforming society and environment. Regarding the conference
itself which lasted for several days and which | had the unique privilege
to chair I shall have something to say later

In preparation for it | edited and wrote in part a book c&8lednce
and Our Futue (CLS Madras, 1978), with contributions from Indian
scientists and thinkers. | myself wrote the part formulating the main
issues confronting uéfter the conference | put down in writing my
own thoughts on it, which was published &sience for Sane
Societieby CLS Madras in 1980, and republished by Paragon House,
NewYork in 1987 and 1994.

| had been asked to put together two books on the Oriental
Orthodox Churches for German readers. They were in part written
by me and in part by others from the respective churtfesvrote
in English, and after my editing, the material was translated into
German.Koptisches Christentundealing with the Egyptian and
the Ethiopian churches, appeared in 1973 (Stuttgart) as part of the
Kirchen Der WIt Series.The second book which dealt with the
various groups among the Thomas Christians of Kerala, and to which
Roman Catholic, Marthoma, and other scholars had contributed,
appeared in the same series next year under the title: Die Syrischen
Kirchen in Indien (Stuttgart, 1974).

We had started a small Keralau®y Group in which many Kerala
intellectuals of leftist and rightist convictions were members, including
Padmashri K. M. Cherian, Chief Editor of Malayala Manorama
(India’s lagest selling newspaper now), and SriA€hutha Menon
(former Chief Minister of Kerala)Me used to meet to discuss national
and international issues. | had to put together another little book for
our studydealing mostly with the role dfans National Corporations
in India and worldwide. | myself wrote the main part, but added
some pieces from others, and we published it under my editorship as
Burning IssuegKottayam 1997). The little book was a great success.
Even Marxists used it for their study programs on TNCs.

One of the most astounding aspects, for me at least, of my WCC
experience was organizing the four unofficial conversations (Aarhus,
1964, Bristol, 1967, Geneva 1970, gkuatisAbaba 1971) between
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theologians of the Oriental Orthodox and Eastern Orthodox churches,
jointly convened by Prof. Nissiotis and mys@l§tounding because,
after almost 1500 years of separation from and polemic against each
other we found ourselves holding the same faith, and jointly
acknowledging that the Christological issue (whether the incarnate
Christ’s divine and human natures had actually become one, or should
still be counted as two) which was supposed to have divided us in the
fifth and sixth centuries was basically terminological and not
substantial. The reports of these conversations, edited by Nissiotis
and myself and others, appeared in@Gneek Othodox Theological
Reviewpublished by the Hellenic College in Brookline,
Massachussetts. The WCC asked us to edit a summary of these
reports, and this was published in 1981 by the WCC Geneva under
the title: Does Chalcedon Divide or Unite?

My doctoral dissertation submitted to Serampore University was
published in 1980 by Sophia Publications, New Delhi, under the title
Cosmic Manlt dealt with the relation between God, Humanity and
World in the 4th century Eastern Christian Father@&egory of
Nyssa. It was later republished under the same title in 1988 by
Paragon, Newrork. It is a work that | had expected to be well
received, but that has not been the case. | hope it will be studied
more seriously by people in the future, for it deals with one of the
fundamental problems of Christian Theism. People who believe in
God often simply take it for granted that God, Humanity\dlodd
are three entities, while Gregory of Nyssa had already seen the
philosophical problem of seeing the Creator and the Creation as two
entities distinct from each othd&ihe HinduAdvaitaVedantins point
was recognized as basically sound and legitimate, though formulated
and explained diérently by this anciemsian writer from Cappadocia
in Asia Minor (present dayurkey). Gregory of Nyssa lived and
wrote three or four centuries before Sankara in India.

St. Thomas, one of théwelveApostles of the Lord Jesus Christ,
is believed to have come to India in B2D and established the
Christian ChurchAccording to tradition he was martyred in a place
(now called San Thome) near Madras, speared to death by Hindus.
The date of his martyrdom was reckoned af\82. In 1982, the
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Indian Orthodox Church, which with other Thomas Christians in India,
that claims & Thomas as its foundecelebrated the nineteenth
centenary of that martyrdom in a big wadyany guests had come
from far off places, including Gyani Zail Singh, the President of India
and Patriarch llya of Georgia. | was practically in charge of the
celebrations, assisted by agarteam of peopl&Ve wanted a small
book on the history of our Church to be given to the guests. There
was none available, and in about a week | had to write one myself.
This was published a@ghe Indian Othodox Chuch: An Overiew.

The C.M.S. Press, Kottayam printed the book in less than a week,
though in binding it, they made some mistakes in putting the pages
together

By the 19805 | was getting quite restless about the wildly erratic
theological formulations propagated by Wierld Council of Churches.
| was elected a President in 1983, and | insisted that | should give a
series of lectures to the staff in Geneva about these errors. Influential
members of the staff, of course, resisted the proposal with all their
strength. Finally the General Secret&y Emilio Castro of Uruguay
accepted the idea of my giving some lectures at the Headquarters in
Geneva, where some 80 executives from all countries and some 200
supportive staff worked. The WCC is the largest non-governmental
organization in Geneva, much bigger than the Red Cross, for example.
| began preparing my lectures, when suddenly | was told that the
lectures would have to be on the theme chosen by one of the three
Units of the WCC, the theme beiBgakoniaor Service. | recognized
this as sabotage by the staff, but | decided to play their game and
accepted. The five or six meditations were then put together and
published by thaVCC asThe Meaning and Natarof Diakonia
(Geneva, 1988). The book got some good reviews, but made no
impression on the staff. They still go on propagating the old errors,
and nowadays even some worse ones. Most of the senior staff began
looking upon me as an enemy and still seem to do so.

My more readable theological works, from my own point of yiew
are The Joy of Feedomand The Human Resenceln terms of
substanceCosmic Man - The Divine Bsences perhaps the richest.
The Mar Gregorios Foundation (formed by my friends in Kerala in
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honor of my seventieth birthday in 1992) has recently published a
collection of my earlier writings under the titte Human God It

deals with some of the issues in our understanding of Christ, and
carries on a polemic with some fundamental western positions. That
Foundation has in its possession hundreds of my articles and papers,
some of them hitherto unpublished. They have also published a
collection of my Malayalam papers, entitledrsanathinte Pookal
Translated, that title would re&lossoms of Philosophyhey have
intentions, they sayf publishing several volumes of my collected
papers in the future. But | have become tired of theological writing,
especially polemical writing. If God grants me life and health, | still
hope to write one other theological book which would summarize my
faith-understanding unpolemically

More recently | have done some significant non-theological writing.
The Indian Institute AAdvanced 8idy located in the forméficeregal
Lodge (later Rashtrapati Nivas) in Shimla in the Himalayas gave me
a study fellowship which enabled me to write Eglightenment:
East and Wst published by that Institute and favorably reviewed in
India. The Sate University of Newfork Press wanted to publish it
jointly with the Institute, but the latter was not willing for some reason.
It would be paranoic on my part to suspect jealousy on the part of the
Institute authorities.

In any case, the Shimla book had been written with an Indian
readership in mind, pointing out that the great Founding Father of our
nation, Jawaharlal Nehru, was primarily a child of the European
Enlightenment, and not a promoter of the Indian heritage. For SUNY
Press | decided to write another book on the same theme, this time
with the western readership in mind. That came out in 1992 under
the title A Light Too Bright: The Enlightenmentilay. Reviews so
far have been favorable, though not raving.

Besides all these, | have written, as already stated, hundreds of
periodical articles and contributions to symposia and encyclopaediae.
| gave the Dudley Lecture at Harvard University in 1979, questioning
the then prevailing thesis that secularization was an irreversible
process. | saw then that religion had to come back into public life in
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some new form, and wibd do so fairly soon. That was an
unfashionable view for the establishment, and Harvard Theological
Review which had agreed in advance to publish my lecture, regretted
their inability to abide by the agreement.

| have often taken such unpopular anti-establishment positions,
but my worst offence was suggesting, in some theological writings
and lectures, that the prevailing Christian idea of the centrality of
mission was a creation of western imperialism rather than the teaching
of the Christian Church through the centuries. Even the people of my
own church, who have been deeply brainwashed by western
propaganda, regard such views as simply part of my personal
idiosyncrasy | have also suggested that the way some western
Christians speak about the Lordship of Christ over the Church and
theWorld, as well as their obtuseness to other religions and cultures,
came more from an unjustified confidence in the superiority of western
culture than from the Christian faith itself.

In fairness to myAmerican Christian friends, | must say that
despite such unpopular views they have asked me to talk and teach.
| served as Mary Louise [fiDistinguishedVisiting Lecturer at the
llif f School ofTheology at DenverColorado for the summer session
of 1978. | was Distinguishedisiting Professor at the College of
WoosterWooster Ohio for a term in 1981. | wasvsiting Fellow at
Princeton Theological Senany in 1986 and in 1988.

HONOURS, PRIZESAND AWARDS

Prizes and honours, | should kncave no reliable gauge for a
person$ true worth.Yet since we are dealing with credentials for
saying what follows, | may be permitted to give a quick list of some
| have received. Here are the main ones in three clusters: Indian,
East European, andlestern.

India

The Soviet Land NehrAward, which was bestowed on me in
1988, carried some prestige in India. It was instituted by a distinguished
group of Indians and Soviet citizens. It seeks to recognize
extraordinary service to the cause of peace and justice. Metiesma
of Calcutta received it a year after | did.
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The Bhai Parariir Singh InternationaAward, which | received
in 1990, was set up by the National Institute of Panjabi Studies and is
controlled by the Sikh community in India. | presume it was a
recognition of what little | had contributed to the promotion of inter-
religious harmony in India as well as abroad.

| was the first, | believe, to receive tAeharyaAward (1992),
set up in Kerala, to honor great Indian teachers of humanity

My name has appeared in In#fitho’sWho, KeralaVho'sWho,
and other Indian biographical reference works.

Eastern Europe

During the thirty years or so when | struggled to serve the Christian
people in the so-called Socialist countries of Eastern Europe and to
promote dialogue between Communists and non-Communists in the
world, | received many honors, which some may now regard as
dishonors. But | cherish them.

| was the first outsider to receive an honorary doctorate in
Theology from the Leningra@iheologicalAcademy of the Russian
Orthodox Church; Others like Cardinadillebrands of thé/atican
received it laterl was also nominated as an honorary lecturer in
Theology at thaficademy

The LutherarTheologicalAcademy in Budapest, Hungary gave
me another Doctor ofheology honoris causa third honorary
doctorate in theology was given to me by the lan Hus Faculty in
Prague, Czechoslovakia. The Orthodox Theological Faculty in
Czechoslovakia invited me to receive an honorary doctorate, but |
was unable to receive it in person.

Two prestigious further honors were bestowed on me by the
Russian Orthodox Church: the Order of\Badimir, and later the
most prestigious Order of St. Sergius, First Rank. The Polish Orthodox
Church decorated me with the Order of St. Mary Magdalen, the
FirstWitness (to the resurrection of Chrigthe Old Catholic Church
in Poland awarded me the Order of Bishop Fransiszek Hbdst
Class.
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In the then East Germany was awarded in 1988 the Otto
Nuschke Prize for Peace. | believe again that | was the first outsider
to merit this honor established in the name of the Founder of the
Christian Democratic Union (CDU). | remember an amusing story
in connection with this award. | had prepared, in German, a manuscript
for the lecture associated with the award, to be delivered to the
Executive Committee of the CDU. | had raised some fundamental
guestions about the reforms and revisions then being introduced by
Michael Gorbachev in the Soviet Union. | thought the German
Communists would be happy to hear my criticism. | had to give the
text in advance, to be vetted by the President of the CDU, who was
a friend of 25 years standing and also No. 2 in the DDR government.
The day before the lecture, he sent an assistant to my hotel to tell me
that | would have to skip all references to Gorbachesiuctantly
agreed to cut four pages out of my text. The next morning, one hour
before actually delivering the lecture, | was told that the whole text
of the lecture would have to be abandoned, and that | should speak
extemporaneously about peace in gendwadl that is what | had to
do! If I can find the English version of my original text among my
papers some dalwould like to publish it.

America and the West

The Americans have been quite generous to me. Especially the
American Biographicahssociation, which publishes several global
Biographical reference works, has done me many an hdhey
have included me in thdational Register of PiminentAmericans
and International Notablesand also inWhos Who inAmerica
My name finds a place in several editions of bietionary of
International Biography of the International Whe Whg and of
theWorld Whos Who It appears also iwhos Who in Religionin
theInternational Whe Who of Intellectuaj$nternationalAuthors
and Witers Who$ Whq and also in th®ictionary of International
Community Service

Perhaps a higher level of honor is meant by the inclusion of my
name inThe International Book of Honouas also in International
Dictionary of Distinguished Scholarship.
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One is surprised to find oreeshame inMien of Achievementin
Men and Wmen of Distinctionand inFive Thousand Personalities
of the Wirld, as also irFive Hunded Leaders of Influenc&ome
of these honors also include awards like “The Distinguished
LeadershipAward for Extraordinary Service to Peace and Human
Unity”, and “The International Biographical Roll of Honor for
Distinguished Service t@Vorld Unity and Understanding among
Religions”, as well as “The Hall of Famfavard.” In 1990 | was
presented with thémerican Biographical Societyprestigious “Man
of theYearAward” and in 1991 with the “GoldekcademyAward
for Lifetime Achievement.”

Two of myAmerican almae mater from which | took my first two
degrees honored me, Goshen College with their “Culture for Service
Award” and Princetoimheological Seminary with their prestigious
“Distinguished Alumnus Award.” The American Psychiatric
Association gave me their “Oskar Pfistavard” in their national
meeting inWashington DC in 1992, attended by some 20,000
psychiatrists. | also delivered the Oskar Pfister Lecture on Religion
and Psychiatry

My name appears alsoWwhos Who in Switzerlandnd inWhos
Who in the Far Eastoth published in the west.

Well, you did not ask for my credentials, but | have thrown a
whole heap of them at you. Pardon me for this impudence. Let me
now desist for a while from beating my own drum, and speak about
more serious matters which shaped my person and thought.



CHAPTERII

SUFFERING: KEY TOTHE MYSTERY
AGONIES OF AN ADOLESCENT

Suffering, whatever it may be, seems to be something people want
to get rid of, escape from, or simply avoiery few people would be
willing to regard suffering as an experience basically good or desirable.
In fact our notions of heaven or paradisenwwkshaor nirvana
seem tailored out of some notions opposite to the idea of suffering -
- such as happiness and enjoymé&he absence of either the actuality
or even the possibilityof sufering in any form seems an essential
component of that blessed and desired state.

On the other hand, | know people who would use suffering,
imagined, put on, or real, as a way of eliciting other pespighpathy
and love. | myself often seem to be in danger of doing\t¥ashall
say something later about the uses of suffering.

| have a medical doctor friend, an Internist, who tells me that a
good 60% of the people who came to his clinic as patients, had no
diagnoseable bodily illness. Especially in our Indian culture, where it
does not cost much to go to a public clinic, if you claim to be sick
enough to go to a clinic, the rest of the family has to treat you with
special consideration, a privilege one does not always have. My
physician friend told me that the worst he could do for such people
was to tell them that there was nothing wrong with them. They would
simply go to another physician who would take them more seriously
He usually prescribed some harmless pills or concoction or both. The
placebo worked, as the body did its own healing of the symptoms.

In Buddhism, suffering odukkha comes to occupy the center-
stage as the fundamental and pervasive problem of unredeemed human
existence.Dukkhadoes not mean just what the English word
‘suffering’ communicates to us. It implies also unrest, sorrow
discomfort, distress, dissatisfaction, stress, tension, wansiety
unhappiness, pain, anguish, grief, and misery in all its forms. For
Buddhismdukkhais the invariable and universal concomitant of all
human existence, in the condition befboelhior satori, i.e., before
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enlightenment and liberation. The only way to get outudkhais

to get to the root cause of it, to eradicate that root cause, and thereby
to escape the bothersome and endless cycle of births and rebirths by
attainingnirvanaor true liberation. The root causehmtuis always
trshnaor desire or craving, lust for experience, greed for a myriad
things, desire to get and to possess, yearning to act and to talk, craving
for money and pleasure, for power and domination, for fame and
acclaim, for gratification, desire ever unsatiated; gratification only
enhances the craving in the long run. Once desire is gone, suffering
ceasesAnd the whole of Buddha'teaching is about how to get at
desire, through thdharma or the basic grasp of reality in its true
nature, through theangha or the community which practices the
dharma and through theinayaor the discipline that trains théikku

to overcome desire.

When | was thirteen years old, | knew nothing about Buddhism,
and experienced a lot of $efing. | have often wondered whethiér
I had known Buddhism then, it would have shown me the way out of
my suffering. But such wondering leads nowhere. | should simply try
to give you some account of my fring as a teenagdfor me it
was hell, and | could see no way out. Especially since my childhood
had been reasonably tranquil, before it all started.

In a human persoslife, sufering is the most personal and intimate
experience. Descartes definitely took the wrong starting point when
he began with his “I think, therefore | am.” For most ordinary people,
barring the academics, what they could say would be more like: “I
think, therefore | am, | think....” They would lack that Cartesian
certainty about their thinking activitwhich is easier for thinkers far
removed from every day life. Whereas, if he had started with “I
suffer, therefore | am” he would probably have come to quiferdifit
conclusions; at least he would have made more sense to common
people. Because my suffering is my own, in a particularly intimate
way, and | can never doubt it, even if others do not quite s€het.
universal | is much more a gefer than a thinken think Milan
Kundera, the Czech philosophaovelist said that in hisnmotality.
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ATranquil Childhood

There are very few childhood memories that stand out. Not too
many adventures or exploits to narrate. Life was confined to very
limited parameters. | cannot even remember the birth of my two
younger brothers. Going to school, going to church, visiting some
uncles and cousins living not more than six miles away - that was the
extent of my experience. Sometimes my father would take me to
some Hindu temple festival, late in the evening after syppenly
to watchKathakali the traditional Kerala dance-narrative, done in
open air at night, usually beginning at 9 pm and ending in the small
hours of the morning. Or it may be to watch the fireworks connected
with the temple festival. No movies, though silent movies had already
come toTripunithura, my home town.

Not that life was idyllic or something approaching that. Our family
was poor though “respectable.” My paternal grandfathem told,
was somewhat wealthwith house and land and fields and all that. It
seems he squandered and frittered most of that wealth &leay
must have taken cash loans from our neighboring fapiégging the
land. In my childhood | understood that most of our neigtsdand
once belonged tdhadikkal Kunhipaily my fathets father He died
before | was borrAll | have to go by are a teenaggmemories of
what my father and others said about him. It seems he was profligate
and slightly on the licentious side. But he was a leader in the community
all the same.

My paternal grandmother too died before | was born, and | have
no way of making any judgments. Neither did | know my maternal
grandfather Ponodath Cherian of Mulanthuruthyhave a vague
memory of my maternal grandmother on her death-bed, since mother
took me with her as a child when she went to the funeral.

In any case, unlike Sartre, | had no occasion to be spoiled by any
grandparentsThey all left the scene well before, or soon after
arrived. | have often wondered whether a bit of spoiling by
grandparents is not good for the growing child, a different and often
more permissive, tolerant, affectionate relationship than one can have
with ones parents or siblings. Such spoiling seems to help out by
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providing a way out from tensions with oegdarents, and also
supplying a more indulgent, playful senioften with some wisdom
gained from experience. In any case, my brothers and | were not
fortunate that way

In truth | did not even have paternal uncles or aunts. My father
was an only child, brought up &ely by his motheiThat too is not so
good when it comes to learning to deal with snfellow human
beings. My mother on the other hand was an only sister of four
brothers, a little spoiled angel. She was an angel indeed, extremely
intelligent, but with only a fourth grade education. That was not too
bad for rural girls in nineteenth century India. She could read and
write. One of her brothers was well educated by the standards of
those days. He had graduated from high school, and became a revered
teacher of all who went to school in the village of Mulanthuruthy
Respected by all as Ponodahraham Masterhe was also my
favorite uncle, learned and noble of character

My father had discontinued his education with the eighth grade.
He never told us the reason, and we never asked. Perhaps because
his father was not alive. He was intelligent and could speak and
write better English than many of todayiniversity graduates of
India can. He became an elementary school teaghdmas, by the
standards of the dafairly well read in both English and Malayalam
literature. | remember that when | was away from home |
corresponded with my father in English.

| think my father was thirteen and my mother ten when they were
married. That was the custom those days, and there was nothing
unusual about such arranged child marriages. What was unusual was
the kind of nuclear family in which they had to bring up their five
sons. Every other family seemed to have at least one grandparent
living. It must have been quite a strain on my parents. Five boys, but
no girls. | have heard that the first issue was a girl, but the birth was
premature and the infant died soon.

| was the middle child, baptized as Geevarghese or George. Both
names are versions of the Greek name @Ge&yrmeaning a farmer
In Kerala the version is “afghese”, which in turn is an abbreviation
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With brothers and a cousin sister
Left to Right: T. P Verghese (Mar Gregorios], P Abraham,
Saramma]. P Jacob,T. P Paulose
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of the Syriac Geevghese. | was as a child knownTa$? Varghese
(Thadikkal Pielywarghese) and later as P&dighese until | formally
became a monk in 1975. Then | by my own choice took the monastic
name Paulos, partly to give some continuity with my former name,
and partly to honor in one shot, thpostle Paul, as well as my late
father and eldest brothdroth of whom had been baptized as Paulos
and had passed away long before 1975.

My two elder brothers, Paulos, named after my father and
grandfatherand Cherian (Malayalam equivalent of the Biblical name
Zachariah), named according to custom after our maternal
grandfatherfound this world oflukkhaa bit too much, and decided
to quit early; on that later

Of the two younger brothers, Jacob lives at honi@ipunithura,
quiet, God-fearing, and unadventurous. He and his wife have two
sons and two daughters and one grandson. My youngest brother
Abraham, of whom | am particularly fond, six years younger to me,
now lives invVancouver Canada, with his Malayalee wife, a former
Hindu. He is adorably good, with a keen sense of huvaoy popular
Their son and daughter also, both Canadian educated, live and work
in Canada, in Ottawa avncouver respectiveloth children were
born in Ethiopia, wher@&braham worked as a Commercial School
teacher for some years, before they migrated to Canada.

My nephew Paulbraham, working for Canada’Internal
Revenue Service in Ottawa, and his wife Jena, a bright and well
educated Indian girl, have a pair of adorable twin boys, Sasha and
Roshin of whom also | am very fond.

I am glad to be a grand-uncle to at least three. But | get very little
chance to spoil them. Both my brothers and their families are
unpretentiously Christian.

Slightly Precocious?

| seem to have been slightly on the precocious side, and went to
school earlyjust past fourl remember my fathethen a teacher in
the elementary grades in the local Bolfigh School, taking me to
the Headmastefor exemption from the age limit of five needed to
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be admitted to the first grade. The headmaster was some lyengar
(South Indian Brahmin), formidable and forbidding, in a black coat
buttoned up to the neck, white turban on his head, mouthfull of betel-
leaf chew | remember my father also was clad in dhoti, button-up
coat and white turbarmhe image is very vivid in my mind today
because it was quite intimidating to a four-year old. The headmaster
thundered, it seemed to me: “What do you intend to do, Piely Master?
Bring him to school every day in your coat pockef®ll, | was
admitted. | was glad to be out of the headmastefiice. | was
scared.

By the time | was in the fourth grade, my slight precociousness
was being noticed in the school. My eldest brathelassmates, six
years my senigmould bring their English textbooks to me, to hear
me reading them aloud, often without understanding the meaning.

Though | was among the best students in my class, some of my
Hindu teachers would take delight in castigating me and making fun
of me in classThat was the style those days. My Malayalam teacher
Mr. Sankara Menon was particularlyferisive and often downright
abusive. Sometimes he would say in class: “How can you shrimp-
eating Christians ever learn a literary language like Malayalam?” It
was all coming out of a crude affection, not out of communal hatred,
but it was hard to take for a sensitive boy who did not want to be
ashamed of his allegiance to the Christian faitter all, a good third
of our local community were Christians, and my family belonged to
the ancient community of the Thomas Christians, pure Indians whose
Indian ancestors had lived in Kerala as Christians for nearly as long
as Christianity has existed in the world, tracing their origin to Thomas,
one of theTwelveApostles of Jesus Christ.

But being abused by teachers in class was part of the game of
school education in that sociegnd one had to take it all in oae’
stride. | was small, compared to my classmates, and also slightly pale
and anemic. So one of the nicknames that stuck to me was yellow
frog (Manhathavaly. That too, one learned to live with. The other
nickname was meant to be both complimentary and jeering at the
same time with a tinge of playful envypresume: “Hammerhead”
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(Kottodithalayan. It referred to my small body and rather longish
head. | find it difficult even today to buy a hat that fits my long head.
A 7 1/2 size does not quite fit. | do not think that the size of my head
has anything to do with its content, except that at times | do seem to
have a swollen head!

| had a few dramatic achievements to my credit; nothing whatever
in sports or arts. The prizes were largely in elocution and essay
competitions. One of these elocutions as a ninth-grader was pure
showmanship on my part. | had managed to memorize a particularly
bombastic passage from an Indian humor magazine and delivered it
as my oration. Of course everybody knew | could not have written it
myself. Neither did | claim that. In fact | did not know the meaning
of half the words | pronounced. But it was rather smoothly delivered.
It must have been the comic incongruity between my own size and
the size of my words and sentences that fascinated my judges and
hearers. | still remember parts of it, and with your kind permission,
let me recall some of it here. It went somewhat as follows:

In promulgating your esoteric cogitations, or articulating your
superficial sentimentalities and amicable philosophical or psychological
observations, beware of platitudinous ponderosiitgt your
extemporaneous descantings and unpremeditated expatiations have
intelligibility and veracious vivacitywithout rodomontade or parsmical
bombast. Sedulously avoid all polysyllabic profundippmpous
prolixity, psittaceous vacuitystentatious vapidity and ventriloquy
verbosity Let your conversational communications possess a clarified
conciseness, a compact comprehensibgityoalescent consistency
and a concatenated cogenggchew all conglomerations of flatulent
garrulity, jejune babblement and asininéeafations.

It went on like that for a while and concluded with this smart
peroration:

In other words, talk plain|ybriefly, sensibly and naturallysay
what you mean; mean what you say; and do not use big words.

It seemed to go over well, better than | had expected. | even got
the prize. My head became a little more swollen.
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A Child’ s Religion

I must say a word about my religious or church life as a child, for
that was a major formative influence in my personality formation.
My parents were both regular church-goers, my mother particularly
so.All of us children were also to go every Sunday without fail, as
also for all important church festiva/e practiced group family
prayer at home in the morning and evening and observed all the fasts
prescribed by the churchhis, | must saywas fairly normal for the
Orthodox Christian families at that time.

In fact, in the Orthodox tradition to which my family belonged,
religious personality formation depended more on the regular
observances than on doctrinal instruction. The family prayers and
Sunday worship were central. It mattered little how much of it one
understood. The important thing was the participation, and the subtle
and subconscious ways in which such participatory experience
affected ones personality structure.

The body was just as important as the mind in these observances,
and not merely only what the eyes saw and what the ear heard.
Seeing and hearing were in some sense fundamental, even when
there was no conscious comprehension. Equally important, hqwever
were the other senses: the scent of incense in the church services,
the taste of the Eucharistic bread and wine, the smearing of the oil
from the church lamp on your forehead, the kissing of the cross and
making the sign of the cross, the myriad genuflections and prostrations,
the tasting of the bitter vinegar on Good Fridiédne holding of the
palm leaf on Palm Sundathe kiss of peace given and received
during the liturgy by all in the special Indian Christian way (offering
both your hands to your neighbor to interleaf with the two hands of
the other who does the same to his or her neighbor in turn), the
gorgeous vestments of the bishops and priests, the peals of church
bells and systrums, exercising anhewn vocal chords in loud and
spiritfull, if not quite harmonious singing of the hymns and chants, the
white-clad deacons, the colorful decorations of the .aMhrive
senses of the body were to be involved in worship: sight and hearing,
smell and touch and taste. The body must pray just as much as the
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soul and the spirit, with the hands and the feet, the tongue and the
lips, the voice and the breathing, posture and movement.

That was the system in which we had been broughAng.|
must affirm the basic validity of the system, though much in it could
readily be improved upon. | have dwelt upon this point inJomyof
Freedom Many of the attitudes and tastes that | have carried over
from childhood to adulthood came from this system.

The British missionaries who came to us in the twenties and thirties
of the nineteenth century on a “Mission of Help” tried to tell us that
all this was worthless superstition, and that only pure reading of the
Bible and the Book of Common Prayer ¢&hip Manual of the
Anglican Church) and the singing of ‘spiritual hymns’ would do. They
were just as much missionaries of the European Enlightenment of
the 17th and 18th centuries as of the western Protestant gégpel.
are still very much under their influence because that influence is so
pervasive in our culturdoo many people still think that a child learns
mainly what he or she is told in so many words.

| believe all ancient religious systems practised something like
that. Itis all very well to speak about “pure” spirituality without dogma
or rite, and even to create fresh ones tailored to oBidrif any
religion has survived for more than two generations, it has developed
some of its own rituals and dogmas. Even the Quakers are no
exception to this. The dogmas may not be acknowledged as such;
the rituals may be more cleverly concealed. Religion is always a
community affair; the idea that it is a matter of individual choice is a
peculiar and mistaken dogma of the unacknowledged religion of our
secular culture. No religious system propagates itself without a
community tradition which invariably includes a system of teachings
and a set of ritual actions. That is in the very nature of the human
being. Even the most godless person does not live by critical rationality
and individual choice alone. More on this later

Sunday School

Despite all that has been said above, instruction, it must be stated,
can be helpful, especially when it is given in the context of a symbol-
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system that carries subconscious meaning. | myself benefited
immensely from Sunday School.

The Sunday School is an institution of 18th century origin in England.
Though Christians started it, its original purpose was not specifically
religious, but the general education of slum children. Robert Raikes,
the publisher oGloucester Journalnot only started the institution
for educating neglected and illiterate slum children through volunteer
teachers (hence on Sunday), but also wrote a very persuasive piece
in his journal about it. The idea caught fire and spread, not only in
England, but also on the European anakerican continents. In the
nineteenth centuryas general education became more widely
available in western countries, the Sunday School began to specialize
in religious education, and that too for all church-going children, from
slum or suburb.

The institution came to the Christian churches of India also about
a hundred years ago. My parish church, Nadarhe\1&ry’s, only
half a mile from home, had started Sunday School with four grades
only, and I finished the four years by the time | was nine yearséold.
neighboring parish, only two miles from home, Seoge’s in
Karingachira, had seven grades, and | joined as a fifth grEuey
had good teachers by the standards of those days, and | did well.
Soon | was asked to teach Sunday School in my own parish, and |
readily agreed to do so, even while | was a studertt @&edbge’s.
This was possible since the two Sunday Schools functioned at two
different times on Sundalwould go to the litugy at 3. Geoge’s in
the morning, and would stay on for the Sunday School there as student.
| would come home for lunch, and go to teach in my parish in the
afternoon. It worked very well, for teaching is a good way of learning.

| am very grateful for this experiend&. St. Geoge’s, one of the
teachers | remember very well was Punnachalil Chacko Master
learned and inspiring. There | deepened my commitment to God and
to Jesus ChristAs an eleven year old teachérmmyself became
popular; | think | managed to transmit some of my faith to a few of
my own students, who were only a few years younger than their Boy
Teacher
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In my later years | have often thought about it. These parishes
were not what you would call “aglow with the Spirit.” There was so
much intrigue and petty quarrels going on all the tikmel yet, it was
in these very ordinary parishes with very ordinary men and women
that | acquired the rudiments of my present faith. | cannot therefore
dismiss the churches as irrelevant or sub-Christian. Despite all that
was wrong, and there was plenty wrong by my present standards,
the transmission of the faith goes on in these churches. Children and
adults come to know Goé\nd is that not important enough? How
can | then despise or dismiss the churches as ineffective and
unspiritual?

Preaching or sermons as such in church were neither altogether
inspiring nor particularly edifying. The preachers were too unlettered
and often downright boring. But listening to the reading of the
Scriptures in church must have made an impact. By the time | was
twelve, | had a personal knowledge of God and a sort of commitment
to Christ. In fact | was on talking (prattling?) terms with God, with
Jesus Christ, whom | acknowledged as my living Lord and Master as
also the true manifestation of God.

Deacon Petros

Deacon Petros, MA, BD, T, a second cousin of my father
was one of my childhood heroes. He later became a bishop in our
church, as Mookencheril Pathrose Mar Osthatheos.

He was a prominent social worker of those days, working among
the so-called Untouchables of Cochin ardvancore. He was a
great speakealways itinerant, self-sacrificing, and lived a very simple
life, identifying himself with the living standards of the poor people
among whom he worked.

One day when he visited his ancestral home which was very near
to ours, | went to see him as a little lad. The first person | met as |
entered the house was his eldest brothier M. P. Varkey a well -
known rationalist-atheist. He was also on a short visit to his ancestral
home. “Whom have you come to see, youngstbe?asked me. “If
you want to see God, he is in the next room; if you want to see the
devil, he is right here.” | was slightly embarrassed by the question,



The Complet&Vorks of Paulos Mar Gregorios 300

because he was my uncle and in his sixties. | could not start an
argument with him. So | meekly replied that | had come to see Pathrose
Semmasen, and moved to the next room.

Deacon Petros received me with affection, and gave me the advice
that | should live simply and serve the pdde also told me that my
paternal grandfather had been his Godfatl@sviously his
grandmother was my great grandfateesister or something like
that.Anyway it was an inspiring meeting. He must have transmitted
some spark to me.

Later, when | came back from my first stintAmerica, | tried to
work with him. Somehowit did not quite work. My ideas of working
with the pooyand of supporting the workers werdelient from his.

His ways were so rigidly set, and he would not change. | sought
other paths.

Sory of a snakebite

Here is a vignette from memonymust have been tefihe open
drains on both sides of the road in front of our house had flooded, and
little finger-sized fish, escaped from the rivelarted about in the
drains. The harvest from our paddy-field had come in, and Pulaya
(one of the sub-castes once called Untouchables, but not untouchable
for us Christians, even those days when Hindus practiced
untouchability) women, who were tenants of our farmland, were
threshing the grain on the house veranda.

| was under strict orders from my parents not to step into the
flooded drains. When they were otherwise preoccupied, | stepped
out and started trying to catch the little fish with my bare hands, a
rather frustrating experience. My neighbour boy across the street,
aged nine, was watching my activity with interest, himself forbidden
by his parents to step into the wat@ihere is a big fish right there.
| saw it”, he told me, pointing to a spot in the drain. | saw the fish or
what | thought was the fish, and put out both hands to catch it. | not
only missed the “fish” but on taking my hands out of the wédend
that my middle finger was bleeding profusélgad no idea what had
happened. | quietly tried to cover my wound with a finger of the
other hand, and tried to slink back into the security of the home. One
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of the threshing women, who happened to be very fond of me as a
child, spotted my bleeding hand, and cried out to mother: “Something
has happened to the little mastdtother came running and attended

to the wound. My eldest brother went out of the house looking for
the “biting fish”, and to my surprise and awe, with the aid of a long
big knife, began examining some of the cracks and crevices in the
open gutterOut came a big water snake, a full three feet or more
long. | suddenly realized what had happened. The snake was drawn
by my brother to dry ground. | was surprised that it did not run away
or try to attack his attackers. | had the impression that he was saying
sorry for having bitten me. He was lying quietly on the ground. Of
course my big brothewith the help of others, killed that snake then
and there. | was watching, with some sense of regret and confused
sorrow not only at my own plight, but feeling sorry also for the poor
shake.

Neighbors began to gatheis the news spread th&trikipilla as
| was affectionately known, had been bitten by a snake. | was promptly
taken to the snake poison expé&falappil Varghese Chettan, who
lived not too far down the same street. | was carefully examined and
the verdict was given by the expert. “It is a poisonous snake that has
bitten him, and the two fang-marks are there on his right middle-
finger, for everyone to see. But for some strange reason, the snake
has bitten without emptying his poison sacs, as if biting a frog or
something for food. The Vishavaidyanor poison-doctor told my
parents that there was no danger of death, but gave us some unguents
and medicines to apply to the wound.

We went home, and by that time all sorts of uncles and elders
from the community had gathered there and were sitting in a circle,
in the center of which | sat on the flpbeing administered unguents.
Some of the elders, with singular inappropriateness, kept on
haranguing and castigating me: “What kind of a big catch were you
after? a salmon or a cod®u got what you deserved” and so on. It
was painful. | was trying to sort out what had happened, how | was
in danger of death, what could have happened if | had died, how my
parents would have been sorry if | died. On the one hand I still felt
sorry for that snake, which in fact had been rather kind to me, in not
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ejecting his venom into me, but had unfortunately been killed. On the
other hand, | was trying to escape any blame for all that happened,
by thinking that my neighbour boy (Baby was his nhame) was
responsible for the whole thing, for he had pointed out the “fish” to
me.

The important thing probably was that | as a very young lad had
faced the possibility of death, which | did with some measure of
equanimity confused, but not scaresks a youngster | realized how
close death always was, to all of us. Is that not the sort of stuff that
philosophers are made of?

Tension Builds

Tension had been building for some time. My fatldro taught
elementary grades in the local High School, was now senior enough
for promotion and transfeHe was posted as Headmaster in some
rural Primary School in an outlying village fairly far from home. If
the new station was within single-bus distance, father could still stay
at home and go to work, though the bus fare had to be paid. The
names of the places where my father worked in those days now
escape my mind. One that | remember is Malayalam school, Thoosam.
| have no idea where that place is tadByt some of the places
where he had to work took half a day to get to, and he had to cross
highly irregular and unreliable ferries. This meant going off on foot
very early on Monday and coming home very late on Fristaying
week-days in some thatched hut rented out. The ferry was dangerous
in the monsoon season, and there was no way of letting us know that
he had safely reached his statibhis meant high tension for mother
and we the five sons shared her tension.

Our poverty was also a source of tension for the fariibst of
the neighboring families regarded my parents as fortunate, and to
some extent envied them. They had five sons, all fairly bright, all
prospective earners, and no daughters. In that speiefty were
assets and daughters were liabilities. Sons, besides earning money
for the families, would bring in a dowr{paughters, on the other
hand, even if they earned moneyould benefit only the husbarsd’
family, and they would have to be married with a decent dowry
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and would thus diminish the family wealth, which was always held
collectively Human worth was measured of course in economic
categories even in those days.

But looking after the needs of a family of seven on my faher
peak salary of Rs. 28.00 (about U S $ 6.00) per month in thes1930’
was quite a strain, even without having to worry about marrying off
any daughters. The only extra income for our family was a little rice
we could harvest twice a year from our half-acre rice paoldg a
few coconuts every montAs the boys grew up, and the eldest was
already in college, the strain became fairly intolerabteknew what
it meant not to have enough to eat, not to afford new clothes, not to
splash on hospitality as our neighbors did.

My father had managed somehow to acquire the small house next
door to us. Renting it out was supposed to supplement our income.
But if | remember right, the rent actually was Rs. 2.50 (50 US cents)
a month.And the tenant we landed was a semi-criminal from the
Devadasi (temple-prostitute) communibje not only failed to pay
the rent, but also mistreated his own wife and children, and abused
all of us including mother for being extortionate. There was no way
of evicting him, for he simply refused to leave. That added to the
tension no end, especially when Father was away in his school during
weekdays.

There must have been other sources of tension which our parents
spared us from knowing. In the midst of all this, mother remained a
paragon of charity and goodwill, always helping those in need to the
maximum extent of her capacityemember her kindness to beggars,
to the sick in the neighborhood, to wayfarers, and the destitute. She
was particularly hospitable and kind to poor peasants who came to
the market, carrying heavy burdens of hay or vegetables to sell.

The market was a few yards from our house, and the peasants
would come to our house, after selling their wares, to cook a rice-
brew for themselves. One memory is particularly fresh in my mind,
of an unlettered Christian peasant by the name Ethapanos (Stephen).
He was in his fiftieswith the few rupees he had received by selling
his bale of haywhich he had carried on his head five miles from
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home, he had bought a new earthenware pot and had boiled a cupful
of rice in it, with firewood and hearth lent by motiathen the rice-

brew was cooked, in our backyard, before waiting for it to cool down,
with the aid of a coconut-shell ladle loaned by mothevas furiously
ladling down the stemming hot bre@bviously he was frantically
hungry | watched, as a little boywas surprised to find that he was
consuming the rice straight, without any cusige-dish or relisht

a suitable interval in the course of his furious gulping, | put him the
guestion. “Brother Ethapanos, how can you eat that rice without any
side-dish?” His reply | still rememhéihere is enough Kanhi (rice-
brew) here to fill my tummyVhy should | need any side-dish? Besides,

| was very hungry His bale of hay had probably brought him two
rupees or less, and out of it he had spent quarter of a rupee on that
earthenware pot, which he wanted to take home to his wife, and less
than one-eighth of a rupee on the rice. The rest of the two rupees
was what his family had to live on for many days. That was the plight
of the poor in those days: hardworking, abstemious, dignified even
when indigent. | admired my mother for helping them without
damaging their dignitydespite her own tensions and troubles.

Catastrophe Srikes

The scene is not quite clear in my mind. It must have been 1935,
and | should then be 13. My mother was in bed with a high.fever
Suddenly she got up with a greatgiof enegy, went out of the
house, opened the gate, and was talking away quite loudly to the
passers hyWhat she was saying made no sense. | watched in
consternation. | could not grasp what had happened. Only after people
had forcibly brought her inside the house, did it dawn on me that my
most beloved mother had gone out of her mind. She had become
mentally ill, manic-depressive, schizophrenic, insane.

| shall spare myself the pain of describing all my mdthactions
in detail. Nor do | want to dwell on the incapacity of my father and
the five sons to cope with the situatigil kinds of quacks and
physicians (mainhAyurvedic) were consulted, but to no avail. In her
manic phase, she was virtually impossible to control, and was often
violent. Quite frequently she would disappear from the house, wander
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over long distances, and after several days, would return home,
distraught and worn outVe never found out how she managed for
food on these long wanderingd/e supposed that she visited her
brothers and other relatives because stories were carried to us from
them. Sometimes when she came back, her clothes would be so
dirty, giving us the impression that she had slept on the road. Father
sometimes beat her up, while we sons watched helplessly or pleaded
or struggled to stop him.

All of us five sons loved her deephnd this was hard for all of us
to take. Home life was completely disrupt®#& had no domestic
servants, and quite often we boys did some minimal cooking, or went
without food altogetheMy father a man noted for his integrity and
independence, suddenly went sour and sullen, sulky and petulant. Joy
had gone from the home and gloom had descended.

There were two things that irked me no end: one was the violence,
and the other the social opprobrium.

Father was cruel when he lost his temper at mtghantrums.
He would beat her up, with the bare hand or with a stick. Mother just
took the beatings in her stride, only becoming more and more abusive.
And we sons, who loved them both, had to watch this, with mounting
pain and frustration. One saw no way out of the suffering. Even
today when | think of it, shudders run up and down my body

The social opprobrium was even worse for a sensitive teenager
Some days, especially if father were not at home, mother would go
and stand on the road side verandah to the south of our house, and
would stand there, doing all kinds of pranks and talking all kinds of
nonsense particularly when the road on the south of our house was
full of children going to school. They were my classmates and
schoolmates, and | was filled with shame that they watched my mother
in this condition.

One memory is particularly poignant. | was preparing for my
secondary school public examinations in 1937. Mother had been ill
for some two years novhe was in a particularly violent phase, the
family decided to empty the kitchen and lock her up in the kitchen
room. Mother was protesting lougdgnd asking us to open the door
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and let her out. | felt sorry for mothdyut had to stay in solidarity
with the family decision. | was weeping profuselihe public
examinations had started, and | had to do my preparations sitting on
the door still of the kitchen where my mother had been locked up. |
was weeping all the while, just getting up in time to be at the
examination hall before the exam started. Often | had no breakfast,
for there was no one to preparéite often starved, for no one was

in a mood to cook.

My eldest brotherPaulos, who had managed to graduate with a
BA degree from Madras universityecided to escape from it all by
going and joining the British Indian Navy as a pettycef. My just
elder brotherCherian, who had only finished High School and some
training in typing and shorthand, was working in a small firm called
the Christian companyocated in & Mary’s Church House,
Ernakulam. His salary was a pittance, Rs. 10 per month if | remember
right.

Cherian could stay in the Church House, and get his food from a
nearby restaurant. So | was left at home as the eldest of the three
remaining sons, looking after my two school-going younger brothers
in my own clumsy wayThe misery was intolerable. No one to
comfort us. One suffered in abject loneliness. My journalistic sorties
to official functions and public meetings provided only temporary
escape.

Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde

After leaving school, | read voracioushirst it was all detective
fiction. When | could get hold of books, | read also serious English
literature. One such book was R. lte@nsors Dr. Jekyll and Mr
Hyde | was moved and fascinated by the book. It was about a scholar-
scientist who was a split personalitygood man (DrJekyll) who
could occasionally and without warning turn into a monsterdvide)
and go out and do all sorts of wicked things like a sort of Frankenstein.

The book must have spoken subconsciously to a trait in my own
characterThere was quite a bit of goodness in me, but | knew that a
lot of sheer wickedness was lurking underneath all the imbition
could not always be distinguished from love of domination and power
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from the desire for adulation and flatteMearning for love and
affection often took the form of seeking glory and honbbecame
addicted to praise and admiration, which was often forthcoming for a
juvenile writer | loved to see my name in print, in signed articles |
wrote as a youngstelt delighted me to see my own reporting
published in the newspaper and | often showed it to my friends. |
loved to be praised, but | was afraid to be loved, mainly for fear that
| could not take it when the love would be withdrawn. | was once the
object of great love andfattion from my motherbut its apparent
withdrawal as a result of her illness was a trauma that | never got
over. My personality was unmistakably dual and unintegrated.

Whether as a form of catharsis or not, | decided to trarBlate
Jekyll and Mr Hydeinto Malayalam. | produced a hundred page
manuscript, but did not seek a publishdwept it with me for a long
time, with my published texts. One fine dafter having been absent
from home for years on jobs outside, | discovered that my father had
disposed it all dfas waste papel was stricken with grief.

Exploits of an Underage Repoter

My dramatic style of reporting once drew me into an imbroglio. It
was a fairly sensational capture of a notorious con man called
Vayalaran Shouri. Shouri was handsome, good looking, well dressed
when necessargnd imposing in stature. He had many striking stories
to his credit, especially in dodging the police. Once they found out
that he was living by himself in a tiny islet in our Cochin backwaters,
in a little hut that he had put up for himself. He was the sole resident
of that islet, not more than 50 feet in diameter

A posse of Cochin Police, five or six in numbgot into a crude
canoe and landed on his island one fine morning. They encircled the
small hut, and shouted to Shouri, who was inside the hut but could not
been seen: “Shouri, you are caught. Be good enough to come out and
get arrested.”

“Oh my masters!” responded Shouri from inside the hut. “Give
me a minute. | am just having my morning Kanhi (rice-brew). | did
not have a thing to eat yesterdagt me just finish my breakfast,
and | will come out.”
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“Take your time, Shourie,” the Policef@ér shouted back into
the hut. “But, dort'try any of your tricksYou havert got a chance.
You are completely surrounded.”

“Okay, it won't be a minute,” Shourie said from inside, in a plaintive
tone.

Shourie did come out, in about a minute. But his defiance surprised
the Police and took them aback, for they were getting ready for a
meek surrender on the part of Shourie, and on their part a gentle
operation of handctihg him quietly As Shourie came out of the hut,
furious looking and menacing with a nine-inch blade sharp dagger in
his hand. “I will chop off your heads like this”, said Shourie, chopping
off a good one-inch segment of his own left middle finger

The little piece of blood-dripping flesh flyingfdshouries knife
into the backwaters dazed and bewildered the policemen. In that
half-minute when the police stood aghast, Shourie jumped into the
waters and began swimming and diving at top speed. The policemen
in their neat uniforms did not want to jump into the waterd so
went and got into their little canoe, and began rowing furiously in the
direction that Shourie seemed to have taken. Unexpectiubyrie
came up from under the water behind them and overthrew the boat.
The policemen, none of them great swimmers, were frantically trying
to stay afloat and save their own lives, while Shourie quietly escaped.

The story was common knowledge in the Cochin area because
the participating policemen themselves had narrated it to their friends.
The press had published only a short account of Shewseape,
since they did not want to humiliate the police by telling the story of
their ineptitude and incompetence. Shourie had become a legendary
figure for the public.

So when Shourie was finally captured, and that too by a woman,
it was top news. | got the story mostly from my Press colleagues and
other friends. If it were today would have had to do much more
investigation before reporting it as | did in thialabar Mail. The
prestigious and high-circulation dailfalayala Manoramapicked
it up from the Malabar Mail and splashed it on the front page with a
double-column captiorPenpillai SimhamAn equivalent in English
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would be something lik& Lioness SpringsThe story | told, within
the limits of my present memqryan be summarized as follows:

A rubber grower in our neighboring hill country in the state of
Travancore had gone to Kottayam to sell his latex rylaret was
returning home, rather late in the dajth the money in his briefcase.

As he was walking home, a considerable distance from the bus stop,
an imposing and well-dressed pedestrian fell in with him and started
walking in the same direction. They started a conversation and the
rubber planter was soon charmed and impressed. Nearing his home,
he asked the stranger his name and where he wasfnoh&hourie

(that was who the stranger was) gave a convincing name and locality
of origin. Shourie explained that he was on his way to visit a friend in
a neighboring town, but had got delayed visiting all kinds of friends en
route. He had missed the last bus to the town where he was going.
The planter invited the stranger to stay at his home and resume his
journey in the morning. Shourie accepted after the customary and
polite initial “I don’t want to bother you.”

So they got to the plantsrrather sumptuous home, and after a
bath, was having suppéit that moment a messenger came with the
information that a close relative had died. The planter was expected
to go back with the messenger to the house of mourning. He fixed a
bed for his guest on the outer verandah of his house, and leaving his
wife more or less alone in the house with some housemaids, had to
go on his way to the house of mourning, promising to return as early
the next day as he could.

Shourie went to bed on the verandah, and the doors of the house
were closed from inside. In the small hours of the morning, he got up
and made quite a noise to the effect that he had been bitten by a
shake As the unsuspecting lady of the house opened the doors to
see what had happened, Shourie jumped inside the house, and wielding
his frightening daggetold the lady“Bring me the key to the cellar
door where the money is kept, or | will kill you.” The lady quietly
went into her bedroom, followed by Shourie, and came out with the
key to open the cellar or strong room of the house. Quieitllgout
saying a word, she unlocked the cellar door and let Shourie s in.
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soon as Shourie had entered, she locked the door and made him
prisoner Shourie kept shouting, but she quietly went out of the house
at that unseemly hour to call for help.Pulaya (once called
Untouchable) who lived in a hut in their compound and was loyal to
the family agreed to overpower Shourie provided the Platamily

would undertake responsibility if something happened to the Pulaya.
Meanwhile others had gathered to help the Pulaya, and the police
had been sent foFhere were no telephones those days. By the time
the police arrived, the cellar had been unlocked; Shourie had been
overpowered and bound with ropes.

So much for the story as | had reported it, based on fairly reliable
testimony It was sensational news for our region, for everyone had
heard about Shourie and his exploits. | was not smart enough to wonder
why other reporters did not pick up the story on their own. | had not
reported the details of the earlier raid by the Police of my own state
of Cochin and their failure. |1 had simply reported the story of the
capture, not by Police, but by an ordinary poor peasant and a smart
Christian woman. This capture had taken place in my neighboring
state ruled by the Maharajah Bfavancore, where the Police was
notoriously corruptTravancore was ruled de facto by the Prime
Minister or “Dewan” of the state, the scholarly Sir CRBmaswami
lyer, who was bent on destroying the economic and political power of
the Christian Community which formed 40% of the population of
that stateTo that end he had used some of the methods that Hitler
was using against the Jews in Germalhe police was his main
instrument.

After reporting the incident of Shoursetapture | should have
followed it up. I did not, mostly because | did not have the resources
to do the investigating job. It was too dangerous for a teenage reporter
to meddle with th@ravancore police. If | had investigated, | would
have found out that the Police had made him produce all his previous
stolen goods, sharing the booty among themselves (there was a lot of
gold jewels, | heard) and let him go free without any record of his
capture.

| found out soon that | was in trouble. First it was a Criminal
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Intelligence Department inspector frofmfavancore who came to
guestion me about the source of my information. He must have been
amused by my boyish looks, and was rather kind in his questioning. |
asked him about the source of his information that | was the reporter
When he told me that it was the editorial stdiny paper| told him

they had no business to tell him, but did not deny that | was the
reporter First he asked me for a written statement that | had no
basis for my report. When | refused that, he told me | did not have to
give him anything in writing, but merely tell him the source of my
information inTravancore state, so that he could get a denial from
that person. | told him that that was not journalistic ethics.

Up to that point he was polite and so wad/é were sitting in a
friend’s store and talking very privateljhe inspector now changed
his tone and asked me whether | understood thalrénancore
government could take legal action against me. | told him that | was
a citizen of Cochin state, and owed nothing toTdaancore state.

He asked me,;How old are you?'He suspected that | was not old
enough to be prosecuted as an adult. | did not tell him that | was only
sixteen. Instead, | asked, with a smile on my lips, but rather rudely
“What! Do you want to negotiate a marriage arrangement for me?”
In our society of arranged marriages, middle men did the negotiating.
He said simply*You will hear again from the Police on this matter
That concluded our conversation.

| did hear again, soon aftdrhis time it was a big burly Police
Officer from TravancoreAnayadi (elephant-footed) Padmanabhan
Pillai, a notorioug\ssistant Superintendent of Police. He came through
official channels. It was our local Police Sub Inspectdripiinithura,
N. R. Subrahmania lyewho sent a constable to my home to call me
to the local Police Station. | promptly went. | had never been to a
police station before. Though a bit anxious, | was determined within
myself not to be intimidated.

Anayadi was sitting with our Sl in the lattepfiice. “My goodness!
So young!You must be the same age as my grandson. Just answer
my questions, and there won't be any trouble.” That was his greeting.
“Who gave you this information about the capture of Showe?
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have absolutely no record of any such arM&t.do not even know
where Shourie is nawust give me the name of your informant, and
| shall save you from trouble.” He was friendly and very paternal.

“I am sorry Siy” | replied, “I cannot give you that information.”
He coaxed me in his grandfatherly wayd told me that he was
giving me wise advice and that | should not hold back the information
from the Police. | persisted in my refusal, and our local Sub-Inspector
who knew me well as a journalist, joined in; “Give him the information;
that is best for youAs | continued to refuse, the Sl said to me, “Do
you know that | can arrest you and pack ydut@fTravancore?”

Cochin was a much less corrupt Princeigt& thanTravancore.
Our police could of course beat me up, but that was a risk | was
prepared to take, trusting in God. So | answered, fairly boldly but not
without fear: “Mr. N. R. Subrahmania lyethe laws of our state do
not give you the power to do so. There is no case against me, and
you cannot arrest me.”

The two police officers looked at each other for a moment. It was
lyer who said to me, “4u may go, MrVerghese.”

That was the end of the storlynever heard from the Police
again, though | was afraid for quite some time that there would be a
sequel. Nothing happened.

ATeenagers Political Life

In 1937 and 38, India’ Freedom Movement was just gaining
momentum. Generally speaking, Christians were not very enthusiastic
about it. The majority among them thought that British imperial rule
would be preferable to self-rulitter all, the Colonial Masters were
also Christians! | was not persuaded about this point of.view
Especially in the princely states of Cochin &ndvancore, we were
ruled by Maharajahs and not directly by the Britidfe saw very
few Britishers. They were not part of our social life.

Our own Maharajahs of Cochin, usually in their eighties, were
very benign and God-fearing. The throne was given always to the
eldest male member of a royal family of some 600 members. So he
was usually eighty by the time he inherited the throne, and did not live
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very long after that. Our own home was on Hill Palace Road, leading
to the Maharajals’ Palace, about a mile aw&ye saw him passing

in front of our house very often, without ostentation or fanfare, except
on festival daysAs school children, we would go to the palace once
a yeay and we would be treated to swedtsunger members of the
royal family were my classmates, though they were forbidden to
mingle with us sociallySome of the Maharajahs were great scholars,
especially in Sanskrit, while others were quite simple-minded and the
butt of many jokes.

One of the jokes went like thiAs a man of eighty he was the
Chief Guest at a Football (Soccer) Match. That was his first exposure
to the gameAfter watching 22 people fighting for the ball, he asked
his minister: “Why all this scrambling and scuffling for one ball? Why
don’t you give them two dozen balls, so that each can have one?”

With such darling dodos ruling us, we did not feel the weight of
British imperial ruleThere was oppression and exploitation in society
many inequalities and injustices, but | was not very much worked up
about these in those days.

Mahatma Gandhi and Jawaharlal Nehru were great leaders for
us, but we saw so little of them. | have heard Nehru once in my
youth, and he impressed me with what he said and how he said it.
Gandhi once came to our hometown and | was impressed with his
simplicity and that toothless smile of his. But one of our people did
him a dirty trick. Gandhi was in the habit of auctioning off everything
that was given to him, and giving the proceeds to some charitable
fund. In my hometown, he was auctioning off the gilt framed address
of welcome presented to him. The one who bid highest was one
Krishnankutty who was a shady charactethink his bid was over
Rs. 40, a considerable sum in those days. Only later | discovered that
he was a dealer in forged currency notes, that he had offered Gandhi
a forged hundred-rupee note and got a good 60 Rupees in change as
well as the framed address!

But the local or state politics was more interesting to me as a
teenager began to understand the need for removing untouchability
for which Gandhi also campaigned. | saw the need for removing
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social and economic inequalities as time went on. The political meetings
| covered as a reporter helped the process of my conscientisation.

One day | was covering a large public meeting addressed by
Sahodarayyappan, one of our great social reformers from the
backward Eazhava communitywas impressed by his demands for
social reform, and during discussion time, | asked him the question,
rather unexpected from the press Gallery where | sat: “Why is it that
you leaders do not let someone like me, who is only 16, join the political
party?” His answer was picturesque and still rings in my ears: “W
do not believe in plucking out the seedlings (of rice) from the field
and throwing it to the cattle.” So | knew where | stood. | was only a
seedling.

But | did become politically active, whenever they would let me. |
took part in the election campaign for the Congress candidate from
my constituency for the Cochin Legislative Council. My reporting
was also often politically significant. But overall, my political
sensitivities were hardly developed until much latevas elected
Honorary Secretary of the newly created Public Library and Reading
Room in my hometown at the age of 17, if | remember right. That
was a token of adult confidence in a youngstemwhich | readily
responded by doing my best to set it up, promote it and run it. | got a
lot of my reading done in that library

We started this chapter with a discussion on the meaning of
suffering. With all my respect for Buddhism, | do not see the problem
of suffering quite in the Buddhist wayyam more intrigued with the
Greek and Christian ways of understanding and dealing with suffering.

Among the Greeks, the Stoics stand out in dealing with suffering.
Apatheigwhich certainly did not mean apathyas their great virtue.
Literally, apatheiashould be translated as ‘non4guing.’ For them,
it was a synonym for happinessudaimonia or freedom
(eleutherig. Apatheia, somewhat more accurately translated as
‘impassibility’, was first applied bgristotle to things as incapable of
any experience or defing. The Soics applied it to GodApatheia
was an attribute of God. God cannotffsuiHe is impassible, beyond
suffering. The ideal for humanity was the same, to be beyond or
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unaffected by suffering. The impassibility of God became the ethical
norm for the Stoics.

The Stoics used apatheia to denote freedom from all feeling, being
unaffected by all that happens, a divine impassiveness, or equanimity
in the face of all external circumstances. The principle, more clearly
enunciated by the last of the great Stoics, the ex-slave-philosopher
Epictetus (ca 55-ca 135), already influenced by Christiamay that
in order to be truly happy human being should make oneself free
from the vicissitudes of fate or fortune, from responsiveness to or
affectability by pain or pleasure. Our happiness should not depend
on things we cannot control or have power olteshould depend
entirely on ones own self and ong’own will. Sufering would then
have no power over us. That is freedom, that is happiness; that seems
also, to some extent, to provide the basis for the post-modern notion
of autonomy

India’s late Prime Minister Rajiv Gandhi expressed it once in this
contemporary waypresenting equanimity wittishkamakarméight
action without desire for the fruit of the action) as the quintessence
of Indian wisdom: “Unflappability is the better part of valdFhat
was Indeed clevewhether it is the quintessence of Indian wisdom
or not.We must come to that later

Freud, in hiCivilization and Its Discontentgave us the rather
simplistic classification of suffering into three kinds: a) that which is
caused by the superior power of nature, e.g., floods, earthquakes,
droughts, etc.; (b) that which is caused by the decay and eventual
death of our bodies, e.g. disease; and (c) what is caused by the
shortcomings of our social relations and institutions. The first two he
thought were insurmountable, though we would say today that a great
deal of it can be prevented or avoided. For the third, he offered the
remedy of a more rational, non-neurotic approach to all questions,
and the eventual elimination of the “illusioof religion.To me this
seems too simplistic and adolescent an approach, not even worth
discussing.

We can indeed distinguish betweenfstihg voluntarily chosen,
such as in asceticism, and in a great deal of parental affection, and in
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personal sacrifice for the sake of others; suffering imposed by other
human beings either by mistake or by intention or even because of
ignorance; suffering caused by what previous generations have done
to make our inherited physical and social environment what it is;
suffering due to lack and want, including lack of love and care;
suffering induced by compassion for the suffering of others; suffering
brought on by ong’own folly and unwisdom; sigfring caused by
accidents, natural or otherwise;feuing that arises from orsestation

in life; suffering caused by the stress and strain of present living;
suffering as anxietyporedom and persistent sense of guiltfesirfg

due to the structures of present injustice, and so on.

What the Christian tradition has taught me is not to ask for the
cause of individual suffering, or to resolve philosophically the problem
of unmerited suffering. My task is to use suffering that comes my
way, for the exercise of self-discipline and compassion. | do not know
why we have to stér, but | know that where there has been no
suffering there is no development of charadtienow that compassion
is learned and taught by entering into the suffering of others and by
letting others share orsedwn suflering, to a certain extent. Sefing
seems to be Love'way at least in this world.

Suffering does not open the door by itself. The key has to be
turned; suffering has to be transmuted by love. Hate and despair can
turn it into poison. | am grateful to God that however close | came to
despair in my suffering-filled adolescence, | did not give up. My little
faith helped me to cling on in hope.

Suffering is the key to the mystery of existence in this world. That
is why God himself, supposedly free from all suffering, decided to
come and partake of it HimselFhereby lies the Grand Mystery
God sufers, in Christ, in us, even today



CHAPTERIII

FROM INDIATO ETHIOPIA
THE UNMAPPABLE WAYS OFGOD

Two Heroes

During my teas, | had developed extra admiration for two heroic
world figures. What was common to them was their determined
resistance to insolent might. Signor Benito Mussolini and Aldwtf
Hitler personified that Fascist might they both resisted. The two heroic
resistors were Emperor Haile Sellassie of Ethiopia and Pastor Martin
Niemoeller of Germanyin fact | wrote feature articles about both
the resistors during the days of my teen-age journalism. By a strange
coincidence, | came to know both of them rather intimately and
personally in later life.

Winston Churchill also resisted HitJdyut he was no hero for me.
For me as a youngstehe British Prime Minister represented great
pluck and courage, but more bluff and rhetoric, and not much concern
for justice or equityAfter all, Churchill did declare that he had not
become Prime Minister of England to preside over the liquidation of
the British Empire over which the sun never set. | was one among
millions who sincerely and passionately desired the liquidation of that
empire, so that my people could be free from the imperial yoke.

I will keep the Niemoeller story for a subsequent section. The
Haile Sellassie story is a longer one, but let me narrate a few of the
events leading up to my double Ethiopian sojourn, which began in
1947, the very yaaof our national independence in India.

Getting Away from Home

In 1940, when | wa 18, someone Kindly offered me a job, and |
accepted, mostly to get away from the miseries of home. It was in
Mattancheri, Cochin, some 12 Kilometers away from home. | became
a clerk in a small Shipping affdansport firm, the Cochifiransport
Company There were two other fife staf, besides the managing
Dirtector and me. The salary was about Rs.15 a month. | could sleep
in the ofice, and eat in a nearby restaurdmwo simple meals a day
for a whole nonth cost only about Rs. 6.00 (US $ 1.30) those days.
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Two or three simple memories stand out from those days.
Everybody in the office belonged to the same Syrian Christian
community and life was fairly congenial. But there were two of my
neighbors who did not. One was a youngdadakrishna pillai, a
Hindu, a couple of years senior to me. He worked (and lived) in the
offices next to ours, in the same building. His philosophy of life was
that youth was there to be enjoyed. He was so enthusiastic about it
that he could not understand my home-bred reluctance to seek
forbidden pleasures like wine and women, both easily accessible in
the city It was half courtesy and half curiosity that let me go out with
him one night into some of the more lurid quarters of that Thtsit
was enough. It left some painful memories, which have kept me
from that kind of pleasure-seeking ever after

The Man Who lived for Money

The other neighbowho also lived and worked next door to us in
the same building, wasSattatrader one who bought and sold shares
by telephone. | was told he was very rich, but he lived and worked in
one room, with a chaia narrow bed, a telephone, and géagafe in
which he kept his documents and marlayever got to know him,
because he was always at his telephone, morning till night. He could
think and talk only about stocks and shares and about mbieey
seemed to have no familgo social life, no friends. He lived for
money

One morning we were in for a surpri¥ée were told that he had
died during the night. It was a heart attack. He had gotten up from
his bed, gone to his safe, and had collapsed with his hand still on the
handle of the saféhe scene made a deep impression onWee.
talked about it a lot in the office, but alone, | pondered about the
meaning of the event. | suppose these small events do shape one’
outlook on life. Perhaps not through conscious cogitations and rational
conclusions, but through insights of an impressionable age, lingering
long, hidden in the sub-conscious.

Appearing for a Competitive Examination

| worked in the Cochiffransport Company for about a year and
a half or two. During this period, in 1941, when | was nineteen, |
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decided to appear for a competitive examination for recruitment to
the clerical cadre of the Indian posts aredegraphs Department.
There were some 300 candidates competing for a total of a dozen
vacancies in the states of Cochin dingvancore. Eighty percent of

the competing candidates, | understood, were university graduates,
while | had only a high school education.

I had hardly hoped to be selected. | remember that | had answered
some of the questions in the examination with an air of breeziness.
Asked to write short notes on the Seven pagodas, | could not for the
life of me remember anything | had heard or read about pagodas.
Neither did | know what they wer&et | gave the answer: “The
Seven pagodas could hardly bé&merica, in Europe or iAustralia.

Nor do they soundfrican. So they must be isia.”

Asked for similar short notes on tAdantic Charterwhich had
been signed a few months before the competitive examination in
1941 (between Roosevelt and Churchill, befomgerica had joined
the war signed during a conference aboard-glaips in the North
Atlantic), I had insolently written: TheAtlantic Charter deserves to
be submeaged where it arose, i.e., in the middle ofAliantic Ocean.”

Not that | understood th&tlantic Charter and its purpose at that
time. What | wrote was the result of intuition rather than insight.
Today | know that it was a compromise on Churchiplart intended
to draw theAmericans into th&Var efort, which theAllies were on
the brink of losing, Roosevelt was resisting, for he thought that the
British and the French were simply waging war to protect their own
empires against the Germans and the Japanese. Until Pearl Harbour
in December 1941, Roosevelt still thought thaterica’s economic
interest was best served by profiting from the manufacture and sale
of arms to théllies while staying away from any direct participation
in the war The weapons industry limerica had boomed and was
boosting theAmerican economy in an unprecedented manner

Britain and the USAsigned th&tlantic Charter orAugust 14,
1941, Roosevelt had made Churchill reluctantly acquiesce in the lofty
but empty statements in the charter about the right of people to choose
their own government and all that. In India, Mahatma Gandhi had
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opposed the war as in principle wrong, and had been arrested by our
British mastersWe thought the weaker the British, the greater the
chance of their letting us go fré&/ith America joining up with the
British, our chances would be feweve reckoned. Besides, the
rhetoric of theAtlantic Charter was merely a revival Woodrow
Wilson's FirstWorld War ideology of justifying the war in the name

of defending freedom and democra8gelf-determination for all
peoples, yes, but not for the British Colonies. | saw only part of that
hypocrisy at that time.

Postal Employee

Anyway, | qualified in the competitive examination despite my
insolence. | joined the Post ahelegraph department of our colonial
government. My salary suddenly rose from Rs. 15 to Rs. 39 (less
than US $ 9.00) per montAfter an intial period of working at the
Head Post Office in Cochin, | was sent to Madras for training in
Morse telegraphic signalling. Our institute was in Kodambakkam, a
district of Madras cityand | lived with other trainees in a nearby
lodge.This was my first contact withamil andTelugu and Kannada
friends, all rather bright youngstefithey were good company

Besides learningelegraphyon my own | also acquired a reading
and writing knowledge ofamil, the local language of Madras with
the help of some of my obliging friendamil and Malayalam were
kindred languages of the so called Dravidian fapelycept that
Malayalam was more sanskritized thiamil.

Many of theTamil ways were interesting to me. | even learned to
like Tamil food, without any difculty, particularly since | had not
been spoiled in my eating habits at home. | especially delighted in the
idea of the milkman bringing his cow to our home, and milking it
directly into our vessel, so that we could drink it with its natural,
warmth. Madras was a much bigger city than Cochin, but beyond a
few sightseeing tripsith friends, | made no adventurous sorties into
the city life.

The Quit India Movement

One lasting memory is of the Quit India Movement in 1942. The
Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour in December 1941, and there was
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constant danger that India would be attacked too. Indian loyalty to
the British, in the event of such Japanese invasion, could not be taken
for granted. Churchill sent us his special en&iySafford Cripps, a
Socialist and a friend of Nehru and others, with the appeasing offer
of “Full Dominion Satus” for India within the British Empir&Ve in

India, on the other hand, were pledged to “Poorna Swaraj” or total
independence. Cripps was not authorized to negotiate, but only to
make a pre-determined offer of promotion from colony to dominion.
The offer was turned down.

One of the British arguments was that it would be perilous for
India to seek to be independent so long as the Japanese threat was
there, and that we should stay within the British umbrella of protection.
Through Mahatma Gandhi, India replied ifieet “You, John Bull,
just quit IndiaWe will deal with the Japanese as Independent India,
using our own non-violent meangour presence on our soil is a
provocation to the Japanese.” John Bull refused to quit, and went on
to put some 60,000 Indians in prison. They even strafed some of our
cities by using bombers to intimidate our people and suppress the
revolt.

We were right about th&tlantic charterTheAmericans, joining
theAllied war efort in 1942, gave the British the breathing space in
which to handle the revolt in Indiand they handled it quite brutally
and eficiently.

American warplanes were taking off from Bombay and Calcutta
for strikes against the Japanese, while the British were shooting down
rebel Indians.

As the Quit India Movement erupted, | was in Madras. My
patriotism was properly kindled and | joined groups of protesting
University students in Madras to shout with gusto: “John Bull, Quit
India, Inquilab Sindabad” (Urdu for Long Live the Revolution). |
even joined college students who were pulling down alarm chains on
local trains in order to disrupt traffic. Of course, | did not myself pull
the chains, but identifying oneself with those who did was enough. It
was exhilarating, but doubly dangerous, because we were supposed
to be “most obedient servants” of the British government.
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| heard later that the Japanese did drop a token bomb near Madras,
not in the citybut in the open countryside. Maybe their intention was
only to show the British that they could bomb India if they chose to
do soAnyway | hazily remember reading in one of our newspapers
that there was a bomb that fell and that it killed one chicken, but no
humans! May be it was a trick of a British bomber; who knows?

Subhash Chandra Bose - Only a demi-Hero

This was the time when one of our heroic and gifted national
leaders, Subhash Chandra Bose (President of the Indian National
Congress in 1938), who had in 1940 broken with Gandhi and Nehru,
started aganizing the Indian Nation&lrmy, with the support of the
Japanese and the Germans, to invade India and to liberate it from the
British. This volunteer army was composed of Indians caught by the
war in GermanyBritish Indian prisoners of war released, precisely
for this purpose, by the Japanese, Indian volunteers from Malaysia,
Singapore and Burma and so on. It was an army of some 50,000,
trained by Bose, equipped with Japanese and German help.

Bose proclaimed an Independent Indian Government in Exile in
October 1943, and invaded India in the North- East (around Imphal),
from Burma (Myanmar). Bereft of promised Japanese air support,
the Indian Nationahrmy was quickly defeated and put to rout by the
British IndianArmy. Bose simply disappeared, and has not been seen
since. They say he died after an air crash in a Japanese hospital in
Taiwan.

That was fifty years ago. My own feelings towards this whole
phenomenon were quite ambivalent. Mahatma Gandhi called Bose
“a patriot of patriots”, and for me, he well deserved that title. He was
self-denying, brave and forthright in defying the British might, and
this | admired. He had qualified in Cambridge for the prestigious
Indian Civil Service Examination, but he had torn up the certificate in
public, to demonstrate his contempt for the Imperial system. This too
thrilled me. But two things | could not approve - his compromise of
principle in seeking the support of Nazi Germany for the liberation of
India, and his foolhardiness in the invasion of India foredoomed to
failure. Bose had the powdf only he were a better strategist, to
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create a different kind of independent India, with a little more dignity
and self-respect than we now seem to have.

On the other hand, Mahatma Gandhi was a spiritually much more
attractive figure, truly Indian and truly universal, the best specimen
of humanity our world has produced in the last couple of centuries.
Bose, like Nehru, was a Cambridge traiwdstern Liberal, only
more radical in his revolutionary methods. Gandhi embodied
uncompromising integrity with genuine love and compassion for all.
He was closer to the poor and suffering masses of India, identified
with them in utter simplicitydeeply religious, and politically astute all
the same.

The other Indian | admired was Rabindrand@tygore. His
Gitanjali, Post Office Fruit-gathering and other poems touched
my heart deeplyfagore had a feeling for the mystery of life; he was
no Western Liberal; he was a poet of the Unseen, a bard of true
Beauty and a hierophant of the HolWy post ofice colleague and
friend Varghese Matheywhom we dectionately calledChinthan
(Thinker), not only frequently reathgore to me, but even recited
long Tagore passages from memorggore, though ardent in this
own way for Indias freedom, kept some distance from both Gandhi
and Nehru, and did not occupy the center of lisdi@edom struggle.
| have often thought that Gandhiagore and Nehru together
constituted the triptych icon of independent India as it emerged in
1947.

Trade Union Secetary

| was soon electedssociate Secretary of the Indian post and
Telegraph Union for the statesTofivancore and Cochin. It thus fell
to me to help @anize the first nation-wide post afidlegraph
workers’ strike against the British within the limits of our two states.
Many of our more reasonable demands were met by the colonial
authorities, and the strike was called off at the last moment to avoid
inconvenience to the general public.

When | resigned my post office job in 1947 and left for Ethiopia,
the IndianTrade Union Journal published my picture and an encomium.
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Drifting Rudderless

In 1947, | was working in Ernakulam. I could even afford to rent
a house and engage a servant. My youngest bréthexham, was
staying with me and going to College, doing his B.com. My eldest
brother Paulose, was in the British Indian Nastationed in Bombay
His young and childless wife was also staying with us in Ernakulam,
since the situation at our homeTiripunithura was still intolerably
bad.

| was popular and moderately happyt basically dissatisfied
with the kind of life | was living. | went to church regularly and
without fail. The conversation with God continued through these years.
| was always making excuses to God for the way | was living, a life
not outrageously evil or sinful, but nonetheless fairly pointless: trivial
pursuits, trackless wandering, unpurposive liviagd no romance
worth talking about. No one had come around to catch my fancy that
much.

Death of a Friend -A Major Turning Point

One day lhad the news about the sudden death of a middle aged
neighbor and friend, DrPuthooran. He was a successful
ophthalmologist, in apparently good health and a vigorous sports man.
He had died of heart failure, at the entrance gate of his tennis club,
with racket in hand. | was both sad and shocked, pensive about the
fleeting character of life. | had a long conversation with God that
night in the solitude of my bedroom.

“Yes, my Lord, | know that | can also die like that. | should change
my life and make it bear better fruifou know | want to. But you
also know my friends. They will laugh at me if | become overly pious
overnight. | cannot stand that. So long as | live in this sqdidbre
not repent or change. But | promise you, put me in a brand new
environment, and | shall be a different person, totally committed to
your obedience, totally dedicated. | promise.”

I knew deep down inside me that the promise was only half serious.
And | was half sure that God would not take me up on my promise.
There was an off chae though that He might, since | was half
serious. He was soon to show me that He would.
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The next day was Puthooraruneral. It was a simple traditional
Orthodox funeral ceremonpegun early in the day and finished by
10 a.m. | was on telegraph duty on the 2 pm to 9 pm slfiiétr the
funeral | was sitting in the radio store of a common friend of Dr
Puthooran and myself, Mrathew ChoolakkalVe reminisced a lot
about our late friend. Suddenly Mathew said, “I have a quick trip to
make toAlwaye (a town 12 miles away). | am driving. Do you care
to come along? | will bring you back in time for the afternoon shift.”
| was glad to have a diversion after the funeral, and readily agreed.

At that point a white man walked into the shop, accompanied by a
white-uniformed stdfperson from the neighboring Indi&irlines
Office. The latter introduced the foreigner to us, and said: “He wants
to go toAlwaye. Can you help him find the right bus to get there?”
“We were just at the point of driving there,” my friend responded;
“You can come along, if you do not mind the small’'car

He had been introduced as Bobert NThompson, a Canadian,
coming from Ethiopia. | was keen to find out more about Ethiopia
and about Emperor Haile Sellasaiée chatted for a while, and then
started on the half-hour car journégontinued to prod him with all
kinds of questions about Ethiopia.

In ten minutes we had crossed the border between Cochin and
TravancoreAlwaye was infravancore. Suddenly we stopp&tere
had been a road accideAtTravancore military truck had nearly
collided with a bullock cart at the entrance to a bridge. In dodging the
bullock cart, the truck had fallen off the road into a field some twenty
feet below Several of the soldiers standing in the truck had been
thrown off the vehicle and were lying scattered on the field. One
was bleeding profusely from a head wouAdsmall crowd had
gathered, but no one was helping them.

“Why is no one doing anything? That man will die if he does not
get first aid,” said Thompson.

“Nobody wants to get involved with thEravancore militia or
police,” replied Mathew

“l am jumping down to see what | can do,” Said Thompson.
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“I am coming with you,” | responded, and we both jumped out.
We got some of the bystanders to get some water and rags, and we
washed and bound up the wounds. Only |atdound out that
Thompson had been a Chiropractdieanwhile Mathew had gone
ahead in his car and soon brought an ambulance from the nearest
hospital. The whole thing took only fifteen or twenty minutes, but a
bond had formed between Thompson and me.

We proceeded on our journéghompson told us that his real
destination was Kottayam, and that he was goidgwaye only to
catch a bus to Kottayam, to see Bishop C. K. Jacob dfrtbkcan
Church.We tookThompson to the Bus stationAdwaye. Mathew
asked me to stay with Thompson to help him with the ticket and all
that, while he went and did his busines&\iwaye. He came back
very shortly and | got in to the car to get back to Ernakulam for my
work in theTelegraph dfce. Thompson said good-bye to Mathew at
the wheel, and came around to say good-bye to me.

| was already seated in the chie held my hand and said, “I
have been impressed by you. | have come to India to recruit teachers
for Ethiopian schools. The advertisement will be in the papers this
week, and if any of your friends apply with a recommendation from
you, | shall give them special consideration.”

Many things must have gone through my mind in a flash, including
my half-hearted promise to God, only the previous night, to begin a
new life if given a new setting. There was not much time for slow
reflection, but the words jumped out of my mouth: “I do not know
about any friends | can commend to you, but | am willing to come
myself and teach in Ethiopia.”

“Stop kidding and get back to your work without getting late,”
said Thompson.

“l am not kidding,” | responded, “I mean what | said.”
“Prove it by coming out of the c&isaid Thompson.

| promptly got out with a look at Mathewasking him to wait.
There was no place in the bus station where we could conveniently
sit and talk We sat together on a bench in the tickdicef
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“| see that you speak good English. Can you also read and write?”
he asked, taking out his newspaper and handing me his pete “W
your name and address on it,” he said to me. When | had done that,
he asked me to write some other sentence in English on the same
newspaper! | felt slightly humiliated, wondering why he did not give
me a harder test.

“I will give you an application form. Fill it up and send it to this
address in MadrasVe may call you for an interview have an
Ethiopian colleague, waiting for me in Madras. | cannot decide
anything on my own.”

So we parted. Everything went according to schedule. | did not
consult anyone, but applied, went to Madras for the interview and
got selected. | was told that I did not have the required qualifications
to be a teachethat | did not even have a university degree, and yet
that | was being taken as a special cd¢e.signed contracts, and
only then | came and told father at home. He said | was crazy to
leave a secure job in the government, venturing into unkAdriaa.
There was no need togure with my fatherl had asserted my
independence ten years ago alreathen he told me in 1937 that he
had no money to send me to college. | just told him goodbye and told
mother and brothers also goodbye.

Off to Ethiopia

It was a memorable journdg/e were a group of 20 or so teachers,
most of them experienced and all except me qualified, mostly from
Kerala andlamilnadu, a good majority of us Christiafibe Ethiopian
Ministry of Education had sent us a DC-3 Dakota, usually used for
carrying freight. It had two metal benches along the side, with no
cushions, but plenty of blankets. None of the comforts of air travel
today and not even the comforts of a normal passenger plane in
1947 .We boarded the plane in Bombay and made several short and
bumpy hops along the coast of India &mdbia, to Massirah Island,
Aden, Dire Dawa, and finally tAddis Ababa. It took us some 18
hours, whereas today the direct flight, Bombay-Addiaba, takes
only 3 % hours.
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We were worn out by the time we gotAddis Ababa. Some of
the teachers had brought young children alanginpleasant surprise
awaited us at thairport. After a long wait before going through
immigration, we were finally told that we could not land because our
inoculation papers forellow Fever and Cholera were not in order
There had been an outbreak of cholera in India, and we were to go
directly into quarantine, in an isolation ward in a hospital in to\en.
had to stay in the isolation ward for several days, if | remember right.

On about the third dafEmperor Haile Sellassie came to visit usin
the hospital, to welcome us and to apologize for the inconvenience.
We gathered together around the locked gate of the hospital, inside,
while the Emperor stood outside the gate and talked to us through the
gate by an interpretéie should have been impressed, but we were
all too worn out to feel anything but sheer fatigue and boredom. But
we had seen the great man, and that was something.

Teaching in Nazaeth

After a week or more of confinement in the isolation ward, we
were released and taken to the Itegue Hotel, the only western style
hotel inAddisAbaba those day#fter a week in the hotel, we were
given our various assignments. | was, along with two otheril
Christians, to go to a new school, some 100 kilometers EAdts
Ababa, in the plains. The place, originally called Hadama, had been
renamed NazaretiVe moved into a new house, with three bedrooms.
One of my colleagues, Mbaniel, several years senior to me, was to
be the headmastéile, with his wife, occupied the master bedroom,
while the two of us bachelors occupied the smaller bedrooms.

I was 25, and ready for all kinds of new experiences. But | had
conveniently forgotten my promise to God about repenting and
beginning a new life and all that. | taught during the week, and then
played bridge incessantly with fellow teachers, sometimes starting
Friday evening and stopping only late Sunday night. There was nothing
else to do in Nazareth.

| taught in the third and fifth grades, teaching practically all subjects.
The children were good, playful, but also highly respectful to teachers.
| was quite surprised to find girls who would touch my feet as a mark
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of respect. | thought that was a uniquely Indian practice. Ethiopia
was Sub-SaharAfrica’s only literate ancient culture, and the
difference was clearly visible. | enjoyed teaching and | enjoyed the
children, who were polite and refined. | soon came to identify myself
with the culture, and felt irritated when some of my Indian or Sudanese
colleagues kept on pouring contempt on the Ethiopians, in order to
feel superior

Ambharic was the dicial language of Ethiopia, and oamharic
teacher in the school was a bright young man, only slightly older than
I, Ato Telahun Damte (Ato is the Ethiopian equivalent of)Mr
began takindAmharic lessons from him in private, and made some
progress.

The only social contact outside the school circle for me was the
local hospital run by Mennonite missionaries frémmerica. |
remember especially DPaul and Nancy Conrad, Dorsa and Mary
Mishler, Dan Sensenning with wife and daughter

They were all very good to me. These were my first sustained
social contacts with white westerners, and it took me a while to learn
some of their ways. | went occasionally to their Sunday worship
services, usually in one of the homes. | went to an Ethiopian Orthodox
Church once, but found the liturgy totally beyond my comprehension,
both in language and fornthe American prayer meetings at the
hospital were totally devoid of symbol or ritual, but at least | understood
the language and felt the reality of prayand they seemed to like
“Mr. Geoge” as they called me, since | had told them esghese
was the Indian equivalent of George.

A Divine Jolt Wakes me Up

One day one of my fifth grade boys came to me and complained
that he was not feeling well. | felt his forehead with my fingers to see
if he was running a temperature. He wAsblister had already
formed on his forehead. | asked him what that was. He did not know
| advised him to go home and rest, and then go to the hospital and see
the doctor He was in bed with Chicken Pox and did not come to
class for several days.
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On the fifteenth day after | had felt his forehead, | was myself
down with Chicken Pox. This is normally a child disease, and once
you get a mild attack in childhood, you are supposed to be immune
for life. I never had it in childhood and was therefore not immune.

The attack, in my 25th yeawas far from mildThe blisters were
cherry-sized, and | had them all over my bodfey were
excruciatingly painful; new ones kept coming up every day on my
head, on my back, on my face, on my chest, on my seat. | could not
sit or lie down because of the blisters. | was shut up in my room, and
my fellow residents of the house, Nlraniel and MrRathinaswami,
asked me to lock my door and not go out of my room, for fear of
giving it to others in the house. No one came to see me, and some
food was occasionally slipped in under the dbloe to a convict or to
a prisoner

The pain was sharp and intense; the loneliness was unbearable.
Students wanted to visit me, but they were forbidden to do so,
understandablyif | was thirsty there was no way of asking for a hot
drink. | could not wash myself, or even clean my mouth and teeth.
Unable to sit or lie down, | paced my room up and down. | felt this
was not quite fair on the part of God to put me through all this pain.
Like Job, I wanted to ask God for an explanation.

That is what | finally didAt the height of my pain, about the
fourth day | went and sat fiercely on my chair at my déhe seat
hurt, but | grit my teethAcross the desk, on the wall, there was a
color portrait of Christ (Salmas’Head of Christ, a not too artistic
American product) facing me. | started the dialogue or debate or
whatever it was. | accused God of being cruel and ymfairoid of
compassion, and letting people suffer more than they deserved. |
was talking quite aloud, in the anguish of my pain and the loneliness
of my room, and threw a stream of abuse at the portrait of Chsist.
the torrent of words rose in crescendo, | was carried away by the
rhetoric of my own petulance.

Finally, and not without hesitation, | blurted out what | knew were
insolent words: “VEs your sufering on the cross anything comparable
to what | am going through now?” That put a stopper to the flow of
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my own sulky abuse. | felt | had said more than what | had a right to
say There was a calnThe experience that followed is so poignhant
that | have no words in which to describe it with some sense of
adequacy

A voice came, distinct and cledcannot be sure that any of our
modern equipment could have registered the sound waves that
reached my ears and the meaning that hit my heart. | heard those
words. | do not know where they came from. | was speaking to God
in English, and the reply was also in English. The tone was by no
means rebuking or reproving; on the contraitywas most
compassionate and tenderly loving:

“Yes, my son, it was”

That was all it said. But it brought about a total transformation in
my condition. My pain was gone, though the blisters were still there.
| was wafted up to a higher plane of happiness where pain cannot
penetrate. | felt an incredible lightness of body if | was being
effortlessly lifted up on wings of joy

I bowed my head in humble adoration. | surrendered myself without
reservation, into the loving hands of God in ChAsid | said, with
deep contrition: “© Thee, | bow my head, Lord, Thee | surrender
myself. | amThine. Pardon me my follypardon me my insolence.
Take me, do with me as it pleasHsee. Break me if need be, but
give me grace and wisdom and strength to walk in Thy ways. | love
Thee and | bless Thee with all my heart.”

The blisters were there, as before. No miraculous healing had
taken place. The pain started slowly coming back, but | was a stronger
person now and could easily and joyfully take it. The chicken pox
took its normal time to heal, but | came out of that sickness radically
transformed. | could not share my experience with too many people,
but I renewed my commitment many a time those days. | may share
with you some of the jottings in my diary from that time:

Nazareth to Jimma

| was in Nazareth only for a few months, from November 1947 to
June 1948. By the time the next academic year came around, | was
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on my way in a government truck, to take cparof a new post in
Jimma, in the wild coffee jungles of Kaffa, some 300 kilometers south-
west ofAddis Ababa.

Jimma had the UNRRAchool of PracticaArts, established in
1947 with the assistance of the United Nations Relief and
RehabilitatiorAssociation, with a view to giving both school education
and arts and crafts training to young men who had become orphans
during Mussolinis Italian Occupation (1935-41) and had grown up
on the streets. It was part of the \dIgost-war relief and rehabilitation
operations in formerly Fascist-occupied territories. Nine Canadian
families ran the project during the first yeine extensive campus
with the school and family quarters for the teachers was well guarded
with high walls and barbed wire fences. The sixty or so Ethiopian
boys were sometimes prone to violence, and some had criminal
tendencies.

Of the nine Canadian families, seven had quit during the first year
itself because of student violenfesouth Indian teachgvir. Sharma
was in charge of the classroom work (five grades) while the Canadians
had tried to look after the trainingAgriculture and practical arts. |
was posted to take over from MBharma. In overall chge was
Mr. HowardThompson, brother of the DR. N.Thompson who had
recruited me in India. Howard had formerly been in the Canadian
Mounted Police, but had nevertheless dismally failed in trying to
enforce discipline in the school.

The scene which encountered me when | entered the school
compound after a wearying eight-hour journey faddis Ababa on
very rugged roads in a pick-up truck, was dramatic indeed. On the
first floor balcony of the directds two-story house stood Mr
Thompson, with his wife by his side. The students, gathered together
on the ground in front of his house, were addressing him through
their leader: “If you have the guts, just come down from that balcony
and we will kill you.” That was the gist of what they were saying to
their DirectorThey were menacing in their looks, but | was wondering
if they meant what they said.

A middle-aged Ethiopian gentleman, accompanied by half a dozen
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others, came out of an office next door and approached the students,
with a sense of authoritite wasAto Kirubel, an Ethiopian Roman
Catholic who had once studied to be a Jesuit and had also served in
theArmy, well-dressed in European clothes, with a white shawl over
his jacket. He sported a well-trimmed goatee. He was the Director
of Provincial Education and had over-all responsibility for all the
schools in Kaffa province. He lived on that campus, and also had his
office there. In fact he had occupied one of the houses left by the
Canadians.

“Go back to your hostel ngwr | will call the police,” he ordered,
in Amharic.They were aguing back with him, but I could not follow
the argument. In any case they soon dispersed, grumbling, and went
back to their hostel. | got off from my pick-up with my things and
entered the house of MBharma, which | was to take over from
him.

Sharma gave me some background. He was delighted to see me,
a fellow Indian. “All this violence is directed against the White
teachers. | have no problem with them,” said Sharma. “And you will
have no problem with them, eittidne sought to reassure me. Sharma
was Brahmin and a good cook, and he cooked some good vegetarian
meals for us when we stayed together in that house for two days.

After Sharma left, | began to settle down in that roomy house left
by the Canadians. | engaged a cook, which $frarma obviously
had not needed. | went to the school and talked to my students. They
were respectful, attentive and interested. No sign of violence or
defiance. Some of them were older than me, for | was only 26. |
invited them for tea in my house that day at 4 p.m. Most of them
came, and we had a good afternoon togetiitting and drinking tea,
chatting togetheAround 6 p.m., they began to disperse, for their
free time was oveAfter they had gone out, three of their spokesmen
came back to my house.

“We have something to say to you, Sir”, their leader said, politely
and with almost diffidence. “What happened to us today has deeply
touched us. This is the very first time that any of our teachers invited
us into their homeAnd you treated us like human beings, not like as
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if we were thieves and criminals. It makes all the difference to us.
We feel like human beings again.”

| was moved to tears. It was all said with such simplicity and
dignity. But it is spoke volumes to my young and sensitive soul.

“Come every afternoon at fouil blurted out, not thinking very
much about what | was saying. 8Will have tea everyday here in
my home. Besides, we will also use the time to reflect about God and
study the Bible togethgr

So began a program of daily Bible studies, entirely voluntary
friendly and informal, in my home. More than half the students came
regularly And | put my whole engly into living and working with the
youngsters. They were in the age range of about 16 to 27, not mere
schoolboys. They had grown up on the streets and had taken to petty
pilfering, mild drinking, and quick quarrelling. Both among my
colleagues and in the town, they had a bad reputation. The authorities
tried to use the police to restrain them, but the result was mainly that
they had to share their booty and the alcohol with the police. They
were not normally allowed to go into town unless accompanied by a
teacher; they were virtual prisoners in our barbed wire enclosed
compound, with guards at the gate.

Grappling with a Hyena

One day | took them out for a long walk into the countryside.
They were about 50, walking double file, very docile and very
disciplined. Suddenly | saw them breaking formation and running to a
field on the side. | was quite confident