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I sat in the auditorium at Kijabe, a mission station 
in Kenya, frozen with indecision. The Communion 

bread and wine were being passed round and they 
would soon reach me. Within minutes I had to make 
the biggest and most important decision in my life. I 
had been living a double life for years, living a lie. If I 
ate the bread and drank the wine it would be because 
I had surrendered to Jesus wholeheartedly, repented 
of my hypocrisy and all my sin and put my faith in 
the One who died for me. If I rejected the elements, it 
would be because I had deliberately decided to reject 
God and all I knew of His love and mercy, but I would 
be through with double standards. It would be all or 
nothing from then on. I couldn’t go on pretending.

I fi rst met Sally Allen and other Africa Inland 
Mission (A.I.M.) missionaries in Edinburgh when I was 
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About turn!
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a Midwifery Tutor. Sally, an American missionary in 
Kenya, came to Scotland in the 1960s to get a midwifery 
qualifi cation which she needed at the mission hospital 
in which she was working. I had been surprised to learn 
from her that in the U.S.A. nurses didn’t deliver babies, 
only doctors did! These missionaries intrigued me. I 
had thought about becoming a missionary on and off  
for years, but only because they seemed to do a lot 
of travelling in interesting places and that appealed 
to me greatly! But I realised I wasn’t suitable because 
missionaries had to go to Bible College, and I knew for 
sure that I wasn’t a fi t person for Bible College. I don’t 
know that my unfi tness for missionary service ever 
occurred to me! I had even mentioned the possibility 
of becoming a missionary to my mother; she wasn’t 
at all pleased because she didn’t want me to go away 
and leave her. But any thought of being a missionary 
departed when my two worlds collided. 

For years I had successfully lived in two worlds, 
with two groups of friends and two sets of interests. 
I had my church friends, in whose company I tried 
to act christianly, and my working colleagues with 
whom I knew how to enjoy myself. I had even become 
a church member though I knew deep down that 
I wasn’t really a Christian. I did believe in God, but I 
certainly didn’t live a Christian life even though I did 
try. Over and over again I started reading my Bible and 
promised myself I would read it every day and pray; 
but it always fi zzled out. The truth is that I tried to be a 
Christian by copying Christians rather than by having 
a personal faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. So my eff orts 
were doomed to failure.
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That all came to an end when I had several nursing 
colleagues home for a meal. We were enjoying 
ourselves, and the evidence of our enjoyment was 
everywhere: sherry, wine, liqueurs and ashtrays full 
to overfl owing. Glancing out of the window, I saw 
my minister and elder walking up the cul-de-sac 
and I knew they were coming to visit me. Oblivious 
of my friends, I rushed around the room gathering 
up glasses, bottles and ashtrays. I can’t imagine what 
they thought when I started to spray the room with 
hairspray to get rid of the smell of smoke! Then in a 
moment of revelation, I thought, ‘Georgie Orme, you 
are a hypocrite.’ At that point I decided not to go back 
to church.

It was in 1970, when I was working as an assistant 
tutor in the Elsie Inglis Maternity Hospital in 
Edinburgh, that I met Sally Allen again. She came 
back to do a special baby care course and we got to 
know each other quite well. When Sally heard that I 
was coming to the end of my teaching contract, she 
suggested I consider going out to Kenya and gave 
me the names of hospitals to which I might apply. 
Unknown to me Sally soon had second thoughts and 
was in great trepidation at the thought of me going! 
She was praying for all she was worth that God would 
stop me from going to Kenya if it wasn’t his will for 
me to be there. To my great surprise one of my letters 
brought a positive response and, in May 1974, I took 
up the position of Midwife Tutor in a Roman Catholic 
mission hospital in Nairobi. I was in Kenya!

I plunged into Nairobi’s social life, enjoying drinking 
and socialising in the expat party circuit. But the job in 
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Nairobi was enormous, more than I could handle. As 
the stress increased so did my intake of alcohol and 
sedatives. Nairobi was just over an hour’s travelling 
time from Kijabe Hospital where Sally worked and I 
used to go up for weekends to visit, complete with my 
bottle of gin and a good supply of cigarettes. I don’t 
know how she put up with me. When I eventually 
decided to go back to the U.K., I went to Kijabe to say 
goodbye. As we walked to church that Sunday I said to 
Sally, ‘It’s a fi ne thing. I come up here and am surrounded 
by missionaries but none of you ever talk to me about 
the Lord.’ Sally stopped walking and looked at me. ‘If I 
were in your shoes, I would be wondering how much 
longer God was going to give me.’ That stopped me in 
my tracks. I thought back to all the times I had decided 
to be a Christian and had failed. I prayed, ‘God, if you 
are really there, please help me to make a decision to 
follow you that I cannot later doubt.’

We arrived at church and the service was being 
led by Ed Arensen, an American A.I.M. missionary. The 
reading was from 1 John 2:15-19 (AV). ‘Little children, 
it is the last time…’ With Sally’s words still ringing 
in my ears, the urgency hit me. It was as if God was 
telling me this was my last chance. ‘There are many 
antichrists,’ Ed said, and explained that ‘antichrist’ 
meant ‘against Christ.’ He emphasised, ‘you are either 
for Christ or against Christ; there is no middle ground.’ 
‘They went out from us because they did not really 
belong to us,’ he read. That was me exactly. I was 
just like those people in the early church. I had left 
my church in Edinburgh for that very reason; I had 
nothing in common with them. I had no doubt who 
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this message was for! Everyone else there was either a 
missionary or from a missionary family. And there was 
more to come – the Communion service.

Ed spoke on 1 Corinthians 11:27-29, explaining that 
the Communion service was an act of remembrance 
of the death of Jesus, crucifi ed for us. He emphasised, 
‘Whoever eats the bread or drinks the cup of the Lord 
in an unworthy manner will be guilty of sinning against 
the body and blood of the Lord’ (v. 27). ‘That means 
taking the bread and wine without truly believing 
that Christ died for you – you yourself, taking the 
punishment for your sin on the cross,’ Ed explained. 
He read on from the same passage, ‘A man ought to 
examine himself before he eats the bread and drinks 
of the cup. For anyone who eats and drinks without 
recognising the body of the Lord eats and drinks 
judgment on himself.’

It was at that point I realised I had a decision to make. 
I either had to repent, turn to Jesus with an undivided 
heart and take Communion, or not be part of it at all. 
There was a group of boys sitting beside me and I 
thought they wouldn’t take the bread and therefore it 
wouldn’t look too bad if I also passed the plate on. But 
they did take it, and I did too, knowing with a certainty 
as I did so that I had eaten the bread and drunk the 
wine believing. During that communion service I 
knew for sure I had become a child of God. He had 
answered my prayer to help me to make a decision 
that I couldn’t later doubt. I can’t; I am reminded of it 
every time I take Communion!

When I went back to Nairobi that night there was 
a letter waiting for me from my mother. She had 
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been to a Women’s Guild meeting and had heard a 
missionary describe how she had been delayed for 
years from going to the mission fi eld because her 
mother didn’t want her to go. Remembering back to 
her total opposition to the very mention of my being a 
missionary previously, because she hadn’t wanted me 
to go abroad and leave her, Mum now wrote in quite 
diff erent terms. ‘I realise I am just like that woman, 
and if you still want to be a missionary, I will be right 
behind you.’ There was no doubt in my mind what my 
next step would be. In fact, when I returned to the U.K. 
it was Mum who looked for and found the address of 
A.I.M. in order that I could fi nd out how to become a 
candidate! Following that I went to the April Scottish 
Conference at Bonskeid House in Perthshire, and it 
was there that my immediate future became clear. 
I needed to go to Bible College for two years to train 
for missionary service. 

Early years
‘Next stop, Bible College!’ I thought as I pulled the car 
door shut. Looking in the rear-view mirror, it was as if I 
could see my life all packed up on the back seat behind 
me. It was a long drive south to London, quite long 
enough to have time to think over the journey that 
had brought me thus far. It started in 1941, when I was 
born in the station cottage at Kilkerran in Ayrshire. My 
grandfather was stationmaster there. My mother went 
back home to her parents for my birth. My father, who 
was in the hotel trade, worked in Glasgow. I was named 
after my grandmother. She was Georgina, and I am too, 
although I have always been known as Georgie. 
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My earliest memories were, however, not of 
Scotland at all. The Second World War was raging at 
the time of my birth, and shortly afterwards my father 
was called up to serve in the Royal Air Force as a fl ight 
mechanic. He was based in East Anglia and Mum and 
I went south with him. One day his squadron was 
marching along a country road when a tank ploughed 
into a group of airmen and Dad was knocked into a 
ditch. That probably saved his life as two or three 
of his comrades died at the scene. Dad’s femur was 
smashed and he spent many months in hospital 
encased in plaster. My best memory of visiting him 
there is of chocolate, as some of the men in his ward 
kept their chocolate rations for me! Dad walked with 
a limp thereafter. But I think the damage done to him 
and others by their wartime experiences went far into 
their beings. Many men like Dad found it diffi  cult to 
talk about what they had gone through.

I’m told that I had a friend in our old Suff olk 
gardener. I followed him around as he worked, and 
my speech developed based on how he spoke. That 
accent caused no problems whatever as long as we 
lived in Suff olk, but when Dad was demobbed, and 
we moved back to Prestwick in Scotland, no one could 
understand a word I said! Mum, always one to take the 
initiative, found an elocution teacher to iron the broad 
Suff olk out of my accent. Prestwick was where I had 
the beginnings of primary education and I seemed to 
do well enough. Mum was delighted to discover that 
I was top of the class, but considerably less pleased 
a few months later when I appeared to have slipped 
to the bottom. When I had worked out that those at 
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the front of the class, the children who were slower 
at their work, got out fi rst at playtime, I slowed down 
until I found myself at the front of the class and fi rst 
out to play!

In 1947 my little brother was born. Michael had a 
serious heart problem and it was years before the kind 
of surgery was done that might have saved his life. I 
have vivid memories of my baby brother. Crying made 
him turn dark blue, and I found that very frightening. 
In those days travelling shops used to go round 
Scottish towns and villages as most people didn’t 
have cars. I remember one day being left holding 
Michael while Mum went out to one of the vans. He 
started to cry, and before long he was dark navy blue! 
I was absolutely terrifi ed, convinced that he was going 
to die in my arms. Michael died aged four months, 
shortly after my seventh birthday. 

A year later, when Dad secured a job in an Edinburgh 
hotel, we moved to that lovely city. Edinburgh is full of 
green places, and we lived beside one of the fi nest of 
them. The Meadows, which is just a fi fteen-minute walk 
from the city centre, was the perfect place for a child. My 
playmate in the Meadows was a boy just my own age, 
my very fi rst boyfriend! He and I were at school together, 
and my world fell apart when he announced that he was 
changing schools. Horrifi ed, I ran home and pled with 
my mother to send me to his new school. My pleadings 
were successful, but I discovered later they were looking 
for a better school for me anyway. Imagine my broken 
heart when I arrived on my fi rst day to discover that in 
my new school the girls were several miles away from 
the boys. Thus ended my fi rst romance!
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I had a special relationship with my father. Mum 
was the stronger of the two personalities by far, and I 
think my reaction to that was to be very protective of 
Dad, especially if there was any hint of disagreement 
between my parents. My father had never really 
recovered from his war experiences. One day he 
completely disappeared and we had no idea where 
he was. Life seemed to stand still through many long 
days. I remember the surge of relief when we heard 
that Dad had handed himself in at a police station 
somewhere south of the border. Not long afterwards 
he had a complete nervous breakdown and had to 
be admitted to hospital. When he was discharged 
we moved south to Leicester to be near his extended 
family. I had to leave school and all my friends, and 
I vividly remember sitting on the train as it left 
Edinburgh’s Waverley Station feeling totally bereft. My 
life seemed to have fallen apart. 

The Scottish and English school systems were 
diff erent and I found myself a year behind my 
classmates. An educational psychologist decided that I 
was able, with extra tuition, to catch up. Perhaps the fear 
of going into a class with children a year younger than 
me inspired me to make an eff ort! Things had hardly 
had time to settle down when Dad had a heart attack 
and died at work. My great uncle met me at school 
and took me home to my mother, who said, ‘Daddy 
has gone to be with Michael.’ With those words, I felt 
the light go out in my life. I was just twelve years old. 
Almost immediately I asked Mum if we could go home 
to Edinburgh. When the news reached my old school 
that my father had died, the head of junior school wrote 
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to Mum to say that if I wanted to go back to the school 
I would be eligible to apply to be a ‘foundationer’ and 
have my fees paid. To my delight we moved back and 
Mum found a job in telecommunications and bought 
a small fl at in Newhaven, overlooking the River Forth. 

 It was wonderful being back with all my friends. 
Having caught up with my age group in the 
English school system I was now a year ahead of 
my contemporaries back in Scotland and I settled 
down into a comfortable existence of doing as little 
academic work as I could. A friend, who attended 
Scripture Union at school, invited me to go to an S.U. 
camp in the Christmas holidays. Although I don’t 
remember much about that camp, it did, in a way, 
mark a new beginning. I wrote after camp, in a little 
copy of Daily Light, ‘This day, January 7, 1954, I came 
under the gracious infl uence of the Holy Spirit. My 
purpose is fi xed whether for life or death, to give my 
whole life to the Lord, seeing the Lord has redeemed 
me by his blood I trust he will never leave me.’ 

These are not the words of a twelve-year-old and I 
must have copied them from somewhere, yet I believe 
that when I wrote them I meant them. I had truly come 
under the gracious infl uence of the Holy Spirit. It was 
to be many years before I came to saving faith in the 
Lord Jesus Christ, but he never abandoned me. There 
was a long time when I turned my back on him, but 
his hand was always on me. Strangely, in my young 
mind, being a Christian and going to Bible College 
and being a missionary went together. You were one, 
so you did the other; maybe that was instilled into me 
at Scripture Union camp! 
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A student again
In 1975 Redcliff e College was an all women’s institution, 
set right on the banks of the River Thames. Many hours 
were spent on the riverbank relaxing together, which 
sounds as though we didn’t have enough work to do. 
Nothing could be further from the truth! But it was 
there in the golden sunshine of September that new 
students began to build relationships, some of which 
we knew would last a lifetime.

‘How did you get into nursing?’ I was asked several 
times in those early weeks. 

How did I get into nursing? It certainly wasn’t my 
fi rst choice of career. I had wanted to be a doctor, but 
after moving back to Scotland I grew lazy and didn’t 
get the grades I needed to pursue medicine. I did work 
hard in the drama club and had parts in several plays. 
One memorable part was Margaret in Dear Brutus in 
the Edinburgh Festival Fringe when I was thirteen or 
fourteen years old. The producer nearly sealed my fate 
when he took Mum aside and misquoted Noel Coward, 
‘Do put your daughter on the stage, Mrs Worthington. 
Do put your daughter on the stage.’ Right away Mum 
could see my name in lights! She didn’t know that I 
was in an agony of nerves every time in case I forgot 
my words.

Eventually I told Mum I wanted to be a nurse. ‘You’re 
not strong enough,’ she replied. ‘You couldn’t walk 
the wards all day!’ I didn’t expect her to be thrilled at 
the idea, but it had never occurred to me she would 
object on health grounds. To her, nursing just couldn’t 
compete with the Royal Shakespeare Company! 
Eventually I phoned our family doctor and explained 
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my problem. ‘Is your mother there?’ he asked. She was, 
and he told her that I was very healthy, and that if I 
were his daughter he would put me into the Western 
General Hospital School of Nursing. I don’t suppose 
Mum was delighted, but she was fl attered by the 
doctor’s interest in me. So that’s what happened and I 
was accepted to start in January 1960. 

My fi rst few months were spent in the male urology 
ward and from there I moved to radiotherapy. But I 
found it really hard to cope with children and young 
people dying of cancer. One wee boy aff ected me 
deeply; we just loved each other. He used to hang 
on the medicine trolley to get a whirl round the ward 
while I gave out the medicines. I was moved from that 
ward, but his parents asked me to go and see him just 
before he died. I went, and it nearly broke my heart 
to see him and his parents suff ering. That experience 
raised all sorts of questions in my mind, not least, how 
a loving God could allow children to suff er.

By then I was attending Youth Fellowship in 
Newhaven Church and mixing with Christian young 
people, even going to prayer meetings. But at the 
same time I was at home in the nurses’ social scene. 
I had started smoking and felt sophisticated holding a 
cigarette and a gin and tonic. That was when I began a 
balancing act between my two lives, my ‘Christian’ life 
with my church-going friends and my social life with 
my party-going friends. There being more days when 
we could party than go to church or prayer meetings, 
I did more partying than church-going. 

While I was nursing I often worked nights. That 
wreaked havoc with my body clock and I took sleeping 
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tablets to help me sleep during the day. My misuse 
of sleeping tablets continued for years and I found 
myself sometimes taking them when I was pressured 
because they made me feel better. Between smoking, 
drinking and taking sleeping pills I had embarked 
on an addictive lifestyle that gripped me, especially 
during times of stress, for many years. I was actually 
going out with a Christian at the time, and he thought 
I was a believer. The man who produced Dear Brutus 
was right, I could act!

I’m not sure that I was quite good enough at acting 
to persuade my nursing friends that I was a Christian, 
though I did go to the Nurses Christian Fellowship. 
Two of my colleagues who went, both senior to me, 
sometimes challenged me about my behaviour. 
Smoking was a real issue with them and once, after 
them talking to me, I screwed up all my cigarettes 
and fl ushed them down the toilet in an eff ort to be 
obedient to the Lord. One of these girls went abroad 
as a missionary and the other went on to Bible College 
in Glasgow. I look back at people like them who prayed 
faithfully for me over the years as the Lord keeping his 
hands on me after he fi rst touched my heart when I 
was twelve. I certainly wasn’t faithful to him, but he 
was to me.

After a year in neurosurgical nursing, I went down 
to London to do midwifery. Then, having completed 
the fi rst part of my midwifery training, I moved north 
to Leicester to do part two. It was strange being back 
there after more than ten years, and stranger still 
some of the things we got up to. I lodged with a lady 
called Mrs Alsop who took in student midwives. She 
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had no telephone, so when a woman went into labour 
her husband had to come and knock on my bedroom 
window and then I would go with him to his wife. 

While we enjoyed worming out each other’s life 
histories, Redcliff e students didn’t just sit on the 
banks of the river chatting. The studies and disciplines 
of the College were no picnic. Yet my two years there 
prepared me in many ways for the tough times that 
awaited me thereafter.
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