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Introduction	to	Fearfully	and	Wonderfully:	

The	Marvel	of	Bearing	God’s	Image	
Philip	Yancey	

	
We made an odd couple, Dr. Paul Brand and I. When we first met, I was a young punk in my 
mid-twenties with bushy Art Garfunkel-style hair; Brand was a dignified, silver-haired surgeon 
characterized by proper British reserve.  Dr. Brand and I went on to write three books together, 
time that I now view as an important chrysalis stage of my faith. 
 
In the movie Manhattan Woody Allen turns to a woman he’s courting and says, “You’re God’s 
answer to Job.” He explains that when Job whines about how awful the world is, God could 
point and say, “but I can still make one of these.” Paul Brand served that role for me. As I 
struggled with the injustices of this world, the problem of pain, and other imponderables of 
theology, I could look to him as a shining example of what God had in mind by entrusting 
human beings with God’s own image. 
 
Our conversations knew no limits. Dr. Brand quoted long passages from Shakespeare, exegeted 
Greek and Hebrew phrases from the Bible, discussed thrilling new discoveries about DNA, 
pointed out with childlike excitement birds and plants in India or the bayous of Louisiana where 
he practiced medicine. He had the rare ability to put knowledge together from various fields, 
rather than break it apart, as our reductionist society often does. He combined wisdom from 
medicine, science, theology, and nature, and his stories of former patients captivated me. 
 
Dr. Brand said he felt guilty because he merely answered my questions and a few years later a 
book would emerge. I responded that all I did was ask questions, research, and write up the 
answers, whereas he had spent a lifetime serving leprosy patients, some of the lowliest people on 
the planet. 
 
In my role as a journalist I had interviewed many subjects, but something attracted me to Brand 
at a deeper level than I had felt with any other. I often felt like James Boswell, who tailed the 
great man Samuel Johnson and loyally recorded every morsel of wisdom that fell from his lips. 
Dr. Brand’s daughter Pauline once thanked me for bringing some order to “the happy jumble of 
my father’s life and thoughts.” Little did she know the role her father played in bringing some 
order to the unhappy jumble of my own life. 
 
I have written in my books about the doses of toxic faith I got in childhood. Truly, and I mean 
this, I believe that God brought Paul Brand into my life so that I could take all the time in the 
world to examine one human being and learn what God had in mind with the whole creation 
experiment. 
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My father died just after my first birthday, and in so many ways Dr. Brand became a father-
figure to me. Already an adult when I met him, I didn’t have to go through teenage rebellion and 
all that nonsense. I sat at his feet from the first day we met. I have never known anyone more 
brilliant, nor anyone more humble. In the Preface I spell out some of the ways he affected me 
and helped set my course. No one has affected my faith more. 
 
I last saw Dr. Brand in June 2003, as he lay in a coma after a fall. Bleeding had destroyed much 
of his brain, and he would never regain consciousness. His body curled toward a fetal position 
and his eyes had lost their brightness. Even so, his one good hand instinctively sought out my 
hands, his fingers running up and down them as if examining them. The instincts of hand surgery 
had worked their way into the synapses of his lower brain so that he acted on them even while 
comatose. A week later, he died. 
 
Paul Brand had a remarkable and wholesome attitude toward death. In a 1990 sermon titled “The 
Wisdom of the Body,” he said, “I pray that when my time comes I may not grumble that my 
body has worn out too soon, but hold on to gratitude that I have been so long at the helm of the 
most wonderful creation the world has ever known, and look forward to meeting the designer 
face to face.” Elsewhere, he wrote: 
 

One day I shall experience a sickness…unto death. I shall sense my mortal frame 
has no more strength to fight and that my pathway is leading into the valley of the 
shadow. Let me not feel the despair of one who is losing a battle, or that a triumph 
of evil is ahead. Focus within me, O Lord, the light of your eternal Spirit. Show 
me again that my body, for all that it is wonderful, is but the mantle of a greater 
wonder, my soul. Hold me, Lord, in such awareness of your presence and your 
love that my parting from my body shall be but the opening of a more vivid 
intimacy and union with the spirit of my Savior. He who has been the inspiration 
of my stumbling body shall now be the very light and substance of my soul. 

 
I spent most of a year reworking the books we had coauthored because I want to introduce a 
great servant of God to a new generation of readers. We need heroes and models, and Dr. Brand 
stands out as one of the best. You need only meet one saint to believe, to silence the noisy 
arguments of the world, and I had the inestimable privilege of spending leisurely hours getting to 
know a distinguished and faithful follower of Jesus. For that, Paul Brand, I thank you. 
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Fearfully	and	Wonderfully	-	Reading	Schedule	

	

WEEK DATE SECTIONS PAGES RESOURCE 

Prep Oct 14-20 None None Yancey Introduction 

One Oct 21-27 Preface & Part One 1-23 Article #1 

Two Oct 28-Nov 3 Part Two 28-66 Podcast #1 

Three Nov 4-10 Part Three 69-121 Article #2 

Four Nov 11-17 Part Four 125-170 Podcast #2 

Five Nov 18-24 Part Five 173-201 Article #3 

Six  Nov 25-Dec 1 Part Six 205-251 Readers’ Questions Podcast 
	

 
 
 
	


