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“COME IMMEDIATELY. YOUR MOTHER ILL AND NEEDS YOU”

This telegram called Ida back, where she was to receive her true

calling in Tindivanam .

When she arrived at the station platform, she was at once engulfed in

the dust, crowd and harsh noises of India. Dr. John Scudder received

her at the station and she climbed into the two-wheeled bullock drawn

cart, which was to take her to her beloved mother. Little did she know

that it was indeed God calling her for a greater purpose.

She was troubled through out the journey. Troubled by the exhausted

bullock, pulling their weight with a yoke across its neck, troubled by

the poverty stricken scenes outside, troubled by the heat, pollution

and the  hunger all around.

It was with a troubled heart that she  came to Tindivanam.

"September 22, 1890 Tindivanam.  I have been in, India now for two whole days.  ...My parent's house is on

a big mission compound near a school.  It is made of sun-baked bricks plastered with mud, then

whitewashed.  It has three rooms in a row.

You can't go from one to the other, but

each has a door opening of the porch.

My room-the room where I am sleeping is next

to the living room with a layer of crumbled

lime on top. The thatched roof is full of white

ants, and every now and then drops down dust

on your head.   ...My parents are going to

move into a new bungalow soon.  It's being

built across the road, a real pukka house with

two stories...."
Ida's Bungalow in Tindivanam (Photo taken in 1993)
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Soon, she assumed her roles in the mission

compound along with her mother, as a

house-hold manager and a teacher.  Their house

hold also included the families of the hundred

boys who were studying in their school.

Together, with her mother she began to slowly

take charge of small responsibilities.

She would go for camps with her father, her

uncle Jared and her cousin Dixie. She learned

much about the various cultures in the villages

and found every activity to be a new

experience. She particularly remembers the

baptism of the Indian babies along with her mother and father; the babies were usually covered in coconut oil

and she found them slippery to hold on to.

Later that same year, she was seated in her room, writing a letter to her friend Annie Hancock.  It was while she

was writing this letter that she encountered the three knocks which changed her life forever. There was nothing

that she could do, being a woman but not a doctor, she was faced with helplessness which no one can explain.

"I would do no good. I - I don’t know anything".

The next morning her letter to Annie Hancock still lay unfinished. The news of the death of the three young girls

had opened a door in her which she never knew existed.  These were her words the next morning to her parents

seated in their bedroom - study.

"I’m going to America to study and be a doctor’, she announced steadily, so  I can come back here and

help the people of India".

The rest as we know is history!!!
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Adapted from : Dr Ida - Passing on The Torch of Life By Dorothy Clarke Wilson


