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MABEL MCLEAN

‘This is my story’

It began in Loanhead, Midlothian where I grew up, went to school, attended the Reformed Presbyterian church and also the Brethren Sunday School. My parents were very committed Christians and their faith was the most important thing to them and early in life we, my sisters and brother and I, learned that becoming a Christian was a personal decision and would not happen automatically. I was not particularly interested in spiritual things until one night in bed I woke up and because everything was so quiet I thought the Lord had come, the family had gone to Heaven, and I was left behind. It had a salutary effect on me and I began to think more seriously on what would happen to me, not only in the life to come but also in this life, if I rejected the truth. It was the crossroads for me but there was a sense of peace when I did take the important step, although somewhat reluctantly. To my surprise I also found I wanted to serve Him although I had my own ideas of how this would be.

The next important step was to start nursing training – again a rather reluctant decision, but being wartime it was either that or joining the forces, and I did not like the uniform. Again to my great surprise I really enjoyed my training and to see very ill patients getting better and to think I had a small part to play in this process was very satisfying.

However, although I was happy in my career I was not a happy Christian. Doubts about what I had always believed began to trouble me. I had no peace and I certainly had no joy. Was God real? Was Hc really interested in individuals? and many other questions as well, but God is so gracious. While walking alone on the Blackford Hill one morning I met with Him in a new way, or perhaps I should say He met with me. I felt His presence and remembered His promises. His spirit witnessed with my spirit that I was indeed a child of God (Romans 8:16). That assurance has never left me.

I can’t remember a time when I didn’t know about mission work, and missionaries visited our home frequently. They were very interesting people and I enjoyed listening to their stories about their work, but they also wore a ‘distinctive dress’ and I just hoped my school friends would not see me when accompanying them to the bus. Strangely enough I couldn’t forget their stories and missionary meetings seemed to draw me like a magnet even although they often made me uncomfortable... Attending the Keswick convention was the final straw. I knew God was calling mc to be a missionary, and to be a missionary in India and later in Nepal.

The Belfast Bible College was the next step, but why Belfast? A very earnest speaker at one of our Nurses Christian Fellowship meetings advised us that if we were planning to go to the Mission field we should go quickly and not waste time at Bible College, as the Lord was coming soon. [Mabel later told the writer that this was an NCF meeting at at Larkhall, Lanarkshire, where she was doing her midwifery training.]What should I do? My mother wisely suggested a one-year course which at that time was available in Belfast and so, after making application and being accepted, I actually stayed for two years and I will always be grateful for my training.

Going by boat to India in 1952 was a novel experience but travelling up country by Indian train from Bombay to North India was an even more novel experience, e.g. three of us eating huge amounts of very hot curry and rice twice a day, causing the tears to stream down our faces, because we wanted to be part of the culture of the people we were going to work amongst.

After doing my first year language study I arrived at the Duncan Hospital, Raxaul where I spent eight very busy but happy years before going into Nepal where I had to learn a new language and where I worked in different hospitals and nursing schools doing nursing administration and teaching for the rest of my missionary career. How can I write in a few sentences the experiences of these years? It was always challenging (never boring) and often difficult but also rewarding, with much to encourage. Mistakes were made and yet in God’s loving providence He so often overruled and brought blessing. The greatest thrill was to see the church grow from nothing to an innumerable number of baptised believers in spite of persecution, ostracism and imprisonment, and also, for me personally, spiritual lessons were learned that were both humbling and exalting and which I can never forget.

My story would not be complete without mentioning my five years at Beulah Home when I returned from Nepal. It was both a privilege and very much a learning experience for rue. I particularly learned something of growing old gracefully and prayerfully.

Finally, I will never cease to marvel at the way God uses the jars of clay to work out His purposes and also to Charlotte Chapel for the wonderful support they have given me over these many years, both abroad and at home.

(See also, for further details, Mabel McLean on the missionary list.)

The writer asked Mabel about using public transport on a Sunday in the years before the Second World War. The family usually walked to the Reformed Presbyterian Church in Loanhead, which was not far. Her mother, whose health was poor but whose will was strong, had been converted at the Harper Memorial Baptist Church in Glasgow, and told Mabel about Baptist churches. The family occasionally attended the morning service in Charlotte Chapel, because they appreciated the singing, especially with the organ – there was no organ in the Loanhead church. Both Mabel’s father and mother were strong on the principle of not using public transport on a Sunday, so they walked both ways – Mabel dates this to when she was 14 or 15, and since she was born in 1923, that makes it 1937-8, just before the 1939 war; she enjoyed the walks.

By the time she was nursing at the Deaconess Hospital in Edinburgh from 1942-4, odd shift patterns left her short of time, so she took the bus home to Loanhead on Sundays. 
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