
I least thought that the little chest discomfort I had during my regular morning walk on the
7th March in Jabalpur could be so serious. I refrained from telling it to my wife because I
assumed it to be just a muscular pain. But the following week while travelling to Delhi and
Dehradun for ministry, the chest pain recurred several times. Lifting my own briefcase became
difficult. I then told Lilian and she pressed for an immediate cardiology consultation at Delhi.
The ECG was normal but I had to discontinue the Tread Mill Test because of an anginal pain.
We fulfilled the assignment in the Missions Emphasis Week of the New Luther Theological
College at Dehradun. The Lord immensely blessed the student and staff community there.

Instead of returning to our field base in Jabalpur, Madhya Pradesh, we came down to
Vellore. I was examined in the Christian Medical College Hospital by Cardiologist Dr. Jacob
Jose. He reminded me of the Blessing meetings he had attended in the early 1970s at Tiruchy
and Thanjavur. Renewal of this acquaintance after so many years was refreshing indeed. He
advised an immediate angiogram. But when I told him of my preaching commitment in the
Interchurch Passion Week meetings at Katni, 35 km from Jabalpur, he reluctantly agreed and
prescribed some medicines. I preached for 90 minutes each evening without any difficulty,
but the discomfort surfaced everytime after I got down from the pulpit. The Protestant and
Roman Catholic churches experienced an unusual spiritual awakening in the meetings. Those
who were challenged went on an Easter procession throughout Katni and it made history in
this North Indian city.

When Lilian and I returned to Jabalpur, we decided to postpone further cardiological
investigations on me to June or July so the major programmes of summer would not be
disturbed. But to our dismay, my condition grew worse that week. I started getting anginal
pains even at rest. Inspite of the summer rush we were able to get train reservations within a
couple of days to Vellore. Missionary Kesavan (1965-2013)) accompanied us to help in any
emergency.

The very next day I was admitted for angiogram. I read Psalm 17 that morning because it
was April 17. The third verse was striking: “You have tested my heart; You have visited me in
the night; You have examined me and have found nothing!” I therefore went into the
catheterisation lab and came out quite cheerfully, thinking there would be no major problem
with my heart. But the Cardiologist called my wife aside after the test and told her that two of
my blood vessels to the heart were blocked more than 90% and a bypass surgery was inevitable.
He advised her that it was unwise to discharge me, and everyday of delay was a risk. Lilian
instantly agreed to this major surgery even before having a word with me or our daughter
Evangeline! In a way it was good that we didn’t have much time to discuss or gather opinions
and confuse ourselves! The choice of the Surgeon was left to Dr. Jose himself. The following
day Dr. Roy Korula visited me in the ward and said that he would operate on me. He spoke
very briefly and said, “By the grace of God, everything would go alright!”

It is still a mystery how I never had a heart attack in spite of such critical blocks and a busy
itinerant ministry. We of course pray for the problems and needs we are aware of. But how
about what we do not know? Yes it is primarily in such situations that “the Spirit Himself
makes intercession for us with groanings which cannot be uttered” (Rom 8:26). I also realised
the potential blessing we the staff of BYM enjoy because of our Preventive Prayer Partners.

The senior leaders of the Mission came rushing to see and encourage me, because they all
knew how timid I would be when it came to physical pain and suffering. I told them I would
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hand over to them all the notes and materials I had prepared for the Obedient Life Conference,
Silver Jubilee Celebrations and Staff Retreat. They controlled their tears and went out to
discuss among themselves. By then there had been telephonic calls from here and there
suggesting an indefinite postponement of these programmes in that situation. The leaders
unanimously agreed for the postponement and sent letters to the registered delegates.

I began to think! The Lord had been prospering the work of my hands abundantly. People
were blessed and moved to action wherever I ministered the Word. To my knowledge I was not
too busy to spend time with God in prayer and meditation. Why then this sudden brake to
bring me to a grinding halt, temporary though? I was then reminded of what I had been
preaching to others all these years: “Don’t ask God, WHY? He would answer, WHY NOT?”

 April 23 was fixed as the date of surgery. And my Bible portion for the day was Psalm
23 which I had meditated the previous day itself. “Though I walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil; for You are with me; Your rod and Your staff, they comfort
me” (v 4). Brother Jeyaraj, our Headquarters Coordinator, sent letters to churches, fellowships,
our branches and contact persons all over India and the world requesting special prayer on
the day of operation. Phone calls, get-well cards and letters from friends, who were shocked by
the news, poured in making enquiries and assuring prayers. (My nieces Nita and Punita have
arranged the get-well cards beautifully in an album which I will cherish for years to come.)
Brothers Sam Jebathurai (1948-2018), S. Panneer Selvam (1943-2013) and Mohan C. Lazarus
appealed for prayer in their widely circulated magazines.

Our missionaries P. Samraj and Y. Paul Dinakaran assured me on the eve of the operation
that God would give me inexplainable boldness and calmness the next day. My dearest younger
brother Christopher arrived from Abudhabi. He and his family stayed throughout as a great
support. He was a literal proof of Proverbs 17:17, “A brother is born for adversity.” My old
parents-in-law (1917-2008, 1919-2005) managed to be with us during the hours of crisis. To
avoid any emotional outbursts by seeing relatives and friends, I kept my eyes closed while
being taken to the theatre at 7 am, after Brother Lionel prayed. Someone touched me when I
just entered the clean corridor of the theatre complex. I opened my eyes and it was Dr. Mrs.
Caroline Justin Prabakaran. She assured, “Annan, the theatre is already filled with prayer.
Go boldly!” When I was transferred to the operating table from the stretcher, I opened my eyes
again and there was the observation dome the construction of which I supervised while I was
an engineer in the same hospital from 1971 to 1975! A pleasant memory just seconds before
being knocked off by anaesthesia!

I was told later that the Lord burdened His people with an unusual spirit of prayer during
the hours of operation, 7 am to 1 pm. Here are a few testimonies: “I could not pray but kept
sobbing for six hours on knees.” “I had never prayed continuously for seven hours before.” “I
felt as if my own chest was cut open.” “It was a real warfare and we felt the release only at 1
pm.” “Almost all the churches in our town organized a fasting prayer. We got up from our
knees only after one of us got it confirmed from Vellore that the operation was successful.”
Our Tamilnadu State Coordinator, J. Shanthakumar, commented, “If people had prayed for
India so sincerely and unitedly as they did for our dear brother, our country would have been
saved long long ago!”

I still wonder how I was free of any anxiety before I entered the theatre. I was fully aware of
the risks of this surgery. I have seen with my own eyes how patients were brought out dead
after hours of struggle to revive the heart. I was personally present at the same theatre entrance
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when my dear friend Dr. R.A.C. Paul, a missionary to the Bondo tribe in Orissa, was brought
out dead years ago. To be frank, I was ready to die. I had the satisfaction that I had invested
the best years of my life in the Kingdom service and by the grace of God had raised a generation
of Bible-lovers and soulwinners. I had even written to my brother to take care of Lilian and
Evangeline in case something happened to me. I knew I was not carrying the BYM. “The
government will be upon HIS shoulder” (Isa 9:6). I could not pray much during the two or
three days before surgery except that I kept repeating, “Have Thine own way, Lord!”

I did’t fare too well during the first two post-operative days in the intensive care unit. I was
fearful and shivering. My blood pressure and pulse rate were erratic. The surgeon called Lilian
inside to encourage and calm me. I had a dream on the third day afternoon. In the dream, I
was caught up in the middle of a tall and narrow chimney, with demonic creatures laughingly
mocking at me from both ends. I had no way of escape. After a long struggle, I said, “Now I am
going to take my Bible.” Instantly they all fled away and I came out free. I woke up and
experienced a great release from that moment.

The CMC Hospital is known for its medical care, especially nursing care, with a personal
touch. In these days of extreme commercialisation of this noble profession, this Hospital still
stands out as it continues to serve the community “in the spirit of Christ” along the lofty
principles of the Founder Dr. Ida Sophia Scudder. I was very moved by the loving care of the
doctors, nurses and paramedical staff. Helen Alice, a staff nurse and the younger sister of our
missionary Florence Jaisankar, needs a special mention. Besides helping me, she was a
comforting company to Evangeline who was literally shattered during the ordeal. Lilian is of a
different temperament. She could stay cool and composed throughout. While I was inside the
theatre, she had been ministering to the broken-hearted relatives of non-christian patients in
the waiting rooms! I praise God for my life-partner with such exceptional grace.

The 10-day post-operative stay in the hospital was uneventful. The avoid any infection,
visitors were restricted. (Sincere thanks for your cooperation.) I was discharged on the 4th of
May. The hq staff received me home with tears of joy and songs of praise to God. Evangeline
presented me with a golden candlestick which she had brought from England to give me and
Lilian during the Mission’s Silver Jubilee celebrations, as we have also completed 25 years of
marriage. I lit it and we worshipped the Lord for giving me a new life!

Within a couple of days I developed high fever and chills and was readmitted in the hospital.
They diagnosed me for malaria. It was supposed that I contracted it through blood transfusion.
I have visited and lived in so many mission fields and even some remotest villages where
malaria was prevalent. But never once had I malarial attack. Need I suffer from this awkward
disease following a major surgery, that too in a famous Hospital? Whenever a missionary
suffered from malaria, I would simply offer a prayer for him and include it in the prayer
circular. Now I know what malaria is!

I was thrilled to watch Evangeline sitting by my bed all through the nights and going home
in the morning to wash my clothes, cook and send me food to the hospital. Besides these, poor
girl had to patiently listen to some people’s inhuman remarks like, “Are you not a counsellor?
Why do you cry then?” This crisis has brought us as a family much closer to each other. I
thank God for giving me Lilian and Evangeline as my two eyes.

The surgery and malaria left me emotionally drained besides physical exhaustion. I could
not read my Bible, recollect God’s promises or rejoice in the Lord. I was blank and empty. I
couldn’t understand what was happening to me a preacher! One of my aunts, Mrs. Suguna
Joseph (1929-2014), helped me pointedly in this situation. She said, “God does allow such
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periods in the lives of His chosen men. Look at that great prophet Elijah. When he was simply
lying down, sleeping, exhausted, the Lord through His angel fed him with hot food and
strengthened him. During such times, don’t expect spectacular things like fire or earthquake.
The Lord would speak through a still small voice. So Stanley, just relax. You don’t need to do
anything. Without your knowledge the Lord is now feeding and strengthening you for the
great journey ahead!” Evangeline kept encouraging me to be my real self and express whatever
I felt and not to put on a show because I was a preacher, teacher and leader, and to guard
myself from all pretensions and masking. My precious ex-colleagues like Brothers J. Easterdoss
(1931-2007) and V. Ezekia Francis and servants of God like Brothers C. Samuel (1927-2018),
Joseph Balachandran and Dr. Pushparaj visited me and uplifted my spirit. I greatly relished
the letters and visits of my fellow missionaries during that period.

I knew that people loved me and respected me, but not the extent. This incident in my life
was an eye-opener. Several of my colleagues and friends lined up to donate blood for my
surgery. One of them named Tamilarasan, holding my feet with tears, said, “Anna, I am ready
to do anything for you if only your life can be saved!” While donating blood, he became cold
and clammy with profuse sweating, and recovered after an hour. I remembered the Galatian
believers’ readiness to donate their eyes to Paul if necessary (Gal 4:15). Another missionary
expressed, “We don’t mind that the summer programmes are postponed. We are so satisfied
that God has granted you back to us. He had mercy on our Mission and the Nation.”

Having entered fulltime ministry quite early in life (28y) our personal savings is meagre.
Friends volunteered to underwrite the medical expenses. The Mission of course was ready to
do anything. Without solicitation, contributions from families and fellowships started pouring
in. One friend wrote, “I can never forget what you have meant to my family all these years. By
pledging my wife’s jewels we are sending herewith Rs. 5,000/-. I can’t do less to our most
respected annan!” I was moved to tears to receive scores of such letters. Two of our own
missionaries sent Rs. 1000/- each. I know what this means to a missionary whose monthly
allowance is just Rs. 1000/- plus. The heavenly Father will reward everyone of you openly. All
the bills have been paid and there’s a balance!

Almost all our leaders, friends and relatives strongly suggest that we now stay back in
Tamilnadu because we have spent enough time in the fields. They sincerely feel that we must
invest the rest of our life in writing and in guiding the leaders. We are open but we await a
definite direction from Above besides these loving counsels. Thanking God for the new lease of
life at my 50th year, I am now asking Him, “What do You want me to do now?” Help us with
your prayers.

The Blessing Youth Mission has had a reasonably smooth sailing all these 25 years. This is
perhaps the first time that a major programme could not be conducted as planned. The Lord
seems to be telling us, “Take nothing for granted. Get serious. You are in a battle. Intensify
your praying. Deepen your commitment. Abound in love. Grow in faith and obedience. You
will see greater things!” 

(This Article was originally published in the 1996 July issue of the Blessing Magazine.)
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