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FOREWORD

TuE MATERIAL on which this biography is based was
gathered in the course of research that spanned eleven
years and followed Dr. Bethune’s life from Gravenhurst,
Ontario, through most of the cities of Canada, the major
cities of the United States, to Britain, France, Spain, Italy,
Austria, Switzerland, the Soviet Union and finally China.
Both of us had to acquaint ourselves with Bethune’s Ca-
nadian background, the origins of the Spanish war of
1936—19389, the evolution of modern China, the wide
interplay of world events which helped shape Bethune’s
life and to which he reacted in his own characteristic
manner. Though Bethune first won international fame
as a thoracic surgeon, he was also in varying degrees a
painter, poet, soldier, critic, teacher, lecturer, inventor,
medical writer and theorist. He lived on many levels,
had many careers, was involved with many people, and
became a stormy petrel of some of the decisive hap-
penings of our era.

One of us, Ted Allan, knew Bethune intimately and
shared with him part of the agony of the Spanish war.
Sydney Gordon knew him only casually in Montreal
but followed his career closely until his death. We were
thus in the fortunate position of being able to combine
the subjective insight of an intimate friend with the
detached objectivity of an observer. From the beginning,
then, we can lay claim to having known Bethune from
both the “inside” and the “outside.”

He left behind him so many vivid memoirs, diaries,
letters and other writings that he exercised a potent
posthumous influence on the style of this book and made
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our task immeasurably simpler. In general, we have
avoided using explanatory notes because in compiling
our sources for statements, conversations and incidents,
we found that our footnotes were so numerous as to
constitute almost another book! Therefore, wherever a
source is not given we would like the reader to know that
all the conversations were either heard by one of us, de-
- scribed in Bethune’s letters, or recalled by his intimates.

Often, in the course of the book, we refer to Bethune’s
thoughts: his innermost feelings. In every case we are
paraphrasing his own words, or actually quoting them as
they appeared in his letters and diaries, or as he ex-
pressed them to one of the authors or to a friend. In the
acknowledgments we have listed many people who have
helped us to make this book possible. But here, without
any invidious comparisons, we feel it necessary to single
out a few names for special mention. These include his
mother, the late Mrs. Elizabeth Ann Bethune, his
brother, the late Malcolm Bethune, and his sister, Mrs.
Janet Stiles, who supplied us with all the necessary
early family data. Frances Campbell Penney, Bethune’s
former wife, gave us much valuable information which
would otherwise have been unavailable.

To four people we are indebted for the fact that the
material on Bethune’s life in China is in many respects
the most detailed and the most documented. Tung Yuch
Chian, his “other self,” his interpreter and friend who
was with him during most of his life in China, supplied
us with invaluable personal notes. Soong Ching-ling
(Madame Sun Yat-sen), whose preface opens our book,
was instrumental in having all of Bethune’s papers and
diaries, during his stay in China, made available to us.
Israel Epstein, author of perhaps the best book on the
background of modern China?® in the English language,
deserves special thanks for his untiring efforts to as-
semble Bethune’s papers and diaries. Without his work

1 The Unfinished Revolution in China.

in China and the additional notes and documents sup-
plied by Madame Sun, it would have been difficult to
describe Bethune’s last, climactic years.

In addition, we were immeasurably helped by the
lengthy published chronicle written by the Chinese
writer Chou En Fou on Bethune’s work in China. Chou’s
firsthand account was important corroborative material
for Bethune’s personal diaries, especially with regard
to events nowhere else as yet described in any language.
Chou’s chronicle, as well as other unpublished Chinese
material, was translated for us by Gerald Chen (Chen
Wei Shi).

Further, this book received the wholehearted co-oper-
ation of Bethune’s medical colleagues, many of them
now world-famous in their respective fields. We refer
particularly to his colleagues in the American Tuber-
culosis Association, the Council of the American Asso-
ciation of Thoracic Surgery, the University of Toronto,
McGill University, Trudeau Sanatorium (Saranac Lake,
N.Y.), the Royal Victoria Hospital (Montreal), the Sa-
cré Ceeur Hospital, the Federal Department of Health
and Pensions,.and of the Montreal Medico-Chirurgical
Society. While the book has been checked by seven differ-
ent physicians, we assume all responsibilities for any
medical errors.

Dr. Norman Bethune is a hero in lands far from his
birthplace. His name is celebrated by 500,000,000
Chinese, the great masses of people in the rest of Asia,
by veterans of fascism’s first attack on democratic Spain,
by medical men in North and South America and Europe,
by those who already know of his exploits. His life
spanned the world. His talents were freely given to all
men. He died in the cause of international brotherhood.
As fellow Canadians, we take pride in presenting his
story to the world.

Toronto, 1952 THE AUTHORS



PREFACE

In compARrIsON with the human world of past times, our
world is highly complex. Because of its highly developed
communications, events in every part of the globe
and of human society are closely interconnected. There
are no isolated disasters and there is no progress that
does not help the progress of all.

This situation is reflected in the minds of men. The
contents of men’s minds have also become world-wide
in scope and complexity. It is not enough for a man,
seeking the welfare of his own people and country, to
consider his domestic situation in relation to his imme-
diate neighbors. World trends encompass every one of
us, and it is by participating in them and contributing
to them that we influence our own future. The highest
task before men’s minds today is to undegstand, to fight
against the forces of regression and death, to strengthen
and convert into reality the possibilities which our world
offers, as no previous world has offered, for a fuller life
for all men.

The hero in any age is one who carries out with a sur-
passing degree of devotion, determination, courage, and
skill the main tasks with which his times challenge every
man. Today these tasks are world-wide, and the con-
temporary hero — whether he works at home or in a
foreign land —is a world hero, not only in historical
retrospect but now.

Norman Bethune was such a hero. He lived, worked
and fought in three countries — in Canada, which was
his native land; in Spain, where forward-looking men
of all nations flocked to fight in the first great people’s
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resistance to the darkness of Nazism and fascism; and
in China, where he helped our guerrilla armies to cap-
ture and build new bases of national freedom and democ-
racy in territory which the military fascists of Japan
fondly hoped they had conquered, and where he helped us
forge the mighty people’s army which finally liberated
all China. In a special sense he belongs to the peoples of
these three countries: In a larger sense he belongs to all
who fight against oppression of nations and of peoples.

Norman Bethune was a doctor, and he fought with
and within his profession with the weapons he knew
best. He was an expert and a pioneer in his own science
— he kept his weapons sharp and fresh. And he devoted
his great skill, consciously and consistently, to the van-
guards of the struggle against fascism and imperialism.
To him fascism was the disease holding a greater evil
for mankind than any other, a plague that destroys
minds and bodies by tens of millions, and by denying the
value of man also denies the value of all the sciences which
have arisen to minister to man’s health, vigor and growth.

The value of the techniques Norman Bethune taught
his Chinese students under Japanese gunfire was deter-
mined by the purpose for which they were used. Ger-
many and Japan were countries of high technical de-
velopment, but because they were led by enemies of
human progress their science and their skills brought only
misfortune to mankind. Fighters for the people have the
duty of attaining the highest technical skill, because only
in their hands can technique really serve man.

Dr. Bethune was the first medical man to bring blood
banks to the battlefields, and his transfusions saved the
lives of hundreds of fighters for the Spanish Republic.
In China he launched and practiced the slogan, “Doctors!
Go to the wounded! Do not wait for them to come to
you.” In an environment totally different, and far more
backward than Spain, he organized a procedure of guer-
rilla medical service that saved tens of thousands
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of our best and bravest. His plans and practice were
based not only on medical science and experience, but
also on military and political study and experience on
the fronts of the people’s war. Bethune in Spain and
China was a pioneer in the battlefield of medicine.

He understood thoroughly the conditions, strategy,
tactics and terrain of the struggle, and he knew what
could be expected of medical workers who were free
men, fighting beside other free men for their homes and
their future. The doctors, nurses and orderlies whom
he trained learned to regard themselves not only as
technical auxiliaries but as front-line soldiers, with
tasks as responsible and important as those of the fight-
ing branches.

These things Dr. Bethune accomplished amid condi-
tions such as no medical man without a broad under-
standing of his tasks could possibly have coped with. He
accomplished them in mountain villages in the most
primitive parts of China, almost without any previous
knowledge of the language, of the people among whom
he worked, and without any strength in his own tuber-
culosis-ravaged body apart from his burning conviction
and iron will.

His broad world understanding, the sources of power
that he drew from it, were the things that give his work
more universal meaning for our time than that of other
medical heroes who labored against similar heart-break-
ing conditions, such as Father Damien or Dr. Grenfell
in Labrador.

What killed Dr. Bethune? Dr. Bethune fell in the fight
against fascism and reaction to which he had given his
passion, skill and strength. The region in which he
worked was not only blockaded by the Japanese enemy.
It was blockaded also by Chiang Kai-shek’s reactionary
government which had always been ready to compro-
mise victory rather than fight a people’s war. The men
whom Bethune fought for were adjudged unworthy not
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only of arms and ammunition but even of medical
supplies to heal their wounded. They died of infections
because they could not receive modern antidotes.

Bethune died of septicemia, the result of operating
without rubber gloves and of having no sulfa drugs for
treatment.

The International Peace Hospitals which Dr. Bethune
founded now work under new conditions — China, at
last, is free. But after Bethune died his appointed suc-
cessor, Dr. Kisch, who worked beside him in Spain, was
prevented by Chiang Kai-shek’s blockade from assum-
ing his post. Dr. Kotnis of the Indian Medical Units,
who finally took up the directorship of one of Dr. Be-
thune’s hospitals and valiantly carried on his work, also
died at his post — again because there were no drugs on
hand to treat him. Dr. Bethune and Dr. Kotnis were two
among many victims, who, were it not for the blockade,
might still be living and fighting in the cause of the
world’s free peoples.

I am very happy to introduce the life of Dr. Norman
Bethune to greater numbers of people than have hitherto
been able to acquaint themselves with the life of this
hero of our time, who symbolizes so nobly the common
stake of all people in the fight for freedom. His life,
death and heritage have been particularly close to me,
not only because of the great services he performed in
our people’s war of national liberation, but also because
of my own activity in the China Welfare League of
which I am chairman. The League has been directed to-
ward securing support for the Bethune Peace Hospital
and Bethune Medical School network that carries on his
work and his memory.

The new China will never forget Dr. Bethune. He was
one of those who helped us become free. His work and
his memory will remain with us forever.

SoonG CHING-LING (MADAME SUN Y AT-SEN)
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PART ONE

Death and Birth

Hopei, North China. ..

THEY BROUGHT HIM out of the hills over the twisting,
narrow passes where the enemy feared to set foot and
where the horses no longer led but followed.

They carried him on one of the litters for the wounded.
At first he had waved aside the litter-bearers with an
angry toss of his head and mounted his brown mare,
sitting in the saddle with his left arm dragging. But be-
fore they had gone many li from Sky-Kissing Peak he
had fallen into a dead faint. When he awoke to find
himself on a stretcher suspended from two crossbars,
moving rhythmically with the motion of the litter-
bearers, he only rolled his eyes to look at them and made
no protest.

For a day and a night they crawled up and down the
mountain wasteland of West Hopei, a silent, dogged
caravan of men, horses, and mules. By day the Novem-
ber sun was like a great, single eye, filmed over as if
with tears, staring at them out of furrowed brows of
clouds. At night the stars hung low above the cliffs, as
if to touch them with a cold warmth and light their way.
By day and by night it seemed they need only reach out
to touch the sky. With the sound of artillery still echo-
ing like distant thunder behind them, they made their
way through dust, through mists spread out over the hol-
lows like silvery lakes, passes cut out of sheer rock, wild
brush where every step was a struggle. Then they broke
out of the towering mountains, and stocky Tung Yueh
Chian, leading now on the brown mare, raised his hand.
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They halted, gazing at the broad valley below, and
Fong spoke:

“It will be Yellow Stone Village there,” he said,
pointing, and they began the descent.

For an hour they zigzagged down the mountainside
until they could clearly see the brown houses of Yellow
Stone Village and the tiny figures racing in from the
fields. When they reached the valley a crowd had gath-
ered at the northern gate, and as they approached the
village a triumphant cheer echoed through the valley.

“Pai Chu En! Pai Chu En!”

At the edge of the village the people chanted the
name, waving their hands and smiling broadly. But as
the brown mare reached the gate and the caravan en-
tered, the shouts of welcome died on their lips. With
troubled faces they watched Fong, slumped forward in
the saddle, his head bowed, pain and defeat in his eyes.
They moved apart to let Fong pass, murmuring among
themselves. Where was Pai Chu En? Why did the pro-
cession enter the village so silently? Why did the litter-
bearers walk with their eyes fixed on the ground? Then
they saw the stretcher coming slowly through the gate,
and their faces grew wrinkled with torment and
disbelief.

Tung reined in the mare, the caravan came to a stop,
the litter-bearers knelt to lower the stretcher carefully
to the ground, hanging their heads as if they felt them-
selves accountable for their burden.

The villagers slowly assembled about the stretcher.
Yes, it was Pai Chu En, the foreign one, White Seek
Grace. Only two weeks ago he had passed like a whirl-
wind through the village, his proud, white head held
high as he galloped before the caravan into the hills.
Only two weeks ago he had left for the front, and now
he lay before them, his head thrown back, his eyes shut,
his beard pointing towards the sky. They looked on in
baffled silence. Yes, it was Pai Chu En, but how could
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this be — that he should lie here like the dead? In all the
liberated areas he had worked his wonders. His face
had lit up the villages of Shansi. He had blazed his way
across the Middle Plain, across Hopei and Shensi. He
had made fools of the invaders even in the occupied
territories. His name had been like a sword against the
enemy. Could this be?

They looked to Tung for a sign that all would be
well, then looked back at Pai Chu En. Surely of all the
wonders he had performed he had some still left for
himself; surely he would rise up in a moment, straight
and erect, with the awe and power of a pillar of fire, his
white mane towering above them, his arms outstretched
to reassure them, his green eyes smiling as always. But
as they watched he twisted suddenly in pain, tearing the
blankets from him, and they saw the bandages and the
path of hideously discolored, swollen flesh reaching to
the shoulder.

They fell back with a groan, the children clinging to
their elders’ legs, the litter-bearers wincing.

Pai Chu En opened his eyes as if from a deep sleep,
raised himself up on an elbow and looked about till he
saw Tung. He spoke for a while in the strange language
that only Tung understood, and fell back wearily again.

Tung dismounted and faced the villagers. “We must
stop here,” he said heavily. “We are a day and a night
from the front without pause. He can travel no further. He
must have rest so that he can defeat his great sickness.”

One of the elders stepped forward. He stood before
the stretcher and bowed gravely in the traditional Hopei
manner. “At first we thought it might be the enemy
coming out of the hills, and we were filled with worry,”
he said. “Then we recognized the Brown mare and the
litter-bearers, and we were filled with joy. Now we are
filled with grief . .. Better that it should have been the
enemy, better Chian Pi Ching Y’eh,! better that our

! The slogan of “scorched earth.”
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homes should now be ashes, and our families scattered in
the mountains, than that you should return to us in this
suffering.”

Pai Chu En turned his head and extended his hand
vaguely.

“We must have a suitable place,” Tung said, “till we
are able to move him again.”

The old man rose. “At the house ¢f Yu the landlord.
His is the best house in the village.”

They followed the stretcher to Yu’s courtyard, wait-
ing outside, while the children watched their elders,
quick to read the signs on their parents’ faces, sensitive
to the menace hanging over the valley, the mountains
of Hopei, the whole vast world of China, and wonder-
ing now at the sorrow more terrible than the enemy that
had cast its shadow over the village. ...

Late in the afternoon there was a second alarm. This
time it was a messenger hastening through the moun-
tains from Staff Headquarters. He had set out on direct
orders from General Nieh as soon as Headquarters had
received the wireless message from the front the day
before. The news had caused great consternation, and
had been relayed to Mao Tse-tung in Yenan immedi-
ately. General Nieh had been instructed in urgent mes-
sages from Yenan to keep Chu Teh and Mao Tse-tugg
informed of all developments, and to spare no cost in
the effort to get Pai Chu En safely to Staff Headquar-
ters. Though worn and hungry from his journey the
messenger refused food impatiently. “Pai Chu En is ill,
and in Wu Tai Shan and Yenan they are waiting for
word,” he said. “Do you know what our men will say if
anything goes wrong, and do you offer me food? I want
to see him at once.”

Fong led Nieh’s representative into the house, think-
ing it would be good for Pai Chu En to know that t}.IC
vigil was being kept not only here, beside the k’ang? in

¢ A low brick or clay oven which also serves as a bed.
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the house of Yu, not only here in Yellow Stone Village,
not only at Sky-Kissing Peak, where the men had
watched him leave with the sickness upon him, but in all
the territories of Chin-Cha-Chi.

The villagers waited for word, but as the hours passed
and the two remained in the house, they slipped away.
The men returned to the fields, turning often as they
worked to shield their eyes from the sun and look back
at the village with a preoccupied air. From their mea-
ger stores the women brought baskets of chicken, millet
pancakes, eggs, vegetables, leaving them at Yu's door.
In the single rutted street the children hushed one an-
other at their play. Shou, the “little devil,”3 crept to Pai
Chu En’s door, refusing to leave and asking all who
went in or out, “Will he be well enough to leave tomor-
row? Shall I bring him some food? Can I ask him if he
would like some food?”

All through the night Fong remained in the room. In
the morning he came out with a distracted look on his
long face and made off rapidly through the village.
Tung found him outside the village gate, sitting on a
rock, gazing vacantly into the distance. Tung squatted
silently beside him, tracing patterns in the dusty earth
with a stick. The sun was still hidden behind the moun-
tains. The first faint sounds of life came from the village.

“How is he now?” Tung asked the question without
looking up.

Fong buried his head in his hands. “My heart was
filled with gladness that I was able to attend our teacher.
Now it has turned to stone. He is very sick and I am
helpless.” He raised his head. “What shall we tell Gen-
eral Nieh and Mao Tse-tung?”

“He called me his ‘other self,”” Tung said, “and it
seems as if I am dying too. We must go back to him. We
must not let him die.”

® Boys under sixteen who accompanied the Red Army on the “Long
March” were nicknamed “little devils.”
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In the courtyard Tung found a rough bench, placed it
beneath the window of Pai Chu En’s room and took up
the vigil.

Night came. A shadow glided through the court-
yard. “This is the house where Pai Chu En lies?” a voice
whispered.

“Yes.” Tung turned to see a young man in the padded
blue cotton of the guerrillas.

“We are a detachment of the People’s Guard,” the
soldier said. “We are passing through on our way to
Sky-Kissing Peak. In the village they have told us the
grief-heavy news. In the name of Pai Chu En we have
adopted a résolution of self-sacrifice. Our whole unit
has pledged that when we reach the front we will offer
ourselves for any duty as an example to the others —
self-sacrifice till death, if necessary.... You will tell
Pai Chu En?”

“Yes,” Tung said. “I will tell him.”

The soldier saluted and marched silently into the
night. Then Fong came to sit beside Tung, asking, “Has
he called?” ’

“No,” Tung said. “He lies quietly. Once he rose to sit
at the table, writing....”

“It is strange that he should still have strength to rise,
or to sit at the table.” Fong sat sunk in thought, looking
in at the room bathed in the cherry glow of the Z’ang
fire. “What would he write now? What is in his mind,
I wonder?”

“Perhaps the bitterness of things he remembers,”
Tung said. “It is a night of many stars, such as always
pleased him, and I have heard from him as many mem-
ories as there are stars. In the mountains, when the
night sky was like the jeweled ceiling of a Buddhist

temple, he would say to me: ‘My other self, these Hopei
nights are like the nights I knew when I was a boy in my

own country.... Always his other self.... And now
there was a soldier here . .. from a unit passing through.
19
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They go with a resolution of self-sacrifice in the name
of Pai Chu En. So they too are his other selves....”

“lI—you —they ... But let us go in ... We must not
leave him any longer. ...”

Tung began to weep, quietly, without shame. “I shall
come in a moment . .. Forgive my weak tears. They are
a spring that will soon run dry. It is more bitter for him
than for all the others I have seen. If he dies he will be
dying the second time. And he is only 49 years old. Do
you understand? Every man dies — so many of our own
have died — but all of us have one life and one passing,
and he has had many lives and this is his second death.
Did you know? — This is the second time he is dying,
and there are not enough tears in all China to mourn
his second passing. ...” '

Fong rose heavily. “Not in all China,” he said. “No,
"Comrade Tung, not in all the world will there be enough
tears....”

N

Detroit, US.A. 1926....

He was THIRTY-SIX YEARS OLD, and according to the
medical evidence he was dying.

He lay in his bed, and considered how it had all
started and was now ending.

History would pass him by without the merest foot-
note, he told himself, not knowing that even in 1926
history was already marshaling great lands and obscure
men for wars, revolts, mass murder, heroism. Nor did
he know that he would yet taste the rushing darkness
of death a second time; that some day one quarter of
the human race would sing his name as Pai Chu En;
that in mountain wildernesses he had never heard of,
a man called Tung would watch over him recalling this,
his first “dying.”

There would come a time when he himself would
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write: “It is not given to many men to face death, to
learn the truth of one’s life in facing death — and then
to live.” But now he knew only that he was dying, and
that all his years had gone to waste. He told himself he
didn’t give a damn. But why, he asked himself, had it
happened?

During the long Detroit nights, ghostly with the
sounds and lights of the street below his window, he
tossed between his tortured dreams and bitter wakings,
exploring the chaotic pattern of his life, gritting his
teeth against remorse and self-pity, searching endlessly
for the clues to his defeat, and counting the search his
only valid last will and testament.

He remembered many faces, cities, hurts, vanities. He
remembered home, the war, flight to Bohemia, de-
baucheries and exaltation, work, the thrill of flesh and
clay in his hands, love turning moldy, fierce yearnings,
frenzy, despair. Where, in the wilderness called living,
had he lost his way? And why?

3

TrE MansE, the frame church, the lakes he had loved to
swim in, the hills where he had chased butterflies — they
were part of Gravenhurst, Ontario, where he was born,
and of his childhood.

He remembered them all, and also the legends about
the Bethunes who had migrated from northern France
to Scotland in the mid-sixteenth century. They had been
French Huguenots —nonconformists, he often thought
with secret satisfaction, even three hundred years ago.
For two centuries they gave Scotland doctors, teachers
and clergymen, some becoming Hereditary Physicians
to the Lords of the Isle of Skye. Then, in the eighteenth
century, they migrated to Canada, where a Bethune
became an Anglican bishop, the first Anglican in a long
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line of Presbyterians. Another Bethune became a prin-
cipal of McGill University. Still another, Norman’s
grandfather, turned to medicine and became one of
Toronto’s outstanding surgeons.

He remembered the stories told of his grandfather —
of his strong views, unorthodoxy and scientific inclina-
tions — and how the memory had served him as a child-
hood goal. And he remembered, above all, his father,
with his passion for the written and spoken word, and
his mother, combining tenderness and strength with the
quiet faith she had always had that he was destined for
great things.

At the age of twenty-one, his father, Malcolm Nichol-
son Bethune, had turned his back on the family tradi-
tions of medicine, pulpit and teaching for the more
worldly pursuit of business. In 1880 he took ship for
Hawaii with an older brother, Angus, to buy an orange
grove and make his fortune. But in Honolulu he met
Elizabeth Ann Goodwin, a Presbyterian missionary. The
meeting changed his life.

Miss Goodwin was the daughter of an English cabinet-
maker.! At the age of ten she had distributed religious
pamphlets on the streets of her native London. At
twenty-one she left England to become a missionary in
Hawaii. She was filled with a vast love for mankind, a
vast determination to save the heathen and spread the
word of Christ. She turned her persuasiveness loose on
Malcolm with such overwhelming effects that he was
converted to the church of his fathers, returned to
Toronto ‘with her blinding vision, and abandoned
all thoughts of orange groves and fortunes in a flow of

letters to Honolulu asking her to marry him.

His persuasiveness was equal to hers. She soon fol-
lowed him to Canada and married him.

In 1888 their marriage was doubly climaxed: their

1 Henry Goodwin.
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first child, Janet, was born, and Malcolm entex:ed .Kno.x
College to become a minister. The transformation in his
life, begun in Hawaii, was now complete. After he had
been ordained he moved his small family to the northern
Ontario town of Gravenhurst, where he took over the
duties of his first congregation. And here, on a blustery
March day in 1890, in the Presbyterian manse, a hundred
yards up a dirt road from the clapboard church, Henry
Norman Bethune was born — their first son.2

As a preacher Malcolm Bethune held strongly' per-
sonal views. Though he was to win more than ordinary
recognition for his powerfully delivered sermons, hs
refused all calls to wealthy congregations. “The rich,
he said, “are too worldly.” He would only accept pul-
pits in communities where he considered the peopl.e
closer to his precepts of Christian living. As a re§ult, his
ministry took the family from one s.mall Ontario town
to another in relatively quick succession.

When Norman was two years old the Reverend
Malcolm Bethune was transferred to Beaverton, therf to
Toronto, then, over a period of years, to Aylmer, Blind
River, Sault Sainte Marie, Owen Sound and ﬁnal}y back
to Toronto again. But for years Norman spent his sum-
mers at Gravenhurst. Here, in the Muskoka Lakes, he
developed a passion for swimming. Here, too, he
showed his first delight with the forests and the summer

skies. . .
Wherever the Bethune family found itself, home life

" was stimulating, rich and warm. For years a favorite

diversion of the family was a word game. As they
assembled for supper, each child who. properly. pro-
nounced and defined a new word received a prize of
five cents. Norman usually ran off V.Vith the prize, but
shared his wealth with his older sister a,md younger
brother. Another game that was Norman’s alone was
the moving of furniture. He loved to rearrange every

2 Their third child, Malcolm, was born three years later.
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room according to his own notions of form and color.
The family considered him somewhat young to assume
the role of interior decorator, but patiently indulged
his fancies.

From his earliest years his venturesome spirit and
his intention of being a surgeon were taken for granted.
By the time he was eight he had begun the messy but
scientifically necessary job of dissecting flies and chicken
bones. Later his personal investigation of anatomy led
his mother to an investigation of her own when a dread-
ful odor suddenly pervaded the house one afternoon.
She traced it to the attic, where she found Norman
carefully cutting away the flesh from a cow’s leg he had
just boiled. “What are you doing?” she asked in amaze-
ment. Laconically, he replied, “I'm getting the flesh off
so I can examine the bones. They’ll make good speci-
mens.” She hurriedly left him to his scientific pursuits
and later that day he placed the bones along the fence
in the back yard to dry. It was also at the age of eight
that he ceremoniously announced that he was no longer
to be called Henry, but Norman, and hung the brass
plate of his surgeon!grandfather and namesake on his
bedroom door.

When the family first settled in Toronto he was only
seven but he fell in love with the big city. Once, on a
shopping tour with his mother, he stole away and was
brought back by a policeman hours later. His frantic
mother asked him what had happened. He smiled

mischievously. “I wanted to see what it would be like to -

be lost. So I went up and told the policeman I was lost.
It was fun.”

During the next few years his curiosity and love of
adventure took on bolder proportions. He managed to
transform the bucolic pursuit of butterflies into a
dangerous sport. Once, outside of Gravenhurst, he led
his younger brother, Malcolm, up a steep cliff at the
top of which he had spied a butterfly. Halfway up, when
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the going became rough, he told Malcolm to wait for
him. Slipping, clutching rocks, roots, bushes, he pulled
himself to the summit as Malcolm cried out in fear and
warning. When he came down, the butterfly in his hand,
he said breathlessly, “There are two things about catch-
ing butterflies, Malcolm. First, there’s the catching.
Then there’s the butterfly itself.” Twice, on similar
sorties, he fell and broke his leg. At the age of ten, when
the family was vacationing on Georgian Bay, he watched
his father swim across the bay at Honey Harbor.
The next day he tried it himself and was saved from
drowning by his father, who came up in a boat just
in time. But the following year Norman swam the
harbor.

His father grew increasingly nervous at his son’s
disregard for danger but the mother’s calmer view
prevailed. “He must learn to take chances,” she said,
“so let him do what he wants and learn that way.”

His early education was spread over a number of
schools and towns, but he finally graduated from the
Jesse Ketchum Public School in Toronto and the Owen
Sound Collegiate High School. When he was ready for
college, the Bethunes moved back to Toronto so that
Norman, and Malcolm soon after, would be able to go
to the University of Toronto.

New winds were blowing across the oceans to the
Dominion. The very year of Norman’s birth saw
completion of the first railroad linking the vast ex-
panse of Canada. During Norman’s childhood, Sir
Wilfrid Laurier emerged to express in increasingly
articulate terms the country’s maturing nationhood. The
steel and smoke of industry spread across the country,
drawing billions of dollars in British and American
investments. Great waves of immigration from Europe
brought farmers to the empty plains of the west and
laborers to the factories of the east. Across the Great
Lakes steamers carried the prize wheat of the prairies
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