T w1140

RARNE

by John Gunther



9.4:1

TR - HER BB




FHEELK+-NEII R @7

HEaMR -2 £ B W
ol Rk B L o
Mmmﬂm

bl el -H KR o#@ E
ks gER-H K # B

g
N

OREREEE! KN H 18
BREBEHLERHERK ] &
-V T HOK

EEw-H & & K 0 B
HMREQ BN S R RERCHORIE | VOVE




019994

F5iEE



A Few Words About This Book

Death Be Not Proud was written by John Gunther,
the world-famous writer of such books as Inside
U.S.A., Inside Europe Today, Inside South America,
Inside Russia Today.

Death Be Not Proud is the story of John Guanther’s
son, Johnny, and his long and fearless battle with
death. It is a story not only of suffering, great as
that suffering was, but of simple human courage.
This book is not about the happy early years, but
about the years when Johnny was ill. Tt is the story
of what happened to Johnny’s brain.

Johnny was born in Paris, France, on November
4, 1929. His family moved to Vienna, Austria, when
he was a few months old, and he went to his first
school there. The family moved again to London
when he was six, and he had a year and a half in
England. Then the Gunthers returned to the United
States and Johnny went to several schools; the last
one was in Deerfield, Massachusetts, in the north-
eastern part of the United States. He died on June
80, 1947, when he was 17. He would have entered
college at Harvard, had he lived, and studied science
which was the great love of his life.
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Some Few Notes on Johnny
by the writer

I must try to give you a picture of Johnny. He was
a tall boy when he died, and thin, with hair the color
of wheat in the sun, large bright blue eyes, and the
most beautiful hands I have ever seen. Most people
did not think of the way he looked, however; they
thought of his delightful character, his gentleness,
and above all, his unusually able mind. Also, Johnny
always thought of others before himself.

There was that day after the first operation, the
operation that lasted almost six hours, when Dr.
Putnam thought it wise to tell him what was wrong
with him. Johnny was no fool; he could no longer be
told things which were not true. Dr. Putnam said
quietly, “Johnny, what we operated for was a brain
tumor.”

No one else was in the room, and Johnny looked
straight at him.

“Do my father and mother know this? How shall
we tell them ?”

Soon after I wrote Death Be Not Proud, I began
to receive letters from people everywhere in the
world. They came by the hundred, day after day.
In one week, I received more than a thousand letters.
These letters showed more than just understanding
for a suffering family; they did more than honor a
young and courageous boy. They showed that the
problem of cancer is one that is shared by people

—_—
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everywhere, that cancer can come to both young and
old, rich and poor, and that it is the duty of all human
beings to join together in the fight against this
illness.

But let us return to J ohnny—

Some letters came from people who were very
poor and suffering more than Johnny ever suffered.
Some were from families who also had children dying
from cancer. One letter was from a man in Australia
who said, “I think Death must have taken Johnny
with great sadness.” Another came from a family
who offered to let the Gunthers “keep” their own son
for a while. One lady writes every year on-June 30,
the day of Johnny’s death.

And that is what happened. People have been
strengthened and helped by Death Be Not Proud.
There is in all human beings a desire to share pain
and suffering, which is the reason the book produced
80 many letters from people everywhere. That, and
Johnny’s wonderful character. Readers will under-
stand that this story is more than a story of the death
of a boy. It is the story of a life, too. But now, let

Death Be Not Proud speak for itself, in Johnny’s
name.
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JOHNNY came home from school to

visit us in December of 1945, and he

seemed healthy and well. He was 16 and
growing in body and mind, too, as children
seem to do suddenly. We had been together
a lot, and before going on the train to re-
turn to school in January, he said, “Pop, those
were the best days I ever had!” He did not
often speak of his own feelings so freely, and
I was pleased. ,

Then in March, 1946, he came to visit us
again. Frances—his mother—and I took him to
see several of the best shows in New York. He
went to hear various talks on physics, and
Frances took him to the public dinner given
by the City of New York to honor the great

_] -



1

—AMEE+A , ERHBREARAERF , L5
s AT BRI o 985 M+ o & OBSERER , 0
BN T TR o I T— BB ) — A 7
BEKE L, 3R [5, BREABREIEORE |
1 7% MU B R T R » R 5

B, —AEAEZA , X EEERERF o 655
B BB A SO R — S BBE % « Mok B T o
A B T Wi « 75 .t 28 5 OO T 25 L

RHY KR ERMEL E BTIRIPOGES o ETZ , 2
_1 —_—



English leader, Winston Churchill. He played
games, busied himself with chemistry, and
read the first pages of Inside U.S.A., a book
I had started to write.

I thought he seemed tired, but I was not
troubled by it. I believed it to be the resnult
of the busy life at Deerfield, together with
the fact that he was growing from boyhood
to manhood. He had his usual visit with Dr.
Traeger, our family doctor, who told us he
was perfectly healthy. He also saw an eye
doctor. This was important. Johnny had had
some trouble with his eyes the summer before
and had been told what to do to try and
strengthen them. The eye doctor found noth-
ing wrong; indeed his eyes were much better
now.

The day after his visit with Dr. Traeger,
Johnny suddenly told us that he had diffi-
culty moving his neck. If this had happened
before Dr. Traeger saw him, I would have
been more troubled. But since we had just
been told he was in good health, we were not
especially worried. Indeed, he was able to
move his neck by the next day. Johnny then
returned to school, a little sad that his visit
at home was ended, but happy and looking
forward to returning to school |

Early in the year, a boy at Deerfield be-
came ill with polio, a very serious illness,
which often begins with a person being un-
able to move his neck. The school, as it always

_2__.
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did in such cases, quickly told all families
about this.

Then in the third week of April, I heard
from Dr. Johnson, the school doctor. He told
me that Johnny was unable to move his neck,
but they did not believe he had polio. We
should not worry, he said; boys often have
this kind of thing. Indeed, Dr. Johnson said,
he was telling us about Johnny’s neck only
because we knew there was polio at school.
And he did not want us to think the boy was
sick with anything like that.

I spoke to Johnny over the telephone for a
moment. He was lonely and unhappy at being
away from his class work for a week. But ex-
cept for that, all was well. He was going into
a nearby town the next day to have a medical
test. Dr. Johnson asked me to learn from Dr.
Traeger when the last time was that he had
given Johnny that test, and what the result
was. I told Frances all this and did not think
much about it any more.

Later we discovered that Johnny might not
have gone to the doctor at school, since he
never told anyone when he was ill. But one of
his friends, noticing that he could not move
his neck, forced him to go. Then, wisely, Dr.
Johnson put him in the sick-room so that he
could be watched more closely. Had this not
happened, Johnny might have died that day.

At about three in the afternoon on Thurs-
day, April 25, we heard the telephone ring in
our New York home. Just a moment before, I
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had finished the first part of my book, and I
ﬁl;anned to telephone Johnny that night to tell
im,

Quickly, without preparing us for bad news,
Dr. Johnson said, “We have brought a doctor
in from the town of Springfield to see your
son. Dr. Hahn is a neurologist. Here he is.”

Dr. Hahn said, “I think your child has a
brain tumor.”

It was as though I had received a blow. I
was so surprised that all I could think to say
was, “But that’s very dangerous, isn’t it ?”

Dr. Hahn said, “Yes, it is dangerous!” Ex-
plaining why he thought Johnny had a brain
tumor, he told me not to lose a moment’s time.
I was to talk to Dr. Tracy Putnam, who had
much experience treating tumors. Indeed,
before talking to me, he and Dr. Johnson had
tried to call Dr. Putnam. During the next half
hour I was busy at the telephone. I talked to
Dr. Traeger; I talked to the doectors again at
the school; I talked to Frances, who was away
from home at the time; I was able to talk to
Dr. Putnam; I spoke to Dr. Traeger once
more, and at 4:30 in the afternoon I was
waiting in Dr. Putnam’s office.

We met Frances in New Haven, Connecti-
cut. Driving as fast as we could, on a rainy
night when it was difficult to see out the win-
dow, we reached Deerfield at about ten o’clock.
Dr. Putnam said little as we sat in the car,
with fear in our hearts. Five minutes after we
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