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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. 






















































































































































































































































































































































