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- The sovereign operation of the Holy Spirit in our lives over

these days may and almost certainly will involve unexpected

.and costly demands. What price am I, what price are you

prepared to pay? Do you recall the words of Thomas when
he said, ‘Except I shall see in his hands the print of the nails,
I will not believe’? There is a sense in which the world is
saying the same thing, Is there the equivalent of the print of
the nails in my hands, in yours, or are our hands soft and
clean because they have never grappled with sin and suffer-
ing?

Brsuop A. J. DA, International Congress on World Evan-
gelisation (Let the Earth Hear His Voice, Worldwide Pub-
lications, page 15).
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PROLOGUE

‘Two WOMEN MISSIONARIES kidnapped by bandits!”

‘Welsh nurse and Dutch companion abducted in South
Thailand!’

‘Malay terrorists capture missionary nurses !’

It was 23rd April, 1974. In one of the remotest areas of
the ancient Asian kingdom of Thailand Miss Margaret Mor-
gan from Britain and Miss Minka Hanskamp from Holland,
while attending to leprosy patients in a rural clinic, had been

 taken off at gun point by four men. They had been driven off

in a green Mazda taxi. One of the men had been heard to
say the nurses were being taken to tend some sick people.
They were believed to have been heading for a bandit hide-
out in the jungle.

Kidnappings, murders, hold-ups and gun battles between
the military police and the bandits had been going on for
years in the troubled provinces on the Malaysian border,
but this was the first time western missionaries had been
abducted, and it was NEWS. Telegraph wires crackled,
telephone bells rang, staccato radio messages darted from
country to country. '

“The abducted women are members of the Overseas Mis-
sionary Fellowship. Head office in Thailand in Bangkok.
International headquarters in Singapore. Get the story . . .
Get photographs . . . ,

The news media acted so quickly that the Embassies and
the OMF were hard put to it to keep a step ahead and notify
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. the relatives and those most intimately. concerned before
they heard it over the radio or saw news flashes on the TV.
When Ian Murray, Superintendent of the OMF work in
South Thailand, received the first indication of the kid-
napping through the local police, he went off to confirm the
report, then phoned the OMF office in Bangkok. He had
difficulty in getting through, and when he did so he learned

the news had already reached there. ‘It’s in the early evening -

papers here,” he was told. Then came the anxious question :
 ‘Howbadisit?’

Tan Murray was fairly optimistic, ‘T think they’ll let the
girls go after a day or two,” he said. “There was a big gun
battle not far away a couple of nights ago, and they’ve prob-
ably been taken off to tend the wounded. Not likely to keep
them after that. ‘Better cable Singapore and London,
though.’

Bangkok time was six hours ahead of London so it was
early afternoon when the cable arrived in London, about
the same time as a telephone call was received from the
Foreign Office. A few minutes later the telephone rangin a
terraced house in 2 narrow street in Porth, gateway to the
Rhondda valleys of South Wales.

Mrs Morgan had just finished washing up the dinner
things, and walked through the sunny back room to the front
passage where the telephone stood on a small table. She
picked up the receiver.

‘Is that Mrs Morgan?’ a man’s voice asked. ‘I’m phoning
from London, from the OMF. This is Norman Pateman
speaking.” He paused a moment, then went on, ‘It’s about
‘Margaret. We’ve had some rather bad news, I'm afraid.”

She caught her breath. She’d known Margaret wasn’t well.
Her weekly letters had come as usual, cheerful and full of
news, but each one recently had made passing references to
a severe headache . . . an allergy . . . an attack of diarrhoea

. Margaret was ill! That’s why they were phoning from
London,
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I've been expecting this,” she said, trying to “keep her
voice calm.

“You’ve been expecting it?” was the surprised reply. ‘What
have you been expecting?’

‘She’s ill, isn’t she? I could tell from her letters. Is it
serious?’

‘No, it isn’t that. It’s worse, I'm afraid..

‘Worse!” What did he mean?

‘She’s been captured by bandits. We’'ve just received a
cable from Bangkok. I'll read it to you. Morgan Hanskamp
taken by bandits. Murray hopeful early release. Presume
taken to care for wounded.’

‘We can be thankful she’s not alone,” the voice continued
gently. “There seems good reason to hope they’ll be released
soon. We’ll be praying very earnestly. And of course we’ll

~ keep in close touch with you. When we get any further news

we’ll let you know at once .

But she scarcely heard what he was saying. Her mind
seemed to have come to a standstill at those words, ‘cap-
tured by bandits’. So this was it. She’d been conscious some-
thing was going to happen, but she’d thought it was to do
with Margaret’s health. This was worse. Captured by ban-
dits—what would they do to her? Where had they taken her?

She stood irresolute after she’d put down the receiver,
wondering what to do. It was no use phoning Elaine. She
wouldn’t be back from work yet. Whom could she tell?
Who was there to feel as she felt, as Flaine would feel when
she heard her sister had been taken by bandits?

She thought of Bert. Bert and Alma. They’d known Mar-
garet since she was a little girl, loved her as they might have
loved a younger sister, had shared with her the problems and
perplexities as well as the joys and encouragements of the
pastoral work of the church. When Margaret had been home
on her last furlough she’d gone out soon after breakfast
nearly every morning, walking briskly along the narrow
pavement to the station approach, then round the corner
and into the back door that led into the church premises, to
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have a talk and prayer with Bert. It had been part of the
day’s routine, just as any afternoon she was free she went
for a walk with Alma, chmbing up the steep hillside over-
looking the narrow valley in which the sturdy grey stone
rows of houses that had been built for the miners looked like
_ boulders in a dried-up river bed. There was no-one in Porth
who would receive the shock that had come to her more
deeply than the Taylors.

Mrs Morgan picked up the receiver agaln and dialled their
number.

‘Tll be round immediately,” Mr Taylor said as soon as he
heard; and within fifteen minutes he had parked his car in
an empty space overlookmg the railway line and was hurry-
ing along Taff Street, passing a door and a window, a door
and a window, all along the narrow pavement until he came
to number 35. Here the front door stood open, ready to

- receive him, and he entered, hands outstretched. ‘Gwyneth!’
he said, grasping hers. Words seemed inadequate, trivial.

They sat down, and she related again the message that had
come over the phone.

‘I can’t come to the prayer meeting this evening,’ she said.
‘I must stay in. There mlght be another phone call. There
might be some more news.’

‘Of course,” he said. ‘I’m staying right here with you, and
Alma’s coming when I go off to the meeting. We’ll pray.

God will be with her . . . He is with her . . . That this news

should have come today—prayer meeting day. Margaret
will know we’re all praying for her. She’ll remember it’s
Tuesday. God will hear our prayers! She’ll be released soon.
Why, by this time next week we may be having a praise
meeting!’ He spoke confidently, and Mrs Morgan nodded.
She wanted to share his confidence, but she still felt be-
numbed. She was listening for the telephone. It might ring
again.

In Holland a message from London had been delivered
at the home of the OMF representative, Sonja van den
Bergh. Could she break the news to Mrs Hanskamp that her
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daughter had been kidnapped by bandits? Assure Mrs
Hanskamp of our earnest prayers. ..
The vigil had begun.



CHAPTER ONE

GOD CHOSE WHAT /IS WEAK




From Margaret Morgan's notebook

See the waves, My child?
They are like My compassion
Compassion for those who are
sad, lonely, troubled and sick.
The waves never cease,
They come again and again.
My compassion is like this
flowing out constantly
to My children and
to those who are lost.

1 want to share something of this with you, My child,

and cause the waves of My compassion to roll within your soul.

That you may understand a little of how I feel,
of how 1 love,
of the concern I have.

Trust Me, My child,
1 tell you this yet again,
Trust Me to minister
To minister to yourself
and to others through you.
Keep close to Me, is all I ask.
Be open and ready to receive My fuliness.
1 would use you as a channel -
A channel of My compassion
of My love and grall\jzle.

While on holiday by the sea.

FroM THE POINT of view of human selection Margaret Mor-
gan would have been a most unlikely choice for the self-
denying, often distasteful work of a leprosy worker in a
tropical country. That the final appointment of her forty
years of life should be martyrdom as a captive in the jungle
would have been inconceivable to those who knew her as a
delicate little only child who caught cold easily, and fre-
quently had digestive troubles. There was a fastidiousness
about her too, increasingly noticeable as she grew into her
teens, which indicated that if she followed her natural in-
clinations she would live in surroundings as well ordered
and artistic as she could make them, that her table would
charm the eye with its dainty china and gleaming cutlery,
and that she would have plenty of time to listen to classical
music though little or none for pursuits demanding study
and the application of the mind. She was gentle and quiet,
unmalicious and sunny-tempered, but she gave little evi-
dence of possessing the calibre commonly associated with
martyrs. But, as the Apostle Paul had observed, it is from -
among such people that God makes His choices.

She was born in the Welsh mining village of Porth on
15th June, 1934, at a time when the coal mining industry
was on the downgrade, with the threat of collieries closing,
and queues of men, caps over eyes, shoulders hunched,
lining up day after day, waiting without much hope for a
job in the pits. There was a greyness about the villages in
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those days, the greyness of poverty, and her father was
thankful };or a stgadzf, if poorly-paid job. As'debt and rent
collector in a chain grocery firm, he knew his way up .and
down, in and out of the rows of sturdy little houses tha? lined
the steep, winding valleys of the Rhondda. He lived in one
of them himself, up on one of the terraces overlooking the
railway, not far from the chapel where he was one of the
elders. From a very early age his little daught;:r was taken
there, and although throughout her whole life Margaret
was a loyal, enthusiastic member of her We'lsh chapel, to
which she felt she belonged wherever she might be, atten-
dance at Sunday School never seemed to draw out the best
in her. She could be quite a defiant little girl, and on one
occasion drew the surprised eyes of the teachers on her when
she suddenly started to sing a music hall ditty she had cer-
tainly not learned from them.

“Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer do!
I'm half crazy, all for theloveof you...”

The little voice was singing very clearly, dancing steadl.ly
over the remonstrating ‘shush’s’ that tried in vain to stay its
course. ‘Quiet, darling!’ was a fence which merely served
as an incentive to a high-spirited increase in volume, and

she sang on:

- “It won’t be a stylish marriage,
We can’t afford a carriage...’

A gentle but firm adult arm whisking her off her feet
warned her she would not be allowed to §tay, and even at
that early age Margaret sensed that resistance Wopld be
futile. But whatever happened, she was going to ﬁn'lsh her
song. As the diminutive, be-ribboned little girl with the
large light blue eyes was carried out of the chapel, the lgst
line of the ditty came out with a rush, and everyone heard it:

‘But-you’ll-look-sweetQupon-the-seat-of-a-bicycle-
made-for-two!’
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Underneath the quiet, gentle exterior there was a deter-
mination of character that all who knew her well recognised,
and it was evident at a very early age.

When she was three years old her mother died and her
father, unable to look after her himself, reluctantly parted
with her and she went to live with her grandmother. Four
years were to pass before the father re-married, and Mar-
garet returned to a normal family life. Those disturbed
earlier years seemed to pass from her memory so completely
that whea Mrs Morgan, with an instinctive reticence about
usurping another’s place, sometimes referred to herself as
being merely Margaret’s stepmother, Margaret eventually
said to her, :

‘Please don’t say that, Mum. I don’t feel a bit like that
about you. I don’t remember my own mother—you’re the
only mother I've ever known. You're my Mum!® And she
meant it. Years later, when she was a missionary in Thailand,
her colleagues there all knew that home to Margaret was the
little terrace house in Porth where Mum lived, and where
her friends were always sure of a welcome. ‘

She had pronounced likes and dislikes when it came to
food.

‘Would T have to eat parsnips?’ was her immediate re-
action as a child to a suggestion made one day by Aunt Flo:

‘Margaret, what if the Lord should call you to be a mis-
sionary?” Aunt Flo herself was a member of the China In-
land Mission, and spent long holidays in the Morgan home
in Porth when on furlough. Her talks about life in the Far
East were inspiring to those ready to respond to the chal-
lenge of sacrifice and high endeavour, but to her little great-
niece the deepest impression made at the time was a fear of
unappetising food, epitomised for her in the detested par-
snip.

Aunt Flo was a great reader of books and maker of notes
on them, too, spending hours with her Bible propped up in
front of her, presumably preparing lessons for her Bible
School students in far-away China. This sort of life made no
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appeal to Margaret, who for all her q}liet manner was high-
spirited enough when it came to walklngoalong high walls to
the alarm of passers-by and somersaulting over any avail-
able railings when waiting at a bus stop. Bert Taylor saw her
sometimes, coat flying and flapping around her as she ran
out from the Ferndale Secondary School, and delightedly
she would respond to his invitation of a lift home on the
back of his motor-bike. Her favourite lessons at school were
games and physical training, and her ambition was to be-
come a ballet dancer. This idea, as might have been expected,
was firmly squashed at home, and there were times when a
sulky silence enveloped the small schoolgirl in her gym tunic
sitting at the table in the living room, unwillingly doing her

homework. Why couldn’t she be allowed to go to dancing

classes? Why must she sit and write in exercise books at
home, when she’d been doing that at school all day? But
the sulks never lasted long, and she was soon singing again
—once her homework was done. ) ‘

‘Margaret could do much better if she tried’, was a
remark that frequently appeared on her school reports, but
when the suggestion was made that she might study better if
she went into the front room where she could be alone and
away from the music of the radio, she refused to go. She
didn’t want to be alone, she didn’t want to be quiet, and she
liked working to the sound of music.

‘Afraid of missing something!’ her father remarked
sagely, and probably he was right. She liked to know. what
was going on, and what went on at home went on in the
living room at the back. It would have been far too disturb-
ing to be isolated in the narrow front room, trying to con-
centrate on sums and grammar and geography when there
was the lively hum of conversation and the clatter of cups
with visitors always coming to the home tantalisingly separa-
ted from her by a thick wall. It was much easier to concen-
trate on her lessons when there were people around. There
was nothing of the recluse about her, and even in her later
years, when the mystical side of her nature developed to an
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unusual degree, she never lost her intense interest in people.

She wasn’t a shy child, either, although for the first twelve
years of her life she was an only child. She thoroughly
enjoyed taking part in Sunday School anniversaries when she
had the opportunity of performing, and willingly recited the
texts she had learned at the front of the chapel on Sunday
mornings. And on week-nights, as soon as her books could
be stuffed into her satchel, she would be off to dress up and
play at acting with her friends, one of whom had a cellar
under her home which saw the production of many a drama.

Dolls played no part in her life at all. She sang and she
swam, she struggled with needle and thread until she had
learned to sew, but the friends and relatives who from time
to time presented her with a doll were disappointed if they
had expected to see her playing with it. She looked at it with
an expression as devoid of feeling as the doll’s own, and
quietly put it aside. She was not interested. :

It was a different matter when Mum had a baby, giving
Dad another daughter, and Margaret a sister! Margaret was
twelve years old by this time, and the excitement and
pleasure of seeing a real live little bundle of humanity sleep-
ing peacefully in its cot or kicking in its bath, brought some-
thing to life within her that no-one had realised was there.
“She’s a born nurse!” Dad exclaimed, watching her pick up
the screaming baby and pacify her, deftly unpin a soiled
nappy and replace it with a clean one, hold her comfortably
so that she sucked milk contentedly from her bottle. ‘T don’t
know how I'd manage without you,” he told her in the dif-
ficult months that followed, when Mum was laid up with a
severe spinal injury that took her into hospital for several
weeks. His schoolgirl daughter was behaving with an evident
sense of responsibility he had not known she possessed, and
he was proud of her.

In that twelfth year of her life something else happened

- of even greater significance. A well-known evangelist came

to Porth for a series of meetings, and during the course of
that evangelistic campaign Margaret, along with four other
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gitls in the same Sunday School, came to personal faith in
the Lord Jesus Christ. What had been heard from early child-
hood and accepted with the same impersonal belief as his-
torical facts like the coming to England of William the Con-
queror in 1066, suddenly became alive and real and intimate.
Jesus Christ, who was born in a manger in Bethlehem nearly
two thousand years ago, and who had died nailed to a cross
outside the walls of Jerusalem at the age of thirty-three, was
the Son of God himself. He was alive today. He had risen
from the dead and ascended into heaven, and that meant He
was there now. He knew all about her, Margaret Morgan,
and was ready and willing to impart to her a new life, a
principle within which would enable her to become the sort
of woman God meant her to be. She did not know at all what
it would involve, but in that little stone chapel she knelt one
evening and accepted what God was offering her—and
asked Him to accept her, for life and for eternity.

There was nothing spectacular about it. There was per-
haps little outward difference in the schoolgirl who had,
after all, been connected with the chapel from early child-
hood, and whose continued attendance at the meetings was
1no more than would be expected in view of the sort of home
she came from. She still found study irksome, and made it
quite plain that she did not intend staying on at school a day
longer than the law demanded. No amount of persuasion at
‘home could prevail on her to alter her mind about this, and
she refused to stay on to take her ‘O’ levels. Obtaining a
job as typist in the same firm in which her father was em-
ployed she developed a taste for expensive clothes, like many
other girls in the adolescent stage, and viewed with a critical
eye the lino on the floors at home, which compared un-
favourably with the carpets on the floors of some of the
people she knew. She was often absent-minded, and was
liable to mislay her keys. Altogether, as a young teenager,
Margaret differed little from many other girls with a similar
background and mentality.

Except in one respect.
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This was her propensity for cultivating spirit‘ual friend~
ships, which later became one of her distinguishing charac-
teristics. She loved the company of those with whom she
could speak freely of inward spiritual experiences, with
whom she could pray and sing in conscious harmony. The
enrichment of her life with God meant more to her than the
excitements of outings with contemporaries and the atten-
tions of boy friends. Gradually she withdrew from the circles
of former companions, spending more and more of her free
time in the home of Bert and Alma Taylor. )

This hospitable couple, who had two boys of their own,
encouraged young people to come to tea on Saturdays ax}d
Sundays, and conversation usually led eventually to dis-
cussions about the Christian way of life, to the study of the
Bible, and to the hymn-singing that springs so naturally

. from Welsh throats. To be a Christian was a joyous ex-

perience, but it was a solemn one, too, requiring not only

. faith but patience, humility, steadfastness and love, qualities

which do not blossom automatically any more than do

luscious grapes without a pruning knife. When the Man of

Galilee offered eternal life to His followers, He did not -
attempt to disguise the fact that it would b‘e accompanied

by suffering, that it would demand renunciations, even to

the laying down of life itself, in a mystical if not in a prac-

tical sense. Bert and Alma made this plain, but with a sin-

cerity which attracted many young people, Margaret. among

them. The friendship formed then lasted all her life, and

she became one of the most regular visitors to theirhome:

It was through her association with another married
couple, again some years older than herself, that Maggaret
was started on the path that eventually led her to Thaﬂapd.
These friends had moved from Porth to Bath, and know1}*1g
Margaret had nowhere to go for her holiday one year, in-
vited her to spend it with them. Margaret found herself‘ in
a hospitable home where there was much coming and going
of young people, among them some nurses from nearby
hospitals who were glad to take advantage of an open
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“invitation to visit on their free days. No-one knew just what
or who had influenced her, how or when it happened, but at
the end of her fortnight’s holiday she announced that she
wanted to apply to the Bristol Royal Infirmary to be enrolled
as a student nurse. Her friends were surprised. “Well, that’s
fine—if it’s the Lord’s will,” they said cautiously. ‘But make
sure it’s not a passing impression.” At home family and
friends, employer and fellow employees were all convinced
it was emotion and all reacted against the idea with differing
degrees of intensity. A nursing career was excellent for girls
who were physically and nervously robust, but Margaret was
obviously not strong enough for it. She’d never stick the long
hours and the heavy lifting, the running around and the
study.

“You tire too quickly.”

“The hours are too irregular. You’ll lose out on sleep.’

“Your health just won’t stand it. And you’ll never be able
to lift heavy patients. You haven’t the physical strength for
it’

“You know how easily you get headaches. Colds, too. You
pick up a cold so quickly when you’re run down . ..’

But Margaret was adamant, and she gave as her reason

- the conviction that God meant her to become a nurse and a
missionary. She was sure that this was the path she should
take, and even the reminder that she had no ‘O’ levels to
her credit, and without them could scarcely expect to be
accepted into training, did not deter her. A new way of life
had opened up before her during that fortnight’s holiday,
and she must go forward into whatever it was the Lord had
prepared for her. She would have no peace of mind if she
hung back. Eventually her parents gave a reluctant per-
mission for her to go ahead, and she made her application.

It was humiliating to have to admit she had no ‘O’ levels,
and she regretted her obstinacy in refusing to stay on at
school and sit for them when she had the opportunity. How-
ever, the matron told her that if she could pass the Intel-
ligence Test she could be accepted. It took her three hours
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to answer the questions set, but she came through the ordeal
successfully, and in September 1952 she entered the Pre-
liminary Training School of the Bristol Royal Infirmary.’

‘She’ll be back before the month is up!’ was a prophecy
that proved to be wrong. Margaret’s experiences in the three -
years that followed were little different from those of most
girls doing their nursing training. If she was more exhausted
than the average nurse when coming off duty and needed
longer to sleep off her weariness than the others in her set,
she managed to struggle out of bed and into her uniform in
time for lectures or reporting on the wards. She loved the
practical side of the work, and those comments on her school
reports ‘Margaret could do much better if she tried” proved
true as she got down to the necessary study. She did not
escape the trials, common to nurses in training, of working
under nursing sisters whose temperaments created tensions,
and there were occasions when her monthly visits home were
clouded by apprehension as to whom she would have to
work under when she returned to hospital. But she made
lasting friends during those years at Bristol, among the
Nurses Christian Union particularly. One of them was the
robust, bright-eyed sister in the Casualty Department. Her
name was Brenda Holton, she came from Liverpool, and
she was preparing to be a missionary somewhere in south-
east Asia.

Neither of them had any idea in those days when they
worked together in Casualty, and met to share responsibility
for the weekly meetings of the Christian Union, that Brenda
was destined to lead the way into the rural leprosy clinics in
South Thailand. '

M.Mc—2



CHAPTER TWO
BEARER OF BURDENS




From Margaret Morgan’s notebook

Why, Lord, the heartache
the emptiness, the darkness

. and the loneliness?

Why the disappointment
with others, with circumstances,
and most of all with myself?

Why is it, Lord,
that I don’t see Your face
hear Your voice
feel Your love?

My child, you do not know now
but one day you will.

Trust Me, even though you cannot
see My face

hear My voice

feel My love.

Because your senses are dimmed

It does not mean that I am far away
that I don’t care

that I am withholding My love.

1 would have you remember that
Through suffering

He was made perfect

By the things that He suffered
He learnt obedience.

As I dealt with My Son

so I deal with you.

As He trusted Me

so you must trust Me,
Remember My child,

You walk by faith

not by sight,

With your eyes on Me

and not on yourself,

or others :

or circumstances.

Through this time trust Me child, ,

Trust Me to refine

to strengthen, to perfect,

Trust Me to make you

like My Somn,

My Beloved, in Whom I delight.
M.M.

THE DIFFERENCES IN the early experiences of Margaret and
Minka were as pronounced as in their appearance. Margaret
was petite and easily lost sight of in a crowd. Minka was six
feet tall, and a striking figure in any company. Margaret’s
life until she went to Thailand was uneventfud and her course
unimpeded by any major calamities. Minka’s, on the other
hand, was tumultuous and varied, beset with change and
obstacles, though enriched by a passionate family loyalty
and devotion to God which supported her in the midst of the
horrors of a Japanese internment camp.

Even her birth was attended by surprise and excitement,
for she was born just before midnight on Queen Wilhel-
mina’s birthday in 1922, when the nationwide revelry in
honour of Holland’s popular monarch was only just sub-
siding. Young Mr and Mrs Hanskamp had, in fact, arranged
to entertain a party of friends in their first-floor flat in the
square in Maassluis on that very occasion, but had to cancel
it in a hurry when it became evident that their first child
would be arriving ahead of schedule.

Minka’s smile, which characterised her throughout her
life, came into play at a very early age. Her father, who was
a school teacher, was asked by the distracted parents of an
apparently uncontrollable boy if he could undertake to dis-
cipline the lad. Mr Hanskamp set about it in a kindly way,
and among other things sent the boy out marketing for his
wife. On his return he was allowed, as a reward, to go and
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look at the baby in the cradle. He would go and stand look-
ing down at Minka, and when she opened her eyes and
gurgled and smiled, he would call out delightedly, ‘She
smiled at me! She smiled at me!” Teacher Hanskamp and
his wife attributed their success in turning a naughty boy
into a good one to prayer, and to Minka’s smile.

A few months after Minka was born her father, returning
with his wife from church one Sunday said, ‘My dear, I think
the time has come for us to go to Indonesia.” For some years
the thought of serving God in that country had been in his
mind, and now an invitation had reached him through the
Dutch Reformed Church to go to Java as principal of a
school for Chinese children. Very significantly a verse from
Isaiah’s prophecy had confirmed that the waiting time was
over. ‘For you shall not go out in haste, and you shall not go
in flight, for the Lord will go before you, and the God of
Israel will be your rearguard.” So when Minka was a year
old she was taken from the flat, low-lying country of her
birth to the mountainous land of Java with its rich tropical
foliage and its colourful people. Here her sisters and

brothers were born, here she herself became like a child of

Java, running barefoot around the large school and hospital
compounds of the Mission, in and out of Indonesian and

Chinese homes. '

It was in one of these that she one day saw something hap-

pen which sent her speeding back to her mother in great
excitement.

‘Oh, Mama!’ she cried. ‘I’ve seen such a wonderful thing.
Tt was in one of the Chinese houses, and a baby was born. 1
saw it all. I saw how the baby was born, and what the nurse
did, and oh, it was marvellous! And Isawit!’

Mrs Hanskamp, with her European upbringing, was pro-
foundly disturbed that her little daughter, not yet ten, should
have been brought so close to the intimacies of human life.
“That little daughter of yours has the hands of a midwife,’
the Mission doctor had told her once, but she had not
wanted her to be introduced to the profession so early. For
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Minka, however, the experience contained no horror. She
had had a glimpse into one of the mysteries of creation, that
life is born out of suffering, and that the joy of that life
swallows up all the sorrow preceding it. And she had seen
the skill of firm yet gentle hands at work with insistent pres-
sure, aiding the process of birth and also easing the pain.
Was the desire born in her then that one day her own hands
would do that?

Minka, for all her vitality, was a quiet child with a depth
of feeling for the weakness of others which made her very
early in life the nurse and guardian of younger children.
She entertained the doctor’s children as well as her own
brothers and sisters for hours, singing with them and pro-
ducing little plays for them to act. Somehow she herself was
always in the background. Her two animated, attractive
little sisters were likely to be in the leading roles, both off the
stage and on. But Mrs Hanskamp knew that whatever hap-
pened, Minka would be there—especially when things went
wrong. ‘

“Ann and Alice were arguing, and Minka was trying to
pacify them. . ,

Gerald had wandered away alone, and Minka was look-
ing for him.,

John had fallen over, and Minka was bringing him in to
have his cuts washed. _

Baby Margaret had stopped screaming because Minka had
picked her up.

She was too busy looking after the others to get into much
mischief herself, and from the parents’ point of view she
was a good child. But Minka herself knew otherwise. One
afternoon during the siesta her mother found her in bed
with a Bible picture book on her knees, crying bitterly. The
reason she gave for her tears, when asked, was that it was
so awful to think of all the Lord Jesus had suffered on the
cross just because she, Minka, was so often naughty and
didn’t do what she was told.

In 1935, the year after Margaret Morgan was born in
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South Wales, Minka Hanskamp went back to Holland to
complete her education there, living in the town of Arnhem
with relatives. Everything was changed for her now. Bril-
liant blue tropical skies gave place to cloudy ones through
which the sun shone but dimly. Instead of the colour and
variety of the large compounds with their lush tropical
foliage where she could run barefooted, were well-ordered
households, and quiet streets devoid of food stalls and ven-
dors, along which one walked sedately, always neatly clothed
and shod. Worst of all, she was alone, separated from the
family that was the centre of her life and affection. They
were not happy years for her, and the outbreak of war in
Europe, which brought suffering to so many millions, proved
to be her reason for escape. It was decided that with the
Nazi armies on the march on land and Nazi warships prov-
ing their superiority at sea, Minka must be sent back to her
parents in Indonesia. The sinking of a Dutch ship in Novem-
ber brought home the urgency of the matter, and December
1939 saw Minka joyfully embarking for the journey home to
rejoin her family in the city of Bandung for two of the
happiest and most normal years of her life. They saw the
completion of her education in the Bandung High School,
the birth of her youngest brother Peter, the beginning of a
friendship that might have ripened to love and marriage,
and her personal commitment to Jesus Christ.

Then came 7th December, 1941. With simultaneous air
attacks on Pearl Harbor, Manila and Hawaii Japan de-
clared war on the Allies. Before the end of the month
Japanese forces had landed in Malaya, the Philippines and
Sarawak, while Hong Kong had surrendered. By the end of
January New Guinea and the Solomon Islands had been
invaded, and in February came the numbing news that after
a week’s fighting Singapore had surrendered.

The following day the Japanese landed in Sumatra. The
invasion of Indonesia had begun.

Minka by this time was working as a secretary in the
headquarters of General Wavell’s forces in Bandung. She
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had given her oath that she would not divulge anything she
hegrd there, and as news came over the secret radio from
military and government sources of the progress of the war,
she heard things intended only for those in high command,
gnd was warned of the vital necessity of passing on her
1{1fonnation to no-one. She returned home day after day,
silent and white-faced, her lips pursed together. She knew
something that her father, intently as he listened to the
general news over the radio, did not know. The invasion of
Java was imminent.

‘Father, I think it would be a good idea for you to put
food in the air raid shelters,” was all she said one day when
she kne:w that air raids would soon become fierce.

But it was not long before everyone knew that Java had
surrfzndered, and it was only a matter of time before enemy
soldiers would enter the city. And the hush of fear des-
cended.

‘It’s the Korean soldiers who come first,” it was whispered.
‘They’re ruthless . . . stop’ at nothing. And they’ll want
women . .. : -

‘The girls'. . .] We must hide the girls.. .!’

The defenders of the city had gone by this time, and
everyone who could flee had fled, the boy who was Minka’s
friend among them. There was nothing anyone could do to
save others now, and young men were those in the greatest
danger. They might be shot at sight! Let them get away as
best they may, get to the coast, find a ship, any sort of ship

- going anywhere—anywhere away from the enemy. But the

girls can’t go like that. They mustn’t be seen. We must hide
the girls . . . :

So M_inka and Ann and Alice were secreted in a little
r(?om.thh a big cupboard pushed in front of the door to
hide it, and there they remained for weeks, until the tall
fierce soldiers conscripted from Korea had gone, and the
J apanese civil authorities had taken over.

Things Yve.ren’t too bad at first, although of course there
were restrictions. Everyone must register. All radios were



34 MINKA AND MARGARET

confiscated. No travelling without a permit. Dutch refugees
arrived from mid-Java, and some were housed with the
Hanskamps. Thirty years later, recalling those early days,
Mrs Hanskamp said : :

‘Of course it was a very difficult time for us all. But I
remember that we often laughed. We could see the funny
side of things, and when something amusing happened, or
someone told a joke, we would laugh heartily.”

It was not so easy to laugh when Mr Hanskamp was
arrested, along with a number of other men holding Dutch
passports, and taken off to an internment camp. It was pos-
sible to visit him at first and take little food parcels, but
soon he was moved away and they did not know where he
had been taken. Then a portion of Bandung city was cor-
doned off behind high bamboo walls and barbed wire, and

some twelve thousand Dutch women and children were -

herded into it. The Hanskamp family were thankful to be
together, though in a very small house, until the proclama-
tion went forth that the boys were to be taken to other
camps. Gerald, aged fifteen, was marched away first. Then,
some time later, as the age groups were getting lower and
lower, John had to go, too. He was ten years old.

Food was getting scarcer. The daily rations were de-
creasing, and if you didn’t guard what you had someone
would steal it. It was amazing the people who would slyly
make off with someone else’s sugar or bread or rice. Food.
It was becoming the main subject for thought and conver-
sation. Some of the old women would sit in little groups,
planning menus, discussing the meals they would like to
make. Some of the younger women, succumbing to hunger,
found a way of obtaining what they wanted. After all, the
guards were men. . .

All the time things were getting worse. They were moved
to another camp, even more congested. Then came the trans-
fer by train to an unknown destination. Each person was
allowed to take twenty kilos of belongings, no more, and
anyone too weak to carry her twenty kilos must do without
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them. ‘Hurry up, get on the train, quick, quick!’ So into
the train they struggled, crushed together in the semi-
darkness, for the windows were all shuttered, and for two
days and two nights rumbled on, without food, without
water. Tuberculosis was rife in the camp by this time, and’
many people died on that train. When eventually they ar-
rived at Djakarta, the only place for the Hanskamps to live
was in the little room that had been the morgue. After a
time they were moved again, to Tjideng, the worst camp
of all.

Every day you lined up for the roll call, and every night,
too. If you didn’t bow to the Japanese officer you were
beaten. On the other hand, if you bowed too low, you were
also beaten, as to bow too low was to insult him. If the
Camp Commandant was angry about something it might
mean punishment drill for the whole camp, standing for
hours in the sun as it beat down mercilessly on your head,
the ground beneath you hot like an oven. If you saw your
neighbour swaying and knew she was going to faint, you
knew you must not help her. If she fell down the guard

+ would come and kick her till she got up again—or until he

saw she could not move, when he’d just leave her there.
You knew that if you fell over it would be the same for you
so you held on to your strength through the interminable
hours, a cry to God in your heart. You had to hold on to
God in those days, meet together in little groups to pray
and read the Bible, however weary you were. You knew
it was life and sanity to you to do it. You saw others going
insane, becoming thieves for a morsel of bread, losing grip
on themselves so that their despair led to demoralisation.
But if you kept those invisible channels of prayer open, by
faith asking for and receiving the Divine Life, you knew you
could endure; endure the filth and the stench and the flies,
and the hunger and the weariness and the pain, because
through it all Christ was with you, and there were those
goldfzn moments when His very Presence seemed to bathe
you in peace...
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So those long dark years passed, with Minka threading
her way through them, nursing in the camp hospital,
shouldering responsibility for the family so that, looking
back, Alice said, ‘It really didn’t seem so very bad at the
time. I think it was because Minka was there. Somehow she
took the burden, shiclded us. She was the eldest and we
iooked to her, relied on her.’ ‘

Yes, Minka was there. When permission was obtained in
- the early days in the Bandung camp to go out and buy food
occasionally, it was Minka who set off on an old tricycle,
returning from the Chinese shop at the bottom of the hill
panting but triumphant with her stores. Later on, when
Mama was ill and restrictions were tightened, it was Minka
whose urgent prayers brought a miraculous response as,
walking round the perimeter of the camp she heard the
name ‘Hanskamp!’ whispered, and a basket of food was
thrust through the barbed wire into her outstretched arms.
Indonesian and Chinese friends sent parcels of food. from
time to time, through the Red Cross; but she never knew
from whom that mysterious bundle came, with its provi-
sions that were just what her mother needed. ,

She knew how provision of another sort was procured

later on, in the last, terrible camp at Tjideng, though. She
‘had noticed that her mother was beginning to swell, and
with the medical knowledge she obtained from the Dutch
doctors in the hospital, she knew the cause. Her mother
‘needed more protein. And there was no more protein. But
she learned that there is protein in snails, so Minka went
round the camp quietly collecting snails. Then she made a
concoction of them, sprinkled it with pepper, and giving itto
her mother said,

‘Mama, don’t ask what this is. Just eat it.”

There were times, of course, when there was no provision
at all. The day after Mrs Hanskamp’s birthday; when her
daughters had secretly parted with their bread ration to
procure a cup as a present for her, it was announced that
there would be no rations for anyone for three days. ‘Don’t
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worry, Mama,” they said, seeing her distress. She felt as
l?aVId felt when the three mighty men, at the risk of their
lives, brought him water from the well at Bethlehem. ‘We
are so glad we were able to get the cup for your birthday. It’s
what we wanted to do, and it made us happy to do it.’

Food or no food, however, they had to go on working,
Weak as they were they were glad to get out into the fields
to carry stones, or dig, or plant. It was better to be out in the
open, in spite of the blazing sun, than to be cooped up in
ﬂ?e camp with its noisome odour of death. But when the
g1r1§ were detailed to do furniture removing, loading pianos,
refrigerators, stoves on to lorries, it seemed too much. “We
can’t. We haven’t got the strength. We can’t lift those
things...

But when they knew that the mothers and children in the
camp were being kept standing out in the broiling sun until
the tgsk was completed, somehow they did it.

_ Minka herself became very ill in that Tjideng camp, so
ill that the doctors said to each other as they stood looking
at her, .‘She won’t be long—she’ll be dead in a few hours.
T!le}_r did not know she could hear them, nor that something
.w1thm hfer said defiantly, ‘No, I won’t!” The life within her
nearly flickered out, but not quite, and slowly she recovered.

Perhaps the darkest hour for Minka was one night when
she had stolen back to the camp hospital, which was against
Japapese or.ders, to see one of the patients she had been
nursing during the day. She knew how severely she would
be punished if she were caught. The two beatings she had
already _received for minor offences would be mild com-
pared with what she would have to suffer in the camp gaol.
But her concern for some of her patients was so intense
tl}at she often made the journey back to see them after
nightfall. ‘Oh, God, send your angels to hide me,’ she
prayed earnestly before she set out, and always she returned
eventu’ally, unnoticed. ‘T always feel safe when Minka is

about,” one of the Duich doctors told her mother, ‘She
seems to have special protection.’ ‘
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On this occasion she returned again, safely, but when she
got to the strip of floor that was hers in the crowded room,
she flung herself down and burst into tears. )

‘Oh, why?’ she sobbed. ‘Why all this suffering? What
does God want with it all? Why does He allow it?’

Why? To what purpose this desolation, thj-s apparent
triumph of evil and death? Why must man in h.1s wealgness
and extremity be forsaken? She had been kneeling be.:s1de a
dying woman whom she knew and loved, and the sight of
the suffering she could not alleviate, the accumulated sense
of the misery of the camp had plumbed depths of feeling
that cried out at last for an answer, a reason for it all. Why?
It was a cry from her heart too profound to be quietened by
human sympathy or explanations, and at last she sobbed
herself to sleep. She rose as usual the next morning, and
went about the arduous routine of the camp without any
outward change. But the question remained in her heart for
a long long time. Only the Man of Calvary, whose own cry,
‘My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?’ revealed
an even deeper agony, could give her the answer of love
that eventually silenced the question.

No news from the outside world reached the camp, of
course, and the end of the war that came so suddenly in
August, 1945, with the unconditional surrender of Japan
nine days after the explosion of the first atomic bomb on
Hiroshima, brought relief but slowly to the internees in
Indonesia. Only the changed attitude of the J apanese
guards, the relaxing of restrictions and the cessation of
punishments gave hope that the war was over. Even when
a truck load of white men drove triumphantly into the camp
one day, bringing assurance of victory and bc?tter food
supplies, living conditions could not be greatly improved.
Indonesia, liberated from Japanese domination, was strong-
ly resistant to any suggestion that it should return to the
old Dutch colonial system, and was demanding its mgley
pendence. Groups of young men were already takn'lg mili-
tant action, and Dutch women and children were likely to
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be safer now inside the camps than outside, until the toll
of those who had died in internment had been taken, those
who remained re-umited with their families and arrange-
ments made for their repatriation to Holland. Day after
day the women crowded round the lists that appeared at
the entrance of the camps, scanning the names of the men
there to see if those they loved were on the live list—or the
list of those who had died.

The arrival of Mr Hanskamp, unheralded, was met with
unbelief at first when a little girl came with the news, “Your
daddy is at the front of the camp. He says come and see .
him!’

‘Don’t joke about things like that!” said Mrs Hanskamp
sharply. It was too serious a matter to be made the subject
for fun. The tension of waiting for news made one too taut,
too fearful ... . _

‘All right then! Don’t believe me!’ said the child,
offended, and walked off. There was something about her
attitude that prompted Alice to say, '

‘Mama, why don’t you go and look? T suppose it’s just
possible he’s come.” And sure enough, he was there, thin,
scarcely recognisable with his drawn face, but Father him-
self, smiling at them. He had lived through even worse
things than they, but he had lived through, and here he was
at last. Gerald too. And John. The Hanskamp family had
all survived the long ordeal, and in 1946 they returned to
Holland.

The next ten years for Minka held a series of disappoint-
ments and setbacks, which commenced shortly after she
arrived in Holland, With the training and experience in
nursing she had received in the internment camp it was
expected she would be considered eligible to sit imme-
diately for the final nursing examinations and start work as
a fully-qualified nurse. To her dismay she learned that the
lectures arranged under such difficulties, and delivered with
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such meticulous care by the Dutch camp doctors and nurses
in Indonesia went for nothing. The constant battle with
death, the experience gained in nursing under-nourished,
dispirited internees back to health, the ingenuity exercised
in producing appetising meals when rations were so low
that grains of rice were sometimes counted out one by one
—it was all irrelevant now, when new techniques were being

introduced, and new drugs of which she had never even

heard were being prescribed. At the age of twenty-four,
therefore, she entered a hospital in Amsterdam to com-
mence her official training.

Two months later she heard that her mother was seriously
ill. Impulsively she hurried back home to look after her, in-
different to the protests of the matron, and thereby forfeited
her position in the training school. There followed a period
of uncertainty as the door to midwifery training opened,
closed, and opened again. Eventually, in the autumn of
1947, she re-entered training and four years later, as a quali-
fied nurse and midwife, began enquiring of missionary

~societies in Holland about the possibility of service
overseas.

She was not encouraged. There were national midwives
on the mission field now, and there was no openings for her
in that capacity. The answer was always the same. The
missionary societies did not want missionary nurses.

By this time the family was scattering, and her sister Alice
had married and gone to settle in New Zealand. It was from
this country that she wrote to Minka, explaining that many
of the wives of immigrants there did not like going to
hospital to have their babies, but preferred a private mid-
wife. Why not come to New Zealand? It might be that here

- the Lord had a special work for her to do. So Minka, over
thirty by this time, went to New Zealand and started learn-
ing another language. If she were to live and work in New
Zealand, she must learn English. After eighteen months’
diligent, steady study she spoke with scarcely a trace of a
Dutch accent, and wrote so well that only the occasional
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quaint turn of phrase betrayed that she had not been born
and brought up in an English-speaking community. She
obtained her SRN and SCM without difficulty.

There were plenty of opportunities for her exceptional
nursing skills in New Zealand, and once people knew her
there was a welcome everywhere for the tall young woman
from Holland, with her wide smile and readiness to laugh
at herself. She made friends quickly, though she was not an
easy conversationalist, preferring to stand back and let
others do the talking. Alice’s home, always open to her, was
a place where she loved to be, for the family of nephews
and nieces responded to her ardent affection, and she was
always happiest when she could be among children. Alto-
gether, there was no evident reason why she should not
settle down to life in New Zealand with great satisfaction,
and for a time she did so, moving frequently and earning
a good deal of money. Then she became restless. She was
not satisfied and could not understand why.

How could she know that a little group of missionaries
who had withdrawn from China under Communist pressure
in 1951 had gone to the south of Thailand with the object of
proclaiming the Gospel of Christ to the Muslim population
there? How could she know that as they wrestled with the
new languages, Thai and Malay, that must be learned, as
they tried to adapt from the cold, crisp climate of north
China to the humid, enervating heat of the tropics, it was
borne in on them increasingly that other, younger people

‘must complete the task they could only hope to begin?

Who was to tell her that those missionaries, as they knelt
together for their daily periods of worship, were acting on
the instructions their Master had laid down, to pray to the
Lord of the harvest that He would thrust forth labourers
into His harvest?

No-one told her in so many words. She had heard of the
China Inland Mission when in Java as a child, but knew
not.hjng about its several hundred workers who had left
China to start their missionary lives all over again in the
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countries of south-east Asia. All she knew was that, as she
expressed it herself:

‘In September, 1955, I understood that the work I was
doing did not satisfy me. After much praying the Lord .sald,
“I want to use yow.” I did not know how. I was travelling a
lot at the time and—couldn’t talk the matter over with some-
one.’ In the following April she made an approach to a mis-
sionary organisation, but received no reply, and then,

‘I became very homesick, and booked to go home. After
that peace was gone. I attended some of Dr Orr’s team meet-
ings. At the last meeting I felt urged to put my hgmd up.
1 was taken to one of the little rooms and then promised the
Lord I would:not go home, but go out for Him. Peace came
back.

‘T had no idea what to do next. Then my mother wrote to
me about the CIM. I went to the Crusaders’ bookroom and
asked the gentleman whether he knew the address of CIM.’

She was getting on the track at last, for the man in the
bookroom had been in the CIM himself. He knew not only
the address, but the Home Director’s telephone numl?er,
and put through a call then and there, making an appoint-
ment for Minka to see him the following evening. Excel?t
in one respect she felt the interview was satisfactory. This
Mission which depended so deliberately on .Goq for the

supply of its material needs, and was working in south-
east Asia, the very area to which she felt drawn, would be
one in which she would be happy. Furthermore, no sug-
gestion was made that there would be no opening for one
with her qualifications as nurse and midwife to wor}< there.
There was only one drawback, and that was a major one,
which she could not rectify. ) .

‘My age was the problem. I left rather disappointed. )

She returned to Alice Van Zweeden’s home that evening
unusually depressed. She was over thirty now, and another
two years must be added before she could apply to the

CIM, for she must first have Bible College training. There
was the Bible College in Auckland of which she had heard,
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but even if she were accepted as a student (and who could
tell whether she wouldn’t be too old for that, too?) she had
no assurance from the CIM that she would be eligible to
join its ranks. It scarcely seemed worth the trouble to get in
touch with the College. Better give up the idea of missionary
work, and settle into nursing in New Zealand . ... ‘

But—when Abraham was called out of Ur, he went
though he did not know where he was going. When the
Children of Israel were faced with the impassable Red Sea,
they were told to go forward, and they went forward. When
Philip the evangelist was told to leave his fruitful mainistry
in Samaria and go to the desert, he went. The insistent pres-
sure within Minka urged her to take the one step that was
possible. There was nothing to prevent her writing to the
Principal of the Bible College. «

‘I remained restless until I wrote for the application form.’
And now she had filled it in. ‘I have done what I could. I
leave the rest entirely to Him.” She read over her answers to
the questions again, and felt they were not likely to make
a very good impression. But she must be truthful. ‘I have
backslidden during the last two years of war. After two
years I was restored to fellowship.” It did not occur to her to
offer excuse or explanation. From her point of view, there
were the bare facts, and the record of her Christian life
would not be complete without them. ‘My friend became a
real Christian after we had been talking ‘and praying for
months,” she had written in answer to the question whether
she had ever led anyone to Christ, but it would be present-
ing an unbalanced picture without adding the words, ‘But
she already knew about Christ because her parents belonged
to church.” She had had conversations about the Saviour
with patients, ‘but I don’t know if these talks have led to
something.’

She signed the papers and posted them off. She had taken
the one step that was open to her, and'now she must await
the result. It led to the next step. Almost to her surprise
she was accepted as a student of the Bible College, and at
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the age of thirty-four started yet another sort of training.
Now the way ahead was to become increasingly clear. Al-
though she was one of the oldest of the students, and came
from a church background different from the others, the
Principal of the College observed that there were ‘0 per-
sonality problems with this woman’. As a team worker she
was ‘loved by all’, and she had- ‘a sweet disposition,
attractive personality; not aggressive, but with gifts which
command confidence and a following’. So when Mr J. O.
Sanders, General Director of the CIM Overseas Missionary
Fellowship, visited the Bible College some months after
Minka had entered it as a student, and was told that the
tall, grey-haired student over there pouring out tea was
Minka Hanskamp, he strolled over to her and said plea-
santly:

‘] hear yow're interested in the Overseas Missionary
Fellowship? I think you’d be wise to apply straight away .. N

So the usual processes were set in motion, with interviews,
and questionnaires sent out to referees, and a report from
the Principal of the Bible College. This report was favour-
able from beginning to end, and concluded with a simple
sentence which would have amazed Minka, always with an
excessively low opinion of herself, had she read it.

“We would recommend Minka without reserve to repre-
sent Christ anywhere in the world”’

CHAPTER THREE

BEGINNING AGAIN
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