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I ·stood at my •dndo 1 the guest room of • Se i tz ts 

Ho pital in trica . listening to the sounds of th tropi~al ni t . 

Crickets and Erogs kept up a constant chorus, ut added to this 

were ongs and calls strange to y , of night irds nd insects 

and th eerie riek now and then or ome savage jungle nimal off 

in the br1sh. Th re as a chattr too of h n voices in a mixture 

of trl. bal language • Along the putside corridors of th ha; pit l 

buildings, cooking fire were burning. They glowed in the darkness 

like pump in jack-o-lanterns, nd 1 the s dows the fa li and 

trib 1 kin 0£ th patients squatted ov their usual e enin meal 

or manioc and boiled bananas. Their talk ·as som times broken by n 

angry sho t, son or a burst of loud la hter. And from the rd 

inside, like a mourn.tu! ac~ompanim nt, ther could n hea the 

o ning of sick n or th fretful cry or child in pain . 

Soon another sound came to my ears, the mel dy or ch 

sonata . It was the hour of .repose for Dr . Schweitzer , hen the evenin 

meal ~as over and he could find time out or a bu y d y to it t 

hi piano . en at eighty he was till striving to perfect hi el.f, 

and I could hear hi o over and v a single easure til h was 

apparently s tisfied, then he passed on to the next . 

There were so ny in eet flutt rin at y wind ~ • b ting and 

bruising their wings a ainst the ire screen that I drew the curtains 

a inst th • I had a copy of Dr . Sch itzer's PhilosoEhY of Civili

zation on my t ble , and I turned up th wick of the oil lamp to 

re d until bedt • 

I thought th of the ma1y times I had h rd th question 

sk d,. n y v~ uld a n of lbert Sch~eitzer ' geniu choose to 



bury himself in the remote jungles of A.frica? Even in this age of' 

jet propelled planes , one must travel the last hour of the journey 

in a small skiff or a dug-oflt canoe to reach him. But the answer 

seemed so obvious to me that I wondered why it was ever asked. 

It was true that the musie coming now to the ears .of only 

the few of us i .n this j ungle ho~pital w&uld have drawn great 

crowds in con,cert hall.a throughout the world. And it was true that 

the time which might have been spent writing books 0£ philosophy 

or thsology whi ch would have gfv,e:n enjoyment to many thousands, was 

spent instead , not only ministering to the sick of this small area, 

but in doing menial tasks which any unskilled laborer might do. 

With saw and hammer he bad \Clrked beside the, native men, putting up 

t he long, low hospital buildings and the houses in the l ·eper village. 

he had even dragged the heavy timbers into · plave w~en he could get 

no other help . And on ~~nday mornings, the voice which the whthle 

world would want to hear in lecture halls, will preac.b instead, a 

quiet ,. simple sermon to the convales·eents and theikikin, under the 

open sky as Christ's own s ermons \Were preaehed . 

nonly an infinitesimal part ,of infinit.e being can ever be 

affected by my personality," he once wrote . "All the rest floats 

past me utterly indifferent to my existence,. like faraway ships to 

\· hieh I make futile signs.is . But in giving myself' for the s ake c£ 

that which comes into my tiny circle of influence and whieh 'has 

need of my help, I realize the inner spiritual self-surrender to 

external being, and thus lend meaning and richness to my own poor 

existence . The river ms reached the ocean . '' 

This statement alone is a n answer to the questions I have 

heard. !twas in this spirit that, at the: age of thirty, Albert 



Sehweitzer , _ .. at the a e or thirty, g ve up the ay of life he had 

known and loved , lecturing on philosophy at the Univer ity of 

St>tasbourg , preaehing at 'the little church of St . 11ieholas beside 

the river Ill, and the music that had meant ro uch to him . /lith 

the promise of a brilliant c~reer in any one of these , e started 

over as a fre hman in the medical sbhool instead , so he could be

come a medical missionary .odAgo here, in all places of the world , 

help was most need d . 

His friends and relatives did all they could to discourage 

him . They asked that same question that has be asked no 1 for forty 
I 

y rs and more . y should a n th his ability, ndu h to 

offer that the orld had need of , go off and li e among the sa ge 

of the j les? 

"You're like a gener 1 going into a f"~rin line," one said . 

"You could do so uch more for the Africans by stayin here 

and l et ing on their ne ~d :fb r · medical help , n another said . 

at was the· reason behind it all , they asked . ~as it an un

fortunate love affair? ~asn't vcess and recognit on coming to him 

as quickly as h wanted it? 

Why wo~ they not under tand , bert Schweitzer wondered . 

Surely they must. realize that one was often s tept into a new way 

of life when he ans ered the call of God to serv H ml 
Thes sa e friends who reproached him n call d his d ,ciaion 

a foolish one , could re d in their Bible without thinking twice about 

it of horr Jesu , alking by the s of Galilee , saw two brothers, 

Simon Pet r and Andrew , casting their nets . And he called to them, 

Follo m , and I will make yo fishers of en . And they straigh ay 

left their nets and followed Hi • 



Albert Schweitzer too had heard the call . This wa not a 

sudden, impulsive decision that he made . It was something he had 

thought about and planned sine he was a schoolboy. He had bad 

a h ppy, secure ehildhood , good health andtthe strength of young 

giant, for he never knew what it s to fe 1 tired, no matter how 

hard h 1orked nor how many hours he studied . · y hould he not work 

now to help other not so fortunate? 
the 

"Ther are/poor and sick in Europe too,"so e reminded him. 

It as true . But no~here in Europe or Am riea suffer . ain and 

die needl ssly for lack of docto and hospitals . In Af iea, in the 

region where he planned to go , there were no doctors a nd no medical 

help of ·any kind for a htmdred miles or more. 

~.lhen the long years of preparation e o r.Dll Albert Schwemt-

zer, dth his wif'e, set out to establish their ospital in the r ote 

j'ungl s of Fr uch Equatorial Africa, He had resigned himsel.f to giving 

up ho 1 old ay 0£ life completely, the us1c an books he lo d , 

his writing and his lecturing. For all he kne- , he ~ ould spend the rest 

o:f his life unkno m except to the few who came to hi to be healed . 

"But I found , like Abraham of old, that I was spared these 

sa.crifices,n he la er said . 

I think the doctor still does not quite un:lerstand just w y 

the highest honor the world can bestow upon a living rson, have 

come to him . He has been called by many the greatest man in the worl:l 

today . But th the· humility of the truly great, e still tries to 

live his life as simply as he always ha lived it. In every mail 

great sacks of letters come to him from countries far and ide, and 

he would like to answer them all, as it e ch one • from a personal 

friend. 



During my stay at the Hospital, I aaw many visitor come and 

go, There was a Negro doctor from Chic go, a social iorker from 

Flashingt n, a musician from Germany t a philosopher from Jap,an, 

Hindoo mystic. And there ta a shy young Danish boy ·ho spok no 

language but his m ., and none or us could t lk to him. But e kne 1 

from his love £' animals, that he, li e tre others, had come 

to fin , in Dr. Schweitzer , a kindred spirit. 

When Dr. Sc eitzer returns to Alsace for on of his rare visits 

to his native · ihk ge, cro ros of people co e, all through the day, 

to a ee and talk to this gr t man. 

nyou cannot see them al ," his friends advise . 

But h will allow no one to be turned a tay. And the same hospi

tality is sown to each one ho comes, hether it s th,. Qu en Mother 

of Belgi or a simple peasant oman ith a bouquet of wild flo ers 

as a tribute, in her hand . 

e xorld, grown weary of hate and nat and threats of war, and 

gre d for p er among so many of its leaders, has chosen to honor, in

st ad~ this simple man of Go , tho had quietly turn his aek on 

the acclaim and riches hich ght have been his, that he might . ive 

help m e he p is i st n ede ·• he sick and the needy, the lepers, 

those plag d ith so es or p in or t pical diseases are not tie 

only ones who have b ne~ited when Albert Sehw itzer gave up th 

serene, contented life that. was his, to live among th m. 1le ha e a.11 

benefited, for e have b given n w aith thro h hi and oth rs like 

h , in the tri ph f the o er of good over evil. 

"The ddepest thinking is humble,' Dr . Schweitzer ha s id. ni t is 

only concerned that t e flame 0£ truth ~hich it keeps ali e should 

burn i the st inge t and p est heat. It doe not trouble about the 
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distane to which its brightness penetrates . " 

But he has shown, by hi ._ ow example , that when the flame of 

truth is strong and p e enou h, its brightness penetrates round the 

world , even to the darkn t corners . 

Among the letters that come to him, many are from youn people 
• 

asking his opinion and ad1rise bout taking up the kind of work that he 

has chosen , in foreign mission • One must be very sure, he feels 1 that 

this desire comes from something more than a restless or adventursome 

piri , a need to do something exotic and different . Such people are 

bored d.th the smaller, ordinary tasks close at ha , nd . ant to go 

off to araway places . On l y a :re rson who can devote hims r faith

fully to these smaller tasks, and finds a true value in t em, has the 

inward right to t ke· on so e extra rdinary acti ity~ Only a rson wno 

feel his choice to be simply· a matter fo c urs , no o ething ua 1, 

ho has no thought of her· , but simply accepts hat he c siders his 

duty, ith sober thusiasm, is c pable or b coming a spiritual ad-

vent er such as the orld n eds . ere are no hero s o action ,he says . 

Only h e · of renunciation nd suffe i • 

t nine o'clock th hospital bell rings th curfe hour . ere 

mu t be quiet so the patient~ can sle p. All cookin fires are put out, 

and the o o voices alon the corridors stop as suddenly s hen 

one turn off a r di or phonograph. The music also topped sudd ly. 

I put down the book I as r din d ble1 out th lamp to get re dy 

for bed. rough _th drawn curt ins I ould see o ing light, and 

I heard the crunching 0£ footstep along the t h t t 1 from the 

doctor' cotta e to the o pital ritards . Dr . Se w itz r as on his 

I kne , t e his last ounds of t day, to s e t l t all a 

befor hi o bedtime . 

y, 

11, 



• 

would 
Dark faces ldli light up at his approach,. and the expr.ession of 

gratitude he'd see in the eyes turned toward him would be w·ell worth 

the choice he made in coming here • 
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