ANDREW MCCABE
‘This is my story’

I was born in Ranchi, North India, where my parents were Missionaries with the Regions Beyond Missionary Union. They were Godly parents who were totally committed to doing God’s will. We never heard them criticise the Home Board or complain when the going was tough and the funds were scarce.

The first few years in India were lived in the forests of Orissa in a house on stilts. We then moved to the Terai, a malarial infested swamp jungle on the border of India and Nepal. It was a virulent type of malaria that accounted for the deaths of thousands of local tribals called Tharus. People in North Bihar would say that to go and live in Terai was tantamount to committing suicide. But my parents knew that God had called them to Terai and they had unquestioning faith that God would undertake. And he did.

In some ways it seemed a very isolated existence, for we seldom saw a European. But the Terai provided a very interesting boyhood for us. The Tharu children made good friends and shared their knowledge of jungle lore and taught us to hunt and fish.

It was inevitable that we should be a close-knit family. We grew up knowing that, in a sense, we were dependent on each other. Particularly so, when sickness would strike. Malaria did not spare any member of the family. In such times we would get on our knees, gather around the bed of the loved one who was sick and pray.

Family worship was a feature of our home. We always looked forward to morning and evening prayers because my father made it so interesting. It was after prayers in the home one evening that I got on my knees, and under deep conviction, yielded my life to Jesus. I was nine years of age at the time. I never remember either my father or mother putting pressure on us to do so. The influence of their lives was such that we grew up wanting to do so.

It was the teaching I received from my parents that laid the foundation upon which I was to learn so much more of the Christian life in later years. They taught us to trust God and His word implicitly; to put God first in our lives; to be committed to His will and to obey His will even at times when it did not seem ‘to make sense’. As children we were witnesses to the faithfulness of God, particularly in the way he supplied our needs in ways unexpected.

At the age of six years I was sent to Woodstock, a boarding school for missionaries’ children, which was situated in the Himalayas, I shall never forget that first day at school when my father left me to return home. I watched him as he disappeared round a bend in the hill. At that moment the bottom seemed to drop out of my life. I realise now that it must have been very difficult for my father to part with me. I soon made friends. And I have no regrets at being sent to Woodstock.

One of the highlights of my stay at Woodstock was the day I witnessed to my faith in the Lord Jesus by being baptised in the school swimming pool. I was twelve years of age. I was encouraged by the number of boys who came to me and thanked me for what I had done.

As my parents furlough was due, we returned to Edinburgh in January 1939. Adjusting to city life and to school in Edinburgh was very difficult. I felt that there was very little in common to which I could relate. But I did adjust and Edinburgh began to ‘grow on me’. I decided I would not play Rugby: ‘Too rough’ I thought. But I was persuaded to try and to my surprise I found that I liked the game and soon worked my way into the school team. I then began to enjoy school better.

But more important was what Charlotte Chapel meant to me in those days of adjustment.​ An introvert by nature.  I found it
difficult to enter into the Outreach work. But by gentle persuasion I did get involved in hospital visitation, the open air meeting and  ‘fishing’ on the street. Then there was the influence of some wonderful people upon my life. Three people in particular who meant so much to me were Robert Aitken, David Murray, (my Bible Class teacher) and Miss McPhail. And I must mention Dr Sidlow Baxter whose preach​ing was such a source of strength and encouragement to me. 

These were the War Years. In March 1943 I volunteered for the Royal Navy and in 1946 was discharged. While in the Navy I was reading Romans Chapter 10 one day when God gave me a conviction that would not leave me that he wanted me to devote my life to missionary work. After studying at Cliff College, Sheffield and All Nations Bible College, I finally set sail for India arriving in Bombay on 8th October 1950.

I was thrilled to be back in India. Back to the area where I had spent my boyhood. But I soon realised I had entered a spiritual battlefield. After six months I was at the point of quitting. But I knew 1 could not do that. God had called rue and deep down I knew He would not let me down. God uses hard and difficult times to teach us new lessons.

In February 1960, Evelyn and I were married in the Methodist church in Lucknow. Little did we realise in 1960 that 4 years down the road from the day I first returned to Bombay, we would still have the privilege of serving in India. These are exciting times, so full of opportunity. Sometimes I wish that I could start them all over again.

[Evelyn died in India on 21 August 2007, a few days after suffering a severe stroke.]
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