
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Against Every Hope

India, Mother Teresa, and a Baby Girl

by

Bonnie Tinsley

Published by WordCrafts Press for
Smashwords

Copyright © 2018 Bonnie Tinsley

Cover Design by David Warren

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite online retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

[image: tmp_230e59420fa25d3ccda5f9b547d6ae1f_OsW9yo_html_163cb80b.jpg]







Contents

 Dedication

Acknowledgements

Prologue


PART I: Against Every Hope

1.
How We Got Here

Interlude ~ Postcard from the Electric
Cornfield

2.
At Home in Southeast Asia

Interlude ~ Gelang-gelang

3.
Bound for India


PART II: The Climb Begins

4.
Darjeeling

5.
How High the Mountain?

6.
The Mystery Baby

Interlude ~ In the Himalayan Zoo,
Darjeeling

7.
At Home in Bangalore

Interlude: My Fortune

8.
The Politics of Violence

Interlude ~ The Genie of Grant Road Cross

9.
Where to Get Help

10.
India Fever

11.
Mountains of Paperwork

12.
Home Leave

13.
To Calcutta with Love

14.
The Last Hope

15.
The Good News

16.
Reversal

Interlude ~ Reversal

17.
Long Distance Calling God

Interlude ~ The Beggars’ Carnival


PART III: Too Much to Hope

18.
Almost Ours

Interlude ~ Pema’s Song in the key of D

19.
Announcement

20.
Citizenship

Interlude ~ Jungle Glider

21.
Back Home in Singapore and Thereafter

Interlude ~ Covenant

22.
Epilogue

About the Author







Dedication

 To Dorothy
Christena Gibbs,

best girlfriend, mentor, and godmother to
Pema,

beloved teacher to thousands in Dubuque
schools
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Passage to more than India!

Are thy wings plumed indeed for such far
flights?

Walt Whitman, “Passage to India”

~

Life never gives us what we want at the
moment that we consider appropriate. Adventures do occur, but not
punctually.

E. M. Forster, A Passage to India
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Prologue

She phones
home at least once a week, on average.

“How’s it going, Mom?” starts these
conversations. She is a little breathless. I can hear her heels
tapping the pavement even over the phone static, on the way from
the shuttle to her office at Stanford University. I fill in the
pauses with news of my week here in Tennessee. I mention sighting
the blue heron on the Greenway again and that feeling of being
touched by the magic she and I have shared. I wait for her
spill.

The new job has its challenges. At this
writing, Pema is newly arrived at Stanford’s Department of
Pathology. When she was Director of Operations for the Alzheimer’s
Disease and Research Center and Udall Center at the University of
Washington, she was in charge of millions in grant money. That job
suited her. She excels at telling people what to do in a nice way.
But the new job at Stanford as Pathology’s Industry Liaison offers
the potential for an international stage, which she prefers. She
has been packing her bag for world travel since age five. Her Dad
and I could not be more proud of her burgeoning career. And she is
so beautiful, even strangers approach her with marriage proposals.
There was a time, however, when this dazzling young woman was not
our daughter, nor had we any hope whatsoever of having her—even in
our dreams.

~

She was tucked away inside a crib, a
sickly-looking baby almost buried under an odd assortment of
handmade quilts and blankets. As I remember it, the large room was
almost empty, except for that crib in a dark corner. So hushed and
separated from the other orphanage activity, this may have served
as the sick room. If anyone had spoken, the room would have echoed.
When the nuns finally unearthed the baby from that mismatched pile
of wool and brought her into the daylight, she was crying. Her eyes
were pinched shut against the sunlight, probably because she rarely
saw the sun from her night-shrouded corner of the world. Something
black like charcoal cast dark lines across her forehead, and the
full crop of dark brown hair on top of her head was slicked down
with oil.

When the girl in plaited pigtails finally
released her into my arms, my heart lifted up like the heron
unfolds her broad sweep of wings and takes flight. The baby felt
solid and feverish. She smelled yeasty, like a loaf of bread fresh
from the oven. She was wearing many layers, right down to her
fingertips. They were long fingers, like those of a baby destined
to play the piano or wield a paintbrush. She was 10-days-old and
had come to Mother Teresa’s orphanage from Victoria Hospital, where
she had been abandoned after birth. Victoria was Darjeeling’s one
and only full-service hospital probably since the Victorian era.
What looked to me like bruising darkened her wrists and ankles.

I have replayed this scene over and over,
watching the long legs of a blue heron wading on the water’s edge,
head and beak thrust forward and then back as she marks each
tentative step. The moment and the heron are playing in slow
motion, in black and white. I move along the threshold, look inside
that off-limits room and know somehow this moment will change my
life forever, whether I want it to or not. I ask to see the baby
inside that crib. The nuns move towards it. The girl in pigtails
picks her up. We all move into the daylight, into Technicolor. In
the photograph, I am wearing a bright green wool sweater with red
plaid grosgrain ribbon running down the front. I am looking down at
the fussy baby in my arms and smiling. At this moment, I want my
barren life to change.

~

Even though the peaks of Mount Kanchenjunga
were snow-covered in November, it was not yet the winter season in
Darjeeling. The nuns assured me that before winter set in, the
babies would be taken down the mountain to Tindharia, where the
weather was more hospitable. There was a tea plantation there
converted into another Missionaries of Charity orphanage, also
under the care of Mother Teresa.

“Oh, the father is here. You came to see
your daughter,” they shouted when my husband Cliff finally arrived
to check out the baby. It wasn’t that he was adverse to the baby,
only that it was a hard climb to reach the orphanage. Actually as
soon as he took one look at her, he was totally smitten. They gave
us instructions on how to reach the M.C. convent and office complex
called the Motherhouse in Calcutta to begin the adoption process.
So we dropped everything, and off we went buoyed up by their
enthusiasm. We had already arranged for delivery of a crib and a
stash of baby clothes with friends in Bangalore, where we were
living at the time. And we had already named her Pema, the Tibetan
word for “lotus flower.” There was a huge enclave of Tibetan
refugees in Darjeeling, and all Pema’s features looked Tibetan to
us—her lovely dark brown hair and dark, almond-shaped eyes—when she
would let us see them.

~

At Calcutta’s Motherhouse, a fleet of young
women in saris were down on hands and knees scrubbing the floors,
the strong smell of Clorox biting the air. The head of adoptions
for the Missionaries of Charity, Sister Margaret Mary, made her way
towards us stepping around them. She was short in stature but
monumental in the power of her authority behind the clipboard.
Nonetheless we had every expectation of acing this one, given our
credentials. Mother Teresa would not have to look elsewhere for a
family for Pema. Here we were, holding numerous degrees between us,
perfectly suitable parents residing right here in India with the
wealth and weight of Cliff’s U.S. based company supporting us over
the next two years, not to mention his guaranteed career path in
Southeast Asia.

After a brief interrogation session giving
us no question as to who was in charge, Margaret Mary was quick to
point out all the strikes against us. Mother Teresa’s organization
was no longer giving babies to Americans, only to Catholic
countries—Belgium, Italy, and France. We were Americans. We weren’t
Catholic. Cliff, a one-time altar boy, was now following the path
of Buddhism, and I was an attending Quaker.

“What’s that?” Sr. Margaret Mary wanted to
know and then didn’t give me the space to answer. She obviously did
not like me. Also I was divorced from my first husband. Strike
number three. She let us know that her Sneha /our Pema was destined
for Belgium, when she reached the age of two. And no, we could not
see Mother Teresa. She was not available.

The tiny nun determined to stand in the way
of our happiness did not get it. We loved that baby and wanted to
care for her now, now when she most needed the love and affection
of parents in the present. Why take a chance on her surviving
myriad diseases and unknown living conditions in a series of
orphanages until she reached the age of two, when who knows what
unknowns might await her in Belgium? And how did she get those
bruises on her wrists and ankles? Who was protecting this baby
now?

A picture of the boy David confronting the
giant Goliath from the Bible-story pages of my childhood flashed
through my head. There was nothing we could do but turn away and
leave the Motherhouse and the unsmiling Indian woman who just
destroyed all our hope for a family. It felt like just the two of
us, Cliff and I, withstanding the mighty forces of the Catholic
Church with no stone in sight.


PART I

Against Every
Hope







Chapter 1

 How
We Got Here

A Love Story

The notion of a baby Pema, plus
this most unlikely road to motherhood, is the farthest thing from
our imaginations when we are posted to India in 1983. How did we
reach this troubled land in the first place? In truth, I believe
the fault is mine. When Cliff’s boss offers us India following our
two-year stint in Singapore, I am the one who urges Cliff to accept
it, even though he is reluctant. It is rumored that no one in the
company is willing to go to India, much less take their families.
Both living and working conditions are said to be too harsh. But
just the year before, the film “Gandhi” had been released in
Singapore and I can think of nowhere else I want to be than India.
By comparison, Singapore feels like the tiny island it is, and
India—vast, energetic, and the most important place on earth
at this time. David Lean is reported to be filming E. M. Forster’s
“A Passage to India” in Bangalore, our next overseas destination,
should Cliff accept it.

~

To give a full-on picture of how we got to
India, I would have to go back seven years to the very beginning,
to the night Cliff and I met. Like most of the stories I tell about
my husband, this one makes me laugh.

I was standing in line ready to pay the fees
and finish registration for graduate school. When I realized that I
had missed a step in the long, drawn-out process, I turned around
to the man standing behind me. He was close to my height, with
longish dark hair and neatly trimmed moustache. I noticed he was
peering at my open checkbook through wide-rimmed, very thick
glasses. He looked harmless enough. I was to find out later that he
was hoping I was single, and the number of names on the checkbook
would tell him that.

“Would you mind saving my place in line?
Looks like I skipped a step.”

“I’ll guard it with my life,” he said, with
a very straight face. Now, there is a different come-on, I thought,
and could not help smiling to myself. I went to finish the step I
missed and returned to find the line even longer with my guardian
still at his post.

“Would you like to get a cup of coffee when
we finish here?” he said.

“Looks like I owe you one for saving my
place in line.” But every coffee spot we checked at the student
union was closed by this time.

“I know where we can get a beer, just across
the street,” he said.

“There are no bars across the street.”

“It’s as good as a bar, and the beer is
free. It’s where I live.”Cliff was sharing the old frame house
across from the University Union with three other veterans. Over
beer and conversation with his roommates, we immediately recognized
the wanderlust in each other. I was freshly divorced and headed to
Mexico City to study Cervantes at UNAM with the hope of becoming a
translator. He had left a career with the Jeep Corporation to
prepare for his dream of returning to Hong Kong, where he had spent
his R&R on leave from Vietnam, but this time to live and work
overseas.

Like too many of his generation who had
risked their lives in Vietnam, Cliff came home to no welcoming
parades. Due to the unpopularity of “the war” and by association
its veterans, he was warned not to speak of his war experience to
neighbors or possible employers. All the ribbons, medals,
decorations, and badges he had earned in combat and was so proud of
were now objects of derision. His mother sold them in a yard
sale.

After serving as a rifleman in a
recon-ready-reaction platoon with the legendary First Infantry
Division, he found life in America foreign and without purpose.
With his platoon in Vietnam, he was part of a brotherhood known
only to men who face death together and trust each other with their
lives. In the short four-day passage from his last jungle patrol to
arrival at his parents’ home, he had suffered loss of purpose,
identify, and family. Between his base camp at Phu Loi, Vietnam and
his old home in Peoria, his status had changed from a soldier
making life-or-death decisions on a daily basis, capable of keying
his radio handset and calling in air strikes and gunships, to a
factory floor-sweep in the local Caterpillar plant. That was his
only job offer. He took advantage of the GI bill to finish his
engineering degrees so that he could go back to the part of the
world where he felt most at home, Southeast Asia, and where he
could make a contribution that mattered. He had to bide his time
before Vietnam and his friends there would be open to his visits.
In the meantime, I was beyond grateful that Cliff had survived the
war intact and with a spirit of adventure that would turn my life
around. Only much later would we have to acknowledge my wounded
warrior’s PTSD.

I liked him for even more reasons than I can
remember now. I can still see the photo hanging in his office. It
was taken on R&R in Hong Kong in 1968. My heart went out to the
small Chinese girl pulling on the sculling oar of a sampan while
her two brothers are begging for coins from the tourists in Hong
Kong harbor.

I found his mid-western-grown honesty
refreshing. I liked his corny, often repeated jokes, usually
inspired by the classics, like this Euripides joke.

“You rippa deez jeans and you won’t get
another pair.” Or the joke on cogito ergo sum.

“Descartes goes into a bar. He takes a stool
and the bartender asks him if he wants a beer. Descartes hesitates
then replies ‘I think not’ and immediately disappears.” Or the many
jokes about his imaginary Uncle Morrie. My favorite: “My Uncle
Morrie went blind in one eye from drinking coffee. He kept
forgetting to take the spoon out of the cup.” He could play with
words, make outrageous connections, and lighten any moment with his
off-the-wall humor, sometimes inspired by Jonathan Winters. Even
though I had a distinct distaste for the off-colored jokes, it
might have been the way he told them that made even those jokes
endearing. Maybe Cliff seemed like the funniest man alive because
there hadn’t been much laughter in my first marriage those last
years.

Another thing in his favor, I liked his size
because it was like mine, only more solid and muscular. A friend
commented that we looked like “a pair of book ends.” I liked his
patience in getting me to bed. In fact, I had to make the first
move. Once I did, kiss him that is, we were most decidedly a
couple. I wonder if he knew that his gentle, patient approach had
the effect of gaining my confidence and trust, which was never more
evident than in our most intimate times together. We called it
“Muskrat Love” after the Captain and Tennille song popular at the
time. And I liked the special interest he took in my little
super-mini R5, the orange Renault he called my “roller skate.” I
deemed it my trophy for having survived the ten-year marriage and
divorce.

I thought I was doing the right thing in
marrying my college sweetheart. All the key players in my life were
expecting the marriage, especially my mother who had been keeping
track of all my school friends’ marriages. My previous experience
dating was limited. I was a virgin in the first degree and full of
reservations going down the aisle. It was a marriage five years in
the making, firmly footed in shared friends and idyllic campus
experiences surrounded by ivy-covered walls. When we separated
after an accumulated 15 years, I felt betrayed, yes, but also
un-caged, or more like shot out of a cannon into the waiting arms
of the seventh fleet on shore leave. Men came out of the woodwork,
even my husband’s colleagues, professing long-time closeted
attraction. So much attention helped to bolster my self-confidence,
for a while. If it had not been for the powerful influence of my
overly protective mother, appearing like a specter in my dreams,
and the cautionary tales I was raised on, I am sure I would have
totally lost all my accumulated wifely virtue.

For a long time, I did not take Cliff very
seriously, perhaps because he was trying so hard to make me laugh.
There had been several other suitors. But from the start I trusted
him; with him I was in my safe place. Eventually he won me over by
sheer persistence and the promise of adventure. He was going
places, and I wanted to go places, too. He could fix things,
anything, from my little car to the leaky faucet and air
conditioner in my apartment. And most impressive of all, he could
build a fire, I mean from scratch, with one match, not from some
quick starter.

My happiest memories of those early dating
days were the camping trips to Indiana’s Brown County. He would
park his red Jeep Cherokee near a stream, pitch his two-man tent
and then search for kindling wood. He was meticulous in choosing
the size of kindling: small twigs for the starter pile in the shape
of a teepee, and then sticks and branches and logs selected in
graduating sizes. The building of each fire looked to me like a
work of art. Only later did I recognize the OCD tendency.

Over the next few years, we explored most of
the nearby state parks and national forests and then affordable
Mexico, from mountainous San Miguel de Allende to the beaches of
the Mexican Caribbean. We checked out the color festival spectacles
in Mexico City and spent the long end of a summer camping at
archaeological sites from Oaxaca’s Monte Alban to Palenque (the
roar of jaguars keeping us awake at night) to Chichen Itza and
Uxmal ruins in the Yucatan and as far as the end of the Yucatan
Peninsula. By then it was easy. Just open the red Jeep’s tail gate,
bring out Cliff’s hand-made kitchen box, set up the mountain cook
stove, and we had the makings of huevos rancheros. No
telling how many eggs we ate all across Mexico.

Then after too many nights in the tent,
Cliff says he remembers a scene something like this that took place
at Villahermosa. As he tells it, I am chopping tomatoes and onions
with his hunting knife for yet another meal of huevos
rancheros. The sky is darkening, presaging rain. More menacing
than the sky, a dark mass of birds fills the palm trees just above
our heads with Hitchcock dramatic intensity. I am tired and begin
gesturing and punctuating my conversation with the knife. Cliff
interprets my knife-wielding as a threat on his life and a pressing
need to find a hotel. We load up the Jeep as the rains begin to
fall and head for the first hotel we can find.

It is gorgeous. We step out of the dark and
rain into a spectacle of light. The lobby is adorned with
distinctive Mexican hand-blown glass panels falling in cascading
tiers of chandelier above us from three stories up. It was not just
any hotel, but a top-of-the-line, five-star with a bar-cum-pool and
beds supported on bamboo culms the size of elephant trunks. I
sleep, really sleep, for the first time in days. I am a happy
camper.

Across hundreds of unmapped miles of Mexico
together, just the two of us, I can count only four “incidents” or
near-crises that might have jeopardized our relationship. To begin,
in Mexico City a traffic cop looking for a free lunch pulled us
over at one of those ubiquitous round-a-bouts. Holding a
leatherette pouch full of US dollars, he kept pointing to the
plastic sign listing possible traffic offenses in English. He
accused us of driving on the left, when we should have been on the
right, or viceversa. In my best classroom Spanish, I managed
to talk the policia out of the charge by repeatedly
insisting on taking the matter up with his superior. Truth to tell,
Cliff just slipped the guy a pack of Pall Malls, and we were on our
way.

Number two, our suitcases were stolen out of
the locked Jeep in Puebla; we were just too trusting. Fortunately,
they had the courtesy to leave us our camping gear. And number
three, I lost my right contact lens celebrating my first view of
the Pacific. Actually, to be exact, we were on a pier at Salina
Cruz that jutted into the Gulf of Tehuantepec that runs into the
Ocean. Cliff made the mistake of reaching for me to celebrate the
moment and knocked the hard contact lens out of my eye between the
planks of the pier into the murky deep below. After that, the
tension could be felt right down to the tread on our tires.

Number four, little did we know that Cliff’s
red Jeep Cherokee with the winch on the front bumper was a moving
target all across Mexico. One time we were pulled over on the road
to Merida at an internal checkpoint not far from the border with
Guatemala. The border patrolman paced around the Jeep several times
looking in the windows as if for contraband. He told Cliff to open
all the doors. He climbed in and made a cursory search of the
interior. Finally he climbed out, stood spread-legged in front of
the bumper bearing the winch, and squinted at Cliff with hands on
hips.

“I am trying to figure out a way to impound
your car, but I can’t. I’d love to have your car,” he said and
smiled in that conspiratorial way that only a Mexican
federale can smile. Then he shrugged his shoulders and
adios, we were on our way again. But this was Mexico in the
safe ‘70s, not India in the ‘80s.

We made it as far as Isla Mujeres at the tip
of the Yucatan peninsula when a telegram from his mother called
Cliff home. His Dad had been hospitalized with a heart attack. The
return to Illinois was uneventful, except for three days in Vera
Cruz where I thought I would lose Cliff to a deadly case of
Montezuma’s revenge. In spite of that, even today we agree that we
loved Mexico so much—the landscape, the welcoming people, the food,
the endless adventuring—we might still be there if it had not been
for that telegram and worry over Cliff’s dad.

~

In October 1980, Cliff and I were married in
the backyard of our little brick bungalow in Indianapolis. Joining
us were only a few family members from Cliff’s side, our neighbors,
and our resident chipmunks. I guess marriage had always been a
possibility for us and should not have but did take on more urgency
after my father’s dour pronouncement.

“You know, you’re not getting any younger,
honey.” This elicited all sorts of soul-searching on my part. The
quality of marriage in my family had been strained at best. My
mother was a very late 30 when I was born. She divorced my father a
few years later when she could no longer tolerate his philandering.
I can still remember their parting of ways in the tiny kitchen of
our row-house. I was standing at the end of the cot set up
temporarily in the dining room. Daddy kept reaching to hold my
mother, doing his best to try to make amends, and Mother kept
turning her back on him, dismissing his sort of loose overtures.
Only later could I see what the toddler missed. My father was in
one of his normal states of inebriation.

I always found it interesting that Daddy
insisted I stay and look after my totally capable and
self-sufficient mother even after college graduation. He had no
real compunctions about moving out all those years ago. And then,
of course, I had followed the family pattern with a divorce at age
33, except for me it was a relief to have no children. In fact, if
I had wanted children, the desire came as vague imaginings born out
of loneliness in an old farmhouse on the edge of an Illinois
cornfield in the very isolation I had chosen. My husband who was a
sculptor was teaching at the university in town. I was trying to be
a writer, plus subsistence farmer. Interesting how the
“Back-to-Earth” movement conveniently coincided with the Women’s
Movement. Little did I know what was changing women’s lives while I
was picking hornworms off tomato vines. Our Bodies,
Ourselves was a real revelation.

Set on 10 acres of land on Sugar Creek with
a barn to accommodate building sculpture, the prairie frame was
built at turn-of-century with a wide front porch meant for
rockers—my first-ever home since the one I grew up in Virginia. It
didn’t matter that the house was rumored to be haunted. The last
woman who lived in it had died in the bathtub from mysterious
causes. To me, it was the writer’s haven I had been dreaming of
surrounded by the wildlife that invested my poetry—like the meadow
larks exchanging whistles across the fields, those ethereal notes
resounding from their bright yellow breasts as if in an echo
chamber. There were families of skunk, too. The mother would parade
her brood of five or six black-on-white miniatures most prominently
against the winter snow. There were peach trees, grape arbors,
garden patches already laid out (presumably by the woman who died
in the bathtub), and most memorable of all, the pear tree dressed
in white bridal splendor every springtime. It was harder to leave
that old house than to leave the marriage. After the house had been
sold, I still remember the day I went back to dig a hole deep
enough to bury my wedding rings beside the pear tree.

Cliff, on the other hand, had been a
carefree, dedicated bachelor his whole life. He knew for certain
that he had fathered no children. He was happy to have his brother
Bob do that. Bob and wife Denise had produced two girls and then
quit when they had the requisite boy. I fell in love with their
children but was less than eager to have my own just yet, in spite
of my father’s warning. Cliff and I needed more time together.

For the simple wedding ceremony, Cliff was
all suited up in gray with a vest even, and I was wearing a
long-sleeved teal-green silk dress that just covered my knees. He
was his usual “not taking any of this too seriously” self. In the
photograph of our official toast with champagne glasses full,
however, the flash captures his unmistakable
“deer-in-the-headlights” look. That was just before my piece of
pizza landed tomato-sauce-side-down in my lap. Brother Bob rushed
the dress to the cleaners, but it never looked quite the same. We
sent out our wedding announcement on picture postcards of
Indianapolis, popularly labeled then the “electric cornfield,”
because of the Indy 500 Raceway that lit up the night for miles
around, I am guessing.







Interlude

Postcard from the
Electric Cornfield

Here, we live in a red brick

house in the woods

between a lake and a gravel pit.

We remark to the other

each time the geese fly over.

As elsewhere

the rain slants down

taking dead limbs with it

to the ground.

We take our vitamin C.

Sometimes

after many days together

we do not speak

through dinner.

Here, they drive faster:

the distances are greater.

As elsewhere, the people

are alternately

gracious and suspicious.

Yesterday the pump broke.

Now we bathe

in brown water

and touch each other

in new places.

We get regular mail delivery.

Come

visit.







Chapter 2

 At
Home in Southeast Asia

I like to believe that about the
time we are headed for Southeast Asia circumstances are conspiring
to produce the baby Pema. A young private-school girl is falling in
love with a young man in the very Darjeeling where Mother Teresa
fulfilled her novitiate. It’s entirely possible that the girl is a
student at the Loreto Convent School where Mother spent her first
two years in India. The children of British families as well as a
few from wealthy Indian families attend the School.

The story of these young lovers would be
written along the lines of Romeo and Juliet or Pyramis and Thisbe
set in the Himalayas. The well-to-do parents of the girl reject the
young man’s lesser tribal family, perhaps Tibetan, which makes
their love burn even more brightly. At some point in her orphanage
history, Pema is marked with a red tikka on her forehead
between her eyes. The Sisters must think she is Hindu and therefore
Indian, or they may be hoping for a local adoption, even though her
features appear more and more Nepali/Tibetan as she grows. The fact
remains that her family has the wear-with-all to use Darjeeling’s
Victoria Hospital for the birth and then remove the mother from the
baby girl. These are only imaginings, of course. The Sisters have
no information available on the baby, except that she was born
around first November 1984 at Victoria Hospital and then
abandoned.

~

In the spring of 1981, Cliff got the call
from his new employer, a competitor of Caterpillar called WABCO,
Westinghouse Airbrake, the Haulpak Division, to “troubleshoot” for
the company in Southeast Asia. His official title was Regional
Service Representative for Southeast Asia. The hub of all that
activity, Singapore, would be our home for the next two years, if
we agreed to the move.

In those days, companies were anxious to
have the families of their employees fully supportive of their
overseas assignments. So I was flown to Singapore first-class Pan
Am sharing that rarefied space, the linen table cloth, white-gloved
service, champagne and caviar with only one other first-class
passenger. Graying at the temples, his long legs comfortably
stretched out in gray flannel trousers and loafers, Jim Miller
looked every bit the part of CEO of a company supporting the oil
industry, a seasoned veteran of Southeast Asia. I was also in
appropriate costume, I thought, dressed in the only white linen
suit I could find in the style of Ingrid Bergman when Bogart sees
her off on the air-strip in Casablanca.
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INDIA, MOTHER TERESA, AND A BABY GIRL
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