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Prologue
A life to remember

Monica Mary Prescott 

4 February 1913 – 9 June 2007

St George’s Cathedral, Perth

It is a beautiful day to say farewell to an astonishing woman. We 

gather today to celebrate the life and achievements of Monica 

Mary Prescott, to thank God for the privilege of knowing her 

and for having had the opportunity to be influenced by her.

It is far too hard, in a short service, to do justice to a long, 

rich and varied life. Even were we able to hear all the memories 

gathered here, together with those who would like to be here, 

and those who are welcoming Monica into her new life, we 

would still not have the full measure of Monica, of who she was 

to each of us. 

You all have your own private memories, those which bring 

joy in the midst of sadness, perhaps those less resolved remem-

brances. All these together convey something of the truth of 

how Monica touched our lives in many ways. 

I had the privilege of seeing Monica regularly. With indomi-

table will, she would make the journey in all weathers for our 

time together. I heard something of her story, of where she came 
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from, of her life as a student in Manchester, of her adult life, her 

coming to this cathedral and knowing she belonged here.

I knew of her great love and understanding of her family, 

her huge appreciation of them and of all they were to her; of her 

wide ranging interests, her activities and her passion for people. 

But above all, I met a woman who knew God and knew she was 

known and loved by God. 

Monica was one of those rare people who lived, breathed 

and epitomised the two great commandments. She loved God 

with all her heart and soul and mind and strength, and she loved 

her neighbour. She could, however, be a bit tough on herself, 

particularly towards the end of her life when she was so longing 

to die. I can hear her now: ‘I have no fear of death, no fear at 

all’. And she would ask, ‘Is it wrong to want to die?’ to which I 

could only reassure her and respond to her next question, ‘Why 

doesn’t God want me?’ with the suggestion that perhaps she still 

had things to teach us.

The closing down of life is so difficult and painful for the 

one concerned and, often, for those most closely connected. 

It was hard to watch Monica’s struggles in recent weeks and 

months. Living became much more costly than slipping into the 

gentle dark of death. Yet Monica’s spirit and tenacious hold on 

life made it hard for her. 

When someone is travelling through death’s dark vale, it 

is not only the one who is dying, but all those near and dear 

who are being drawn along that same road. Christians, Monica 

absolutely, believe that we travel this road accompanied by Jesus, 

who knows it well, who travelled it himself and who, having 

risen from the dead, shows us the way to the new life that we 

believe follows this.
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Jesus has also gone before us, as John’s gospel so comfortingly 

assures us, to prepare our final home. I can imagine Monica, 

being as astonished with the beauty of it all as she was when she 

first saw this, her beloved cathedral. She had a favourite spot to 

sit in here, where she could take in all the wonder of the place 

and be drawn into worshipping the God who had brought her 

here, who had had her in the palm of his hand all her life.

Quite by chance on Sunday evening I met two ladies of 

Monica’s age, who had met her on Monica’s last recent holiday 

in Scotland. They are both sprightly and it was a tour for the 

elderly, but they told me of their amazement at Monica’s energy 

and curiosity, leaping from the coach at every opportunity, 

bounding up hills to see the view, to see what was around the 

corner, to see whatever there was to see.

This was the Monica I knew and loved. Skipping, swinging, 

dancing, jumping. There was no stopping her. Her loss is 

immense and we will miss her more than she could ever imagine. 

But she lives on, in our minds, our memories. She will bring 

warmth, a smile to your heart and the love and the memories 

shared by each of you, and Monica will ensure she will not 

be forgotten. The love we share with and for Monica is part, I 

believe, of the infinitely greater and unimaginably deeper love 

that is God’s – for Monica and for each of us. And while we do 

grieve as the finality of death hits us, even though we know it 

is how it is, even though we are conscious of the gulf now sepa-

rating us, this bigger love can hold and sustain us across the divide.

I imagine Monica, even now, dancing joyously towards 

the gates of heaven, confident in her reception, as God, whom 

she knew and loved, waits to welcome her with delight and to 

enfold her in his eternal grace. 
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We commend her soul to the Everlasting Arms. May she 

rest in peace, Amen.

Canon Theresa Harvey 

Wednesday 13 June 2007

Opposite: Portrait of Monica, aged 20, in 1932 

 Courtesy of Helen Silver
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Preface 
A reluctant heroine

It might seem strange to begin a story at the end, but that is how 

this started. She was so small and fragile, but her eyes were still 

as bright as they had been at her birth almost a century before, 

I doubt the nurses could have suspected Monica’s adventures as 

they puffed her pillows and folded her into her sheets. As she got 

closer to the edge I could feel her stories circling closer to gently 

enfold her. When her eyes closed that final time, all I wanted 

was to give her story a life of its own. Perhaps it is my way of 

keeping her memory alive: I want to celebrate her and this is the 

best way I know. 

Much of the story comes directly from Monica. I am so 

glad I had the foresight to record her words and memories in 

the months before she died, so I have been able to include these 

reflections, together with the many letters she wrote as a young 

doctor and medical missionary escaping from Japanese-occupied 

China with her tiny son David, my father.

The seeds for this book were sown in 2007 when I was 

invited to give the keynote address at the Centenary Trust 

for Women’s annual luncheon at The University of Western 

Australia (UWA). It was the fiftieth anniversary of the UWA 

medical school, and the Governor-General of Australia and many 

other dignitaries were present for this important celebration. At 
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the time I was a new ‘young’ medical professor at the university, 

and I was invited to tell the story of my grandfather Sir Stanley 

Prescott and his role as the founding Vice-Chancellor of the 

medical school. But as it was an occasion to celebrate the aca-

demic development of women, I decided instead to tell the story 

from my grandmother Monica’s perspective. 

I have had other opportunities to celebrate small parts of 

this story and on each occasion I have been urged to tell more. 

Of course, Monica’s story is also very much the story of Stanley, 

another truly remarkable person and the hero of many of the 

memories that Monica kept alive for us over the decades. Their 

life together was the stuff of fairy tales, and his great devotion to 

her was beyond compare. Stanley’s deep commitment and pur-

pose were equally evident in his passion and spiritual connection 

with his community. He was a great leader and an engineer of 

positive change, but he always did this gently, with the greatest 

of diplomacy and with a humorous twinkle in his eyes. And 

Monica was the heroine of his life. 

Just as Monica did, I want to keep our tradition of story-

telling alive, and I hope to achieve my task as narrator and bit 

player using what I have been told, read and lived. I do not 

presume to know her mind, but I feel her spirit in me, and her 

story is also a part of me. I say this because although many of 

these words are mine, they somehow come from her. 

I am not sure that Monica would be at all comfortable with 

being the focus of so much attention, but I am sure she would 

suggest a cup of tea before beginning. 
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I admired Monica most for her way of being, her truth, her 

heart and her utter and selfless devotion to her family and her 

community. She was a person of apparent contradictions. On 

the one hand, she was a reserved and private person. I suspect 

that this was partly a product of her era. Her family was quite 

poor but very proud of who they were. Although she was born 

in the colonies, she always had the air of being very ‘British’ and 

of being quite proper. This was natural and not at all affected. It 

was just who she was. She was immaculately dressed and spoke 

with a delightful Anglo-Australian accent. 

On the other hand, she had an amazing childlike quality. 

Even when she was in her nineties she would still embarrass 

her children – but most certainly not her grandchildren – by 

skipping through the park and playing on the swings. She even 

admitted to jumping up and down on her bed in the retirement 

home when no one was looking, making it very clear to me that 

she was in full possession of her faculties at the time. ‘And why 

not?!’ she always said. 

Through both her words and her actions Monica empha-

sised that you should never stop having fun, because otherwise 

what is the point of life? Her bright blue eyes always shone with 

the excitement of just being alive. She had a humble confidence 

that was never arrogant. 

I did not meet Monica until she was in her fifties, and I 

adored her as a doting and loving grandmother who patiently 

took me for walks down Thomas Street in the well-to-do suburb 

of Nedlands. This was in the 1960s when the family was living 

close to in the university. By the time I was an adult, she was 

in her late sixties. Even then, she seemed fitter and more active 

than ever. When I was sixteen I could hardly keep up with her 
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as we climbed the steps of St Paul’s Cathedral in London. Her 

mind was quick and she had so many stories. Monica’s memory 

for detail was incredible.

Monica made the most of every minute of her ninety-four 

years. In telling her story, I hope to let Monica shine for who she 

was more than for what she did. She never stopped appreciating 

her life and she never stopped having fun. We always marvelled 

at her love and excitement, and her positive attitude and enthu-

siasm touched so many. We are all heroes of our own kind, but 

it is good to be reminded of the possibility and adventure in our 

own lives, and that we can do anything if we set our minds to it. 
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From distant lands

Shaped by the 
stories of our past
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From a long line of adventurers

In the heavy half-darkness of her last hours, the air felt dense 

with the stories that had filled Monica’s past, like happy phan-

toms calling her home. Monica was the keeper of stories and 

the custodian of our past. She faithfully told the humble but 

courageous tales of our family identity, to her children and to 

her grandchildren, keeping the spirit of our forefathers alive in 

an age when storytelling is dying. As we all gathered quietly at 

her bedside, so too did the spectres of our family legends, so well 

known to us from her telling they could remain unspoken. As a 

child, these stories told me of ‘my people’ and who I was. From 

generations of nomadic wanderers, Monica’s place was of the 

heart and soul, and her stories are still the connection between 

us all. 

In the final weeks before her death, Monica relaxed her 

struggling grip on the present and happily let her mind fall into 

the past. I treasured her remembering, as she conjured the spirits 

of our ancestors once again. As her eyes closed forever and her 

breath grew thin, I could feel all those who had gone before 

gathering unseen around her. And I knew that she could not 

wait to be with them all again. 
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Monica was born into a family of travellers, explorers and mis-

sionaries. At a time when storytelling was central to family 

life, the stories of her predecessors laid the foundations of her 

own identity and played a profound role in shaping her ideas, 

philosophies and life plans. 

I cannot hope to tell all of Monica’s family stories here, 

because my main purpose is to tell her own story and that of her 

life with Stanley. But to understand something more of Monica, 

of her deep sense of purpose and her quiet commitment to 

helping others, we need to know of the history that shaped her 

convictions and her values. As her family story was so important 

to her, I will introduce some of its main characters here. In par-

ticular, the stories of her father Allen in Peru, her grandmother 

Frances in outback Australia, and her great-aunt Eliza in Africa, 

were foundations for her deep spirituality. 

Frances and Eliza

Frances (b. 1851), Monica’s grandmother, and her sister Eliza 

(b. 1856) were born in the Australian outback. Later in life, 

Frances was ‘known throughout the district for her practical 

religion, [she] was always missionary-minded, and instilled into 

her children a love of missions’.1 Eliza also married into a strong 

missionary family, and Monica grew up enthralled by stories of 

Eliza’s travels to Africa and beyond. 

Frances, Eliza and their five younger siblings spent their 

childhood on the Australian goldfields. It was their father John 

Cornelius Watts (Monica’s great-grandfather), who originally 

brought the family to Australia. Search as I might, I have 

no convict heritage: John C. Watts came from a respectable 

family and his ‘transportation’ to Australia in 1849 was entirely 
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voluntary. The brief description by Eliza of  John C. Watts’ 

cheerful personality and his appearance – fair with blue eyes, 

always gay, happy and loveable2 – is reminiscent of both Monica 

and her father Allen. According to the London papers many 

years later, Allen was known for ‘his happy nature and ready 

smile’, which gained him the soubriquet ‘Sunshine Allen’.3

Frances and Eliza grew up knowing scarcity and hardship, 

but were always full of appreciation for the little they had. Their 

father tried to find fortune by prospecting for gold and doing 

odd jobs as a carpenter, but their mother still had to take in 

sewing to make ends meet. Frances recalled:

Among my earliest recollections was watching men sinking a deep shaft 

and getting up the dirt with buckets on the windlass and taking it to 

the puddling machines and cradles to get the gold. It was always a great 

fascination to watch them washing a great deal of dust and dirt, and 

thinking at every moment that the dirt would wash out and take the 

gold with it. But within a few minutes you could see all the beautiful 

specks of gold lying in the bottom of the dust.

After the heavy rains all of the old people and children would go 

‘specking’ which was picking up specks of gold. I often remember picking 

up a penny-weight of gold. Sometimes it was fine, sometimes coarse, 

but always valuable.

Once to my great joy, I found a little nugget of gold, valued at 10 

shillings. It was very beautiful. Gold at that time was getting very hard to 

find. The little nugget came just at the time when we were badly in need 

of money.4

They would travel in a covered wagon with four horses. Every 

night the horses were hobbled and bells put on them to warn 
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off rustlers. Then they would sit by the campfire huddling close 

to their mother while their father played the flute. When the 

children were put to bed under the big hood of the wagon, they 

would happily fall asleep to the sound of his music. They had 

few possessions and the only toys the girls had were dolls made 

from wax, which they were careful never to leave in the sun.

When she was still quite small, Frances almost lost her life 

falling into a deep shaft that had filled with mud. She was  

saved by her pet dingo Paddy, who barked until her mother 

came.

Mother followed him and found me floating in the waterhole, nearly 

drowned. Father was on the hill cutting down a tree when he heard my 

mother scream. As he threw down the axe the tree fell down and caught 

the back of his trousers and tore a piece right out. He got down in  

time before I sank and jumped in to pull me out.

As she got a little older, she was allowed to travel alone on her 

father’s mule to run errands and collect the post twice a week, 

always with her dingo Paddy as trusty companion. Even though 

she was a girl, Frances learned to use a cross-cut saw and would 

help the men with tree-cutting, fencing, and building. 

Mother was never afraid to let me go among all the rough miners and 

Chinamen as dog Paddy would allow no man or woman to touch me. 

Living on the gold diggings in the 1850s, Frances and her broth-

ers and sisters had very few opportunities to go to church. But it 

was still something that they all took very seriously.

Prescott_TXT_AW.indd   12 29/01/13   10:55 AM



13

The minister came once every three months and gave us children so 

much catechism to learn by the time he came back. 

Frances was diligent in her religious studies and was soon putting 

this into practice. Still a child, she would take her younger sisters 

Amy and Eliza to visit the road workers with prayer books and 

hymn books. The men were building a new highway, though 

the only traffic was the daily coach-and-four and most people 

travelled on foot or by horse. The workers did not seem to 

mind these young missionaries-in-training according to Eliza’s 

recollections:

We got there just after their daily meal and Frances had a little service 

with them and they were awfully nice to her. They did not know the 

hymns but she and I sang. She had a good voice and they soon joined 

in. She preached to them and then asked if we might come again, and 

they said that they would like to see her as often as she could come.5

Their lives were darkened for a time when one of the younger 

ones, Clara, died of pleurisy in their mother’s arms. She was 

only two. 

It was a very great grief to my mother, who was a very happy woman, 

always singing at her work. I never remember her singing again.6

The remaining sisters were very close, but Amy was also a sickly 

child with a weak heart. When she died prematurely some years 

later, Eliza took her name, and became known to all as ‘Amy’. 

John C. Watts finally had enough money to buy a small 

farm at Borenore, near Orange in New South Wales, but could 
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still scarcely support their many children. When the girls were 

barely old enough, they were each sent to live and work with 

families that could better look after them. Eliza notes, ‘Oh, the 

dreadful wordless parting and the awful fear of going alone to 

unknown people’.7

In 1864, when she was just thirteen, Frances was sent to 

work on a cattle station. She earned enough to buy a horse and 

a saddle of her own, so she could ride to church in Orange 

every Sunday. Soon after that Eliza was sent to the English mis-

sionary family of Mr Allen W. Gardiner, who had arrived from 

South America following his ministries in Chile. The stories of 

Gardiner’s mission work had a great influence on Frances. He 

was greatly admired for his preaching and his labours with the 

Patagonian Indians. Gardiner was the only son of famous British 

naval officer Commander Allen Francis Gardiner (1794–1851),8 

the first missionary to bring Christianity to the Zulu tribes 

of Africa (1834–1838). His father also went on to establish 

Protestant missions in Patagonia (1838–1843) but was foiled by 

Roman Catholic opposition. Gardiner ( junior) faced similar 

opposition in 1856 when he sailed to Patagonia to continue his 

father’s work. Now he had come to preach in the Australian 

outback and everyone was excited to have such a knowledgeable 

traveller in their midst. 

The Gardiners had six children, and Eliza was taken on to 

assist with their new baby, Reggie. She was adept at this, having 

helped her own mother with her many younger siblings, and she 

quickly became indispensable. Eliza was only seventeen when 

Mrs Gardiner died, and Mr Gardiner decided to take her as  

his wife. He wanted her as a companion and to tend to his 

children:
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She will be a wholesome sister to them and will be able to ride about 

with me and keep the house for us. I want our marriage to be kept quiet 

for some time, even from the boys. She and I will be in separate rooms, 

in fact she is my companion. I will be very good to her as long as I live 

and I am sure my children will always love her and be kind to her. I am 

a very lonely and broken man, and must have someone full of life and 

joy and hope in her to find the broken ends and bind them up, and go 

on serving my Master, Christ with her young life to help me along to my 

journey’s end.9

Meanwhile, Frances fell in love with teamster Tom Job (pro-

nounced Jobe), who ran a cartage business.10 Even as an old 

woman, she still recalled the white dress with the little blue 

flowers and a blue ribbon about her waist that Tom admired the 

day they met.11 She was just eighteen years old. Their courtship 

was protracted because Tom frequently travelled away for many 

months with his bullocks and wagon. They were eventually 

married in 1878, and Frances was not too impressed that much 

of their honeymoon was spent riding on a three-horse dray 

with all their goods and chattels. But they were very happy. 

While Frances settled in their modest cottage to raise her own 

four children, she always watched in admiration as her sister 

Eliza raised another woman’s children. Frances named two of 

her children after Allen and Eliza ‘Amy’ Gardiner, and made  

sure their story was well known to all her children and 

grandchildren. 

Within a year or two, Frances was saddened when  

Gardiner decided to return to England and took Eliza with him. 

Although Eliza was careful never to say so directly, it is clearly 

inferred that Gardiner had gone into debt and was pursued by 
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creditors. The situation was bad enough to force Gardiner to 

part with several family heirlooms in order to settle what was 

owed and to afford their passage home: 

Before he left for England my husband gave away many lovely bits of 

plate, and his gold watch he gave to a man who had been very unkind 

and hard, and whom we marked down as a black shadow when we 

left.12

This is the only reference made to his situation. In those times 

this had the power to undermine his reputation and his cred-

ibility as church parson. With the possible shame of ruin upon 

him, it is likely that Gardiner had little choice but to lead his 

young family and new wife away from humiliation. 

Although Eliza was more of a daughter than a wife to him, 

Frances was glad that her sister did come to love Gardiner. And 

he was happy to leave his problems behind and return to his 

homeland.

My husband was so light-hearted and happy with everyone. We all 

clustered around him in some snug place and he would read to us. How 

big and strong he was, and how nice to feel his loving heart beating 

against our young bodies, Charlie always with an arm around his neck.  

I was very much a child and felt him a beautiful father. My love was  

very much the love of a child to a father. I loved him devotedly.

Every night we knelt together by my bed. He took my hand, and 

folding it into his two hands, said the Lord’s Prayer and the evening 

hymn, and there was a very holy feeling that came like a cloud of 

comfort overshadowing us.
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During the voyage, Gardiner taught Eliza to read and write and 

to appreciate poetry. But this did not prevent her trepidation at 

arriving to meet his esteemed and cultured family:

The landing in England and all the wonder of England was overshadowed 

by the thought of people and what they would think of me, so young 

and ignorant, and what we should do, and where we should live, and all 

that awful shyness pressed down upon me.

She was judged harshly and was very glad when, in the late 

1870s, Mr Gardiner decided to retrace his father’s footsteps to 

the Zulu country near Port Natal in Africa. They arrived to the 

sight of 300 Zulus clothed in sacks, each with holes cut for their 

head and limbs.

Such beautiful creatures, some of them over six feet high. Their  

shining copper coloured limbs and easy grace of movement was 

fascinating.

Gardiner’s father was well remembered and they received a 

warm welcome. He began his preaching and they settled into 

a lovely home. All went well until Gardiner developed a fever. 

Eliza tended him night and day, but at his urging she went with 

the children to a social gathering, agreeing it was important that 

they make a good impression. She returned later that day to find 

her husband dead in his bed. 

I can’t write much about all this for the horror of it all comes back now.  

I was crushed into an old woman, all feeling seemed turned to stone. 
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He was buried in African soil, next to the grave of his much 

older sister Julia, who had died many years before when their 

father first came to begin mission work with the Zulus. Alone 

in a wild country, responsible for Gardiner’s orphaned children, 

and mourning her husband and father figure, Eliza decided 

to take the children back to England. Although she was still 

a young woman, her husband’s family bought her the black 

‘widow’s weeds’ of an old lady, which added to her misery: full, 

plain black skirts and a white cap with tails to her waist. But 

over the years she became glad of this outward indication of her 

painful past.

This dress was a great comfort to me as it explained me to the outside 

world and I was not hurt by questions. 

In the face of strong opposition from Gardiner’s family, who 

planned to divide his children between orphan schools and 

various relatives, Eliza miraculously won her bid to keep her 

stepchildren together and look after them herself. To begin with, 

they lived in the slums and depended on handouts from more 

kindly relatives, but they were happy to be together. 

The boys were delighted at first, but the first night I found we were next 

to an Incurables’ Home and looked into a low gin shop on the other side, 

and the boys discovered that we were in the slums and were ashamed to 

let their school fellows know where they lived and pretended they lived 

in quite the opposite direction.

Her fortunes changed when she eventually inherited £3,000 

from one of the English relatives, and this helped her return to 
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visit her Australian family. Eliza could hardly contain her joy at 

the ‘bright sunshine, the song birds and the glory of the flowers’, 

even the sound of the ‘locusts’ (cicadas) as the ship pulled into 

Sydney Harbour. She took the train from Sydney to the tiny 

outback side-station and walked, just as she had as a child, all the 

way to her old home, to surprise her mother.

I stood at the door and said ‘Mother’. She turned with a cry of joy, and  

I was in her arms. Oh, those mother-arms and that mother-heart.

She stayed a month and ‘grew fat with happiness’ (although this 

still only amounted to seven stone) being with her old family 

again. The farm was doing well and by then her father, John C. 

Watts, had been able to take on more land. Frances was married 

by that time and all the family was filled with the wonder of 

Eliza’s stories, which became fireside legends for generations 

to come. Eliza’s many stepchildren had become her life, and 

so she travelled on with them to live in New Zealand as they 

too pursued their family’s calling to continue mission work. 

Incredibly, she later remarried another widower with a mission-

ary background, Allen Williams, and became stepmother to his 

children as well. Although Eliza never had any children of her 

own, her sister Frances (my great-great-grandmother) made 

sure her stories were passed on, and a century later I also came 

to enjoy them.

Frances remained a devout Christian all her life. Her life 

was a happy one, although frugal. The old 1890s sepia photos of 

their home reveal little more than a small wooden shack. One 

of the greatest joys before she died was to see her granddaughter 

when Monica arrived in 1941 as a refugee from China.
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Allen and Ethel (Monica’s parents)

Monica’s father, H. Allen Job, was born in 1881 while his father 

was away carting copper. A drought had set in and Tom Job had 

to divert his bullock team to the hills where there was enough 

scrub for them to feed. He was away for seven months and 

three days, and arrived back to find a new son, whom Frances 

had named after ‘that good man Allen Gardiner’. Looking back 

proudly at her son’s life, Frances said:

I always think that the missionary spirit and mantle fell upon him with 

the name.13

With his aunt Eliza’s many stories to colour his imagination, 

it is easy to imagine why Allen was also set on becoming  

a missionary. 

Allen’s pioneering adventures provided a strong theme 

throughout Monica’s childhood. His family stories instilled a 

sense that anything was possible if you put your mind to it. He 

probably had the greatest effect on the woman Monica was to 

become and on the way she approached life. He was one of 

the first Protestant missionaries to work with the descendants 

of the Incas in South America in the early 1900s. He believed 

that travel was the best education. Although he had little  

formal education himself, he went on to become an honoured 

member of the Royal Geographical Society in London with 

quite an incredible story of his own. Monica was clearly very 

proud of him:

My father was a protestant missionary in Peru, but his story began in 

Australia, in New South Wales. He grew up near Parkes at Goobang 
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Creek, but he never went to a proper school. His mother taught him to 

read and write, and I think he started work by selling newspapers. Then 

one day a colporteur came through the town. A colporteur was a man 

who sold Bibles. He told Dad all about his work and his travels. This 

must have deeply fascinated Dad. He asked the man how and where he 

was trained to do this, and the man told him all about Harley College 

[a missionary training institute] in London. Meeting this man must have 

had a profound influence, because after that he decided that he wanted 

to go to England, even though he had no idea how to get there. He 

had no money, none at all. Well, Dad’s motto always was ‘Where there 

is a will, there is a way’. He didn’t tell anybody, but he saved enough 

by killing kangaroos and selling their skins. That got him enough for a 

steerage passage to London. He arrived at the doors of Harley College 

and said ‘I’ve come’. They had no idea who he was but they hadn’t 

the heart to turn the poor boy away. They took him in and he became 

known as the ‘boy with the baggy trousers’, because of his strange 

attire. He hadn’t even got a change of suit. So he stayed at Harley 

College, London, and they trained him, although he never got a degree 

or anything like that.14

Although Monica has attributed Allen’s spiritual revelations to a 

visiting Bible seller, it is also on record, in the London newspa-

pers that published his obituary in 1947, that his mother, Frances, 

played a major role.

When he was only fourteen, Allen was sent off to the local 

town of Parkes, to work on the Western Champion newspaper. 

But he was already dreaming of more distant travels. He had 

virtually no money or training, and it still seems quite remark-

able that a teenage boy living in outback Australia would set 

off by himself on an expedition as a missionary, without any 
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correspondence or clear idea of what might await him at the 

other end. He was driven by a deep spiritual conviction as much 

by his youthful desire to see the world. 

So, full of hope, faith and adventure he embarked on a self-

less career as a missionary. He began his journey on 15 August 

1902, and kept a daily account of his two-month voyage in a 

diary that he called ‘From the land of my birth to the land of 

my Fathers’. He had very little direct knowledge of the world 

beyond outback New South Wales, and he was enthralled by 

everything he saw. In his journal he carefully recorded descrip-

tions of the places, the people and even the daily conditions 

of the sea. He wanted to capture every moment. With his 

religious disposition he naturally gravitated towards the many 

other Christians on board and was clearly dismayed by a small 

group of passengers who indulged in ‘a great deal of drinking 

and smoking’ throughout the voyage. Although he set off alone, 

he made many dear friends and was sad to be parted from them 

at their journey’s end. Allen was keen not to arrive at Harley 

College without some preparation, so he took lessons in Latin 

every day of his travels. Allen’s mantra of ‘where there is a will, 

there is a way’ was clearly demonstrated in his own actions. This 

became fundamental to Monica’s belief systems; something that 

she in turn passed onto her own children and grandchildren. 

Once he finished missionary school at Harley College in 

1904, Allen travelled the country to religious meetings with his 

new peers. His existence was still very much hand-to-mouth 

when he met Monica’s mother, Ethel Pulley, ‘a school teacher 

with a love of learning and fine character’.15 Monica also liked to 

recount her father’s story from that time:
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He toured England with the religious congresses. But he had no money 

and could hardly afford to tour. He would always disappear at mealtimes 

because he did not have enough money to eat with the others. He 

used to sit on the street and eat peanuts and other scraps. Mother 

[Ethel Pulley] met him when he was touring. Her people were from 

Birmingham. Her father was an iron founder or something like that. 

Eventually, when they were engaged to be married, she took him home 

to meet her family. They lived in a three-storey house, and had a maid.  

It was then that they were shocked to discover that he had never worn  

a pair of pyjamas. He had always slept in the nuddy, but that would  

not do in Birmingham. Her mother was horrified. So my mother’s  

first gift to Allen was a pair of pyjamas. Rather, it was a nightshirt.  

A nightshirt! Can you imagine? So then he was on his way to  

becoming respectable!16

In one of the few letters kept from this time (1904), Allen 

writes to his mother about his new love. He was clearly captivated 

and in love, but as a man with such strong religious convictions, 

he seemed most drawn by her missionary philosophies. 

I believe it was God who brought Miss Pulley and I together. When I 

said goodbye to her I little thought of ever visiting her in her own home, 

but here I am and here I have found a home in England.

Ethel is the youngest of four daughters and is 25 years of age. Like 

all of her sisters, she is a very earnest Christian worker, but she is also a 

real missionary enthusiast. I had seen her several times during the last 

day of the convention and had a good talk with her about mission work. 

But that night when I said goodbye I hardly dreamed of meeting her 

again. But strange to say, that day she lost her notes and asked me to let 

her have a copy of the notes that I had taken. We have had many good 
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talks and have decided that should God continue to lead us and open 

up the way we will someday labour together. I hardly imagined meeting 

someone so good and true and so well-fitted for missionary work. She is 

very healthy and prepared to make any sacrifice for Christ.17

It is hard to gauge the Pulley family’s exact position in society. 

Although they seemed lofty from Allen’s perspective, they cer-

tainly weren’t gentry. But they weren’t labouring classes either. 

They owned their own home and they had a maid. Ethel’s father, 

David Pulley, was either a tradesman or a ‘middleman’ in what 

was an emerging middle class. Whichever way we look at this, 

Ethel and Allen made a very unlikely couple.

Mr Pulley was born in the country and left school when only eight 

years old and worked on a farm until he was fifteen. Then he came to 

Birmingham to work. After spending several years in various occupations 

he got a position at a very large factory of iron workers and engine 

makers, where he now occupies the position of manager. He has been 

there for almost thirty years and recently received a silver medal in 

recognition of his punctuality and good service. He is quite a noted 

politician in Birmingham, and is a strong liberal. Mrs Pulley was also 

brought up in the country, a model housekeeper, and splendid mother. 

Each of the four girls won a scholarship and passed through Birmingham 

University and became school teachers.

From any perspective, Allen must have appeared unusual and 

excitingly exotic to Ethel. However, in those days these qualities 

are more likely to have been alarming rather than desirable 

to Ethel’s parents. This said, Mr Pulley was clearly a man of 

liberal ideas, who believed in an education for his daughters – at 
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university no less. Allen was clearly not of the ‘establishment’ 

and so there may have been the foundations of mutual respect.

Although Monica’s portrayal paints a picture of almost 

comical amusement at Allen’s colonial ways, we can be fairly 

sure that there would have been grave consideration of his 

limited means to support their daughter. Although it is difficult 

to gauge what their reaction would have been when Allen 

announced his calling as a pioneer missionary to Peru, it is easy 

to imagine that they would have had some concerns for their 

daughter. Perhaps they hoped that Allen’s departure would fate-

fully end his engagement to Ethel. It is hard to believe they were 

not worried when Ethel persisted in her plans to leave England 

indefinitely and join him in Peru. As it was, Ethel did not return 

to her motherland for over ten years. 
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On a mission to Peru

With little formal education and no family influence, Allen’s 

prospects in England were limited. But his first-hand knowledge 

of other lands at least gave him an advantage. It is quite easy to 

imagine the appeal of Peru. Ethel remained behind for more 

than a year while he went ahead to settle there. He needed to 

establish his mission and make preparations for her arrival. 

At three o’clock on the afternoon of 6 December 1906, 

Allen began his journey:

this afternoon I boarded a tender boat at Princess Stage Liverpool which 

was to take passengers to the SS Mexican then lying in the harbour.  

I was the passenger and Miss Pulley and Mrs A Hall were my friends.  

At last, the tender boat moved out and we were soon alongside the  

SS Mexican which was to carry me to Colon. My friends accompanied 

me aboard, and looked over the boat before they were called to return  

to the tender. 

Needless to say this goodbye was the hardest I have ever said, but 

it seemed to be called for by God so it had to be said. I stood on the 

boat and waved to my friends until they were out of sight. As I turned 

to go I saw another young man standing by my side with tears in his 

eyes. We were soon in conversation and took a stroll along the deck. 

He was off to a cotton mill to take charge of the spinning department 
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and had just said goodbye to his young wife. A few minutes of exercise 

before writing a few lines to friends from whom we just parted. After a 

wash and brush up, the bell called dinner at 6 o’clock. Dinner over, I had 

a short read and then went to bed.18

It is perhaps curious to us that he refers to his fiancee only as 

‘Miss Pulley’ and there are very few words of sentimentality. 

There is also little mention of her in the diary entries that follow 

during the voyage. These are more focused on the daily happen-

ings and the people on board than any personal reflections, but 

that seems to be the nature of his journal and a likely reflection 

of the times. For us it may seem oddly stiff and formal, with 

so much left unsaid and little sense of the person underneath it. 

When I first read it, I was very much reminded of Monica and 

how she was for most of the time I knew her. It is perhaps easier 

to see how she was a product of this way of life. My own father 

David (her son) has this way about him too. I don’t think it has 

come as far as me though, but others might not agree. 

Having said this, I really did see a change in Monica as she 

got older. When we were younger (in the 1960s and 1970s) 

there was never any hugging in the family but this slowly 

changed, though a stiffness and an awkwardness remained. 

Although Monica was always singing our praises and celebrating 

the smallest achievements of her grandchildren with others, she 

would rarely bestow this praise directly, at least not in the early 

days. It seemed to be part of some conditioning against personal 

demonstrations of affection or displays of emotion. This was 

made ever so much more meaningful when, in the years before 

she died, we started to see a more affectionate side of Monica. 

Her attempts at becoming more modern were often amusing 
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but frequently disconcerting. I recall my surprise when, in her 

nineties, she tried to demonstrate this in a brief discourse on 

contraception and premarital sex. She was hasty to point out that 

she herself had never indulged in such things, because in those 

days a chaperone was required and it was not acceptable for an 

unmarried woman to even be alone with a man. I know that 

several of my other female cousins were also subjected to similar 

unexpected information. As far as I know, the boys escaped. To 

know Monica was to know what a radical departure this was 

from any of her usual behaviour. Her early conditioning was so 

strong that for most of her life she held her world together with 

an often artificial sense of propriety. For example, it was decades 

before she acknowledged that her eldest daughter, Helen, had 

been divorced before she met my uncle Paul or that they had 

a child before they were actually married. This was of little 

concern to the rest of the family, but it did not fit with Monica’s 

preferred view of the world in the 1970s. It was much harder 

for her to ignore that Paul Silver had a ponytail. But she came 

to adore him and thought he was ‘the best thing that ever hap-

pened’ to Helen. Paul came from a demonstrative family and 

would always hug Monica whenever they met. This must have 

been very unsettling for her at first, but probably led the way to 

her being more physically affectionate.

I reflect on these things now, because it is really quite 

striking how this early twentieth-century ‘Britishness’ seemed 

to pervade the family over so many years. It is even more 

curious as Allen was born in the colonies, and Monica’s mother 

was from what we can assume to be a liberal tradesman’s family. 

Prescott_TXT_AW.indd   28 29/01/13   10:55 AM



29

According to Allen’s commentary, the SS Mexican was a cargo 

steamer built in 1891, and was said to be a ‘good behaved boat at 

sea but rather slow’. They were well fed (with things like soup, 

boiled fish, duck, green peas, carrots and potatoes, apparently), 

and although tea and coffee were brought to their cabins before 

breakfast, Allen was teetotal and would not indulge. These 

beverages were considered as evil as alcohol. The weather was 

cold and it seems that Allen spent much of his time ‘wrapped 

in my rug and working away at my Spanish’, aiming to get 

through twenty-four pages of grammar each day. His other 

reading materials appeared to include Alexander Robertson’s 

The Roman Catholic Church in Italy, with a sense that he was 

checking up on his competition. Perhaps the closest we get to 

Allen’s feelings come from a brief comment he made about a 

chapter he had read in another book, which I think he called 

Black Rock. He wrote:

The chapter entitled ‘Love is not all’ touched me particularly, for if love 

was all, I would never have come on this voyage alone.19

In addition to the crew, it seems that there were only twelve 

passengers aboard his boat. This included two women (each 

with two children) and five other men. One of the women 

was going to Panama to join her husband on the canal works. 

Allen’s closest companions appeared to be the man he had met 

on deck, despite initial reservations that he was ‘from Bolton 

and a member of the Anglican church’ and a man called Dr 

East, who had a commission with the British Government in 

the Virgin Islands. The latter was described as ‘a fine fellow in 

many ways, very manly, well read’. Allen seemed to admire him 
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greatly, despite that fact that he was also ‘a catholic spirit – and 

fond of whisky’.

While on board, Allen had opportunities to discuss his 

mission work, which gives us some insight into his calling:

I was just going to bed when I heard a knock at the door. It was the 

purser. He had been told in Liverpool that I was a missionary and came 

to pay me a visit. I went around to his cabin and we had a long talk. He 

told me of both his joys and his sadnesses. He is a very earnest soul 

endeavouring to follow the Saviour from day to day. It was a real joy to 

me to know that there is another follower of Jesus of Nazareth on board 

the SS Mexican. We had a prayer together before parting for the night.

There were also discussions on politics, which confirm, unsur-

prisingly, that Allen was very much against the conservative 

parties:

After dinner the six male members of the company and the captain 

discussed politics. The Dr and I were one on the subject, all the others 

were conservative, but we held our own.20

At a time of wide social divide, the religious division was not 

only between Catholics and Protestants, but also between the 

different Protestant faiths. This was clearly a major issue for a 

young Protestant missionary going to evangelise in a Catholic 

country, as Monica later explained:

Peru was a Catholic country, and in those days Dad could not go out as 

a Protestant missionary. Officially, he had to be a farmer so they would 

let him in. With funding from the Mission Society he bought a whole 
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farm area in Peru, somewhere in the mountains near Arequipa. Although 

he worked as a farmer, he also started preaching the gospel. He went 

on many trips through the mountains. He used to travel the treacherous 

terrain on a mule, along the edges of precipices to talk to the villagers 

and the miners working up there. He told them all about God.21 

We might suppose that his early life in rural Australia may have 

prepared Allen in some way for life as a farmer in the mountains 

of Peru, but it is unlikely that there were many similarities. 

Presumably in the five or so years he was there, he must have 

done some farming in addition to his true calling. My impres-

sion is that his community and local activities intensified after 

Ethel arrived and they were married. Before that he focused on 

his travels to mountain communities, fluent in Spanish by then.

Allen became well liked and greatly respected, and Monica 

told me that there is still an area in the mountains, a natural 

reserve of some kind, that was named after him. At that time, 

the rest of the world knew relatively little about Peru, and Allen 

took the opportunity to learn a great deal about the Incas. He 

was later made a Fellow of the Royal Geographical Society for 

the detailed records and information that he provided and, when 

he eventually returned to England, he was frequently invited 

to give lectures in London on this subject. He was also granted 

the distinction of Fellow of the Royal Zoological Society for 

his work in lecturing on the fauna of Australia. In later years, 

Allen became well known for his radio broadcasts for schools 

and other societies. He seemed to marvel most at the simple 

things such as the supply of fish! The Incas ‘had gained such a 

high degree of civilisation in their day that there were records 

of fresh fish being transported over 200 miles from the regions 
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over the Andes Mountains where it never rains, arriving fresh 

the same day’.22 

Allen wrote many accounts of his journeys and adventures 

in Peru. His exotic tales and sometimes hair-raising adventures 

went on to become favourite bedtime stories for Monica and her 

sister throughout their childhood. They revelled in his adven-

tures and I am sure that this inspired them to believe anything 

was possible if they set their mind to it. I remember my own 

father David continuing this tradition and reading the same 

stories to me when I was a child.

Travelling by mule, Allen navigated the treacherous mountain 

paths to the mines and settlements to meet and work with 

the local people. His journeys took him to the many small 

mountain villages, some at more than 14,000 feet (4,000 metres), 

with mud houses and thatched roofs. There he would enjoy the 

distant views of Incan huts and llamas grazing across snowy 

mountains. From there he would take ‘the highest wagon road 

in the world’ although at 16,800 feet (5,100 metres) along a  

cliff edge it could hardly be described as a road. Allen found 

mountain life invigorating and did not seem to suffer from  

altitude sickness, unlike a Spanish travelling companion to 

whom he referred only as ‘the Captain’. The following vivid 

descriptions of one such mountain journey from Agualani to 

Quitún, later became part of one of Monica’s favourite bedtime 

tales.
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The road over which we passed today is by far the most wonderful 

that I have ever seen. Our hearts were beating nearly twice their usual 

pace, and now and then they would stop altogether and our hair would 

stand erect while our mules crawled along a narrow groove cut out of 

solid rock of an almost perpendicular hill. To describe this road is for me 

utterly impossible. No one can have any conception of it unless they 

have passed along it. But try and conceive of a mighty chasm hundreds 

of feet deep with sides almost wholly perpendicular. It is leagues long 

and miles of it is solid rock mostly covered with tropical vegetation – 

trees, vines and flowers all matted together. A roaring torrent runs down 

the centre and here and there a crystal stream is running or pouring 

down the sides. The road, varying between two to five feet, is cut into 

the side, and sometimes this is only a ledge along the slanting wall. At 

other places it is but a groove blasted out of an upright cliff.

Then put yourself in imagination, on the back of a lively mule. Your 

left foot is within an inch of the rugged rock and you press it close to 

the animal’s side. You bow your head to save it from bumping on the 

rocks above, and as you bow your head you see that your right foot 

is dangling over an awful precipice a hundred feet or more above the 

foaming waters. A strange feeling creeps over you which is impossible to 

explain. As you turn the corner and the path widens a little, you give a 

deep sigh of relief and your hair lies down and your heart starts beating. 

But it is only for a second, for the groove comes to a sudden stop on 

this side of the chasm and on the other side it commences. From one 

point to the other several wire ropes are stretched and planks are laid 

across them. You cannot turn back so you go ahead. The bridge swings 

from side to side and moves up and down as you approach the centre. 

The mule staggers and you glance below at the water dashing itself on 

the mighty rocks below. You hold your breath until you have reached the 
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groove on the other side. Today we have passed along miles and miles 

of such roads and crossed six such bridges.23

Sometimes the precipice would be more than 1,000 feet above 

the rushing waters. At some of the worst points there were small 

wooden crosses to mark the places where others had fallen. 

But a few months ago, a poor fellow fell over the cliff and was dashed to 

pieces on the rocks below.

Several of the small villages had acquired telephones, and there 

was one little cottage called Aroya where Allen would stay. 

These were important communication points to coordinate 

travel. The phone line ran all the way along the road side.

After my description of the road you will realise how necessary the 

telephone is. For when mules are travelling in opposite directions along 

this track, the passing points have always to be arranged by aid of the 

telephone. 

On one of his journeys, Allen almost fell to his death. Part of the 

road was so bad that they thought it would be safer to dismount 

and lead their mules across.

It was fortunate that we did so. Pattison’s mule made it across alright, 

but my beast slipped as he came down the side. I held on with all my 

strength, but it was no good. He rolled and disappeared over the steep 

bank. I stood breathless as I listened to the moans of the poor beast  

as he smashed through the brush falling slowly towards the raging 

waters below.
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The mule was snagged in rocks only fifty feet below so Allen 

was able to climb down the cliff face. He rescued his saddle 

and his bags but could not save the mule. Pattison took his 

possessions and Allen had to walk back fifteen miles to get 

another mule. Torrential rain set in and Allen crawled on his 

hands and knees through several mudslides. He was almost 

washed off the ledge by sheets of water rushing down the 

mountain face.

It called for every ounce of strength and courage I possessed. In many 

parts I could only keep my feet by holding the overhanging vines, or 

working my way through with a pole. But I kept at it and eventually 

reached La Pampa after dark. A pretty spectacle I was! 

It was stories like this that captured Monica’s imagination and 

deepened her already great admiration for her father. But per-

haps it was his medical service that inspired her to become  

a medical missionary.

Before he left England, Allen spent several months doing 

hospital training for basic field medicine, so that he would 

be prepared to help in remote areas. Many of the mountain 

outposts and mining camps in Peru had no doctor or nursing 

services at all.  Although Allen had only rudimentary medical 

training, he bought medical supplies and, in the absence of 

any other support, he was able to help treat many of the 

mountain villagers and miners. 
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As I happened to be located in the medical rooms, I was transformed 

in the eyes of the men into the new doctor. After the first day I had 

instant callers. Never a day passed without a steady flow of patients. 

Over and over again I explained that I was only a quack, but the 

patients continued coming and some even wanted me to stay for a 

proper appointment. Malaria was the most common malady and I found 

several new cases each day. In all cases, but one, I found quinine to be 

effective. In addition to my own medicines I had access to the medicines 

and books left by the late doctor, which I also put to good use. I was 

surprised over and over again by the results that I achieved. Of course 

there were some failures as well. But I ended up treating quite a few 

diseases. All of this might seem amusing, but the experience gave me 

to realise how very valuable is my little medical knowledge. Now on all 

of my travels I take my medical case and I am always putting it to good 

use. I advise this of every missionary.24

Allen extracted teeth, poulticed boils, removed ticks, dressed 

leg ulcers, and prescribed for ‘rheumatism, coughs, constipation, 

diarrhoea and biliousness’. Even if he did feel an unwitting 

imposter, his work was clearly appreciated by miners and vil-

lagers alike. He would also travel out to the mining ‘outcamps’, 

such as Camp 4, so named because it was four leagues from  

the Santo Domingo mine. There, accommodations were even 

more limited, and the same hut might be shared with many, 

including on one occasion a couple with a baby, who shared the 

only bed:

Every available yard on the floor was occupied by myself, five other men 

and four dogs. I wanted to sleep but it was almost impossible for the 

baby cried all night and the Captain gasped for breath the whole time.25
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In the morning they would sometimes wake to find their mules 

bleeding and ravished by vampires.

Their backs might be bleeding quite badly. This is due to the blood-

thirsty vampires – a bat that inhabits these parts and attacks both man 

and beast at night. One does not feel them while they are sucking out 

the blood and only realise they have been after they have left. They 

never fail to tap a good blood vessel which accounts for the stream of 

blood which flows when the bat flies away satisfied.26

The gold mines were also dangerous places. Injuries and deaths 

were not uncommon. And the gold attracted bandits from far 

and wide. A gang of outlaws from Bolivia was known to be in 

the area when Allen was there. Although there was a generous 

reward on their heads, Allen had no desire to meet them.

This afternoon in St Domingo, we saw an American being put in a 

shallow grave without any ceremony or shedding of tears. ‘A crude 

funeral’ I said to the manager [of the Santo Domingo mine]. ‘Yes’ was 

the reply ‘but that is all an outlaw is worth’. Then I was told that this 

man was one of the gang of notorious robbers who had just come 

across from Bolivia to hold up the next consignment of gold that went 

out. He has been working at St Domingo in order to get the necessary 

information. But he had attempted to take the gold himself.

This outlaw had apparently tried to take the camp using several 

revolvers, firing more than 100 shots before he was captured. 

Then somehow he tried to attack the cashier with a dagger 

that had been concealed in his boots but the cashier drew his 

revolver and shot him dead.
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The remaining gang members were suspected to be waiting over 

the pass, mounted on the best of horses. Brave as he may have 

been, Allen was nonetheless glad instead to meet twenty-five 

soldiers on his next mountain crossing, on their way to escort 

the next consignment of gold. There were often soldiers passing 

through the region as they came from the interior where an 

army was kept to prevent the Bolivians from stealing Peruvian 

territory.

As expected, Allen did not have many kind words to say 

about the Catholic missions. He described the friars as ‘generally 

bad men’ who saw the ‘Cheericho’ natives as savages and treated 

them as little more than beasts. The friars would throw bananas 

to them from the wall of the yard where they were ‘kept’ and 

watch them scrap for them. The Cheericho, as Allen refers to 

them, were generally regarded with great fear. Allen met one 

man whose father had been taken by them and killed. But there 

were other stories of white men who had gone to live among 

them.

There is a remarkable character up there named Bobby Crawford. He was 

an Irish sailor who ran away from his boat at Mollendo. He married a 

Cheericho and lives among them. He trades with the natives and is said 

to have an annual income of between £4000 and £5000.

Allen also stayed for a time with a childless couple from Italy 

who had ‘found a Cheericho boy and brought him up from 

the river’. The boy was about ten years old and the couple were 

raising him as their own.
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The lad has been going to school here and speaks Spanish well. He can 

read and write and is not at all backward. He compares favourably with 

the smartest child here.

On another occasion friendly natives took them to visit a 

Cheericho temple in a remote area. It was quite difficult to reach 

and had not been seen by many white men. The Cheericho 

were described as sunworshippers and they wore a tin dish in 

their upper lip. Allen met a man called McLaren who had lived 

for five months entirely among the Cheericho. He ‘treated them 

kindly and got on with them better than most men’. 

Many of Allen’s preconceived ideas were being challenged. 

He began to suspect that ‘the savages’, as they were generally 

referred to, might have more moral fibre than some of the 

Christian men he was living and working with.

During my earlier travels in New South Wales, I was often brought face 

to face with the low moral conditions of labouring men, especially in 

those places where they are separated from the influence of Christianity, 

from pure and noble women and other uplifting faces. And during the 

years that have lapsed since, I have always hoped that if I got to know 

such men in other parts of the world that their lives would be better 

than those of my countrymen. But my experience on the Tambopata 

[Peru] has in this respect been sad and disappointing. The men here 

come from all parts of the world. Some have spent their early years 

in Christian and refined homes and others have never known such 

inestimable blessings. Most of them have travelled widely and many 

have led wild lives. I have laid myself out to know their inner lives and 

thoughts. I mixed among them and as far as possible was one of them. 

To some extent I succeeded in my object, but it has left me exceedingly 
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sad at heart. I am nearer pessimism today than I have ever been. To see 

a community of men, fine looking, brave and strong whom a stranger 

might trust and honour – but men who can talk of nothing but lust and 

live for the same. After my years among missionary men, such company 

is overwhelming. 

And how is it that the pioneers of commerce are generally men 

who look for every opportunity to degrade the innocent natives?

With Ethel planning to join him in six months (March 1908), 

it was probably with some relief that Allen prepared for a more 

sedentary life near Cuzco.
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