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WELCOME THE NEW DAY  

I have left all my yesterdays behind. 

But each yesterday, however painful or 

confused it may have been, 

has entrusted to me for today, its treasure of 

wisdom 

 

I WILL EMBRACE THIS PRISTINE 

DAWN WITH ALL ITS POTENTIAL  

 

 

 

moondani kyema 
 

Australian aboriginal words meaning  

òEmbrace the Dawnó 

 

Transliterated as  

òwelcome the new dayó 
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Preface 
"It is singular how soon we lose the impression of what ceases to be 

constantly before us. A year impairs, a luster obliterates. There is little 

distinct left without an effort of memory, then indeed the lights are 

rekindled for a moment - but who can be sure that the Imagination is not 

the torch-bearer?" ~Lord Byron 

This is my story as I remember it. Born into the dual culture of pre-Communist China, 

which I came to love, and a family with whom I interacted too little, my journey has been 

one of starts and stops, ups and downs and dark nights followed by kyema, a new day. 

Most of my childhood memories are of boarding school and the years of the Second 

World War, interned by the Japanese. In my latter teenage years I experienced some 

dark times, and floundered around until two things happened; I fell in love and I began 

to search for my destiny. 

That search took me out of the darkness, not into the light, but rather through years that 

varied between slightly misty and downright foggy. During that time I became a 

respected member of a church group, got married and had a family, and a successful 

dual career in the Baptist ministry and later, as a family counsellor. 

My new day really dawned with my retirement. This gave me the freedom to follow my 

long held dreams and desires. Retirement has been a time of few mists and fogs, as 

exemplified by the confidence and contentment that now fills my days. I wake every new 

day with my heart full of love ï a strong two way energy that flows between me and Bev 

in the first place, but includes our four children, their spouses and our thirteen 

grandchildren. This new day has also seen the fulfilment of my lifelong ambition to write. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson said something that reflects my personal desires. Desires which 

I longed for, but have taken a lifetime to achieve in a small way. 

"To laugh often and much; to win the respect of intelligent people and the 

affection of children; to earn the appreciation of honest critics and endure 

the betrayal of false friends; to appreciate beauty; to find the best in others; 

to leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child, a garden patch, 

or a redeemed social condition; to know even one life has breathed easier 

because you have lived." 

 

Ray 
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Runaway 
 

I waited until I saw the lights go out in the house and then crept in the back door and 

down the hallway to the office at the front. It was familiar territory. I had been on this 

errand before. This was my fatherôs office. I knew where to go in the dark. His desk 

faced the window looking out to the street, and by getting on my hands and knees, I 

was able to get under the desk and reach into the back of a locked draw where he kept 

his money. Sure enough it was there as usual. I was soon on my way to my room in the 

backyard cabin. I packed a few things in an old bag and walked down the side of the 

house and out the front gate. 

Stanmore Railway Station was just down the end of our street and before long I was in 

the huge Central Station in Sydney. Here I also knew just where I wanted to go, and I 

bought a ticket to travel on ñThe Silver City Expressò which would take me to Broken 

Hill.  In my 17 year old mind, this seemed both adventurous and distant. I smiled to 

myself as I thought of my parents trying to find me. Broken Hill would be the last place 

on earth they would think of looking for me. 

Having lived in China for the first sixteen years of my life, here I was in Australia where I 

had been for about a year. As I looked out of the train window, it was exciting to see this 

great country to which I had come, and soak in some of its moods. Sydney, the Blue 

Mountains, Lithgow, Bathurst, Orange, Dubbo and Cobar. Later we crossed the Darling 

River at Wilcannia and then across the outback country to Broken Hill. Today, the 

names resonate with romance in my mind and remind me of this great adventure. 

When I got to Broken Hill, I carefully put enough money aside for a return fare to 

Sydney should I need it. This left me with very little money so finding a job became my 

priority. In Stanmore I had had a part time job as a telegram delivery boy for the local 

Post Office. This involved delivering telegrams after school and at weekends. The 

weekend deliveries were mostly weddings. So I went to the Broken Hill Post Office and 

asked for a job. They seemed to like the idea and presented me with some application 

forms to fill in. When it came to putting in my address, I said that I had only just arrived 

and had not found a place to stay yet. ñOKò said my interviewer, ñWhen you have found 

a place, come back and we will finish processing your application.ò This threw me on to 

the horns of a dilemma, or the cat amongst the pigeons so to speak. I could get the job 

if I had an address, and I could only get an address when I had a job to earn some 

money. 

As an alternative to working in the Post Office, I decided to try my luck at the airport 

because I fancied working in and around aeroplanes. It was some distance out of town, 

so I started walking. There seemed to be very little traffic on the airport road, and sure 

enough, when I got there, no one was around. 
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As it was getting late in the day, and I did 

not have enough money to find a place to 

stay for the night, I walked a little way back 

towards Broken Hill and then turned off the 

road and into the spinifex and small shrubs 

that dotted the barren landscape. I lay 

down under a shrub and made myself as 

comfortable as possible. That is where I 

spent the night. 

Next morning I walked back in to Broken 

Hill and decided to try for another job 

I wandered around town giving this problem my total concentration. But for a naïve 17 

year old without experience of the world, the problem was too big. As I strolled aimlessly 

around Broken Hill, I spotted the postmaster who had interviewed me the day before. 

Embarrassed, I quickly disappeared from his line of vision. 

I had the money in my pocket which I had set aside for a 

possible return trip, which could be enough to snare a bed for 

the night, but I was unable to throw away this life line back to 

civilization. My only solution seemed to be to go back to 

Sydney.  

I arrived back in Sydney, and for the next week I lived on the 

streets. It is amazing how much food you can find around a 

big city in the form of discarded loaves of bread and other 

types of food generally regarded as rubbish. I slept on park 

benches and found that some of these paupers' sleeping 

places provided millionaires views across Sydney Harbour. 

About a week later, on a Sunday, I was walking up George Street and decided that I 

would catch a tram to the Harbour Bridge. That was when Sydney still had their famous 

toast rack trams. Just as I hopped on to the outside running board, I heard my name 

being called and looked around to see my mother waving at me from the footpath. So I 

aborted my tram trip and went over to her. I am not sure how I felt. Was I relieved, 

disappointed, ashamed, guilty? I donôt know. 

Maybe a bit of all of those. My motherôs faith is very simple and straight forward. If you 

pray, God answers. She told me that she had prayed that morning that God would lead 

her to me. So she had skipped church at Stanmore and gone into the city, where she 

had then seen me getting on to one of the toast-rack trams. 

We went home and the first thing they wanted me to do was to have a bath. As I had 

not washed in more than a week, I expect that this was necessary if they were going to 
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sit close enough to me to talk with me. Once the bath was over, they gave me 

something to eat and we sat down to talk and they asked me one question, ñWhy?ò I 

could not give them a simple answer. It was so much more than that. The ñwhy?ò was 

so big and its ramifications for my life so frightening that even at that early stage of my 

understanding, I felt too vulnerable to talk about it. And so much of the ñwhyò they would 

not want to hear. So I determined that I would not try and explain to them the reasons 

for my little adventure. 
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My Ancestral Home 
 

So what was there about the first seventeen years of my life that sowed the seeds for 

this óadventureô?   There are probably three main causal elements: I was born in China 

into a missionary family; I had only ever known the Chinese and the missionary culture; 

and I had spent over four years in a Japanese Concentration Camp during the Second 

World War. 

Those are very general statements.  Here is the detail.  You be the judge. 

Itôs funny how a stroll around a cemetery can affect oneôs emotions.  The television 

news around Anzac Day showed people of 

all ages in a war cemetery, and the camera 

tried to catch some of their emotions as 

they found the gravestone marking the 

place where the body of one of their 

relatives had been laid to rest. Here was an 

old veteran whose tears were for the many 

mates who had been killed in the tragic 

landing at Gallipoli. And not far away a 

teenager weeping at the grave of a relative 

whom she never knew.  

In 2000 I travelled with my brother Frank to 

China, looking for a cemetery that I knew was important to my sense of belonging and 

identity. I travelled to Yantai in the north eastern province of Shandong. I knew it as 

Chefoo where I had been launched into boarding school life. Once I started my search, 

it didnôt take long to locate the Chefoo Prep School where, in 1940 I had walked up the 

front steps and into a new life. It was part of a larger Chefoo School which included a 

Boysô School and a Girlsô School, and was situated right on the beach front. But I also 

wanted to find the place where my great grandfather George Andrew and great 

grandmother Jessie were buried, for they had both retired to this place and this is where 

they had finished their days. 

Chefoo had been an important part of almost every member of my familyôs experience 

for four generations. Many, like me had been boarders at the Chefoo School. Others 

had been there for rest and recuperation, as it was a popular holiday spot. It also 

included a hospital, the Sanatorium, affectionately known as ñThe Sanò, which predated 

the school. My aunt had worked there as a nurse. And a few of the family had also 

taught at the school. My grandmother Esther was an early boarder and completed her 

education there. 

Australian cemetery near Anzac Cove. 
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Not only were my great grandparents buried there, but I was also aware that George 

and Jessieôs son George Findlay and his wife Fanny, while staying in Singapore for a 

month in 1940, heard the distressing news that their daughter Aileen had died suddenly 

at Chefoo on November 13. She was 27, expecting her first child, and it was thought 

desirable to remove her appendix. Her husband Allastair had just visited her in hospital 

when she suffered an embolism and did not recover. She was also buried in the CIM 

cemetery at Chefoo, close to where her grandparents were buried. 

I was with my brother Frank on this visit, and it did not take us long to find that the 

former foreign cemetery was now a park in the centre of Yantai as Chefoo is now 

known. A group of elderly men who seemed to get together on a regular basis, perhaps 

daily, were only too keen to talk to us about the former cemetery which they all 

remembered well. They gathered around and studied some photographs we had 

brought with us and animatedly discussed them together. They pointed out a row of 

small trees which, they said, had been planted by students from the óforeign schoolô.  

In the 1950s, the new government had decided to consolidate all burying grounds in 

China. Up to then, burial mounds were a common sight as you travelled around. They 

were usually situated in the family property. This consolidation meant that they not only 

tidied up all these scattered burial mounds, but also closed all the smaller cemeteries in 

the one area and placed the headstones in the new super cemetery. Consequently, in 

Yantai, all the gravestones had been moved from the foreign cemetery to a huge new 

cemetery built on either side of the main road to the airport. We drove out to the new 

cemetery which covered many acres, but were unable to find where they had been 

stored. The attendant in the cemetery office was most unco-operative and refused to 

give us any information. 

So here I was, in the city to which my great-grandparents had retired, and standing in a 

beautiful park on the very spot where their bodies had been laid to rest. Surprisingly I 

was deeply moved. What was it that I was feeling? I had lived in Australia for 49 years, 

surely that was truly my home? I love Australia, but, even though it had been óhomeô for 

so long, the concept of óhomeô took over my feelings and I stood there with these old 

men literally over the spot where my ancestorsô bones lay, and I couldnôt escape the 

feeling that this country, maybe even this city, was indeed my óancestral homeô. 
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My China Heritage 
 

I am very proud of my heritage. Especially that part of it that is focused on China. The 

chronicle of my heritage in China starts with my great grandfather and great 

grandmother. 

George Andrew left his home in Manchester and 

set sail from London for China. He landed in 

Shanghai in 1881. He was met by the founder of 

the China Inland Mission, James Hudson Taylor 

and served with that mission for the next 49 years. 

He was something of a pioneer and served in a 

number of places in the far west of China, much of 

which had only recently been opened to 

foreigners. 

George met Jessie Findlay in Manchester where 

they had both grown up, and they were engaged 

before he left for China. Jessie arrived in China a year after George and they were 

married in the Cathedral of the Holy Trinity in Shanghai in October 1883. A year or so 

later their only girl out of five children was born. This was my grandmother Esther. 

(Standing centre in picture above) 

Jessie died in 1927 and George in 1930. They 

were buried in the foreign cemetery in Chefoo. 

At 17 Esther went with her family to England 

for George and Jessie's regular furlough, and 

stayed in England after her parents returned to 

China. She also decided to serve as a 

missionary to China and arrived back there in 

October 1906. She was sent to northwest 

China, the same area as her parents were 

working, and it was there she met Arthur 

Moore, a young missionary who had been a 

policeman in Shanghai before his conversion. 

As a policeman Arthur had met some 

missionaries who were impressed with the 

strength and skill he demonstrated when he 

was playing rugby football. A friendship 

developed between Arthur and some of the 
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missionaries, and he was converted and later went back to China to serve with the CIM. 

He was also deployed to the far northwest of China. Arthur and Esther were married in 

December 1908 in Shanghai. They had to have the official papers filled out and signed 

by the British Consul.  

Their eldest son, George Percival (Percy) was born in October 1909. Percy also 

attended the Chefoo School in Shandong, a province in the north-east of China, and 

then went to Canada at the completion of his studies. He also felt the call to return to 

China where he had been born and felt at home. He arrived back in China in 1931 and 

was sent to work with his parents in Hanzhong in Shaanxi province. His father Arthur, 

was now the Superintendent of the work in the Shaanxi and Hanzhong was his HQ. 

Meanwhile Amy Weir who was born and brought up in Western Australia, had 

concluded her studies in Melbourne and was accepted by the CIM to go to China, She 

arrived in 1931, and was sent to Shaanxi to work under the supervision of Arthur Moore 

in Hanzhong. 

Percy and Amy soon met, fell in love and were married in Shanghai in January 1934. I 

was born in January 1935 in Hanzhong. And so the rich tapestry of my family 

background in China took shape, woven into a unique pattern. 

(For a fuller version of this chapter, read Amyôs book, ñThree Score Years and Tenò 

which is available in the Kyema Publishing bookstore, http://kyema-publishiing.com.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The CIM compound in Hanzhong. 

The white star indicates the room where I was born. 
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My Arrival 
 

150 kilometres east of Hanzhong is a small country town called Xixiang. After my 

parents were married and placed under the supervision of my grandfather, it was here 

that they were assigned. This was their first home (picture on left taken in 1999, 

showing the inside staircase transferred outside.). 

 

The early 1930s, for many people, was still a time of austerity as an aftermath of the 

Great Depression. Many people were not only still handling their money conservatively, 

but remained conservative in their habits and beliefs. This was true of missionaries, 

most of whom, at this time had probably been ócalledô to the mission field as a result of a 

strong conservative understanding of the teachings of Christ. 

Consequently when it became known that Percy and 

Amy, within three months of their wedding, were 

expecting their first child, it set some of the older 

conservative tongues wagging behind hands, 

covering their mouth in shock, and below 

disapproving frowns. Adding even more fuel to this 

problem was the fact that they had decided to have 

the birth in Hanzhong where they would ask one of 

their friends in the Hanzhong Church, Dr. Xiao, to 

deliver it. This was pushing the boundaries even 

further because it was accepted custom that lady 

missionaries acted as midwives and Chinese male doctors were definitely out. 
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For Amy, the trip from Xixiang where they were stationed, to the regional HQ of the CIM 

at Hanzhong, took three days by sedan chair, while Percy walked alongside..  

Once she was settled in Hanzhong Percy found himself restless. He had rushed off 

from Xixiang in order to get his wife to the security of Hanzhong, and now there was 

nothing to do but wait. However, back in Xixiang he had left a good deal of unfinished 

business. Godôs work had to be attended to, so he returned to Xixiang by bicycle. 

The Sunday after he left, Amy's labour started, and continued all day Monday. Amy 

comments: 

ñDr Xiao came in and out but even when I felt the pains were pretty bad he still 

said they were not strong enough! He kept saying óShi qinô ï óuse your strength!ô 

Finally he gave me an injection that he thought would help but said if it didnôt he 

would have to use instruments to help the baby out. It seemed to have no effect 

at all so he sent for Miss Haslam who has had nursing experience to come and 

give me chloroform and he used his instruments then to help the baby out. 

The Doctor had an awful time even then getting him out and was so tired he had 

to ask for a chair to sit down before he was finished. It is a blessing the baby was 

so well nourished and strong or he might not have lived. At one time I gave up all 

hope of seeing the baby alive and feared for my life too, but praise the Lord, at 

eleven oôclock our little one was really born and I was just thankful to go to sleep. 

We can see now why the Lord led us from Xixiang to here for the birth. No one 

would have had the strength to do all that Dr Xiao did and we can certainly never 

repay him for all his kindness. He is a real Christian gentleman and it is hard to 

know just how to repay him especially as he will never accept any fee from us. 

To add to their kindness, yesterday his wife came around with a present for 

Raymond ï a lovely velvet cape lined with a warm material that will be such a 

blessing when we are travelling to keep him warm, a little silk wadded coat with 

white fur collar and cuffs and hat and shoes to match.ò 

I entered the world at the weight of eight pounds on 6th January 1935. It was a difficult 

birth and it is very likely that Amy and I would have died if one of the female 

missionaries had been the midwife and the birth had been in Xixiang. Percy was notified 

and rode his bicycle from Xixiang to Hanzhong in a day, arriving late at night. 

Percy enjoyed the time with his newly expanded family. After a couple of weeks, taking 

into account the fact that Amy and I were in the capable hands of his parents, he 

headed back to Xixiang. 

I was named Arthur Raymond; Arthur after my paternal grandfather and Raymond, 

possibly after a fellow missionary, Raymond Joyce. As a mark of appreciation to Dr. 
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Xiao who would not accept a personal gift, my parents donated a communion table to 

the church on the front of which they had two texts carved: 

"Yong yao Gwei Zhu" (Glory to the Lord) 

" Zen mei Zhu en"  (Praise the Grace of God) 

The first and last Chinese words became my Chinese name, `Yong En'. 

So my journey started along a slightly bumpy road. There were plenty of bumps and 

rocky outcrops yet ahead of me. And it wasnôt long before we were caught up in the 

events surrounding the historic Long March of the Chinese Communist Party. 
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Missionaries Facing Imprisonment and Death 
 

The year I was born the political and emotional influences on foreign missionaries was 

confusing and disturbing.  The previous year saw the beginning of the famous 

Communist Long March. Over a number of years the Communists had been holed up in 

special safe places or soviets, mostly in the southern areas of China. But by 1934 the 

Government had stepped up their activities and the Communists were being partially 

surrounded and trapped in their now not-so-safe soviet retreats by the Nationalist 

Kuomintang, led by Chiang Kai-shek. Threatened with extermination by the better-led 

and more numerous Kuomintang, the Communists fled west and north. They were 

aiming for an area in northern Shaanxi province around the city of Yanôan. This area 
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had been ruled by a number of warlords who were fighting the Government and were 

sympathetic to the Communists. They handed over the area to the Communists without 

a fight and it became the óbirthplace of the Revolution.ô 

Missionaries were under no illusions as to the Communist attitude towards them. During 

the period before the Long March, when Communist forces roamed about in eastern 

Hunan and western Fujian, missionaries as well as native Christians were seized and 

imprisoned and missions looted. In 1930 in Jiangxi alone a hundred missionaries were 

said to have been captured and thirty-three murdered. Some were kidnapped for 

ransom, at a time when vast sums of money were needed for the acquisition of arms to 

maintain the struggle against the Kuomintang. According to some writers, during the 

Long March in 1935, the ñRed Route through Guizhou and Sichuan was marked with 

terror and slaughterò. 

Stories had been coming in of foreigners being held for ransom, or even being killed by 

the Communists. Here are some of the situations where the missionaries were well 

known to my parents. It illustrates the very real dangers we faced in my first year: 

The news of John and Betty Stam's death at the hands of the Communists came 

through to Hanzhong towards the end of January 1935 when I was just a few weeks old. 

In 1934, John and Betty Stam were comparatively new missionaries to China, with a 

3-month-old daughter, working in the small town of Jingde. One day the town's 

magistrate came to the Stams and warned them that the Communists were coming for 

them. After John confirmed this, the Stams prepared to leave. 

 

Left to right: Evangelist Lo, nurse, Chinese helper,              Rev. 
George Birch, Mrs. Lo, Dr. Brown 
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However, the Communists caught up with them and demanded all the money the Stams 

had; and it was handed over. The Communists then arrested John and took him to their 

headquarters. They left Betty, their baby, Helen, the maid and the cook in the Stamôs 

house. The soldiers later came back and took Betty and Helen. The maid and cook 

begged to go along, but they were threatened to be shot if they did. Betty and Helen 

were taken to be with John. 

John, Betty and Helen were then taken to the local prison where some of the prisoners 

were released to make room for them. In the midst of the hustle and bustle, Helen 

started crying, and a soldier suggested that they kill her, since she was only "in their 

way". Then one of the prisoners who had just been released asked why they should kill 

the innocent baby. The soldiers turned to him asked if he was willing to die for the 

foreign baby. The man was then hacked to pieces in front of the Stams' eyes. Thus, 

Helen was allowed to live. 

The next morning, the Stams were forced to march 12 miles with the soldiers, to the 

town of Miaosheo. The group stopped for a night, and Betty was allowed to tend to 

Helen; but in fact, Betty instead hid her daughter in the room inside a sleeping bag. The 

very next morning, 8 December 1934, John and Betty were marched down the streets 

of Miaosheo to meet their deaths. Curious onlookers lined both sides of the streets. A 

Chinese shopkeeper stepped out of the crowd and talked to the Communists, trying to 

persuade them not to kill the Stams. The soldiers ordered the man back into the crowd, 

but he wouldn't step back. The soldiers then invaded his house where they found a 

Chinese copy of the Bible and a hymnbook. He was then led alongside the Stams to be 

killed as well, for being a Christian. 

After marching for a short while longer, John was ordered to kneel, and he was 

beheaded. Betty and the shopkeeper were killed moments later. Amy had shared her 

time in Language School with Betty when they first went out to China. 

The baby, Helen, was found two days later by a Chinese pastor who took her home and 

took care of her. 

 

Then there was the ongoing situation of Arnolis Hayman and Rudolf Bosshardt. The 

full details of this story were not known to the other missionaries until 1936, but at the 

time of my birth they were aware that he and fellow missionary Arnolis Hayman, were 

being held for ransom by the Communists on their Long March somewhere to the south 

of Hanzhong. 

Bringing the danger even closer to home was the capture of the Frenchams who lived 

in the southwest of Shaanxi Province near the corner of Shaanxi, Gansu and Zechuan 

Ptovinces. Hereôs an edited version of how Charles Frencham tells their story. It helps 
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to paint the picture of how the missionaries in Hanzhong (and myself) were in real 

danger: 

On the morning of the Chinese New Year, Monday February 4th 1935, some of 

the Communist soldiers were almost at the city gates on three sides of the city, 

only the north side remaining clear at that time. The following morning my wife 

was captured. 

I was captured in the city by the bodyguard of one of the Communist officers and 

I had to follow them around as they made their tour of inspection I was eventually 

taken to the headquarters of the Communists. On February 7th I was reunited 

with my wife in captivity and we were sent under escort, along the main 

Szechwan road towards the provincial border. The next day we arrived at the 

Communist Headquarters which had just been established in this mountain 

village and things were not very organised. 

. . . The last Saturday in captivity I was given the opportunity to present our case 

to the senior officer and also to plead that because of my wife's coming childbirth 

she should be set free. He smiled and said, "you have no need to fear, you have 

not opposed our Communistic principles nor have you broken our laws, you are 

our guest. I will see what can be done." 

On the following Thursday morning he sent around news to the effect that we 

were to be released whilst he explained that we could not have been sent back 

whilst the Communists were advancing in their attempt to capture the cities on 

the Hanchung plain, but now that the line of battle was settled they were taking 

the opportunity of "...inviting us to return home...", and that he would supply a 

suitable escort to take us into territory occupied by the Nationalist army. 

Two days later we walked into the C.I.M. station at Hanchung where we were 

met by fellow missionary and Chinese workers who gave us an excellent 

welcome. 

The missionaries in Hanzhong were aware of these events and knew the Stams, 

Hayman and Bosshardt and the Frenchams. So when they heard that the Long March 

had reached a town only three days travel south of Hanzhong, they decided that it was 

time to leave. 
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Fleeing Danger 
 

Rumours about the Communists whereabouts and progress were rife in Hanzhong. The 

missionaries heard that the Communists were already in the north of Sichuan Province 

not far from Hanzhong, (See the Frenchamôs story in the previous chapter) and they 

were in fact actually in Shaanxi province only 80 kilometres away. 

The hierarchy of the China Inland Mission had advised women and children to leave for 

safer territory. So we were on the move. I was not even a year old and we were on the 

run, escaping from a potentially dangerous situation. I had entered the world at some 

risk to my life, and now again my life, with many others, was under threat. 

The group of missionaries, including myself just a month old, set off through the East 

Gate of the city and headed for Xixiang. It was decided that the safest direction to head 

was east, away from the various tentacles of the Long March. So from Xixiang we 

followed the Han River downstream until we got to Ankang. Many other kinds of 

transport were used as well as my basket. (See pictures next page) 

Amy had designed the basket to keep me comfortable as we travelled, much of the way 

by foot, while also making it easier for a Chinese porter to carry me on his carrying pole. 

Eleven years later, after the War, when I returned to Hanzhong after an absence of six 

years, I discovered this very basket in the attic, and was immediately overwhelmed with 

a sense of coziness and comfort. Looking back now, I think that I was being reminded of 

my time in that same basket in my first year of life. 

Occasionally, from the comfort of my specially designed basket, I would get a glimpse of 

Amy or the smiling face of the Chinese porter, intrigued by this foreign infant he was 

carrying. The porter had a bamboo carrying pole across his shoulder with me and my 

basket swinging on one end and some luggage at the other. 

At Ankang we hired three boats to take us downstream to and eventually made our way 

to what was then called Hankow, now known as Wuhan. This is where the Han River 

joins the Yangzi River. It had taken six weeks to get there. 

I was rather chuffed to read an extract from a letter Amy wrote home to her mother in 

Australia during this time as we were floating down the Han River: 

ñRaymond . . is not eight weeks old yet, but has had a pretty eventful life already. 

He was just five weeks old the Sunday we left Hanzhong, and since then has 

slept in dirty Chinese inns, traveled for a week at a time without a bath or change 

of clothes, and yet he flourishes and looks so well.ò 
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At Wuhan, where we had planned to stay, we were in the Yangzi valley which at this 

time of the year was becoming unbearably hot . As it was still deemed unsafe to return 

to Hanzhong, it was decided that the children and their mothers should go to the well-

known mountain resort of JiGongShan, which was one of the places where missionaries 

had been used to taking their holidays. (Picture below)               

It was November before word came through that it was OK to return to South Shaanxi. 

We traveled by train to Xiôan and then sedan chair and walking for the rest of the trip 
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over the Qinling Mountains back to Hanzhong. I was safely and happily swinging in my 

specially made basket on one end of the porter's carrying pole. 

It took six days to make the trip from Xiôan to Hanzhong. I was eleven months old and 

would spend my first Christmas in Hanzhong. Twelve days after Christmas I celebrated 

my first birthday after a pretty adventurous first year. 

 

Xixiang 
 

The little home in Xixiang became the hub of activities for the new Moore family. Percy 

was away a lot of the time, riding his bicycle around to the small villages, evangelizing 

and teaching. Amy tried to keep up the women's work in Xixiang, balancing her time 

between the church work and caring for me. In those years, the services of an amah 

(housemaid or nurse) cost very little so even cash strapped missionaries were able to 

afford one. With the help of an amah to look after me, Amy could get on with her work 

and still spend some time with me, sometimes walking down to the river shallows 

(picture) and enjoying a day out. 

In the year after my first birthday, the Han Valley experienced a serious famine, and 

many people died of starvation. Although this didn't directly affect the family, I actually 

saw beside the road, the body of a child 

who had starved to death. Money was in 

short supply for the missionaries and 

they often lived from day to day, not 

sure if they would have enough for the 

next day's meals. Possibly because of 

the famine and the widespread poverty, 

there were numerous stories of bandits 

holding people up along the roads, and 

for the missionaries who needed to 

travel a lot, the rumours of bandit 

movement in the countryside was of 

serious concern. 

Before I was three years old, I again 

came close to losing my life. I developed  

dysentery and was in a very poor state. The nearest doctor was 150 kilometres away in 

Hanzhong. Percy was concerned enough to ride his bicycle to Hanzhong to ask Dr. 

Xiao what treatment to give. I was too weak to travel. Soon after he left, my condition 

deteriorated, so Amy decided to start out on the trip to Hanzhong to get me to Dr Xiao 

as soon as possible. 
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Before we reached Hanzhong, we met Percy returning on his bicycle. He had news of a 

second hazard to our health. He told us that a Communist band was approaching 

Hanzhong and we would have to flee again. Fortunately he had brought some medicine 

with him from Dr. Xiao, and in a couple of days my health improved dramatically. 

But we still had to pack up our things and leave Xixiang. It was only about twenty 

months since we had fled to Hankou when I was five weeks old. This time we were only 

away for a month before it was safe to return home. 

When I was two years old my brother Alan was born, and Amy likes to tell the story of 

the wall calendar which on the day he was born, had the text "Trouble is near" from 

Psalm 22:11. It seemed funny at the time, but 1937 was also a significant year marking 

an event which would have repercussions for China and merge into the Second World 

War. 

Even earlier than 1937, the Japanese invaded Manchuria in 1931 and created the 

nominally independent state of Manchukuo with Puyi, the last monarch of the Qing 

Dynasty, as its emperor. The 1987 film ñThe Last Emperorò tells the story. Once they 

were successful in this venture they started to spread their influence southwards into 

China, until they were virtually in control of all the country on three sides of Beijing. At 

this point, in 1937, they tried to take control of the Marco Polo Bridge which was to the 

south of Beijing and would have cut the city off from the rest of China. The Chinese 

defended their position and this marked the beginning of the 2
nd

 Sino-Japanese War 

which, in 1941, became part of the Second World War. 

In late1938 my parents were getting ready for a trip to Australia for their furlough and a 

chance for Percy to meet the in-laws. 

We left Hanzhong towards the end of May 1939 and arrived in Perth in August. Amy 

was pregnant again and my younger brother Frank was born in October. 

Earlier on 3 September 1939 Neville Chamberlain announced that Britain was at war 

with Germany. That meant Australia was also officially at war, but only in Europe. Little 

did we know the dramatic events that were to happen two years later that would have a 

deep impact on the whole family. 
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Australia 
 

My maternal grandmother, 'Grandma Weir', lived in the Perth suburb of Bayswater. This 

was the first time that I had been outside of China, and I was intrigued by the 

differences. I found it unusual for Europeans to be doing all the dirty work, such as 

wharf labouring and not 

Chinese labourers. The 

architecture was quite 

different. My grandmother's 

house was a smallish 

weatherboard house with a 

corrugated iron roof. 

Rainwater was collected from 

the roof into a corrugated 

iron tank. In China the only 

water I had seen collected off 

the roof was into barrels 

about the size of a wine 

barrel.  The impression I had 

was that my Grandma was not very well off as I had only experienced living in rather 

grand two storey missionary homes or even bigger boarding school buildings. 

In my mind I had envisaged that all the roads in Australia would be perfectly made - no 

potholes or wheel ruts. But when I went for a walk to the corner shop, my fantasy was 

shattered. The roads weren't even paved to the full width, and the soil was dark and 

sandy, nothing like the soil as I remembered it in China. Not only that, but there was 

rubbish and dog poo along the road. I thought that sort of rubbish only existed in China. 

At the corner store (sadly now few and far between) my main memory is of the screen 

door which gave a wonderful squeak when I opened it. A bell tinkled as you entered, 

which seemed unnecessary when the door itself made so much noise. I have always 

loved screen doors that squeak. 

Perth is on the west coast of Australia, facing the Indian Ocean with the next stop west 

the Horn of Africa. It boasts some beautiful beaches and it was there that I had my first 

taste of the Australian beach culture. However this experience had a down side. Percy 

and I dug a deep hole in the sand. We may have had Alan's help as well. The hole was 

deep enough so that when I was helped by father down into it, it was deep enough to 

block my view of the beach and the ocean. One of the things I had learned that day was 

that the tide moved the water up and down the beach, and I was shown the high tide 

mark where the water had come up to. Percy called out urgently to me, "You had better 

get out of there, the tide's coming in!" I panicked as there was no way I could get out by 
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myself, and, obviously not understanding the real fear that I was experiencing, he 

laughed at me stuck in the hole with the tide coming in 

Towards the end of 1940 it was time for my parents to return to China. We would cross 

the continent to Melbourne and then take a ship to Hong Kong and then to Shanghai. 

There I would be placed in the hands of a couple of the teachers from the Chefoo 

Boarding School who would take me by coastal steamer to Chefoo, while the rest of the 

family made their way overland back to Hanzhong. 

The ship we travelled on from Melbourne was the SS Nellore, a ship of just under 7000 

tons which had been built in Greenock on the south bank of the River Clyde in 1913. 

Originally owned by the P & O line, it was purchased in 1929 by the Eastern & 

Australasian Mail Steamship Co. About four years after our trip, in 1944 it was 

torpedoed and sunk in the Indian Ocean with the loss of 77 lives. 

We had to stay in Hong Kong for a 

few extra days unexpectedly, and the 

shipping company paid for us to stay 

in the Peninsula Hotel, one of Hong 

Kong's finest. This was not hard to 

take, and Alan and I made the most 

of the endless supply of good food 

that was at our disposal. Then we 

were off to Shanghai and I was about 

to enter another stage in my life. 
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Boarding School at the Seaside 
 

I waved goodbye to my parents and two younger brothers as I boarded the coastal 

steamer in Shanghai to go to Chefoo. The rest of the family would all be going back to 

our home in Hanzhong.  It was just ten weeks until my sixth birthday and I would not 

see my family again for five years. 

As I went on board with two teachers from the Chefoo School, Miss Carr and Miss 

Williams, I remember being 

distracted from my family by a 

gift from Miss Carr of a soft toy 

of some kind, maybe a bear. At 

that time I seemed to be quite a 

self-reliant kid as these two 

snippets of correspondence 

seem to show. Doris Williams 

wrote to my parents from the SS 

Chengking (pictured), and as I 

read her letters I wonder how I 

could have developed such a 

low self-esteem in later years. Here is what she wrote: 

"You will be happy to know that he has quite adopted Miss Carr and she him. 

She thinks he's such a sensible little chap. It was lovely to see her washing him 

and getting him ready for bed last night and he was so good and so bright and 

not at all strained, so perfectly at ease with Miss Carr." (Oct 28 1940) 

I was met in Chefoo by Percy's younger sister Jessie, who was a nurse at the Chefoo 

Schoolôs Sanitarium or hospital, known by all as óThe Sanô.  She writes: 

"I went out to the boat and the first sight was Miss Carr standing with the wee 

figure in front of her. A real little man he looked. I just rushed up the gangway 

and picked him up in my arms, and we were pals! We did not wait for the 

Customs, but came home in a rickshaw together. He talked about everything all 

the way home, with his deep voice and Australian accent.   (Oct 28 1940) 

. . . I guess I will have to let him go into school, as Jackie and Enid have to go 

too. But I shall have him out for weekends - but I am enjoying having so much of 

him now, and won't look forward to the less pleasant future. (Nov 11 1940)" 

The Chefoo School had a reputation for being the "best school east of the Suez". It was 

run along the lines of an English public school and at times brought to mind aspects of 
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"Tom Brown's Schooldays". It was divided into a Prep School, Girlsô School and Boysô 

School. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This picture of me on the left, 
was taken with Beryl and 
Kathleen Strange on the front 
steps of the Prep School. The 
Stranges were missionaries 
stationed not far from 
Hanzhong, and well known to 
my parents. 

  

Today the building is still 
standing as these pictures 
taken by our friend Zhou in 
2012, illustrate. The front steps 
of 1940/1 have not changed a 
bit. 
 

This 

stone 

cap at 

the top of 

the steps 

Can be 

clearly 

seen in 

the 
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The Prep School was housed in a large two storey building just across the road from the 

beach. Because of its position on Chefoo Bay, boating and swimming were high on the 

agenda of school activities. Not in winter though. The Bay sometimes iced over. Winters 

were cold, but I was not allowed to wear "longs" (i.e. long pants) until I was old enough 

to go to the Boys' School at about the age of twelve. Meanwhile I wore shorts in the 

summer and "plus fours" or knickerbockers in the winter. These buckled under the knee 

and knee length socks were pulled up to meet them. 

The strong evidence of the influence of the British Public School on the Chefoo Schools 

could be seen in the emphasis on sports. Percy was a leading sportsman during his 

time there. (See pictures next page) There was keen competition, especially in the Boys 

School for honours in rowing. The climax of the competition came on Foundation Day 

when two crews were chosen to compete in the two racing boats called Hero and 

Leander. The crews consisted of a cox and four and there had been six weeks of 

eliminations to find the two best crews. 
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Foundation Day was one of those special holidays that became weighed down with 

tradition. Tradition or not, I loved the atmosphere. It was celebrated to remember the 

laying of the foundation stone for the first major building on 15 June 1896. The boat 

races were always on the afternoon before Foundation Day. 
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As you can see from the top picture, the Boysô School used the British óhouseô system to 

give both a sense of belonging in a large school population, and a keen sense of 

competition between houses. 

I accepted Boarding School life, and the fact that my parents were 1600 kilometres 

away in the west of China, did not seem to be an issue for me. I had a kind of 

acceptance of my situation ï thatôs the way the cookie crumbles. Even so, I was 

probably, to some extent, in denial and harboured some of the feelings of separation 

anxiety in my subconscious where they emerged as nightmares. The teachers really 

cared about us as I discovered one night after I had a nightmare. I must have called out 

because a teacher came in and sat on my bed and put her arm around me to comfort 

me and settle me down. It was a physical expression of warmth which I don't remember 

happening again. In hindsight, and in the light of what Miss Williams wrote about my 

relationship with Miss Carr, I think it was probably her as I think she had the room next 

door. 

I slept in a dormitory on the first floor with about a dozen other boys. There was a 

veranda just outside my window where I used to sneak out after lights out and pussyfoot 

it past the bedrooms of Miss Carr and Miss Stark, all the time savouring what I later 

called the ódelicious fearô of being caught by the teachers. 

The boys shared a large shower and toilet block, and there were small dressing 

cubicles which were used when we were preparing for a shower. On a number of 

occasions, due to some misdemeanour, I was placed in one of these cubicles as a 

punishment, alone and in the dark until well after lights out. Typical of my memory is 

that I have no consciousness of having a shower or washing, I only remember these 

little dressing cubicles. 

As with most places where children gather, there were rumours and stories that were 

often not so flattering, which abounded about the teachers. For instance, the day I 

entered the school I went up the stone steps to the front door. Inside, on the right, was 

Miss Carr's office. She was the headmistress and also one of the teachers that had 

accompanied me from Shanghai to Chefoo. I had to wait outside the office until she was 

ready to see me. Another student was there and he took me to a huge pillar that was 

situated in the middle of the entrance hall. It was rendered with some kind of very rough 

rendering, and the boy told me that when you misbehaved you were forced to hit your 

knuckles against the post until they bled. I listened, seemingly awestruck, but even at 

that age I had something of the sceptic in me, which was supported by the fact that I 

never heard of it actually happening. 

The food was mainly western style, so Chinese meals were special. I always looked 

forward to the days, I think only once a week, when we would have a Chinese meal. 

Because of the Chinese method of fertilizing their vegetables (human manure carried to 

their gardens in very smelly "honey buckets" ï picture) everything had to be well 
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cooked. When the farmers delivered the milk, it 

had to be tested for water content, as it was 

common practice to water the milk down to 

make more profit. It also had to be boiled 

before it was served up for our morning tea 

break. I developed a huge dislike for the 

"scum" as I called it that formed on the top of 

the milk as it cooled off. However it was 

mandatory to drink it. On one memorable 

occasion, after one of the teachers had persuaded me to drink it, I threw up and spread 

most of my breakfast around the floor. 

On a more positive note, it was here that I developed a love for peanut butter. Often at 

meals the peanut butter was pre-spread on the bread. Obviously the children could not 

be trusted to spread it themselves! Bev still doesnôt trust me to spread peanut butter! I 

discovered that if I rolled the peanut butter off the bread into a ball and placed it in my 

pocket to be savoured later, the bread that was left behind still retained the taste of the 

peanut butter, and I was able to rescue the ball of peanut butter from my pocket at 

some later stage whenever I wanted to enjoy it. It was somewhat corrupted by the 

presence of various other denizens of my pocket, but still scored high on the best food 

ranking. 

I think that I was about the last 

person to be admitted to the 

original Chefoo School. Iôm not 

sure because I donôt know where 

I could check on such an 

important statistic. Giving me 

some support to this theory is my 

memory of a Prep School 

concert that was held in the 

Memorial Hall and attended by 

the boarders in the two senior 

schools. 

I remember that the audience 

was already seated when we 

filed in from the rear of the 

platform, and took our places on the platform. We filed in in order of height and I was 

the last in the whole school ï presumably the smallest. The audience started clapping 

as the first, taller, Prep School kids filed in, and kept clapping the whole time until I 

brought up the rear. At this point the clapping reached a crescendo and I was 

impressed that they recognised my importance. Of course it never crossed my mind at 
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the time that it might have been that they were relieved that at last the formal entry was 

over. 

I also starred in one of the items, the Mad Hatterôs Tea Party. My acting career started 

at this point with me playing the dormouse. If you remember the story, the dormouse 

slept a lot. My job was to sit at the party table with my head on the table feigning sleep. I 

think I had less than a dozen words to say, and I canôt remember how I went with that 

part of the role. Suffice to say that my career thankfully took me in a different direction. 

The two outdoor playing areas were óthe quadô and the large playing field. The quad 

was formed by the two story school building surrounding it on three sides. It was where 

many of the luckier children could try out their bicycles and other mobile gifts from 

home. 

I used to play on the playing field behind the school. If I was on my own, I could stalk 

some unsuspecting 'victim' near the creek bed that ran from north to south next to the 

playing field. Then I would sneak as far along the creek as I could without being seen 

from the school buildings. Deliciously frightening. The teachers had banned any playing 

in the creek bed, so this was more than just a game, it was breaking the rules. 

Someone had placed a small rowing boat at the edge of the field. It was probably one of 

the school rowing boats that had been retired for some reason. An old ladder was 

placed against it to act as a gang plank and I often played there with another of the 

boys, or by myself. One day as I was playing there with someone, I lifted the ladder to 

'cast off' and it came back with a terrible thunk on to the index and middle fingers of my 

left hand. The damage was quite severe and I still retain the scars on those two fingers 

almost 70 years later.  

The picture  on the right  of the Memorial Hall  was taken by Zhou in 2012, and the other picture about 

100 years before that. I am not certain that Zhouõs picture is the same building, but if you allow for 

the fact that they are taken from opposite sides of the building, and that maybe there has been s ome 

minor structural changes in the 100 years between the two pictures, it seems to me to be quite 

possible.  
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Itôs a funny thing you know, that when I look back on my years in school in China and 

allow myself to remember, especially the recreational side of life, I was usually alone. I 

suppose you would say I was a loner, but it was not an unhappy state for me. 

Somewhere along the way, I learnt that I could cope with life better if I built a shell 

around myself. It was safer that way. I played with other children, but was just as happy 

by myself. I never confided in anyone or shared secrets. I often felt a twinge of envy 

when I saw other children with special friends. My shell shielded me from the storms 

and stresses of life. It may have been significant that I never made a close friend until I 

met Bev when I was nineteen. It is wonderful what love does to oneôs shell. Because of 

the shell around me I didn't show my emotions very much or show any signs of missing 

my home or family. I think a PhD student would have something fascinating to follow 

through on here. 
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Prisoner of the Japanese 

Chefoo 

The Chefoo Prep School was my home for about a year. I was blissfully unaware at that 

time that the Japanese were in control of that part of China. In the early 1930s, Japan 

invaded Inner Manchuria, changed its name to Manchukuo, a puppet state under the 

control of the Japanese army. The last Manchu emperor, Puyi, was then placed on the 

throne to lead a Japanese puppet government. In 1937 the Japanese angered the 

Chinese in the so-called Marco Polo Bridge Incident. The significance of this is spelled 

out in Wikipedia: 

 

All this had happened three years before and foreign residents such as ourselves were 

largely left alone to carry on our lives as normal. The Japanese were fighting the 

Chinese and, as far as they were concerned, we were neutral.  So life went on as 

normal. 

Marco Polo Bridge, located 

outside of the walled town of 

Wanping ( ) to the southwest 

of Beijing was the choke point of 

the Pinghan Railway (Beijing -

Wuhan), and guarded the only 

passage linking Beijing to 

Kuomintang -controlled areas in 

the south. Prior to July 1937, the 

Japanese military had repeatedly 

demanded the withdrawal of all 

Chinese forces stationed in this 

area, and ha d attempted to 

purchase nearby land to build an 

airfield. The Chinese refused, as 

Japanese control of the bridge 

and Wanping town would 

completely isolate Beijing from 

the Kuomintang -controlled south.  

Thanks to Wikipedia  
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In early December 1941 I was playing by myself on the school playing field. I had been 

at the school for about a year, when I saw a Japanese soldier come through a small 

gate situated at the side of the playground in the wall that surrounded the school 

compound. He hammered a piece of paper on the gate then strode purposefully in to 

the school. This was the day after Pearl Harbour, and we soon discovered that the 

Japanese were now in total command. We were now officially Japanôs enemies, not just 

Germanyôs enemies and we were "confined to barracks". This was the beginning of our 

internment by the Japanese which would not end until August 1945. 

The Headmaster and other leading business men were taken away by the Japanese, 

but were returned safely six weeks later, all but one. The exception was the tall, blunt, 

ultra-British Mr. MacMullan, who seldom bothered to conceal his contempt for the 

Japanese. He was kept in more than one prison in Chefoo and elsewhere and died in 

captivity. Evidence which emerged later pointed towards poison as the cause of death. 

Otherwise the school carried on as usual, apart from being confined to the school 

grounds. Within a day or two the Japanese had brought a Shinto priest to the ball field 

of our school. He conducted a ceremony that said our school now belonged to the 

Emperor of Japan. They pasted paper seals on everything; the furniture, pianos, other 

equipment, in fact anything that had any value to us. The seals contained Japanese 

writing that said all this now belonged to the Emperor of Japan. We had to wear arm 

bands, indicating our nationality. We belonged to the Emperor, too. 

Temple Hill  

But over the next few months, other things changed also. Eleven months after the 

Japanese had taken control of our lives by putting us under house arrest, we had to 

vacate the Prep School building and move over to the Boys' School building. And then 

we were told that the Emperor wanted our school for a military base. This meant that we 

were being transferred two or three miles away to a concentration camp on Temple Hill, 

an old Presbyterian Mission Compound on the other side of Chefoo. We could not take 

much with us, and the Japanese did not supply any sort of transport, although we were 

able to hire some hand pulled carts and some rickshaws. The older teachers went by 

rickshaw and the rest of us walked, with Chinese porters pulling our trunks and other 

less manageable items on their carts. 

Temple Hill was three or four miles away, and we had to walk up past "Moore's Fort", 

the house where my family had holidayed since my grandparents' day. We passed the 

foreign cemetery where my great grandparents were buried. The column of school 

children and teachers were taken along the main street of the town where we were 

objects of curiosity to the Chinese people as we walked along flanked by our Japanese 

guards. 

Brought up with a strong belief that God was in control, even in the worst of 

circumstances, and much to the incredulity of both our Japanese guards and the 
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onlooking Chinese population, we were soon singing under the leadership of the 

teachers, a song composed by Stanley Houghton who later became the Headmaster of 

the post-war Chefoo School at Kuling, West China 

"God is our Refuge; 

our Refuge and our Strength 

In trouble, in trouble, 

a very present help 

Therefore will not we fear 

Therefore will not we fear The Lord of Hosts is with us  

The God of Jacob is our Refuge 

Finally we made it up the hill to the compound in Temple Hill where we were allocated a 

building for the Prep School. Upstairs was the boyôs bedroom. It was small with only 

enough room to sleep with a narrow margin between each bed. The girls had a similar 

setup in another room. Our room looked out onto a veranda on which a lot of our boxes 

and cabin trunks were stored due to lack of space inside. We discovered that Chinese 

thieves could climb the compound wall at night, even though these walls were topped 

with broken glass set in cement. They could then climb up to our veranda from outside 

the building and rifle our possessions. The teachers tried to keep a more wary eye on 

our possessions with some success. 

On our first morning at Temple Hill, I looked out at the surrounding walls and realized 

that I would not be able to step outside those walls for any reason at all. We were now 

prisoners. Our daily life and welfare was firmly in the hands of the Japanese. 

Each morning we were called out to the front of the building where we had to learn to 

count in Japanese, so that we could respond clearly when we numbered off for Roll 

Call. "Ichi, nee, san, she, gwo, rocku, shichi, hachi, ku, ju." For the next three or four 

years this was the routine when we were called out for roll call every morning. The 

residents of each building would gather in a suitable spot outside their building in two 

rows and number off for a couple of Japanese guards. The guards would then consult 

their list to check that we were all present and accounted for. They would report their 

results to the camp commandant who had to compile an aggregate figure. Only when 

the camp commandant was satisfied were we able to go on with our dayôs activities. 

Life soon sorted itself into routines. Food supplies were sent into camp by the Japanese 

and our teachers now had the task of feeding well over a hundred children without any 

domestic assistance. Older children helped with vegetables, dish washing, sweeping, 

dusting, wood chopping, and water carrying and somehow the whole school, with 

children aged from six to sixteen, was fed, clothed and kept happily occupied.  
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Of course there was not much of the area that I did not explore, usually on my own. 

Under the house was a small storage area, and I discovered a container of some kind of 

bran.  I found that it was quite edible, so I would help myself to a couple of handfuls of 

the ground grain every so often.  It probably provided me with some sort of health 

benefit that was not enjoyed by the other students.  

One of the servants who used to serve us until we were imprisoned smuggled two small 

pigs into camp. At first they were dosed with aspirin to prevent them squealing but later 

the guards became accustomed to their presence. When our first prison camp 

Christmas arrived, Mr. Olsen, an elderly Australian who had once worked in the 

outback, skilfully and rapidly administered the coup de grace to one of the pigs, with 

helpers sitting on it. I can remember the squealing and being told not to go over there. 

However I was allowed to watch as they de-bristled the pig with scalding hot water. The 

resulting eighty pounds of meat gave us all a great Christmas dinner and what was left 

over provided other nourishing meals during that winter.  

Gradually each house settled into its new, self-help routine. Lessons began again on a 

part-time basis. We sat on the 'beds' in some of the dormitories and wrote in pencil, with 

exercise books on our knees. At other times, games were organized. There were also 

vegetable gardens, chicken runs and goats. We had books to read, gramophone 

records to listen to, concerts to improvise, religious services and Bible classes to attend. 

There were moments of excitement. One day a rabid dog came in the gate and ran 

wildly around the place. There was a fair bit of open space inside the walls, and so it 

was hard to capture the animal. The Japanese guards threw missiles such as half bricks 

at it, and at least one of them found its target, making the dog even more demented. 

Eventually it found the gate and ran outside into the town. I wondered how much 

damage it would cause out there. 

Our bedrooms/dormitories were upstairs and opened onto a veranda running to the 

front of the house. This was where we kept all our travelling cases and trunks for 

safekeeping.  Many of them still contained our belongings.  We thought they would be 

safe from the thieves that were always active anywhere that órichô foreigners lived.  The 

outer wall of the compound was topped with glass shards embedded in concrete.  In 

spite of this, an enterprising thief managed to breach the wall, climb up to the veranda, 

and get away with some of our belongings. 

Just inside one stretch of wall was a bamboo grove. It was about five or six metres wide 

and about sixty metres in length. One day while exploring this grove I discovered a 

small, hidden outdoor chapel. There was a log pulpit and log pews, enough to seat 

about fifteen people. As the property had belonged to a Presbyterian mission, it was not 

hard to imagine that one of the missionaries or Chinese Christians had built it. I was 

intrigued by it and in my imagination saw myself standing at the pulpit and sharing my 
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pearls of wisdom with the assembled company. It was the first time I had thought about 

what I might be when I grew up, and it proved to be prophetic. 
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Weihsien Concentration Camp 
 

We remained at Temple Hill in this make-do concentration camp for almost a year. 

Towards the end of 1943, the Japanese decided to consolidate all their civilian 

prisoners in the north of China into a single Concentration Camp. We were told that we 

would be moving to a place called Weihsien, which was inland from the port of Tsingtao. 

This would mean a boat trip from Chefoo to Tsingtao and then train to Weihsien. 

Before the War, the Chefoo School boasted about six or seven hundred students in the 

three sections, Prep, Boysô and Girlsô Schools. Many of the parents of students had 

heeded the warnings or for other reasons had taken their children out of the school and 

returned to their homeland. So now there were less than three hundred students left 

altogether and only about a dozen in the Prep School. Three lady teachers were left to 

care for and educate these dozen children. 

In September amid much excitement, the time came to move. We packed and made our 

way down to the harbour where a small Japanese steamer was waiting. Once on board 

we were directed to our quarters in the hold. There was a raised platform on either side 

of a central walkway where we could place our blankets. There was just enough room to 

spread out blankets with almost no space between each 'bed'. A bucket was placed in 

the middle of the walkway for any necessary relief trips during the night. Some sort of 

makeshift curtain was placed half way along to give the girls and boys privacy from 

each other. Soon after we set off, but while still in the harbour, a small motor boat was 

seen chasing after us and when it caught up with the ship, it proved to be the baker, 

who had promised to give us a supply of bread for the trip and had missed the boat. He 

had gone to a lot of trouble to deliver these wonderfully fresh loaves to us. 

It wasnôt a very pleasant trip. We were on board for two nights and glad to reach 

Tsingtao the following morning. We were then placed on a train and by late afternoon 

arrived at the station of the walled city of Weihsien. Here we were put on trucks and 

made our way the few miles to, what was called at that time "the Weihsien Civil 

Assembly Centre". This was to be our new home until ï we knew not when. 

Soon the camp came into sight. It was surrounded by a fairly high wall with barbed wire 

on the top which later proved to be electrified. We could see rows of huts and some 

taller buildings including a church. Here and there were guard towers and as we 

approached the entrance we saw Japanese guards standing with their rifles and 

bayonets ready to welcome us. 
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This property had been another Presbyterian Mission Bible School. It was about 200 

metres by 150 metres in size and included a church, hospital, rows of small rooms to 

house the Bible School students, 

larger buildings for classrooms and 

staff houses for the American 

missionaries, teachers and doctors 

The entrance was through a Chinese 

style of gateway which had three 

Chinese characters written across 

the top of it which I later learned said, 

ñCourtyard of the Happy Wayò, We 

drove through the gate and up the 

incline with what seemed like 

hundreds of internees standing on 

either side of the road to witness our 

arrival. We were unloaded and 

gathered on the playing field next to 

the church, while a camp leader read 

out the instructions about the camp, 

and then we were assigned sleeping 

quarters. We were now a small partof 

the 2,000 or so people who had been 

interned in this Concentration Camp 

at Weihsien. 

We were taken to one of the larger 

buildings, Block 24, and down into a 

very dank basement where we were 

given beds and bedding of a sort. My 

bed was a folding camp stretcher 

which was constructed of a piece of 

canvas stretched between two rails 

attached to folding legs. The rails 

were held apart with a removable 

wooden crosspiece at each end 

which kept the whole thing rigid. 

However on my bed the two cross pieces had been lost and so to sleep in it meant that 

my weight caused the outside rails to partially close in over the top of me. I really loved 

this bed which was cozy and warm, and was disappointed when we were given 

'improved' sleeping arrangements. 

That room was our home for the first couple of weeks, and in that time two or three of 

the children got ñjaundiceò as it was then called. I succumbed and found that there was 

Artist's impression of the Weihsien Camp 

entrance.  

The characters are "Le Dao Yuan", meaning 

"Courtyard of the Happy Way". 

Below is a view from inside the camp showing 

part of the outside wall with the barbed wire 
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something appealing about being sick in a boarding school. If nothing else it was 

another way of getting some kind of personal attention. I was taken out of my fold up 

camp stretcher and placed in a large double bed that stood at one end of the room. My 

skin was yellow. I felt nauseated by anything that was or looked like it was greasy. I had 

no energy. I was quarantined from the other children as far as that was possible in the 

confined quarters of a prison camp. But I had, from time to time, the undivided attention 

and care of some of the teachers. 

I was away from my parents and the teachers were mostly spinster missionaries who, 

having been called by God to work amongst the heathen in China, found themselves, 

because of their training, living with a challenging bunch of missionariesô children, not all 

of whom would have been regarded as Godôs gift to mankind! 

David Clark, who was in Weihsien, but whom I did not know as he was not connected 

with the CIM schools, has some tantalizing opinions on the place of missionaries in 

China, which he expresses in his book ñNorth of the Taiò 

ñAnd there was Ellen Collier. Our paths crossed occasionally, she was so pretty, 

and I started to get really strong stirrings inside me when I saw her. I wondered 

how she was growing up in her double imprisonment. There she was, in the 

China Inland Mission School. where, for the glory of God, those missionary 

parents deliberately sent their children off ñfor education,ò to be thoroughly 

indoctrinated in total isolation with all their fundamentalist religiosity, not to see 

them again for years, while the parents proselytized their religion to the Chinese 

peasants in the far interior, beyond Japanese occupation. unencumbered by their 

children. And now she was an inmate in Weihsien. Ellen would smile at me with 

those gorgeous brown eyes as we passed by, and I felt sorry for her.ò 

                                            Published by House Ontario, Canada ISBN 1-897113-43-9) 

In later years as I worked my way through many mental and emotional problems in my 

own life, I found myself many times agreeing with his views. 

Soon the small Prep School was allocated more permanent quarters in Block 23 where 

we stayed for the rest of the War. 
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Life as a Prisoner 
 

Our new home was in Block 23 on the ground floor. It had probably been a teacherôs flat 

in a former life. Block 23 was a large building with a bell tower in the centre. The front of 

the building had a long stone flagged veranda along its full length, and one end of this 

veranda led to a door which gave access to our quarters. 

Inside the front door was a tiny hallway with a room straight ahead. This was the 

teachers' bedroom. By that stage in the schoolôs evolution we were down to three 

Block 23 Prep School Quarters and hospital 
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female teachers, Miss Carr, Miss Stark, and Miss Woodward. They would not have had 

an easy task, and I seemed to be one of those who was constantly fronting up for 'the 

strap'. We knew the idiosyncrasies of each teacher, and when Miss Woodward gave the 

strap, she would keep her arm stiff. Consequently we saw that if we could manoeuvre 

her to a position just below a light bulb, there was a good likelihood that she would hit it, 

hopefully with entertaining results. We were rewarded a couple of times. If you turned 

left in the small hallway, there were two more rooms. The one on the left was the girlsô 

room. There were five girls left in the Prep School, and in the last room there were nine 

boys. 

The boysô room was a much larger room than the other two, and was both our sleeping 

quarters, living quarters and schoolroom during the day. We slept on mattresses on the 

floor. My bed was just inside the door on the right. Starting from the door and going 

around the room were: me, David Allen, Robert Clow, John Birch, and a fifth person 

whom I canôt remember. On the other side were: Philip Paulson, Paul Grant, David 

Michell, John Taylor and Val Nichols. We were all about 10 - 11 years of age. In the 

room next to us were the girls of approximately the same age. I canôt remember their 

names, but I think there were 5 of them. 

Every morning we made our beds and rolled up our mattresses against the wall to 

create more space for moving about as it became our class room and living room during 

the day. Our cabin trunks were placed in the centre of the room and used as seats for 

classes. In that sense life went on as normal, but supplies were few and we had to use 

whatever books we had been able to bring in with us. Apart from that the teachers were 

creative in trying to give us as normal an education as possible during those years. 

We used slates and chalk for some subjects and activities such as maths, but also had 

a few notebooks which were used until we reached the end of the book, then it was 

turned upside down and we wrote between the lines. There was a pot belly stove in the 

middle of the room, but fuel was difficult to get. We were able to scrounge coal dust 

and, learning from others in the camp, mixed the dust with dirt and water, then formed 

them into briquettes. They didnôt burn very well, but had to do. David Clark, who is 

mentioned in the last chapter has written about this in his book ñNorth of the Taiò 

ñAs November moved into December, the weather was turning cold. We 

schoolboys were required to take turns to light the stoves in Block 35 in the 

morning before school, and made valiant efforts to coax the coal dust to burn so 

that the building would be warm through the school day. In the blocks where the 

families resided, there were no stoves issued, but low brick and mud stoves were 

built, with stove pipes constructed with whatever tins could be found to vent the 

smoke outside. On the top of each was a tin plate, for cooking. Uncle Alistair was 

a Godsend here. He and the men from his shop constructed these stoves; all he 

required was mud to seal the bricks, and I easily found sufficient dirt for this 
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purpose.ò                                                                                   (Published by General 

Store Publishing House Ontario, Canada ISBN 1-897113-43-9) 

One of the unforgettable, but necessary activities was the endless pursuit of bed bugs. 

These were pandemic and their total destruction was a constant and unattainable 

fantasy. They seemed to hide in the cracks in the wall plaster during the day, and then 

when our warm bodies were comfortably settled in our beds on the floor, over would trot 

this army of bed bugs and proceed to graze all night on the ready supply of blood that 

was available. If they were squashed in the night, either deliberately or in our sleep, 

they left streaks of blood on the sheets and a strong and distinctive smell behind them. 

During the day we would use boiling water and pour it into any available crack, and use 

other means to block up cracks, but if we were at all successful, it was hard to see the 

results of our efforts. 

Along one wall of our room was a long 

bench which held basins and other 

items for our ablutions. We were able 

to buy soap from the Japanese, but no 

toothpaste, so for years I got used to 

cleaning my teeth with soap. I 

remember being quite jealous of Jim 

Muir who came from New Zealand, 

and seemed to have an endless 

supply of Ipana toothpaste. In the 

evenings, before going to bed, we 

would have a stand up wash, and 

teachers would come to check on our 

progress. We would be asked if we 

had washed our ankles, behind our ears and between our legs. One teacher seemed to 

find a need to inspect my appendages between these latter items to see that they were 

clean. 

Access to medical supplies or vitamin supplements was limited. When the medical 

powers that be figured that we were deficient in calcium, we collected egg shells, which 

were dried and powdered. A teaspoonful of this dry, choking powder was swallowed 

each day for a period. At another stage I was deemed to be anaemic and in need of 

iron. This was supplied by the simple means of collecting rust from old metal and 

grinding it into a powder and administering it in the same way. 

Day to day life inside a prison compound became normal after a while. We played 

marbles ï ñalleysò ï in the dust outside, and also hopscotch. I would wander around the 

camp and collect labels off food cans that had been thrown away in peopleôs rubbish 

bins. It was amazing how many people must have brought in canned food with them. 

We used some of the larger cans to make small ovens by lining them with mud and 

The Hospital .  

The top two floors housed some of the 

pupils of the Chefoo School.  
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cooking minute scones, although ósconesô was a rather grand name for what actually 

resulted from this effort. But like a lot of things that children do, the fun experienced 

during the effort made it well worthwhile, regardless of the result. 

There were four kitchen/dining room complexes scattered around the camp. One was in 

the basement of the hospital and was a diet kitchen. The other three were numbered 

one to three and we were allocated to one of these for our meals. The Prep School was 

assigned to Kitchen One. The meals were not very memorable. What was memorable 

was the Menu Board on which the cooks used their creative writing skills to describe the 

coming meal in the most exotic terms. You would think that you were in the grandest 

hotel in the land. What was actually served was bread porridge for breakfast, watery 

stew in the middle of the day, and whatever was left over for the evening meal. 

We were encouraged, through cubs and scouts to study nature. I began to study the 

shape of trees and their leaves. A Golden Oriole (picture) used to sit in a tree between 

us and the Japanese quarters and serenade us with its beautiful song. I know I became 

much more observant as a result of spending time in the cubs and later, after we left 

camp, in the scouts. 

A couple of times Red Cross parcels were distributed, and the main item of interest to 

me was the powdered milk. It was only a tablespoonful, but I loved the beautiful taste of 

that powder mixed with a little water and eaten a lick at a time from the spoon. There 

were also times when there were actually pieces of meat served at meal times. We later 

learned that the Japanese had deliberately delayed giving the horse carcass to the 

camp cooks until it was already starting to putrefy. The cooks were however able to 
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salvage some parts that were still edible. I enjoyed the meat, but my fellow Prepites 

were unimpressed, and I benefited from their reluctance. 

One day as I was walking around the camp aimlessly, I came to the little yard behind 

Kitchen One and found a man with a meat grinder, carefully grinding peanuts into 

peanut butter. I talked to him for a while, hoping that I might be lucky enough to get a 

lick, but it wasnôt to be my lucky day. 

After breakfast, the teachers felt that we needed to be taught how to be 'regular', so we 

were sent off to the communal toilets to empty our bowels. This practice was faithfully 

followed, with, in some case, lifelong benefits in 'regularity'. Every morning, when we 

returned to our rooms, we would be asked by the teacher on duty, ñDid you go?ò and if 

we replied in the negative, we were told to ñGo and try againò, which we did, usually with 

positive results. 

The camp toilets were emptied into a cesspool which was 

accessed each day by some Chinese farmers who took 

the contents in wooden buckets carried on a pole across 

their shoulders ï ñhoney bucketsò - to their fields to 

fertilize the vegetable crops. This was an excellent and 

natural recycling process. These farmers risked their lives 

by acting as couriers from news sources outside.  They 

would make the note into a pellet and keep it in their 

mouths and while they were going about their business 

inside the camp, they would spit the message out so that 

one of the campôs residents could retrieve it. .One of the 

children in the camp fell in to one of these cesspools due 

to some tragic mischance. He survived, and the worst long term result of his accident 

was that he was from then on known as ñCesspool Kellyò. 

While walking up one of the main streets of the camp I was shown "the very spot" where 

a young man had fallen from a tree and been killed just the day before. 

Bringing death closer to home, was the accident that killed one of the boys in the 

Chefoo Boysô School. We had to line up for roll call morning and evening and on this 

particular morning there was a heavy dew on the ground. Because we had no access to 

new clothing including shoes, we spent as much time as possible going around 

barefoot. Keeping these factors in mind, the Boysô School went out for roll call near the 

hospital where they lived. There was a low electric wire that had been loosened in the 

wind hanging down, and somebody said, "Bet you can't catch that." He jumped and 

caught it and it was a live wire and he was electrocuted. His mother was there, and it 

was with difficulty they restrained her from trying to grab him or she too would have 

been electrocuted. 
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To an eight or nine year old death was fascinating, repelling and scary all at the same 

time. When one of the nuns died, she was laid out in the small building that served as a 

morgue not far from the hospital. My curiosity led me there one day, and as no one was 

around, I climbed in the broken window and stood and looked at her for quite a while. 

Later they had an official viewing of the body, and I queued up with the rest and had 

another look. 

Eric Liddell the Olympic runner of ñChariots of Fireò fame was an internee in Weihsien. 

He spoke at one of Chefoo School church services and told us about the famous 

episode in 1924 when he would not run in an Olympic race because it was to be held on 

a Sunday. He was a truly great man and in my mind was a true hero. Unfortunately he 

also died in the camp of a brain tumour, just months before the end of the War. 

In 2002, together with my brother Frank, I went to Weifang, as the town is now called. 

Today it is a city of some millions of people and is internationally famous as the world 

kite centre. We found the old camp site which is now the No. 2 Middle School and the 

only buildings still standing were a couple of the houses where the Japanese had been 

quartered, and the hospital. But in a position just behind where the church used to be, 

and next to the former front gate was an ñEric Liddell Memorial Gardenò, which was 

locked up behind a wall with a moon gate. We were able to get access to it and take 

some pictures 

The Eric Liddell Memorial Garden in 

2002 

Eric Liddell wins a gold medal in the 440 yards flat race at the 1924 Olympics. At left, 

Eric in  1940 a year before he entered the Weihsien Concentration Camp 
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One night during the War we were woken up and called out to a roll call in the middle of 

the night as someone had rung the bell which graced the top of Block 23. We were kept 

outside until the Japanese were satisfied that no one had escaped. But on another 

occasion Arthur Hummel and Laurie Tipton did escape over the wall and joined with 

Government forces outside the camp until the end of the war. They were able to keep 

the Chinese Government in Chongqing up to date with information about the camp. At 

the end of the War they came back in with the American liberators and reported some of 

their adventures. 
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RETURN TO CAMP 

from left to right ---   

-?-,                         Arthur Hummel,                                       

-?-,                         Laurie Tipton,                                         

-?-,      Father Raymond deJaegher, 

Zhang Xihong's father                              

Roy Tchoo. 
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Letters from Weihsien 
 

The following pages contain the only letters remaining of those I sent from concentration 

camp. 
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